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wee, Sir? - Lhere you place me in a difficulty,
\ir. Boffin. Suffice it to observe, that the dif-
nee is best postponed to some other occasion

fere
shen Mrs. Boffin does not honor us with her
pmpany. In Mis. Boffin’s presence, Sir, we

pad better drop it.”

Mr. Wegg thus came out of his disadvantage
with quitc a chivalrous air, and not only that,
ht by dint of repeating with a manly dellc'lcy,

oIn Mrs. Boflin’s presence, Sir, we had hetter
dropit!” turned the dlsndv'mmgc on Botlin, who
ol that he had committed himself in a very
i.mnful manncr.

Then, Mr. Wegg, in a dry unflinching way,
entered on his task ; going straight across coun-
v at every thing that came before him j taking
Jl the hard words, biographical and gcowmph-
ieal; getting rather shaken by Hadrian, Trajan,
and the Antonines ; stumbling at I’olylnus (pro-
ammeed Polly Becmus, and supposed by Mr.
Boffin to be a Roman virgin, and by Mrs. Boflin
«» be responsible for that necessity of dropping
i); heavily unscated by Titus Antoninus Pius;
apagain and galloping smoothly with Augustus ;
fnally, getting over the ground well with Com-
nodus: who, under the appellation of Commo-
dions, was held by Mr. Boflin to have been quite
aworthy of his Xnglish origin, and ‘“‘not to
have acted np to his name” in his government of
the Roman people.  'With the death of this per-
mnage, Mr. Wegg terminated his first reading ;
iong before which consummation several total
alipses of Mrs. Boffin’s candle behind her black
r:ivet disk, would have been very alarming, hut
i being regularly accompanied by a potent
anell of burnt pens when her feathers took fire,
wiich acted as a restorative and woke her. Mr.
Wegg, having read on by rote and attached as
wwideas as posgible to the text, came out of the
acounter fresh 3 but, Mr. Boflin, who had soon
lid down his unfinished pipe, and had ever since
at intently staring with his eyes and mind at
the confounding enormities of the Romans, was
“ severely punished that he could hardly wish
is literary friend Good-night, and articulate
“To-morrow.”

“Commodious,” gasped Mr. Bofiin, staring at

B moon, after lcmng Wepg out at the gate
wd fastening it: ¢ Commodious fights in that
sill-heast-show, seven hundred and thir ty-five
“hes, in one character only ! As if that wasn't
“mming enough, a hundred lions is turned into
~ll"“'lm() wild-beast-show all at once! Asifthat

"'t stunning enongh, Commodious, in another
‘hracter; kills ‘em all off in a ]mn(h('d goes !
RO at\\ asn’t stunning enough, Vittle-us (and

vl mamed too) cats six millions’ worth, English
“mey, in seven months ! Wegg takes it easy,
mt pon-my-conl to a old bird like myself these
wrsearers, - And even now that Commodious is

stangled; T don't see aw ay to our hettering our-
wlves, " Mx Bofiin added as he turned his pen-
e %tc],s toward the Bower and shook his head,

Ldidn'e think this morning there was half so
e ey . |
Sy Searersin Print. But Tm in for it now 17
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CHAPTER VI.
CUT ADRIFT.

Jolly Tellowship - Porters, alrcady
as a tavern of a dropsical appearance,

attled down into a state of hale infirm-
whole constitution it had not a straighs
aardly a straight line; but it had out-
1 clearly would yct outlast, many a

med budding, many a sprucer public

xteinally, it was a narrow lopsided
mble of corpulent windows heaped one

ler as you might heap as many top-

1ges, with a crazy wooden veranda

over the water; indeed the whole
usive of the complaining flag-stafl’ on

mpended over the water, but scemed
t into the condition of a faint-hearted
has paused so long on the brink that
er go in at all.

cription applies to the river-frontage
Jolly Fellowship-Porters.  The hack

blishment, thongh the chief entrance

g0 contracted that it merely repre-
ts conncction with the front, the han-

t-iron sct upright on its broadest end.

e stood at the bottom of a wilderness

1d alley : which wilderness pressed so
close upon the Six Jolly Fellowship-

to leave the hostelry not an inch of
Tror this reason, in
n with the fact that the house was
when the Porters
ilv wash the linen subjected to that

night usnally be scen drying on lines
weross the reception-rooms and bed-

d forming.the chimmey-pieces, beams,
floors and doors, of the Six Jolly Fel-

rters, scemed in its old age franght
In many

here and there it scemed to twist jt-
me likeness of boughs.  In this state
hildhood it had an airof being in its
earrulous about its ecarly life. Not
1son was it often asserted by the regu-
ters of the Porters, that when the
full upon the grain of certain panels,
larly upon an old corner cupboard of
il in the bar, you might trace little
, and tiny trees like the parent tree,
rageous leaf.

of the Six Jolly Fellowship-Porters
to soften the human breast. The
ace in it was not much larger than a
ach ; but no one could have wished
rer, that space was go girt in by cor-
y encke, and by cordial-bottles radiant
us grapes in bunches, and by lemons
1 by biseuits in baskets, and by the
pn”s that made low hows w hen cus-
» served with beer, and by the cheese
corner, and by the lzmdla(b s own
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small table in a snugger corner near the fire,
with the cloth everlastingly laid. Tlis haven
was divided from the rough world b a glass
partition and a half-door, with a leaden sill upon
it for the convenience of resting yow liquor;
but, over this half-door the bar’s smi guess so
gushed forth, that, albeit customers drink there
standing, in a dark and draughty passege where
they were shouldered by other customers passing
in and ont, they always appoared to drisk under
an cnchanting delusion that they were in the bar
itself.

