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IIe was moving towarl her to change places,
but her terrified expostulation stopped him and
he resumed his seat,

“What hurt can it do you ?”

¢“None, none.  But I ean not bear it.”

«It’s my belief you hute the sight of the very
river.” _

¢« I—1I do not like it, father.”

¢ As if it wasn't your living!
meat and drink to you !V’

At these latter words the girl shivered rgain,
and for a moment pauscd in her rowing, scem-
ing to turn deadly faint. It escaped his atten-
tion, for he was glancing over the stern at some-
thing the boat had in tow,

“How can you be sc.thankless to your best
friend, Lizzie? The vey fire that warmed you
when you were a babby, was picked eut of the
river alongside the coal barges.  The very basket
that you slept in, the tide washed ashore. The
very rockers that I put iz upon to make a eradle
of it, T cut out of a picee of wood that drifted
from some ship or another.”

Lizzie took her right hand from the scull it
held, and touched her lips with it, and for a
moment held it out Jovingly toward him ; then,
without speaking, she r1esumed her rowing, as
another boat of similar appearance, though in
cather better trim, came out from a dark place
and dropped softly alongside.

“In luck again, Gaffer?” said a man with a
squinting leer, who sculled her and who was
alone. I know'd you was in luck again, by
vour wake as vou come down.”

AN replied the other, dryly.
out, are you?”

“Yes, pardner.”’

There was now a tender yellow moonlight on
the river, and the new-comer, keeping lialf his
boat’s length astern of the other bhoat, looked
hard at its track.

“T says to myself,” he went on, “directly
you hove in view, Yoncer’s Gafter, and ia luck
again, by George if he ain’t!  Scull it is, pard-
ner—don’t {ret yoursell—I didn’t touch him.”
This was in answer to ¢, gnick impatient move-
ment on the part of Goffer: the speaker at the
sama time unshipping his seull on that side, and
laying Lis hand on the gunwale of Gaffer's boat
and holding to it.

“Il¢’s had touches 2nough not to want no
more, as well as T make him out, Gaffer! Been
a knocking about with « pretty many tides, ain't
he parduer?  Such is riy out-of-luck ways, you
sce! e must have passed me when he went
up last time, for I was on the look-out below
bridge here. I a’most think you're like the wul-
turs, pardner, and scent ’em out.”

e spoke in a dropped voice, and with more
than onc glance at Liszie who had pulled on
her hood again,  Both men then looked with
a weird unholy interest at the wake of Gafler’s
boat.

¢ Fasy doces it, betwixt us.
aboard, parduer 2"

As if it wasn't

“So you're

Shall T take him

“No,"” said the other.  In so surly atone that
the man, after a blank stare, acknowledged it
with the retort:

“—Arn't been eating nothing as has disagreed
with you, have you, pardner?”

“Why, yes, I have,” said Gaffer. ‘I have
been swallowing too much of that word, Pard-
ner. I am no pardner of yours.”

“Since when was you no pardner of mine,
Gaffer Hexom, Esquire ?”

¢ Since you was accused of robbing a man,
Accused of robbing a live man!” said Gafier,
with great indignation.

“ And what if I bad been accused of robbing
a dead man, Gaffer?”

““You couLpnr do it.”

¢ Couldn’t you, Gaffer?”

“No. Ilas a dead man any use for money?
Is it possible for a dead man to have money?
What world docs a dead man helong to? "Toth-
er world,  'What world docs money belong to?
This world. Ilow can money be a corpse’s?
Can a corpse own it, want it, spend it, clain it
miss it?  Don’t try to go confounding the rights
and wrongs of things in that way. DBut it's wor-
thy of the sneaking spirit that robs a live man.”

<11 tell you what it is—"

“No you won't. [l tell you what it is.
You've got off with a shovt time of it for putting
your hand in the pocket of a sailor, alive sailor.
Make the most of it and think yourself lncky,
but don’t think after that to come over me withi
your pardners. We have worked together in
time past, but we work together no more in time
present nor yet futire.  Let go.  Cast off!”

