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ceased, Mr. John Harmon, had returned to En-
gland ; exclusive private proprietorship in which
circumstances was sct up at dinner-tables for
several days, by Vencering, Twemlow, Podsnap,
and all the Buffers: who all related them ir-
reconcilably with one another, and contradicted
themselves. It was also made interesting by the
testimony of Job Potterson, the ship’s steward,
and onc Mr. Jacob Kibble, a fellow-passenger,
that the deceased Mr. John Harmon did bring
over, in a hand-valise with which he did disem-
bark, the sum he had realized by the foreed sale
of his little landed property, and that the sum ex-
ceeded, in ready money, seven hundred pounds.
It was further made interesting by the remark-
able experiences of Jesse Hexam in having res-
cued trom the Thames so many dead bodies,
and for whose behoof a rapturous admirer, sub-
seribing himself ¢ A friend to Burial” (perhaps
an undertaker), sent cighteen postage-stamps,
and five **Now Sir”’s to the editor of the Times.

Upon the evidence adduced before them the
Jury found, That the body of Mr. Johun Iarmon
had been discovered floating in the Thames, in
an advanced state of decay, and much injured,
and that the said Mr. John Harmon had come
by his death under highly suspicions circum-
stances, though by whose act or in what preeise
manner there was no cvidence before this Jury
to show. And they appended to their verdict a
recommendation to the ITome Office (which Mr.
Inspector appeared to think highly sensible), to
offer a reward for the solution of the mystery.
Within cight-and-forty hours a reward of Onc
Hundred Pounds was proelaimed, together with
a (ree pardon to any person or persons not the
actual perpetrator or perpetrators, and so forth
in due form.

This Proclamation rendered Mr. Inspector
additionally studious, and caused him to stand
meditating on river-stairs and causeways, and to
go lurking about in boats, putting this and that
together.  But, according to the success with
which you puat this and that together, you get a
woman and a fish apart, or a Mermaid in com-
bination.  And Mr. Inspector could turn out
nothing better than a Mermaid, which no Judge
and Jury would believe in.

Thus, like the tides on which it had been horne
to the knowledge of men, the Harmon Murder
—as it came to be popularly called—went up and
down, and cbbed and flowed, now in the town,
now in the country, now among palaces, now
among hovels; now among lords and ladies and
gentlefolks, now among laborers and hammerers
and ballast-heavers, until at last, after a long
interval of slack-water, it got out to sea and drift-
ed away,

CHAPTER IV.

THE K. WILFER FAMILY.
RecinaLp WILFER i a name with rather a

grand sound, suggesting on first acquaintance

brass¢s in country churches, scrolls in stained-
glass windows, and generally the De Wilfers who
came| over with the Conqueror.  For, it is a re-
markible fact in genealogy that no De Any ones
ever ¢ame over with Any body clse.

Bup, the Reginald Wilfer family were of such
commnionplace extraction and puarsuits that their
forefithers had for generations modestly sub-
sisted. on the Docks, the Excise-Office, and the
Custom-ITouse, and the existing R. Wilfer was
a pogr clerk. 8o poor a clerk, though having a
limited salary and an unlimited family, that he
had never yet attained the modest object of his
ambizion: which was, to wear a complete new
suit [of clothes, hat and boots included, at one
time,  His black hat was brown bhefore he could
afford a coat, his pantaloons were white at the
scams and knees before he could buy a pair of
boots, liig boots had worn out before he could
treag himself to new pantaloons, and, by the time
Lie worked round to the hat again, that shining
an article roofed-in an ancient ruin of va-
§ periods.