For the rest, both the tap and parlor of the
Six Jolly Fellowship-Porters gave upon the river,
and had red curtains matching the noses of the
regular customers, and were provided vith com-
fortable fireside tin utensils, like models of sugar-
loaf hats, made in that shape that they might,
with their pointed ends, scck out for tiemselves
glowing nooks in the depths of the 1ed coals,
when they mulled your ale, or heatel for you
those delectable drinks, Purl, Flip, and Dog’s
Nose. The first of these humming eompounds
was a specialty of the Porters, which, through
an inscription on its door-posts, gently appealed
to your feelings as, “The Early Pur: Ilouse.”
For, it would scem that Purl must ¢lways be
taken carly ; though whether for any more dis-
tinctly stomachic reason than that, as the carly
bird catches the worm, so the carly purl catches
the customer, can not here be resolved It only
remains to add that in the handle o the {lat-
iron, and opposite the bar, was o very 1 ttle room
like a three-cornered hat, into which no direet
ray of sun, moon, or star, cver penctrated, hut
whicli was superstitiously regarded as a sanctu-
ary replete with comfort and retiremet by gas-
light, and on the door of which was thercefore
painted its alluring name: Cozy.

Miss Potterson, sole proprictor and manager
of the Fellowship-Porters, reigned svpreme on
her throne, the Bar, and a man must hwve dreunk
himself mad drunk indeed if he thougl t he could
contest a point with her.  Deing knovn on her
own authority as Miss Abbey Potteison, some
water-side heads, which (like the witer) were
none of the clearest, harbored muddi:d notions
that, beeause of her dignity and firriness, she
was named after; or in some sort rela ed to, the
Abbey at Westminster.  But, Abbey was only
short for Abigail, by which name Mizs Potter-
son had been christened at Limchousz Church,
some sixty and odd years before.

“Now, you mind, you Riderhood,” said Miss
Abbey Potterson, with emphatic forefl nger over
the half-door, ¢ the Fellowships don’t want you
at all, and would rather by far have our room
than your company; but if you weie as wel-
come here as you are not, vou shouldn’t even
then have another drop of drink here this night,
after this present pint of beer.  So make the
most of it.”

“But you know, Miss Potterson,’ this was
suggested very meekly though, “if I'tehave my-
self, you can’t help serving me, miss,’

¢ Can't T1” said Abbey, with infinite expre,
siomn.

““No, Miss Totterson; beeause, you see,
law—"

¢ [ am the law here, my man,” returned Mj,
Abbey, ‘“and I'll soon convinee you of tha, it
you doubt it at all.”

“I never said I did doubt it at all, 3«
Abbey.”

“‘So much the better for you.”

Abbey the supreme threw the customer’s Ly,
penee into the till, and, seating hersclf in
fireside-chair, resumed the newspaper she g
been reading,  She was a tall, upright, wl.
favored woman, though severe of countenanee,
and had more of the air of a schoolmistress (hyy
mistress of the Six Jolly Fellowship - Porter,
The man on the other side of the half-door wy
a water-side man with a squinting leer, and I,
eyed her as if he were onc of hier pupils in dis-
grace.

“Youw're erucl hard upon me, Miss Pottersan,”

Miss Potterson read her newspaper with con
tracted brows, and took no notice until ke whi.
pered :

“Miss Potterson! Ma'am!
half a word with you ?”

Deigning then to turn her eyes sideways to
ward the suppliant, Miss Potterson beheld hin
knuckling his low forchead, and ducking at
with his head, as if he were asking leave to flin:
himself head foremost over the half-door w
alight on his feet in the bar.

“Well 27 said Miss Potterson, with a manner
as short as she herself was long, “say your half
word.  DBring it cut.”

“Miss Potterson!  Maam!  Would ym
sxeuse me taking the liberty of asking, is it my
character that you take objections to ?”

¢ Certainly,” said Miss Potterson,

¢ Is it that you're afraid of—’

“I am not afraid of you,” interposed Mis
Potterson, ¢“if you mean that.”

¢t But I humbly don’t mean that, Miss Abbey.”

“Then what do you mean?”

“You really are so cruel hard upon me!
What T was going to make inquiries was w
more than, might you have any apprehension
— leastways beliefs or suppositions — that the
company’s property mightn’t be altogether to l¢
considered sufe, if I used the house too regi-
lav?”

“What do you want to know for?”

“WWell, Miss Abbey, respectfully meaning 10
offense to von, it would be some satisfaction o
a man’s mind, to understand why the Fellov-
ship-Torters is not to be free to such asme, and
is to be free to such as Gafler.”