“(Gafler!  If you think to get rid of me this
way—" '

«If I don’t get rid of you this way, I'll try
another, and chop you over the fingers with the
stretcher, or take a pick at your head with the
boat-hook. Cast off! Dull you, Lizzic. Tull
home, since you won’t let your father pull.”

Lizzic shot ahead, and the other boat fell
astern.  Lizzic's father, conmposing himsclt into
the casy attitude of one who had asserted the
high moralities and taken an unassailable posi-
tion, slowly lighted a pipe, and smoked, and
took a survey of what he had in tow.  What he
had in tow, lunged itsell at him sometimes in an
awful manner when the boat was checked, and
sometimes scemed to try to wrench itsclf away,
though for the most part it followed submissive-
ly. A ncophyte might have fancied that the
ripples passing over it were dreadfully like faing
changes of expression on a sightless face; but
Gadfer was no ncophyte and had no fancies.

JRESEESEEEIF SUIRE

CIIAPTER IT.

TITE MAN FROM SOMEWITERIE.

Mg. and Mrs, Veneering were bran-new peo-
ple in a bran-new house in a bran-new quarter
of London. Iivery thing about the Vencerings
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was spick and span new. All thei: furniture
was new, all their friends were new, all their
gervants were new, their plate was new, their
carringe was new, their harness was new, their
horses were new, their pictures were new, they
themselves were new, they were as newly mar-
ried as was lawfully compatible with their hav.
ing a bran-new baby, and if they had set up a
areat-grandfather, he would have coric home in
matting from the Pantechnicon, witho 1t a seratch
upon him, French polished to the crown of his
head.

For, in the Vencering establishmer t, from the
hall-chairs with the new coat of arms, to the
grand piano-forte with the new action, and up
stairs again to the new firc-cscape, all things
were in a state of high varnish and polish.  And
what was observable in the furniture, was observ-
able in the Veneerings—the surface sinelt a little
tou much of the work-shop and was a tifle sticky.

There was an innocent picce of dinner-furni-
ture that went upon easy castors anl was kept
over a livery stable-yard in Duke Street, Saint
James's, when not in use, to whom the Veneer-
ings were a source of blind confusion, The name
of this article was T'wemlow. Being first cousin
to Lord Snigsworth, he was in frequent requisi-
tion, and-at many houses might be said to repre-
sent the dining-table in its normal state.  Mr,
and Mrs. Vencering, for example, arranging a
dinner, habitually started with Twenlow, and
then put leaves in him, or added guests to him.
Sometimes, the table consisted of Tw:mlow and
half a dozen leaves; sometimes, of Twemlow
and a dozen leaves; sometimes, Twemlow was
pulled out to his utmost extent of twenty leaves.
Mr. and Mrs. Vencering on oceasions of cere-
mony faced each other in the centre of the board,
and thus the parallel still held; for, it always
happened that the more Twemlow was pulled
out, the further he found himself fron the cen-
tre, and the nearer to the side-board at the one
end of the room, or the-window-curtiins at the
other,

But, it was not this which steeped the feeble
soul of I'wemlow in confusion. This he was
used to, and could take soundings of, Thoe abyss
to which he could find no bottom, and from
which started forth the engrossing and cver-
swelling ditliculty of his life, was the insoluble
(uestion whether he was Veneering's ol dest friend
or newest friend. To the excogitat on of this
problem, the harmless gentleman had devoted
many anxious hours, hoth in his lodgzings over
the livery: stable-yard, and in the cold gloom,
favorable to meditation, of Saint James’s Square.
Thue,  Twemlow had first known Veneering at
his club, where Veneering then knew wobody but
the man who made them known to or ¢ another,
who secemed to be the most intimatc friend he
had in the world, and whom he had Enown two
days—the bond of union between thei  souls, the
nefarions conduct of the committee respecting
the cookery of a fillet of veal, havinz been ac-
cidentally cemented at that date.  Imamediately

upon this, Twemlow received an’invitation ‘to
dine with Vencering; and dined : the man being
of the party,  Immediately upon that, ‘Twemlow
received an invitation to dine with the man, and
dined : Veneering being of the party. At the
man’s werc a Member, an Engineer, a Payer-off
of the National Debt, a Poct, a Grievance, and
a Public Office, who all scemed to be utter stran.
gers w0 Vencering., And yet immediately afier
that, Twemlow received an invitation to dine at
Veneerings, expressly to meet the Member, tho
Engineer, the Payer-off of the National Debt,
the I’oct, the Grievance, and the Public Office,
and, dining, discovered that all of them were the
most intimate friends Veneering had in the
world, and that the wives of all of them (who
were all there) were the objects of Mrs. Veneer-
ing’s most devoted affection and tender confi-
dencc. ‘