If| the conventional Cherub could ever grow

up a1d clothed, he might be photographed as a
view| of Wilfer. IHis chubby, smooth, innocent
appcarance was a reason for his being always
treatzd with condescension when he was not put
down. A stranger entering his own poor house
at ahout ten o'clock r.ar might have been sur-
prisdd to find him sitting up to supper.  So hoy-
isli as he in his curves and proportions, that
his gld schoolmaster mecting him in Cheapside,
might have heen unable to withstand the tempt-
ation of caning him on the spot. In short, he
was the conventional cherub, after the supposi-
titiofts shoot just mentioned, rather gray, with
signg of care on his expression, and in decidedly
insolvent circumstances.
Iz was shy, and unwilling to own to the name
of Reginald, as being too aspiring and sclf-assert-
ive 4 name, In his signature he used only the
initijll R., and imparted what it really stood for
to none but chosen friends, under the seal of con-
fidenice. Out of this, the facetions habit had
aris¢n in the neighborhood surrounding Mincing
Tanf of making Christian names for him of ad-
ject/ves and participles beginning with R, Some
of these were more or less appropriate: as Rusty,
Retiring, Ruddy, Round, Ripe, Ridiculous, Ru-
minptive ; others derived their point from their
wanl; of application—-as Raging, Rattling, Roar-
ing,| Raflish.  But his popular name was Rum-
ty, thich in a moment of inspiration had been
besthwed upon him by a gentleman of convivial
habjts connected with the drag-market, as the
beginning of a social chorus, his leading part in
the lexceution of which had led this gentleman
to the Temple of IFame, and of which the whole
explessive burden ran :

Y Tiamty iddity, row dow dow,
Sing toodlely, teedlely, bow wow wow."

Thuys hie was constantly addressed, even in minor
notds on business, as ¢ Dear Rumpty ;" in answer
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to which, he sedately signed himself, “Yonrs
truly, R. Wilfer.”

e was clerk in the drug-housc of Chicks:y,
Veneering, and Stobbles. - Chicksey and Stob-
bles, his former masters, had both become jib-
sorbed in Vencering, once their traveler or cqm-
mission agent: who had signalized his access on
to supreme power by bringing into the business
a quantity of plate-glass window and French-
polished mahogany partition, and a gleaming
and enormous door-plate.

R. Wilfer locked up his desk one cvening,
and, putting his bunch of keys in his pocket
much as if it were his peg-top, made for hoine.
Ilis house was in the Holloway region nortly of
London, and then divided from it by fields {ind
trees.  Between Battle Bridge and that par{ of

_the Holloway district in which he dwelt, was a
tract of suburban Sahara, where tiles and br
were burnt, bones were boiled, carpets were bgat,
rubbish was shot, dogs were fonght, and dust
wag heaped by contractors.  Skirting the boyder
of this desert, by the way he took, when the light
of its kiln-firecs made lurid smcars on the fog| R.
Wilfer sighed and shook his head.

““Ah me!” said he, “what might have Leen
is not what is!”

With which commentary on human life, ipdi-
cating ‘an experience of it not exclusively
own, he made the best of his way to the en
his journcy.

Mrs. Wilfer wasg, of course, & tall woman
an angular. Her lord being chernbie, shefwas
necessarily majestie, according to the pringiple
which matrimonially unites contrasts.  Shefwas
much given to tying up her head in a pogket-
handkerchief, knotted under the chin. [This
head-gear, in conjunction with a pair of gloves
worn within doors, she seemed to consider jis at
once a kind of armor against misfortune (injrari-
ably assuming it when in low spirits or difficul-
ties), and as a specics of full dress. It was there-
fore with some sinking of the spirit that her/hus-
band beheld her thus heroically attired, pulting
down her candle in the little hall, and colning
down the door-steps through the little front ¢ourt
to open the gate for him.

Something had gone wrong with the huse-
door, for R. Wilfer stopped on the steps, stiring
at it, and cried : ““ Halloa?” )

“Yes,” sald Mrs. Wilfer, ““the man
himself with a pair of pincers, and took
and took it away. ITe said that as he hq.
expectation of cever being paid for it, and |as he
had an order for another Lanmes’ Scitoor [loor-
plate, it was better (burnished up) for the |nter-
ests of all parties.”