The face of the hostess darkened with some
shadow of perplexity, as she replied: © Galkr
has never been where you have been.”

“Signifying in Quod, Miss? Perhaps not
But he may have merited it.  IIe may be st
pected of far worse than ever T was.”

*“Who suspects him ?”

Might T law

|
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«)any, perhaps.

lo.” ) .
I(u you are not much,” said Miss Abbey Pot-

knitting her brows again with disdain,

Mind you, Miss

One, beyond all doubts.

tersoily -
wpBut I was his pardner.

\thev, I was his pardner. As such I know:

more of the ins and outs. of him than any person
living does. Notice this! 1 am the man that
was his pardner, and I am the man that sus-
pects him.” ) )

«Then,” suggested Miss Abbey, though with
2 deeper shade of perplexity than before, ““you
ciminate yoursclf.”

#No I don’t, Miss Abbey. For how does it
gud? It stands this way. When I was his
pardner, [ couldn’t never give him satisfaction.
Why couldn’t I never give him satisfaction?
Becanse my luck was bad; because I couldn’
ind many enough of ’em. Ilow was his luck?
Always good. Notice this!  Always good! Ah!
There’s & many games, Miss Abbey, in which
there’s chance, but there’s a many others in
which there’s skill too, mixed along with it,”

“That Gafter has a skill in finding what he
fnds, who doubts, man?” asked Miss Abbey.

¢ A skill in purwiding what he finds, per-
haps,” said Riderhood, shaking his evil head.

Miss Abbey knitted her brow at him, as he
darkly leered at her.

“If you're out upon the river pretty nigh cev-
ay tide, and if you want to find a man or woman
in the river, youw'll greatly help your Iuck, Miss
Abbey, by knocking a man or woman on the
head aforchand and pitching ’em in.”

“Gracions TLud ! was the involuntary ex-
damation of Miss Potterson. '

“Mind you!” returned the other, stretching
frward over the half door to throw his words
o the bar; for his voice was as if the head of
lixhoat's mop were down his throat ; ¢“I say so,
Miss Abbey ! And mind you! T'll follow him
up, Miss Abbey ! And mind you! 1I’ll bring himn
ook at last, if it’s twenty year hence, I will!
Who's he, to be favored along of his daughter ?
Ain't I got a daughter of my own!”

With that flourish, and sceming to have talked
himsel{ rather more drunk and much more fero-
‘s than he had begun by being, Mr. Rider-
d took up his pint pot and swaggered of! to
the tap-room.

Gafler was not there, but a pretty strong mus-
“rof Miss Abbey’s pupils were, who exhibited,
shen oceasion required, the greatest docility.
M the clock’s striking ten, and Miss Abbey's
pearing at the door, and addressing a certain
Ison in o fuded searlet jacket, with ¢ George
Jmes, your time’s up! I told your wife you

L Chould be punctual,” Jones submissively rose,

“wve the company good-night, and retired. At
wlf-past ten, on Miss Abbey’s looking in again,
und saving, “Willinm Williams, Bol (GGlumour,
b Jonathan, you are all due,” Williams, Bob,

- Jonathan with similar meckness took their

“eand evaporated.  Greater wonder than
ey when o bottle-nosed person in o glazed
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er some considerable hesitation or-
ier glass of gin and water of the at-
tboy, and when Miss Abbey, instead
t, appeared in person, saying, ¢ Cap-
rou have had as much as will do yon
only did the captain feebly rub his
ontemplate the fire without offering
rotest, but the rest of the company
¢“Ay, ay, Captain, Miss Abbey's
be guided by Miss Abbey, Captain.”
s Abbey’s vigilance in anywise abated
mission, but rather sharpencd; for,
nd on the deferential faces of her
descrying two other young persons in
ronition, she thus bestowed it: “Tom
time for a young fellow who's going
ed next month, to be at home and
d you necdn't nudge him, Mr. Jack
" I know your work begins carly to-
d I say the same to you. So come!
, like good lads!”  Upon which, the
otle looked to Mullins, and the blush-
looked to Tootle, on the question
rise first, and finally both rose to-
went out on the broad grin, followed
bey 5 in whose presence the company
e the liberty of grinning likewise.
an establishment, the whitc-aproned
1 hig shirt-sleeves arranged in o tight
1 bare shoulder, was a mere hint of
ty of physical foree, thrown out as a
ate and form.  Exactly at the closing
¢ guests who were left filed out in
er: Miss Abbey standing at the half
bar, to hold a ceremony of review
U All wished Miss Abbey good-
Tiss Abbey wished good-night to all,
rhood. The sapient pot-boy, looking
r, then had the convietion borne in
i, that the man was evermore out-
communicate from the Six Jolly Fel-
ters,
b Glibbery,” said Miss Abbey to this
cun round to Hexam's and tell hix
zzie that T want to speak to her.”
mplary swiltness Dol Glibbery de-
retwrned.  Lizzie, following him,
me of the two female domesties of
hip-Porters arranged on the snug
by the bar fire Miss Dotterson’s sup-
wsages and mashed potatoes.
1 and it ye down, girl,” said Miss
Can vou eat a hit?”
k you, Miss. I have had my sup-

had mine too, T think,”” caid Miss
ing away the untasted dish, “uand
nough of it. I am put out, Lizzic.”
ry sorry for it, Miss,”

hy, in the name of Goodness,” quoth

sharply, “do you do it?”