Thus it had come about, that Mr. Twemlow
had said to himself in his lodgings, with his
hand to his forehead : I must not think of this.
This is enough to soften any man’s brain,”—and
yet was always thinking of it, and could never
form a conclusion.

This evening the Veneerings give a banquet.
Eleven leaves in the Twemlow 3 fourteen in com-
pany all told. Four pigcon-breasted retainers in
plain clothes standing in linc in the hall. A -
{ifth retainer, procecding up the stairease with a
mournful air—as who should say, ¢ Here is an-
other wretched creature come to dinner; such is
life ! anncunces, ¢ Mis-tress Twemlow!”

Mrs. Vencering weleomes her sweet Mr, Twem-
low. Mr. Vencering welcomes his dear Twem-
low. DMrs, Vencering does not expeet that Mo,
Twemlow can in nature care much for such in-
sipid things as babics, but so old a friend must
please tolook atbaby. # Al! You will know the
friend of your family better, Tootlenmns,” says
Mr. Vencering, nodding emotionally at that new
article, ““when you begin to take notice.” Ilc
then begs to make his dear Twemlow known to
his two friends, Mr. Boots and Mr. DBrewer—
and clearly has no distinet idea which is which.

3ul now a fearful circnmstance occurs.

“Mis-ter and Mis-sis Podsnap!”

“ My dear,” says Mr. Veneering to Mrs, Ve-
neering, with an air of much friendly interest,
while the door stands open, *“the Podsnaps.”

A too, too smiling large man, with a fatal
freshress on him, appearing with his wife, in-
stantly deserts his wife and darts at Twemlow
with:

“Ifow do you do? So glad to know you.
Charmning honse you have here. I hope we are
not late. So glad of this opportunity, I am
sare !V :

When the first shock fell npon him, Twemlow
twice skipped back in his neat little shoes and
his neat little silk stockings of a by-gone fashion,
as if fmpelled to leap over a sofa behind him;
but the large man closed with him and proved
too strong.

¢ Let me,” savs the large man, trying to at-
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tract the attention of his wife in the distance,
“Tave the pleasure of presenting Mrs. Podsnap
to her host.  She will be,” in his futal freshness
Ne seems to find perpetual verdure and eternal
youth in the phrase, ¢“she will be so glad of the
opportunity, I am sure.”

In the mean time Mrs. Podsnap, unable to
originate a mistake on her own account, because
Mrs. Vencering is the only other lady there, does
Ler best in the way of handsomely supporting
her husband’s, by looking toward Mr. Twem-
low with a plaintive countenance and remarking
to Mrs. Vencering in a feeling manner, firstly,
that she fears he has been rather bLilious of late,
and sceondly, that the baby is already very like
him.

It is questionable whetlher any man quite rel-
ishes being mistaken for any other man; but,
Mr. Veneering having th s very evening seb up
the shirt-front of the young Antinous (in new
worked cambric just come home), is not at all
complimented by being supposed to be Twem-
low, who is dry and weazen and thicty-five years
older. Murs. Vencering cqually resents the im-
putation of being the wife of Twemlow.  As to
Twemlow, he is 50 sensible of heing a much bet-
ter bred man than Vencering, that lie considers
the Iarge man an offensiv ass.

In this complicated dilemma, Mr. Venecring
approaches the large mar. with extended hand,
and smilingly assures that incorrigible personage
that he is delighted to see him: who in his fatal
freshiness instantly veplies:

“Thank you. I am ushamed to say that 1
el not at this moment recall where we met,
but I am so glad of this opportunity, I am sure!”