“Perhaps it was, my dear; what d
think ?”

you

cks.

“You are master here, R, W.,”" return¢d his [

wife. It is as you think; not as I do.

¢ Couldn’t we ?”

“Why, my dear! Conld we?”

1t is ns you think, R. W.; not as I do.”
With those submissive words, the dutiful wife
preceded him down a few stairs to a little hase-
ment front-room, half kitchen, half parlor, where
a girl of about nineteen, with an exceedingly
pretty figure and face but with an impatient
and petulant expression both in her face and in
her shoulders (which in her sex and at her age
are very expressive of discontent), sat playing
draughts with o younger girl, who was the youn-
gest of the House of Wilfer. Not to encumber
this page by telling off the Wilfers in detail and
casting them up in the gross, it is e¢nough for
the present that the rest were what is called
‘out in the world,” in various ways, and that
they were Many.  So many, that when one of
his dutiful children called in to see him, R, Wil-
fer generally seemed to say to himself, after a
little mental arithmeétic, “ Oh! here’s another
of ’em!” hefore adding aloud, “How de do,
Jolin,” or Susan, as the case might be.

“Well, Piggywiggies,” said R. W., ¢“how de
do to-night? What I was thinking of, my dear,”
to Mrs. Wilfer already seated in a corner with
folded gloves, ¢“was, that as we have let our first
floor so well, and as we-have now no place in
which you could teach pupils, even if pupils—"

“The milkman said he knew of two young
Iadics of the highest respectability who were in
scarch of a suitable establishment, and he took
a eard,” interposed Mrs. Wilfer, with severe mo-
notony, as if she were reading an Act of Parlia-
ment aloud.  ““T'ell your father whether it was
last Monday, Belln.”

“But we never heard any more of it, ma,”
said Bella, the clder girl.

“In addition to which, my dear,” her hus-
band urged, ‘“if you have no place to put two
young persons into—"

“Pardon me,” Mrs. Wilfer again interposcd ;
“they were not young persons.  Two young
ladies of the highest respectability. Tell your
father, Bella, whether the milkman said so.”

¢ My dear, it is the same thing.”

“«No it is not,” said Mrs. Wilfer, with the
same impressive monotony. ¢ Pardon me!”

«I mean, my dear, it is the same thing as to
space. As to space. If you have no space in
which to put two youthful fellow-ereatures, how-
ever eminently respectable, which T do not doubt,
where are those youthful fellow-creatures to be
accommodated ? T carry it no further than that.
And solely looking at it,” said her hushand,
making the stipulation at once in a conciliatory,
complimentary, and argumentative tone—‘as 1
am sure you will agree, my love—from 2 fellow-
creaturc point of view, my dear.”

T have nothing more to cay,” returned Mrs,

Per- | Wilfer, with a meck renunciatory action of her

haps it might have been better if the maj had i gloves. ““Itis as you think, R. W.; not as L do.”

taken the door too ?”’

|

Here, the huffing of Miss Bella and the loss

“ My dear; we couldn’t have done withofit the ~ of three of her men at a swoop, aggravated by

door.”

" the coronation of an opponent, led to that young
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lady’s jerking the draught-board and picces off
the table: whieh her sister went down on her
knees to pick up.

“Poor Bellal” said Mrs. Wilfer.,

¢ And poor Lavinia, perhaps, my dear?” sug-
gested R. W,

“ Paidon me,” said Mrs, Wilfer, “no!”

It was one of the worthy woman’s specialtics
that she had an amazing power of gratifying
her splenetic or worldly-minded humors by ex-
tolling her own family : which she thus proceced-
ed, in the present case,. to do.