Miss!”

there!  Don’t look astonished., I
¢ begrun with a word of explanation.
vay to make short cuts at things. [
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always was-a pepperer.. YouBob Glibbery there,
put the chain upon the door and. get ye |lown to
your supper.”
. With an alacrity that seemcd 1o less
to the pepperer fact than to the supper flict, Bob
obeyed, and his boots were heard desceniing to-
ward the bed of the river. L
¢ Lizzic Hexam, Lizzie Hexam,” then began
Miss Potterson, ‘‘how often have T hell out to
vou the opportunity of getting clear of jyour fa-

eferable

“Vexy often, Miss.”

“Very often? Yes! And I migh
have spoken to the iron funnel of the
sea-going stcamer that passes the Fe
Porters,”

¢“No, Miss,” Lizzie pleaded: ¢ beesjpn
would not be thankful, and I am.”

“I vow and declare. I am half-ashjimed of
myself for taking such an interest in y¢u,” said
Miss Abbey, pettishly, ¢for I don’t |jelieve I
should do it if you were not good-lookins, Why
ain’t you ngly 7"

Lizzie merely answered this difficult
with an apologetie glance.

“JIlowever, you ain't,” resnmed N
terson, ¢“so it's no use going into that.)| I must
take you as I find you. Which indee } is what
I've done. And you mean to say you| are still
obstinate ?” |

“Not obstinate, Miss, I hope.”

“Tirm (L suppose you call it) then?

“Yes, Miss. Fixed like.”

as well
rongest
owship-

T T s

% s¢ that

}qucstion

|
1ss Tot-

\
|
1

“Never was an obstinate person ‘ who
would. own to the word!” remarked hss Pot.
terson, rubbing her vexed nosc; “Lln sure I

would, if I was obstinate; but I am a [pepperer,
which is different. Lizzic Hexam, Lijjzie Hex-
am, think again. Do you know the wot st of your
father ¥V

“DDo T know the worst of father!” s
cd, opening her eyces. |

“Do you know the suspicions to wljich your
father makes himself liable 7 1o you know the
suspicions that are actually about, agaijjst him?"

The consciousness of what he habifnally did
oppressed the girl hicavily, and she slpwly cast
down her cyes. “

“Say, Lizzie. (gcd Miss
Abbey.

¢ Please to tell me what the suspi
Miss,” she asked after a silence, witl
upon the ground. |

“It's not an casy thing to tell a danrhter, hut
it must be told. It is thonght by sdne, then,
that your father helps to their death||a few of
those that he finds dead.”

The relief of hearing what she felt
false suspicion, in place of the exp
and . true one, so lightened Iizzie's
the moment, that Miss Albey was gjmazed at
her demeanor.  She raised her eyel quickly,
shook her head, and, in a kind of trjumph, al-
most laughed.

¢« They little know father who talk

|
le repeat-
\

Do you know?” u

tions are,
her eyes
|

$ Jme was a
cted real
yeast for

ke that!”

(¢“She takes it,” thought Miss Abbey, «
quictly, - She takes it with extraordinary
ness ') ‘

‘“ And perhaps,” said Lizzie, as a recollectjg

flashed upon her, ¢‘it is some one who jy , 4
grudge against father; some one who has thyey,,
ened father! Isit Rldcxhood Miss 2"

“Well; yes it is.”

“Yes! Ile was father’s partner, and faghe
broke with him, and now he revenges himgy
Father broke with him when T was by, and 1
was very angry at it.  And besides, Miss A,
bey I—Will you never, without strong reaso,
let pass your lips what I am going to say?”

She bent-forward to say it in a whisper,

¢TI promise,” said Miss Abbey.

¢ It was on the night when-the ITarmon myr.
der was found out, through futher, just above
bridge. And just helow bridge, as we wepe
sculling home, Riderhood crept out of the dayk
in his boat. And many and many times afer.
ward, when such great pains were taken to come
to the bottom of the crime, and it never conld
be come near, I thought in my own thought,
could Riderhood himself have done the murder,
and did he purposely let father find the body?
It seemed a’most wicked and erucl to so much
as think such a thing; but now that he triest
throw it upon father, I go back to it as if it was
a truth. Can it be a truth? That was puting
my mind by the dead?”

She asked this question rather of the fir
than of the hostess of the Fellowship-Torters,
and looked round the little bar with troubled
cycs.

But, Miss Potterson, as a ready schoolmis
tress accustomed to bring her pupils to hook, s
the matter in a light that was essentially of this
world.

“You poor deluded girl,” she said, ¢ don'
you see that vou can’t open your mind to par
ticular suspicions of onc of the two, withou
opening yvour mind to general suspicions of the
other? They had worked together.  Their go-
inps-on had been going on for some time.  Lven
granting that it was as vou have had in yow
thoughts, what the two had done together would
come fumiliar to the mind of one.”

“You don’t know father, Miss, when you
talk like that. Indeed, indecd, you don’t know
father.”