Then pouncing upon Twemlow, who holds
back with all his feeble might, he is haling him
ofl’ to present hiim, as Veneering, to Mrs, Pod-
suap, when the arrival of more guests unravels
the mistake.- Whereupon, having re-shaken
hands with Veneering as Venecring, he re-skakes
hands with Twemlow as Twemlow, and winds
it all up to his own perfect satisfaction by seying
to the last-named, ¢“ Ridic ilous opportunity-—but
so glad of it, I am sure!”

Now, Twemlow having undergone this terrific
experience, having likewise noted the fusion of
Boots in Brewer and Brewer in Boots, and hav-
ing further observed that of the remaining seven
guests four discreet characters enter with wan-
dering eyes and wholly decline to cominit them-
sclves as to which is Venzering, until Veneaving
has them in his grasp ;—"Twemlow having prof-
ited by these studies, {incs his brain wholesome-
ly hardening as he approaches the conclusion
that he really s Vencering’s oldest {riend, when
his brain softens again and all is lost, through
his eyes encountering Vencering and the large
man linked together as twin brothevs in the back
drawing-room near the conservatory door, and
through his cars informing him in the tones of
Mrs, Veneering that the same large man is to
be baby's godfather,

“Dinner is on the table!”

Thus the melancholy retainer, as who should
say, ‘*Come down and be poisoned, ye unhappy
children of men !”

Twemlow, having no Iady assigned him, goes
down in the rear, with his hand to his forchead,
Boots and Brewer, thinking him indisposed,
whisper, ““Man faint. IIad no lanch.” DBut
he is only stunned by the unvanquishable diffi-
culty of his existence.

Revived by soup, Twemlow discourses mildly
of the Court Circular with Boots and Brewer.
Is appealed to, at the fish stage of the banquet,
by Veneering, on the disputed question whether
his cousin Lord Snigsworth is in or out of town ?

Gives it that his cousin is out of town. *¢At
Snigsworthy Park ?” Vencering inquires, ¢ At
Snigsworthy,” Twemlow rcjoins.  DBoots aud

Brewer regard this as a man to be cultivated ;
and Veneering is clear that hic is a remunerative
article. Meantime the retainer goes round, like
a gloomy Analvtical Chemist: always sceming
to say, alter *“Chablis, Sir?"'—¢You wouldn’t
if vou kuew what it's made of.”

The great looking-glass above the side-board
refleets the table and the company. - Refleets
the new Veneering crest, in gold and cke in
silver, frosted and also thawed, o camel of all
work. The ITeralds” College found out a Cru-
sading ancestor {or Veneering who bore o camel
on his shield (or might have done it if he had
thought of it), and a caravan of camels take
charge of the {ruits and {lowers and candles, and
kneel down to be loaded with the salt.  Reflcets
Venceering; forty, wavy-linired, dark, tending to
corptilence, sly, mysterious, filmy—a kind of suf-
ficiently well-looking veiled-prophet, not proph-
esying. Refleets Mrs. Vencering, fair, aquiline-
nosed and fingered, not so much light hair as
she might have, gorgeous in raiment and jewels,
enthusiastic, propitiatory, conscious that a cor-
ner of her husband’s veil is over hersclf.  Re-
flects Podsnap: prosperously [eeding, two little
light-colored wiry wings, one on either side of
his else bald lhead, looking as like his hair-brushes
as his hair, dissolving view of red beads on lis
forchead, large allowance of crumpled shirt-col-
Inr up behind.  Refleets Mrs. Podsnap; fine
woman for Professor Owen, quantity of bone,
neck and nostrils like a rocking-horse, hard feat-
ures, majestic head-dress in which Podsnap has
hung golden offerings.  Refleets Twemlow; gray,
dry, polite, susceptible to cast wind, First-Gentle-
man-in-Lurope collar and cravat, checks drawn
in as if he had made a great effort to retire into
himsell come years ago, and lLiad got so far and
had never got any farther.  Refleets mature
voung lady,; raven locks, and complexion that
lights up well when well powdered—as it is—
carrving on considerably in the captivation of
mature young gentleman; with too much nose
in his face, too much ginger in his whiskers, too
mneh torco in his waistcoat, too muceh sparkle
in his studs, his cyes, his buttons, his talk, and
his teeth.  Refleets charming old Lady Tippins
on Veneering's rights with an immense obtuse
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drab oblong face, like a face in a tab e-spoon,
and a dyed Long Walk up to the top of her
head, ns o convenient public approach to the
hunch of false hair behind, pleased to Datronize
Mrs. Veneering opposite, who is pleased to be
p:xtr(mized. Refleets a certain ¢¢ Mortiraer,” an-
other of Vencering’s oldest friends; w1o never
was in the house before, and appears non to want
to come again, who sits disconsolate on Mis.
Veneering's left, and who was inveigled by Lady
Tippins (a fricnd of his boyhood) to come to
these people’s and talk, and who woa’t talk.
Refleets Tugene, friend of Mortiimer ; buried
alive in the back of his chair, behind a shoulder
—uwith a powder-cpaulet on it—of the mature
voung lady, and gloomily resorting to the Cham-
pagne chalice whenever proftered by the Ana-
Iytical Chemist. Lastly, the looking-3lass re-
flects Boots and Brewer, and two other stuffed
Buffers interposed between the rest of the com-
pany and possible accidents.