“No, R. W, DLavinia has not known the
trinl that Bella has known,  The trial that your
danghter Bella has undergone, is, perhaps, with-
out a parallel, and has been borne, I will say,
Nobly. When you sce your daughter Bella in
her black dress, which she alone of all the family
wears, and when you remember the circum-
stenees which have led to her wearing it, and
when you know how those circumstances have
been sustained, then, R, W, lay your head upon
your pitlow and say, ¢Ioor Lavinial””

Here, Miss Lavinia, from her kneeling situa-
tion uunder the table, put in that she didn’t want
to be ¢ poored by pa,” or any body clse.

“T am sure you do not, my dear,” returned
her mother, ¢“for you have a fine brave spirit.
And your sister Cecilin has a fine brave spivit
of another kind, a spirit of purc devotion, a
beau-ti-ful spirit! The self-sacrifice of Cecilia
reveals a pure and womanly character, very
seldom equaled—never surpassed. I have now
in my pocket a letter from your sister Cecilia,
received this morning—rcececived three months
after her marringe, poor childl—in which she
tells me that her husband must unexpectedly
shelter under their roof his reduced aunt, ¢ But
[ will be true to him, mamma,” she touchingly
writes, ¢I will not leave him, I must not forget
that he is my husband. Iet his aunt come!
If this is not pathetic, if this is not woman’s de-
votion—1"  The good lady waved her gloves in
a sense of the impossibility of saying more, and
tied the pocket-handkerchief over her head in a
tighter knot under her chin,

Bella, who was now seated on the rug to warm
herself, with her brown eyer on the fire and a
handful of her brown curls in her mouth, laughed
at this, and then pouted and half eried. '

“] am sure,” said she, “though vou have no
feeling for me, pa, I am one of the most unfor-
tunate girls that ever lived.  You know how
poor we are” (it is probable he did, having some
veason to know it!), “and what a glimpse of
wealth [ had, and how it melted away, and how
L am here in this ridieulons mourning—which I
hate !—a kind of a widow who never was mar-
And yet you don't feel for me.—Yes you

ried.
do, yes you do.’

This abrapt change was oceasioned by her fa-
ther's face.  She stopped to pull him down from
his chair in an attitude highly favorable to stran-
galation, and to give him o kiss and o pat or
two on the check.

“Byt you ought to feel for me, you know,

pa.’7
“ M)y dear, I do.”
“Yqs, and I say you ought to. If they had
only léft me alone and told me nothing about
it, it would have mattered much less. But that
nasty Mr. Lightwood feels it his duty, as he
says, tp write and tell me what is in reserve for
me, ard then I am obliged to get rid of George
Sampson.”

Iler), Lavinia, rising to the surface with the
last drjiughtman rescued, interposed, ¢ You never
cared for George Sampson, Bella,”

“And did I say I did, miss?” Then, pout-
ing aghin, with the curls in her mouth; “¢ George
Sampdon was very fond of me, and admired me
very mch, and put up with every thing I did to
him.”

“Ypu were rude cnough to him,” Lavinia
again interposed.

““And did I say I wasn’t, miss? I am not
;up to be sentimental about George Samp-
I only say George Sampson was better
wthing.”

“You didn’t show him that you thought even
that,” Lavinia again interposed.

“Ypu are a chit and a little idiot,” returned
Bella, ““or you wouldn’s make such a dolly
speeell. What did you expect me to do?  Wait
till yoa are a woman, and don’t talk about whae
you dpn’t understand.  You only show your ig-
noran:e!”  Then, whimpering again, and at in-
tervals biting the curls, and stopping to look how
much| was bitten off, “It’s a shame! There
never |was such a hard case! T shouldn’t care
so much if it wasn’t so ridiculous. It was ridic-
ulous [enough to have a stranger coming over to
marry me, whether he liked it or not. Tt was
ridiculous enough to know what an embarrass-
ing mzeting it would be, and how we never could
preteyd to have an iuclination of our own, cither
of us| It was ridiculous enough to know [
shouldn’t like him—how could T like him, left to
1 a will like a dozen of spoons, with every
cut and dried beforchand, like orange

