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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 ?”
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CHAPTER VII

MR, WEGG LOOKS AFTER IIIMSE].F.
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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 pl’e§e1°\'e(} frogs fighting asmall.
§word dplcl. Stumping with fresh vigor, he go0s
in at the dark greasy entry, pushes a litile grops
dark reluctant side-door, and follows the do,
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-evening.”

The face looking up is a sallow face with wegl
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 ?”’

“ 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, aceessiblr,
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. ¢« TFor 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 sat-
cer only beeause it is close under the candle.
and docs not see from what mysterious rece®
Mr. Venus produces 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 again
the rim of Mr. Venus's saucer, and a Jong -"“1"
As if it were Cos

Don'’t you r-
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Robin, the hero of the ballad, and Mr. Venus
yere the sparrow with his bow and arrow, and
\[r. Wegg were the fly with his little eye.

\[r. Venus dives, and produces another muf-
fin, yet untoasted ; taking the arrow out of the
preast of Cock Robin, he proceeds to toast it on
e end of that cruel instrument. When it is
yrown, he dives again and produces-butter, with
which he completes his work.

Mr. Wege, as an artful man who is sure of
s supper by-and-by, presses muflin on his host
1o soothe iim into a compliant state of mind,
or. as one might say, to grease his works., As
e muflins disappear, little by little, the black
dielves and nooks and corners begin to appear,
and Mr. Wegg gradually acquires an imperfect
notion that over against him on the chimney-
piece is @ Iindoo bz'tby in a bottle, curved up
with his big head tucked under him, as though
e would instantly throw a somersault if the
hottle were large enough.

When he deems Mr. Venus’s wheels suflicient-
Iv lubricated, Mr. Wegg approaches his object
1;.\' asking, as he lightly taps his hands together,
wexpress an undesigning frame of mind :

“And how have I been going on, this long
iime, Mr, Venus 27

“Very bad,” says Mr. Venus, uncompromis-
ingelv, .

“What? Am I still at home ?”” asks Wegg,
with an air of surprise.

“Always at home.”

This would scem to be secretly agreeable to
Wege, but he veils his feelings, and observes,
“Strange. To what do you attribute it 2"

“I don’t know,” replies Venus, who is a hag-
pard melancholy man, speaking in a weak voice
of querulous complaint, “to what to attribute
i, Mr. Wegg. I can’t work you into a miscel-
lancous one, nohow. Do what I will, you can’t
be got to fit.  Any body with a passable knowl-
tlge would pick you out at a look, and say,—
Nogo! Don’t match!””

“Well, but hang it, Mr. Venus,” Wegg ex-
postulates with some little irritation, ¢ that can’t
ie personal and peculiar in me. It must often
lappen with miscellancous ones.”

“With ribs (L grant you) always. But not
e, When 1 prepare a miscellancous one, I
kiow beforehand that T can’t keep to nature,
ad be miscellangous with ribs, because every
man has his own ribs, and no other man’s will
¢ with them ; but elseways I can be miscella-
icons, I have just sent home a Beauty—an per-
feet Beauty—to a school of art.  One leg Bel-
tian, one leg Fnglish, and the pickings of cight
sther people in it Talk of not-being qualified
“ he miscellancous! By rights you ought to be,
Mr, \chg_”
ilas Tooks as hard at his one leg as he can in
wedim light, and after a pause sulkily opines
“that it must be the fault of the other people.
f’l‘ how do you mean to say it comes about?”
e demands ixx)lvxlﬁicnt])'.

“I don't know how it comes about. Stand

up a minute. Hold the light.” Mr. Venus
takes from i corner by his chair the bones of a
leg and foot, beautifully pure, and put together
with exquisitc neatness. These he- compares
with Mr. Wegg's leg; that gentleman looking
on, as if he were being measured for a riding-
boot. ¢ Nc¢, I don’t know how it is, but so it is.
You have got a twist in that bone, to the best of
my belief. I never saw the likes of you.”

Mr. Wegy: having looked distrustfully at his
own limb, ¢nd suspiciously at the pattern with
which it has been compared, makes the point:

“T'll bet 1 pound that ain’t an English one!”

‘¢ An casy wager, when we run so much into
foreign! No, it belongs to that French gentle-
man.,”

As he nods toward a point of darkness be-
hind Mr. Wegg, the latter, with a slight start,
looks round for ¢“that Ifrench gentleman,” whom
he at length descries to be represented (in o very
workman-lil:le manner) by his ribs only, stund-
ing on a shdlf in another corner, like a picce of
armor or a Hair of stays. :

¢“Oh!” siys Mr. Wegg, with a sort of scnse
of being introduced; ‘I dare say you were all
right cnoug1 in your own couuntry, but I hope
no objections will be taken to my saying that
the Frenchrian was never yet born as I should
wish to mat:h.”

At this nioment the greasy door is violently
pushed inw:rd, and a boy follows it, who says,
after having let it slam:

“Come fcr the stuffed canary.”

“Tt’s thrce and ninepence,” returns Venus;
“have you ;zot the money ?”

The boy yroduces four shillings.  Mr. Venus,
always in cxceedingly low spirits and making
whimpering sounds, peers about for the stutted
canary. Ou his taking the candle to assist his
search, Mr. Wegg observes that he has a con-
venient littl: shelf near his knees, exclusively
appropriatec to skeleton hands, which have very
much theaj pearance of wanting to lay hold of
him. From these Mr. Venus rescucs the canary
in a glass case, and shows it to the boy.

“There!” he whimpers. ¢ There’s anima-
tion! On a twig, making up his mind to hop!
Take care of him; he’s a lovely specimen.—
And three is four.”