“Tizzie, Lizzie,” said Miss Potterson. ¢“Leaw
him. You needn’t break with him altogether
but leave him. Do well away from him; ne
beeause of what I have told you to- nwht——\w“
pass no judgment upon that, and we'll hope 1t
may not be—but beeause of \vlnt I have urgel
on you before.  No matter whether it's owing ¥
yonr good looks or not, I like you and I waw
to serve you. Lizzie, come under my direetiod-
Don't fling yonrself away, my girl, but bc et
suaded into being rcxpecmb]c and happy.”

In the sound good feeling and good sense of
her entreaty, Miss Abbey had softened into ?
soothing tone, and had cven drawn her ar

very
(uiet.
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round the girﬂs waist. But she only replied,
wThank you, thank you! Tean’t. I won't. I
must not Lhink‘ fit. The harder father is borne
upon, the more he needs me to lean on.,”

And then Mi‘ss Abbey, who, like all hard peo-
pic when they do soften, felt that there was con-
dderable compensation owing to her, underwent
reaction and beknme frigid,

«1 have done what I can,” she said, ‘‘and
con must go your way. You make your bed,
wd vou must lic on it.  But tell your father one
rhin;:v: he must not come here any more.”

«(Oh, Miss, will you forbid him the house
where I know he’s safe?”

“The Fcllo#vships,” returncd Miss Abbey,
«has itself to.look to, as well as others. It
nas been hard work to establish order here, and
make the Fellowships what it is, and it is daily
ad nightly hard work to keep it so. The Fel-
lowships must riot have a taint upon it that may
give it a bad name. 1 forbid the house to Rider-
hood, and I fm‘bid the house to Gaffer. I for-
bid both, equally. I find from Riderhood and
vou together, that therc arc suspicions against
Joth men, and I'm not going to take upon my-
«lf to decide betwixt them. They are both
tarred with a dirty brush, and I ean’t have the
Fellowships tarved with the same brush.  That’s
al [ know.” .

“Good-night, Miss!"” said Lizzie ITexam, sor-
rowfully.

“lah —Goc
with a shake of

“Believe me
ful all the same

“I can believe a good deal,” returned the
sately Abbey, *so I'll try to believe that too,
Lizzie.” ‘

No supper did Miss Potterson take that night,
and only half h¢1' usnal tumbler of hot Port Ne-
gus,  And the female domestics—two robust
ssters, with staring black eyes, shining flat red
faces, blunt noses, and strong -black curls, like
dolls— interchahged the sentiment that Missis
hid had her hair combed the wrong way by
somebody.  And the pot-boy afterward remark-
el that he hadn’t been “so rattled to bed” since
his late mother] had systematically accelerated
his retivement to rest with a poker.

The chaining of the door behind her, as she
went forth, disenchanted Lizzie Hexam of that
first relief she had felt. The night was black
and shrill, the river-side wilderness was melan-
tholy, and there was a sound of casting-out, in
the rattling of the iron-links, and the grating of
the holts and sthples under Miss Abbey’s hand.
As she came beneath the lowering sky, a sense
of heing involved in o murky shade of Murder
‘I}‘Om)cd upon her; and, as the tidal swell of the
nver broke at her feet without her sceing how
i gathered, so, her thoughts startled her by
Tshing out of lan unscen void and striking at
her heart, ;

Of her fathers being groundlessly suspected,
the felt sure. ' Sure. Sure. And yet, repeat

Vou. XXKX.—N(). 1701

d-night !’ returned Miss Abbey
her head.
Miss Abbey, I am truly grate-
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inwardly as often as she would, the
o reason out and prove that she was
\ys came after it and failed. Rider-
done the deed, and entrapped her fa-
derhood had not done the deed, but
red in his malice to turn against her
s appearances that were ready to his
stort. Equally and swiftly upon either
" the case, followed the frightful possi-
s her father, being innocent, yet might
¢ believed guilty.  She had heard of
ffering Death for bloodshed of which
afterward proved pure, and those ill-
ons were not, first, in that dangerous
which her father stood. Then at the
eginning of his being set apart, whis-
inst, and avoided, was a certain fact.
‘'om that very night. And as the great
v with its drehry shores was soon lost
w in the gloom, so, she stood on the
nk unable to sce into the vast blank
a life suspected, and fallen away from
nd bad, but knowing that it lay there
¢ her, stretching away to the great
rath.

ing only was clear to the girl's mind.
ed from her very babyhood promptly
thing that counld be done—whether to
weather, to ward off cold, to postpone
v what not—she started out of her
n, and ran home.

om was quict, and tie lamp burnt on
In the bunk in the corner her broth-
sep. She bent over him softly, kissed
came to the table.

ic time of Miss Abbey’s closing, and
n of the tide, it must be one. Tide's
p. Tather at Chiswick, wounldn't think
down, till after the turn, and that'’s at
four. I’ll call Charley at six. I shall
Thurch-clocks strike, as I'sit here.”
uictly she placed a chair before the
e, and sat down in it, drawing her
ut her.

cy's hollow down by the flare is not
Poor Charley!”

ek struck two, and the clock struck
the clock struck four, and she remnain-
with a woman’s patience and her own
When the morning was well on be-
r and five, she slipped off her shoes
roing about might not wake Charley),
lie fire sparingly, put water on to boil,
e table for breakfast.  Then she went
dder, lamp in hand, and came down
1 glided about and about, making a
le. Lastly, from her pocket, and from
cy-picce, and from an inverted basin
rhest shelf, she brought half-pence, a
ices, fewer shillings, and fell to labori-
noisclessly connting them, and setting
little heap.  She was still so cngaged,
was startled by : :
ya!”  Irom lier brother, sitting up in
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-, “You made me jump, Charley.”
“Jump! Didn't you make me j

- I opened my eyes a moment ago, an
sitting there, like the ghost of a gir

the dead of the night?”