The Vencering dinners are excellent dinners
—or new people wouldn’t come—and all goes
well.  Notably, Lady Tippins has madc a series
of experiments on her digestive func.ions, so
extremely complicated and daring, thas if they
could be published with their results it might
benefit the human race.  Iaving taken in pro-
visions fromn all parts of the world, this hardy
old cruiser has last touched at the Notth Tole,
when, as the ice-plates are being remcved, the
following words fall from her:

“1 assure you, my dear Vencering—"

(Poor Twemlow’s hand approaches his fore-
head, for it would seem now that Lady "Tippins
is coing to be the oldest friend.)

“I assuie you, my dear Vencering, that it is
ithe oddest atfrir!  Like the advertising people,
[ don’t ask you to trust me without oitering a
respectable reference.  Mortimer there, is my
reference, and knows all about it.”

Mortimer raises his drooping cyelids, and
slightly opens his mouth.~ DBut a faint smile,
expressive of ¢ What's the use!” passes over
his face, and he drops his eyelids and shuts his
mottth,

“Now, Mortimer,” says Lady Tippins, rap-
ping the sticks of her closed green fan tpon the
knuekles of her left hand—which is pariicularly
rich in knuckles, ¢ I insist upon your telling all
that is to be told about the man from Jemaica.”

“Give you my honor I never heard of any
man from Jamaica, except the man who was a
brother,” replics Mortimer.

“Tohago, then.”

“Nor yet from Tobago.”

“Tixcept,” Jugene strikes in: so unexpected-
ly that the mature young lady, who has forgot-
ten all about him, with a start takes the epaulet
out of his way: “except our friend who long
lived on rice-pudding and isinglass, till at length
to his something or other, his physic an said
something clse, and a leg of mutton ssmechow
ended in daygo.”

A reviving impression goes round the table

that Eugenc is coming out. An unfulfilled im-
pression, for he goes in again.

“ Now, my dear Mrs, Veneering,” quoth Tady
Tippins, 1 appeal to you whether this is not
the basest conduct ever known in this world ?
I carry my lovers about, two or three at a time,
on condlition that they are very obedient and de-
voted; and here is my old lover-in-chief, the
head of all my slaves, throwing off his allegiance
before company.  And here is another of my
lovers, n rough Cymon at present certainly, but
of whom I had most hopeful expectations as to
his turning out well in course of time, pretend-
ing thas he can's remember his nursery rhymes!
On purposc to annoy me, for he knows how I
dote upon them!”

A ghastly little fiction concerning her lovers
is Lady Tippins’s point. She is always attended
by a lover or two, and she keeps a little list of
her lovers, and she is always booking a new
lover, or striking out an old over, or putting a
lover in her black list, or ]n'omotinv a lover to
her bluz list, or adding up her lovers, or oth-
erwise posting her book.  Mrs. Vencering is
charmel by the humor, and so is Veneering.
Perhaps it is enhanced by a certain yellow play
in Lady Tippins’s throat, like the legs of scratch-
ing poultry.