Talk of orange flowers indeed! I de-
clare [again it’s o shame! Those ridiculous
pointy would have been smoothed nway by the
mong)y, for I love money, and want money—
wans it dreadfully. I hate to be poor, and we
are dpgradingly poor, offensively poor, misera-
bly pgor, beastly poor.  But here I am, left with
all this ridiculous parts of the situation remain-
ing, hnd, added to them all, this ridiculous
dressp - And if the truth wag known, when the
ITarnjon murder was all over the town, and peo-
ple whre specalating on its being suicide, I dare
say those impudent wretches at the clubs and
placef made jokes about the miserable creature’s
having preferred a watery grave to me. It’s
likely enough  they took such liberties; T
shoullln’t wonder! I declare it's a very hard
case fndeed, and T am a most unfortunate girl,
The fdea of being a kind of a widow, and never
havig been married!  And the idea of being as

scttin
son.
than

him i
thing
chips
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poor as cver after all, and going into black, bey
sides, for a man I never saw, and should have
hqtcd—-qs f‘w as he was concerned—if 1 hadl
seen!” ‘

“The young lady’s lamentations were checkei
at this point by a knuckle, knocking at the half
open door of the room, 'l‘hc knuckle had knocK
cd two or three times already, but had not bee
hicard.

““Who is it?” said Mrs. Wilfer, in her Act
of-Parliament manner, ¢ Enter!”
A gentleman coming in, Miss Bella, with
short and sharp exclamation, scrambled off th
hearth-rug and massed the bitten curls togethg
in their right place on her neck.
“The servant-girl had her key in the door 4

I came up, and directed me to this room, tellin
me I was expected. I am afraid T should hay
asked her to announce me.”

=

P

N

“Pardon me,” returned Mrs, Wilfer, 1t
at all. *Two of my daughters. R, W., this jis

the gentleman who has taken our first-flooy.
He was so good as to make an appointment f
to-night, when you would he at home.”

A dark gentleman.  Thirty at the most. A
expressive, one might say handsome, face.
very bad manner.  Inthe last degree constrai;
cd, reserved, diffident, troubled.  1lis eyes we
on Miss Bella for an instant, and then looked |
the ground as he addressed the master of t]
house. ]

“Seeing that T am quite satisfied, Mr. W
fer, with the rooms, and with their situation, s
with their price, I suppose a memorandum |1
tween us of two or three lines, and a payme
down, will bind the bargain? T wish to send
fummu(- without delay.” )

Two or three times during this short addrey
the cherub addressed had made chubby motid
towards a chair. The gentleman now took i
Iaying a hesitating hand on a corner of the {
ble, and witl another hesitating hand lifting 4h
crown of his hat to his lips, and drawing it |}
fore his mouth.

“The gentlemhn, R. W.,”
“proposes to take our apartments by the quy
ter. A quarter’s notice on either side.”

“«Shall I mention, Sir,” insinnated the laf
lord, expecting it to bc received as a matter
course, ‘“the form of a reference ?”

“L think,” returned the gentleman, aftes
pause, ‘“that a reference is not necessary ; nje
ther, to say the trath, is it convenient, for I fim
a stranger in London. T require no refere:
from you, and perhaps, therefore, you will
quire none from me.  That will be fair on b
sides.  Indeed, T show the greater confide
of the two, for T will pay in advance whate
you please, and T am going to trust my fu
ture here.  Whereas, if you were in embarrag
circumstances—this is merely supposititions—

Counscience eansing R. Wilfer to color, M
Wilfer, from a corner (she always got into st
Iy corners) enme to the rescue with a deep-to

“ Perfectly”

sald Mrs, Wilfpr

of |

re-
hth
1ce
ver
mi-
scd

"
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ned

“—Why then I—1 might lose it.”

“Well ! observed R, Wilfer, cheerfully,
“money and goods are certainly the best of
references.”