. ¢“It’s not the dead of the night, Ch

nigh six in the morning.”
¢“Is it though? DBut what are
Liz?”

¢t Still telling your fortune, Charle /.
“It seems to be a precious small o1
* What sre you p

it,” said the boy.
little pile of money by itself for 2"’
¢ For you, Charley.”
“What do you mean?”

“Get out of bed, Charley, and ¢

and dressed, and then I'll tell you.”

Her compesed manner, and her ]

voice, always had an ihfluence over
head was soon in a basin of water, a
again, and staring at her through
toweling.

¢I never,” toweling at himself as

his bitterest cnemy, ¢“saw such a girl
What is the move, Liz?”

“ Arc you almost rcady for break

ley ?”

“You can pour it out. Ialloa! I
» bundle ?”

- *“And a bundle, Charley.”
“You don’t mean it's for me, too
“Yes, Charley; I do, indeed.”
More scrious of face, and more slo

than he had been, the boy complete
ing, and came and sat down at the
fast-table, with his cyes amazedly
her face.

“You sce, Charley dear, I have n
mind that this is the right time for
away from us. Over and above all
change of by-and-by, yowll be mu
and do much better, even so soon as )
Iiven so soon as next week.”

¢ How do you know I shall?”
‘T don’t quite know how, Charley
In spite of her unchanged manner -
and her unchanged appearance of
she scarcely trusted hersell to look
kept her eyes employed on the cutti
tering of his bread, and on the mi
tea, and other such little preparatic
must leave father to me, Charley
what 1 can with him—but you must

““You don’t stand upon ceremon
grumbled the boy, throwing his bre
ter about, in an ill-humor.

She made him no answer.

¢J tell you what,” said the boy,
ing out into an angry whimpering
selfish jade, and you think there's
for three of us, and you want to get

¢ If you believe so, Charley,—ye

Jieve too, that I am a sclfish jade,

think there’s not enough for three of

I want to get rid of you.”
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It was only when the boy rushed at her, ang
threw his arms round her neck, that she Jog; her
sclf.l-cslt,-aint. But she lost it then, ang wept
over him.

.“Don’t cry, don’t ery! T am satisfied o 2.
Liz; I am satisficd to go. I know you send p,
away for my good.”

0, Charley, Charley, Heaven above y
knows I do!” i

“Yes, yes. Don’t mind what I said, Donty
remember it. Kiss me.”

After a silence, she looged him, to dry
eyes and regain her strong quiet influence,

“Now listen, Charley dear. We both knoy
it must be done, and I alone know there is good
rcason for its being done at once.  Go straigh
to the school, and say that you and I agre
upon it—that we can’t overcome father's oppo-
sition—that father will never trouble them, by
will never take you back. You arc a eredit to
the school, and you will be a greater creditto it
yet, and they will help you to get a living, Show
what clothes you have brought, and what money,
and say that I will send some more money. 1f
I can get some in no other way, I will aska
little help of those two gentlemen who came
here that night.”

“Teay ! cried her brother, quickly.  “Dont
you have it of that chap that took hold of me by
the chin! Don’t you have it of that Wraylum
one!”

Perhaps a slight additional tinge of red flashed
up into her face and brow, as with a nod she
lIaid a hand upon his lips to keep him silenty
attentive.

¢« And above ail things mind this, Charley!
Be sure you always speak well of father. Ie
sure you always give father his full due. You
can't deny that because father has no learning
himself he is set against it in you; but favor ne-
thing clse against him, and be sure you say—u
you know—that your sister is devoted to him.
And if you should ever happen to hear any thing
said against father that is new to you, it wil
not be true. Remember, Charley ! It will not
be true.”

The boy looked at her with some doubt and
sarprise, but she went on again without liced-
ing it.

¢ Above all things remember! It will not ¢
true. I have nothing more to say, Charley dean
except, be good, and get learning, and only think
of some things in the old life here, as if you had
dreamed them in a dream last night.  Good-by,
my Darling!”

Though so young, she infused into thesc part
ing words a love that was far more like a mo
ther's than a sister’s, and before which the b
was quite bowed down. After holding her 1o
his breast with a passionate cry, he took up bis
bundle and darted out at the door, with an amf
across his eyes.

The white face of the winter day cam¢ :4111:]'
gishly on, veiled in a frosty mist; and the shad-
owy ships in the river slowly changed to Dlack
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substances; mgd the sun, blood-red on the east-
orn marshes behind dark masts and yards, seemed
filled with the ruins of a forest it had set on fire,
Lizzic, looking for her father, saw him coming,
and stood upon the causeway that he might sce
her.