I banish the false wretch from this moment,
and I strike him out of my Cupidon (my name
for my L.edger, my dear,) this very night. But
I amn resolved to have the account of the man
from Somewhere, and I beg you to clicit it for
me, my love,” to Mrs. Vencering, “as I have
lost my pwn influence.  Oh, you perjured man!”
This to Mortimer, with a rattle of her fan,

¢ Welare all very much interested in the man
from Sdmewliere,” Vencering obscrves.

Thenfthe four Buffers, taking heart of grace
all four Jat once, say:

“IJeeply interested!”
¢ (quite exceited 1”

¢ Tramatic!”
¢ Man from Nowhere, perhaps!”
And Jthen Mrs. Veneering—for Lady Tip-

pins's wlinning wiles are contagious—Ifolds her
1 the manner of a supplicating child,
turns to her left neighbor, and says, ¢ Teasc!
Pay! Man from Tumwhere!” At which the
four Bufters, again mysteriously moved all four
at once,|exclaim, ¢ You can’t resist!”

«Updu my life,” says Mortimer languidly,
“T find|it immensely embarrassing to have the
eves of Fourope upon me to this extent, and my
only corfsolation is that you will ail of you exe-
erate T dy "Tippins in your sceret hearts when
vou find, as you mcvxr,.\bly will, the man from
SomewHere a bore.  Sorry to destroy romance
by fixing him with a local habitation, but he
comes flom the place, the name of which cs-

capes me, but will suggest itself to every body
else ]101(, where they make the wine.”

Toneene suggests < Day and Martin's.’

“No, not that place,” returns the nnmmcd
Mortimer, ““that’s where they make the Port.

hands 1
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My man comes from the country where they
muke the Cape Wine.  But look here, old fel-
low; it’s not at all statistical and it's rather
odd.”

It is always noticcable at the table of the
Veneerings, that no man troubles himself much
about the Vencerings themselves, and that any
one who has any thing to tell, generally tells it
to any body else in preference.

“The man,” Mortimar goes on, addrcssing
Tingene, “whose name is Ilarmon, was only
son of a tremendous old rascal who mace his
moncy by Dust.”

“Red velveteens and 2 bell 2 the gloomy Eu-
gene ingnires,

“ And a ladder and Hasket if you like. DBy
which means, or by others, he grew rich as a
Dust Contractor, and lived in a hollow in a
hilly country entirely cornposed of Dust.  On his
own small cstate the pgrowling old vagibond
threw up his own mountain range, like wn old
voleano, and its geological formation was Dust.
Coal-Dust, vegetable-dust, bone-dust, crockery
dust, rough dust and lust sifted—all manner of
Dust.”

A passing remembrance of Mrs. Vencering,
here induces Mortimer 1o address his nexr, half-
dozen words to her; :fter which he wanders
away again, tries Twemlow and finds he docsn't
answer, ultimately takes up with the Buffers wko
receive him enthusiastically.

“The moral being—1 believe that’s the right
expression—of this excmplary person, derived
its highest gratifieation from anathematizing his
nearest relations and tuning them out of doors.
Having begun (as was natural) by rendering
these attentions to the wife of his bosom, he next
found himself at leisure to bestow a similar rec-
ognition on the claims of his daughter,  1le
chose a hushand for her, entirely to his own
satisfuction and not in tae least to hers, ard pro-
ceeded to settle upon her, as her marriage por-
tion, I don't know how much Dust, but some-
thing inmnense. At this stage of the aflir the
poor girl respectfully intimated that she was se-
cretly engaged to that Hopular character whom
the novelists and vers fiers call Another, and
that such a marriage would make Dust of her
heart and Dust of her life—in short, woald sct
hier up, on a very extensive scale, in her father’s
business.  Immediatelr, the venerable perent—
on a cold winter’s night, it is said-—anashema-
tized and turned her out.”

Here, the Analytical Chemist, (who has evi-
dently formed o very low opinion of Mortimer’s
story) concedes a little elaret to the Bufters;
who, again mysteriously moved all four at once,

serew it slowly into thomselves with a peculiay

twist of enjoyment, as they ery in chorus, ¢ Pray
o on.”