“Po you think thev are the best, pa?” asked
Miss Belly, in a low voice, and without Jooking
over her sheulder as she warmed her foot on the
fender.

¢ Among the best, my dear,”

“T should have thought, myself, it was so
casy to add the usual kind of one,” said Bella,
with a toss of her curls.

The gentleman listened to her, with a face of
marked attention, thongh hé neither looked up
nor changed his attitude.  Ie sat, still and si-
lent, until his futnre landlord acceepted his pro-
posals, and brought writing materials to com-
plete the business. He sat, still and silent,
while the landlord wrote.

When the agreement was ready in duplicate
(the landlord having worked at it like some
cherubie seribe, in what is conventionally ealled a
doubtful, which means a not at all donbtful, Old
Master), it was signed by the contracting par-
tics, Bella looking on as scornful witness,  The
contracting parties were R, Wilfer, and Joln
Rokesmith, Tsquire.

When it came to Bella’s turn to sign her
name, Mr. Rokesmith, who was standing, as he
had cat, with a hesitating hand upon the table,
Tooked at her stealthily, but narrowly.  Ie look-
ed at the pretty figure bending down over the
paper and saying, *“Where am I to go, pa?
Tlere, in this corner?”  He looked at the beau-
tiful brown hair, shading the coquettish face;
he looked at the free dash of the signature,
which was a bold one for a woman’s; and then
they looked at one another.

¢ Much obliged to you, Miss Wilfer."”

“Obliged 27

“T have given you so much trouble.”

“Signing my name?- Yes, certainly,
am your landlord’s daughter, Sir.”

But I

|

1cee

As there was nothing more to do but pay
eight sovercigns in carnest of the bargain, pock-

ir- | et the agreement, appoint a time for the arrival

of his furniture and himself, and go, Mr. Roke-

d- 1 smith did that as awkwardly as it mlrvht be done,

and was escorted by his landlord to the outer

air.  When R. Wilfer returned, candlestick in

a i hand, to the bosom of his f'.nml.\, he found the
i- | bosom agitated.

" said Bella, “we have got a Murderer
for a tenant.”

“Pa, 7 said Lavinin, ““we have got a Robber,”

“To sce him unable for his life to Jook any
body in the face!” said Bella.  “There never
was such an exhibition.”

“ My dears,” said their father, ¢ he is o diffi-
dent gentleman, and T should say particularly
so in the society of girls of vour age.”
“Nonsense, our age ! eried Bella, impatient-

“What's that got to do with him 27
“ Pesides, we are not of the same age:—
i which age?” demanded Liavinia,

Iv.
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“ Never youw mind, Lavvy,” retorted Bellag
“you wait till you are of an age to ask such
questions.  Pn, mark my words ! Between Mr.
Rokesmith and me there is a natural antipathy
and a deep distrust; and something will come
of it!”

“My dear, and girls,” said the cherub-patri-
arch, ¢“ between Mr, Rokesmith and me there is
a matter of cight sovercigns, and something for
supper shall come of it, if you’ll agree upon the
article.” :

This was a neat and happy turn to give the
subject, treats being rarc in the Wilfer house-
hold, where a monotonous appearance of Dutch-
cheese at ten o’clock in the evening had been
rather frequently commented on by the dimplod
shoulders of Miss Bella. Indeed, the modest
Dutchman himself seemed conscious of his want
of varicety, and generally came before the family
in u statc of apologetic perspiration.  Afrer some
discussion on the relative merits of veal-cutlet,
sweet-bread, and lobster, & decision was pro-
nounced in favor of veal-cutlet.  Mrs. Wilfer
then solemnly divested herselt of her handker-
chief and gloves, as a preliminary sacrifice to
preparing the frying-pan, and R. W, himseclf
®went out to purchase the viand. 1le soon re-
turned, bearing the same in a fresh cabbage-
leaf, where it coyly embraced a rasher of ham.
Melodious sounds were not long in rising from
the frying-pan on the fire, or in sceming, as the
five-light danced in the mellow halls of a couple
of full bottles on the table, to play appropriate
dance-musie, '