Ile had nothing with him but his boat, and
ame on apace. A knot of those amphibious
puman-creatures who appear to have some mys-
werious power of extracting a subsistence out of
idal water by looking at it, were gathered to-
gether about the causeway. As her father's
poat grounded, they beeame contemplative of
the mud, and dispersed themselves. She saw
that the mute avoidance had begun.

Gaffer saw it, too, in so far as that he was
moved when he set foot on shore, to stare around
nim. - But, he promptly set to work to haul up
his boat, and make her fast, and take the sculls
and rudder and rope out of her.  Carrying these
with Lizzic's aid, he passed up to his dwelling.

“Sit close to the fire, father, dear, while I
cook your breakfast. It’s all ready for cooking,
and only been waiting for you. You must be
frozen.”

“Well, Tizzie, I ain’t of a glow; that’s cer-
tain. And my hands secmed nailed through to
the sculls. See how decad they are!” . Some-
thing suggestive in their color, and perhaps in
her face, struck him as he held them up; he
turned his shoulder and held them down to the
fire. ‘

“You were not out in the perishing night, I
hope, father 27’

“No, my dear. TLay aboard a barge, by a
azing conl-fire.—Where’s that boy 2"’

“There’s a drop of brandy for your tea, father,
if vow'll put it in while I turn this bit of meat.
If the river was to get frozen, there would be a
deal of distress ; wouldn't there, father?”

“Alt! there’s always cnough of that,” said
Gaffer, dropping the liquor into his cup from a
#uat black bottle, and dropping it slowly that
itmight scem more; ¢ distress is forever a-going
about, like sut in the air—Ain’t that boy up
vet?”

“The meat’s ready now, father. Eat it while
s hot and comfortable. After you have fin-
ihed, we'll tarn round to the fire and talk.”

But, he perceived that he was evaded, and,
baving thrown a hasty angry glance toward the
hunk, plucked at a corner of her apron and
asked

“What’s gone with that boy #” .
CUFather, if yowll begin your breakfast, I'll
$thy and tell you.”

Ie looked at her, stirred his tea and took two

"t three gulps, then cuat at his picee of hot steak

with his case-knife, and said, cating:

“Now then. What's gone with that hoy ?”

“Don’t be angry, dear. It scems, father, that
he has quite a gift of learning.”

“Unnat'ral young beggar!” said the parent,
haking Lis knife in the air.

“—And that having this gift, and not being
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rood- at other things, he has made shift
me schooling.”

at'ral young beggar!” said the parent
ith hig former action.

nd that knowing you have nothing to

her, and not wishing to be a burden on

father, and he cried very much at go-
he hoped you would forgive him.”

him never come a nigh me to ask me
veness,” said the father, again empha-
s words with the knife.
thin sight of my eyes, nor yet within

‘¢ Let him never

Iis own father ain’t good
Ile’s disowned his own father,
father thercfore disowns him for ever

my arm.

, as 4 unnat’ral young beggar.”
1 pushed away his plate.  With the nat-
L of a strong rough man in anger, to do

g forcible, hic now clutched his knife
, and strack downward with it at the
rery succeeding sentence.  As he would
wck with his own clenched fist if there
iced to be nothing in it.

welcome to go.  He's more welcome to
o stay. But let him never come back.
never put his head inside that door.
you never speak a word more in his fa.
ou'll disown your own father, likewise,
. your father says of him he'll have to
say of you. Now I see why them men
cld aloof from me. They says to one
‘Here comes the man as ain’t good
or his own son!” - Lizzic—1"

1e stopped him with o ery. Looking at
w her, with a face quite strange to him,
- back against the wall, with her hands
r cyes.

er, don’t! T can’t bear to see you strik-
it. Putit down!”

ked at the knife; but in his astonish-
dicld it.

er, it’s too horrible.
vn!” .
nded by her appearance and exclama-
ossed it away, and stood up with his
ds held out before him,

t’s come to you, Liz? Can you think
trike at you with a knife?”

ather, no; you would never hurt me.”
t sheuld I hure?”

ing, dear father. On my knces, I am
1 my heart and soul I am certain, no-

O put it down,

But it was too dreadful to bear; for it

" her hands covering her face again,
ked—"

t did it look like 27

rollection of his murderous figure, com-
th her trial of last night, and her trial
rming, caused her to drop at his feet,
aving answered.

never seen her so before.  Ie raised
the utmost tenderness, ealling her the
1ghters, and <“my poor pretty crectur,”
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and laid her head upon his knee, and |tried to
restore her.  But failing, he laid her hgad gen-
tly down again, got a pillow and placel it un-
der her dark hair, and sought on the ta)le for a
spoonful of brandy. There being nonce left, he
hurriedly caught up the empty bottle, |ind ran
out at the door.,

He returned as hurriedly as he had gane, with
the bottle still empty. e kneeled dowr: by her,
took her head on his arm, and moist¢ned her
lips with a little water into which he dipped his
fingers: saying, fiercely, as he looked | around,
now over this shoulder, now over that:

“Have we got a pest in the house?
summ’at deadly sticking to my clothes?
let loose upon us?  Who loosed it ?”