“The pecumiary resourees of Another were,
as they usually ave, of a very limited nature. I
believe T am not asing too strong an expression
when T say that Another was very havd up.
1lowever, he married the young lady, and they

syears,

lived in a humble dwelling, probably possessing
a poreh ornamented with honey-suckle and wood-
bine twining, until she died. T must refer yon
to the Registrar of the District in which the hum-
ble dwelling'was situated, for the certified cause
of death; but carly sorrow and anxicty may
have had to do with it, though they may not ap-
pear in the ruled pages and printed forms. In-
disputably this was the case with Another, for he
was so cut up by the loss of his young wife that
if he outlived her a year it was as much as he
did.”

There is that in the indolent Mortimer, which
scems to hint that if good society might on any
account allow itself to be impressible, he, one of
good society, might have the weakness to be im-
pressed by what he here relates. It is hidden
with great pains, but it is in him. The gloomy
Tlugene too, is not withous some kindred touch g
for when that appalling Lady Tippins declares
that if Another had survived, he should have
gone down at the head of her list of lovers—andd
also when the mature young lady shrugs her
epaulets, and langhs at some private and con-
fidential comment from the mature young gen-
tleman—his gloom deepens to that degree that
he trifles quite ferociously with his dessert-knife.

Mortimer proceeds,

““We must now return, as the novelists say,
and as we all wish they wouldn’t, to the man
from Somewhere. DBeing a boy of fourteen,
cheaply edueated at Drussels when his sister'’s
expulsion befell, it was some little time before
he heard of it—probably from herself, for the
mother was dead ; bat that I don’t know. In-
stantly, he absconded, and came over here.  1le
must have been a boy of spirit and resouree, to
get here ot a stopped allowance of five sous a
week ; but he did it somehow, and he burst in
on his father, and pleaded his sister’s eause.
Venerable parent promptly resorts to anathema-
tization, and turns him out of doors.  Shocked
and terrified boy takes flight, sccks his fortune,
gets aboard ship, ultimately, turns up on dry land
among the Cape wine: a small proprictor, farm-
er, grower—whatever you like to call it.”

At this juncture, shuftling is heard in the hall,
and tapping is heard at the dining-room door.
Analytical Chemist goes to the door, confers an-
grily with unseen tapper, appears to become mol-
ificd by deserying reason in the tapping, and
goes out, ’

¢ 8o he was discovered, only the other day,
after having almost doubled his age; that is
to say, after having expatriated about fourteen

1

A Buffer, suddenly astounding the other three,
by detaching himself, and asserting individuali-
ty, inquires: ¢ How discovered, and why ?”

“Ah! To be sure. Thank you for remind-
ing me.  Venerable parent dies.”

The same Buoffer, emboldened by success,
savs: “When?”

“The other day.  Ten or twelve months ago.”

The same Buffer inguires with smartness,
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«What of 7 But herein perishes 1 melancholy
example ; being regarded by the thrae other Buf-
fers with a stony stare, and astraceiig no further
attention from any mortal.

« Venerable parent,” Mortimer repeats with a
passing remembrance that there is a Vencering
at table, and for the first time addressing him—
< (dies.”

The gratified Vencering repeats, gravely,
¢ (ies;” and folds his arms, and ‘:omposes his
brow to hicar it out in a judicial marner, when he
finds himself again deserted in the hleak world,

«[Tis will is found,” says Mortinier, catching

Mrs. Podsnap’s rocking-horse’s eye. It is
dated very soon after the son’s flight. It leaves

the lowest of the range of dust-mno intains, with
some sort of a dwelling-house at ivs foot, to an
old servant who is sole exceuator, and all the rest
of the property—which is very considerable—to
the son. Ile directs himself to be buried with
certain cccentric ceremonics and precautions
against his coming to life, with v-hich I nced
not bore you, and that's all—except—" and
this ends the story.

The Analytical Chemist rettrnin 3, every body
looks at him. Not because any bydy wants to
see him, but beeause of that subtle influence in
nature which impels humanity to embrace the
slightest opportunity of looking t any thing
rather than the person who addresses it.