The eloth was laid by Lavvy.  Bella, as the
acknowledged ornament of the family, emploved
both hier hands in giving her hair an additional
wave while sitting in the casiest chair, and oc-
casionally threw in a direction touching the snp-
per: as, ¢ Very brown, ma;” or, to her sister,
“Iut the salt-cellar straight, miss, and don’t be
a dowdy little puss.”

Meantime her father, chinking Mr. Roke-
smith’s gold as he sat expeetant hetween his
knife and fork, remarked that six of those sov-
ereigns came just in time for their landlord, and
stood them in a little pile on the white table-
cloth to look at.

¢“T hate our landlord!” said Bella.

Buat, observing a fall in her father’s face, she
went and sat down by him at the table, and be-
gan touching up his hair with the handle of a
fork. Tt was onc of the girl’s spoiled ways to be
aiways arranging the family’s hair—perhaps be-
cause lier own was so pretty, and oceupied so
much of her attention.

“Yon descrve to have a house of your own;
don't you, poor pa?”

“1 dou't deserve it better than another, my
dear.”

“At any rate T, for one, want it more than
another,” suid Bella, holding him by the chin,
as she stuek his flaxen hair on end, ““and I

as

erudge this money going to the Monster that
swallows up so much, when we all want—every

And if you say (as you want to say; I
you want to say so, pa) ‘that’s neither
nable nor honest, Bella,’” then I answer,
r be not, pa—very likely—but it’s one of
sequences of being poor, and of thorough-
ly hating and detesting to be poor, and that’s my
case . Now, you look lovely, pa; why don’t
you glways wear your hair like that? And here'’s
the ¢utlet! If it isn’t very brown, ma, I can’t

thing|
know
reaso
¢ May
the ¢

cat i, and must have a bit put back to be done
exprpssly.”
Ipwever, as it was brown, even to Bella’s

taste
withy
also,
bottl
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high
that
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of it
ticul

(4]

, the young lady graciously partook of it
ut reconsignment to the frying-pan, and
in due course, of the conteuts of the two
s whereof one held Scoteh ale and the
" rum. The Iatter perfume, with the fos-
o aid of boiling water and lemon-peel, dif-
| itself throughout the room, and became so
ly concentrated around the warm fireside,
the wind passing over the house reof must
rushed oft charged with 2 delicious whift
after buzzing like a great bee at that par-
ar chimney-pot.

Pa,” said Belln; sipping the fragrant mixt-
and warming her favorite ankle; ¢ when
Vir. IHarmon made such a fool of me (not to
tion himself, as he is dead), what do you
oge he did it for?”

Tmpossible to say, my dear. AsT have told
times out of nwmber since his will was
ght to light, I doubt if T ever exchanged a
Ired words with the old gentleman, If it
his whim to surprise ns, his whim suceeed-
Tor he certainly did it.”

And I was stamping my foot and sereaming,
n he first took notite of me; was I?” said
a. conterplating the anklebefore mentioned.
You were stamping your little foot, my dear,
sereaming with your little voice, and laying
intol me with your little bonnet, which you had
snafched off for the purpose,” returned her fa-
thei, as if the remembrance gave a relish to the
raml; “you were doing this one Sunday morn-
ing [when I took you out, hecanse I didn’t go
the fexact way you wanted, when the old gentle-
mai, sitting on a seat near, said, ¢ That’s a nice
girll; that's a wvery nice girly a prowising givl?’
An{l so you were, my dear.”

And then he asked my name, did he, pa?”

Then he asked your name, my dear, and

ure
old
men
supy

111
you
brot
hun
was
cd.
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whe
Bell
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and

mirje; and on other Sunday mornings, when we
wallked his way, we saw him again, and—and

really that’s all.”