Is there
What’s

B,

CHAPTER VII

MR, WEGG LOOKS AFTER IIIMSE].F.

Str.as Weaa, being on his road to th: Roman

Empire, approaches it by way of Clejkenwell.
The time is carly in the cvening; th
moist and raw. Mr. Wegg finds leisurg
a little circuit, by reason that he folds 1
carly, now that he combines another
income with it, and also that he feels

himself to be anxiously expected at th': Bower,

“Boffin will get all the ecagerer for y-aiting a

bit,” says Silas, screwing up, as he stun ps along,
first bis right cye, and then his left,

ready screwed both pretty tight.

¢“If I get on with him as I expect tq
Silas pursucs, stumping and medita
wouldn’t become me to leave it |
wouldn't be respeetable.”
flcction, he stumps faster, and looks a
before him, as a man with an ambitio
in abeyance often will do.

cre.

Aware of a working-jewceler populaj m taking

sanctuary about the church in Clerkenwell, Mr,
Wegg is conscious of an interest iny”[ind a re-
speet for, the neighborhood. But, his qensations
in this regard halt as to their striet m
he halts in his gait; for, they sugges. the de-
lights of a coat of invisibility in whic|i to walk
oft safcly with the precious stones anl watch-
cases, but stop short of any compunctijn for the
people who would lose the same.
" Not, however, toward the ““shops w
ning artificers work in pearls and dian
gold and silver, making their hands so|rich, that
the enriched water in which they washy them is
bought for the refiners ;—not toward fhese does
Mr. Wegg stump, but toward the poqrer shops
of small retail traders in commodities {o eat and
drink and keep folks warm, and of Ttaliwm frame-
makers, and of barbers, and of brokets, and of
dealers in dogs and singing-birds. Irm these,
in a narrow and a dirty street devotel to such
callings, Mr. Wegg scleets one dark thop-win-
dow with o tallow-candle dimly burning in it,

1ere enn-
onds and

weather
to make
is screen
ource of
it due to

Which is
something superfluous in him, for Natu-c has al-

get on,”
ing, it
It
Animated 1y this re-
long way
ts project

rality, as

surrounded by a muddie of objects vagucly Te.
sembling pieces of leather and dry stick; but
among which nothing is resolvable into any thing
distinct, save the candle itself in its old tip oy,
dlestick, and two preserved frogs fighting a smg.
sword duel. Stumping with fresh vigor, he go0s
in at the dark greasy entry, pushes a litile grops
dark. reluctant side-door, and follows the door
into the little dark greasy shop. Tt is so quy
that nothing can be made out in it; over a lify)-
counter, but another tallow-candle in anothy;
old tin candlestick, closc to the face of a pgy
stooping low in a chair.

Mr. Wegg nods to the face, ¢ Good-cvening,”

"The face looking up is a sallow face with weql
eyes, surmounted by a tangle of reddish-dusy
hair. The owner of the face has no cravat gn,
and has opened his tumbled shirt-collar to work
with the more ease. Tor the same reason he
has no coat on: only a loose walistcoat over lijs
yellow linen, His cyes are like the over-tried
eycs of an engraver, but he is not that; hisex.
pression and stoop are like those of a shoemaker,
but he is not that.

““ Good-evening, Mr. Venus,
member ?”

With slowly dawning remembrance Mr, Ve
nus rises, and holds his candle over the itk
counter, and holds it down toward the legs, nat
ural and artificial, of Mr. Wegg. -

““To be sure !” he says, then,  ““Tow do you
do?” ’

“Wegg, vou know,” that gentleman explains,

“Yes, yes,” says the other.  ““Iospital am-
putation ?”’

Don'’t you r-

“ Just so,” says Mr. Wegg.
“Yes, yes,” quoth Venus. ‘“How do you
do? Sit down by the fire, and warm your—

your other one.”

The little counter heing so short a counter
that it leaves the fire-place, which would have
been behind it if it had been longer, accessible.
Mr. Wegg sits down on a hox in front of thr
fire, and inhales a warm and comfortable smel
which is not the smell of the shop. ¢ Tor that,”
Mr. Wegg inwardly decides, as he takes a co
rective sniff or two, ‘“is musty, leathery, feath-
ery, cellary, gluey, gnmmy, and,” with another
sniff, “‘as it might be, strong of old pairs of
bellows.”

“ My tea is drawing, and my muffin is on the
hoh, Mr, Wegg; will you partake?” .

It being onc of Mr. Wegg's guiding rules I
life always to partake, he says he will.  But, the
little shop is so excessively dark, is stuck so ful
of black shelves and brackets and nooks an
corners, that he sces Mr. Venus’s cup and st
cer only beeause it is close under the candle.
and docs not see from what mysterious rece®
Mr. Venus produees another for himself, until
it is under his nose. Concurrently, Wegg ¢
ceives a pretty little dead bird lying on the contit-
er, with its head drooping on one side againd
the rim of Mr. Venus's saucer, and a long stif

. wire picreing its breast.

1
As if it were Cotx
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