¢ —Toxcept that the son’s inheriting is made
conditional on his marrying a gir, who at the
date of the will was a child of four years old or
so, and who is now a marriageable young wo-
man. Advertisement and inquiry discovered the
son in a man from Somewhere, and at the pres-
ent moment he is on his way homre from there
—no doubt, in a state of great astonishment—to
suceced to a very large fortune, axd to take o
wile.”

Mrs. Podsnap inquires whether tt e young per-
son is a young person of personal charms?  Mor-
timer is unable to report.

Mr. Podsnap inquires what wou d become of
the very large fortune, in the event of the mar-
ringe conditicn not being fulfilled ?  Mortimer
replics, that by special testamentary clanse it
would then go to the old servant above mention-
ed, passing over and excluding the son; also, that
if that son had not been living, the same old serv-
ant would have been sole residuary legatee.

Mrs. Veneering has just succeed3d in waking
Lady lxl)pms from a snore, by dextrously shunt-
ing a train of plates and dishes at her knuckles
across the table; when cvery body but Morti-
mer himself becomes aware that the Analytieal
Chemist is, in a ghostly manner, offering him a
folded paper.  Curiosity detains Mrs. Venceering
a fuw moments.

Mortimer, in spite of all the arts of the chemist,
placidly refreshes himself with o ghiss of Madei-
ria, and remains unconscious of the document
which engrosses the general attenticn, until Lady
"Vippins (who has a habit of waking totally in-
sensible), having remembered where she is, and

recovered a pereeption of surrounding objects,
says: ¢ Falser man than Don Juan; why don’t
you take the note from the Commendatore?”
Upon which, the chemist advances it under the
nosz of Mommer, who looks round at him, and
says:
¢ What’s this 2”

Analytical Chemist bends and whispers.

“ Who 27 says Mortimer.

Analytical Chemist again bends and whispers.

Mortimer stares at him and unfolds the paper.
Reads it, reads it twice, turns it over to look at’
the blank outside, reads it a third time.

¢ This arrives in an extraordinarily opportunc
manner,” says Mortimer then, looking with an
altcred face round the table: *“this is Lhe con-
clusion of the story of the identical man.’

¢ Alrcady married ?” onc guesses.

“Declines to marry 27 another guesses.

“ Codicil amoug the dust ?"” another guesses.

“IWhy, no,” says Mortimer; ‘remarkable
thing, you are all wrong, The story is complet-
er and rather more exciting than I supposcd.
Man’s drowned !”

[V

CHAPTER III.
ANOTIIER MAN.

As the dlﬂp])o'mn(* skirts of the Iadies ascend-
ed the Vencering staivease, Mortimer, following
them forth from the dining-room, turned into a

Dack library of bran-new books, in bran-new bind-
ings liberally gilded, and requested to sce the
messenger who had breught the paper. e wasa
boy of about fifteen.  Mortimer looked at the hoy,
and the boy looked at the bran-new pilgrims on
the wall, going to Canterbury in more golid frame
than procession, and more carving than country.
4 Whose writing is this?”
¢ Mine, Sir.”

“Who told yon to write it ?”

¢ My father, Jesse ITexam.”

4 Is it he who found the body ?”

4 Yes, Sir.”

4 What is your father?”

The boy hesitated, looked reproachfully at the
pilgrims as il they had involved him in a little
difficulty, then said, folding a plait in the right

leg of his trowsers, ¢“Ile gets his living along-
shqre.”

$ s it far?”

¢ Is which far ?” asked the boy, upon his guard,
and again upon the road to Canterbury.

o your father’s 27

1’ a goodish streteh, Sir, T came up in a
, and the cab’s waiting to be paid.  We could
back in it before you paid it, if you liked. 1
1t first to your oflice, according to the direc-
1 of the papers found in the pockets, and there
I s:c nohody bt a chap of about my age who
sent me on here.”

"“here was a curious mixture in the boy, of un-
cothpleted savagery, and uncomnpicted civiliza-
Ltion.  1Iis voice was hoarse and coarse, and his
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