As that was all the rum and water too, or, in
oth¢r words, as R. W. delicately signified that
his |glass was empty, by throwing back his head
and standing the glass upside down on his nose
and upper lip, it might have been charitable in
Mrf. Wilfer to suggest replenishment.  Dut that
herpine briefly suggesting ¢ Bedtime” instead,
the! bottles were put away, and the family re-
tirell ; she choerubically escorted, like some se-
verr saint in a painting, or merely human mat-
ron allegorically treated.
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‘¢ And by this time to-morrow,” said Lavinia
when the two girls were alone in their rhom,
“we shall have Mr. Rokesmith here, and shall
be expecting to have our throats cut.”

“You necdn’t stand between me and the|can-
dle for all that,” retorted Bella, ¢ This iy an-
other of the consequences of being poor! |The
idea of n girl with a really fine head of hair,
having to do it by onc flat candle and o few
inches of looking-glass!”

“You caught George Sampson with it, Ijella,
bad as your means of dressing it are.”

¢ You low little thing. Caught George Shmp-
son with it! Don’t talk about catching people,
misg, till your own time for catching—a: you
call it—comes.”

¢¢ Perhaps it has come,” muttered Lavvy, with
a toss of her head.

“What did you say ?" asked Bella, very sharp-
ly. ““What did you say, miss ?”

Lavvy declining equally to repeat or to ex-
plain, Bella gradually lapsed over her hair-dress-
ing into a soliloquy on the miseries of being
poor, as exemplified in having nothing to put
on, nothing to go out in, nothing to dress by,
only & nasty box to dress at instead of a com-
modious dressing-table, and being obliged to take
in suspicious lodgers. On the last grievance as
her climax she laid great stress—and might
have laid greater, had she known that if M.
Julius Handford had a twin brother upon earth
Mr. John Rokesmith was the man.

ONLY 'WELVE LETT.

{**The Committee on Revolutionary TPensions re|
the Revolution, twelve in number, for their servic
Liherty obtained, and sincerely rejoicing that their I
and that they receive a sum «f money, as pensionc:
ney to the tomb: and that copies of this resolution
mously adopted,"—Journal of Congress, March 4,/ 18641

orted a resolution, tendering thanks to the surviving Soldiers of
s in that war by which our Independence wag achieved and our
ves have been protracted heyond the period usually allotted to man:
#, which shall help to smooth the rugged path of life on their jour-
be gent by the Speaker to each Revolutionary Pensioner:—Unani-

Only Twelve loft :—Twelve worn and weary men,
With the soft spray of age upon their locks,

In white remembranee of the storm-time when
To Freedom’s hivven they were outer rocks.

Only Twelve loft :—-How short has grown the roll;

A nation calls if;
Lest from its hand

with suspended breath,
should pass the sacred scroll,

To the last call]

Only
Apart-in the di

ng of the voice of death.

Twelee left :H-The ranks are thin, and wide

n armics of the past;

Faint and afar thdy stand, who side by side
Their steel-clamjped columns on the foeman cast.

Only Twelve loft :-
"The comrades ¢
And marble sentr
Their green c¢n

Only Twelve loft
Yet for a little
From the far fadi
To the near fo

Only Twelce left
Back to the re
And fix young K
Of his red bap

Only Twelve loft |
Tave dropped
While a proud
ave turned t

~-In the still camps of death
f their toils and trinmphs lic;
es guard with noiseless breath
ampments of cternity.

—With slow and feeble tread
time their march they keep,
ng fields of doubt and dread,
tresses of rest and sleep.

—The sacred leaves to turn
qords of unvalued worth,

reedom’s lineage at the nmn
ism, who beheld his birth.

—The golden-fruited years
nnheeded bounty on the sod,
ation’s feet 'mid wrongs and tears
» paths these hieroes never trod.
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