T'he boy gthers up his change, and has pulled
the door opcn by a leather strap nailed to it for
the purpose, when Venus crics out:

“Stop hirn!  Come back, you young villain !
You've got @ tooth among them half-pence.”

“IJow was I to know I'd got it?  You giv it
me. I don’; want none of your tecth; I've got
enough of my own.” So-the boy pipes, as he
scleets it fron his change, and throws it on the
counter.

“Pon't souce me, in the wicious pride of your
youtly,” Mr. Venus retorts pathetically. ¢ Don’t
hit mebecause you see I'm down.  I'mlow enough
without that It dropped into the till, I suppose.
They drop into every thing. There was two in
the coffee-pct at breakfast-time.  Molars.”
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“Very well, then,” argues the boy, ¢what
do you call names for ?”

To which Mr. Venus only replies, shak ng his
shock of dusty hair, and winking his weal: cyes,
“Don’t sauce me, in the wicious pride «f your
youth; don’t hit me, because you sec I'm down.
You've no idea how small you’d come out, if I
had the articulating of you.”

This consideration scems to have its
the boy, for he goes out grumbling.

¢““Oh dear me, dear me!” sighs Mr. "Jenus,
heavily, snuffing the candle, ‘“the world that
appeared so flowery has ceased to blow! You're
casting your cye round the shop, Mr. Weg ;. Let
me show you o light. My working-bencii. My
young man’s bench. A Wice. Tools. DBones,
warious. Skulls, warious. Preserved Indian
baby. African ditto. Bottled prepaiations,
warious. Every thing within reach ¢f your
hand, in good preservation. Tho moulcy oncs
atop. What’s in those hampers over them again,
I don’t quite remember.  Say, human warious.
Cats. Articulated Englislthaby., Dogs. Ducks.
Glass eyes, warions.  Mummicd bird. Dried cu-
ticle, warious. Oh, dear me! That's tl ¢ gen-
eral panoramic view.”

Having so held and waved the candle as that
all these heterogencous objeets seemed t)y come
forward obediently when they were nami:d, and
then retire again, Mr. Venus desponder tly re-
peats, ¢ Oh dear me, dear me!” resumes 1 is seat,
and with drooping despondency upon him, fulls
to pouring himself out more tea.

““Where am 177 asks Mr. Wegg.

““You're somewhere in the back shop across
the yard, Sir; and speaking quite canlidly, I
wish I'd never bought you of the Ilospiial Por-
ter.”

¢ New, look here, what did you give fcr me?”

“Well,” replies Venus, blowing his tea: his
head and face peering out of the darkness, over
the smoke of it, as if he were moderni: ing the
old original rise in his family: *“you were one
of a warious lot, and I don’t know.”

Silas puts his point in the improved jorm of
¢ What will you take for me?”

“Well,” replies Venus, still blowing his tea,
“T’m not prepared, at n moment’s notic, to tell
you, Mr. Wegg.”

‘“Come! According to your own account
I'm not worth much,” Wegg reasons persna-
sively.

““Not for miscellancous working in, I grant
you, Mr, Wegg ; but you might turn out valua-
ble yet, as a—"" here Mr. Venus takes a gulp of
tea, so hot that it makes him choke, ind scts
his weak eyes watering; ‘‘as a Monstosity, if
you'll excuse me.”

Repressing an indignant look, indicitive of
any thing but a disposition to excuse him, Silas
pursues his point.

¢J think you know me, Mr. Venns, and I
think you know I never bargain.”

Mr. Venus takes gulps of hot tea, shutting his
eyes at every gulp, and opening them again in

cfcet on

a spasmodic manner; but does not commi him,.
sclf to assent.

“I have a prospect of getting on in lif 4p
c}cvatmg smysclf by my own independent ey,
tions,” says Wegg, feclingly, “and I shouldy,
like—TI tell you openly I should not like—ungg,
such circumstances, to be what I may call g
persed, a part of me here, and a part of me thery
but should wish to collect myself like a gem]é
person.”

“It's a prospeet at present, is it, Mr. Wegg?
Then you haven’t got the money for a deal abgy
you? Then T'll tell you what I'll do with you:
I'll hold you over. I am a man of my “'ox-d:
and you ncedn’t be afraid of my disposing of
you. TI'llhold you over. That’s a promise,
dear me, dear me!”

Fain to accept his promise, and wishing 1
propitiate him, Mr. Wegg looks on as he sighs
and pours himsclf out more tea, and then says,
trying to get & sympathetic tone into his voice:

“You scem very low, Mr. Venus. Is bus.
ness bad ?”

¢ Never was so good.”

“Ts your hand out at all?”

““Never was so well in, Mr. Wegg, I'm nat
only first in the trade, but I'm tZe trade. Yo
may go and buy a skeleton at the West End if
you like, and pay the West Iind price, but it}
be my putting together., I've as much to doas
I can possibly do, with the assistance of my
young man, and I take a pride and a pleasore
in it.”

Mr. Venus thus delivers himself, his righ
hand extended, his smoking saucer in his lef
hand, protesting as though he were going
burst into a flood of tears.

“That ain't' a state of things to make you
low, Mr. Venus.”

“Mr, Wegg, I know it ain’t.  Mr, Wegg, not
to name myself as a workman without an cqual
I've gone on improving mysclf in my knowledge
of Anatomy, till both by sight and by name I'm
perfect. Mr. Wegg, if you was brought here
loose in a bag to be articulated, I'd name your
smallest bones blindfold equally with your larg
est, as fast as I could pick em out, and I'd sor
‘em all, and sort your wertebre, in a mamntr
that would equally surprise and charm you.”

«Well,”” remarks Silas (though not quite 5
readily as last time), ¢ that ain’t a state of thingi
to be low about.—Not for you to be low about
leastways.”

“Mr., Wegg, T know it ain’t; Mr. Wegg, |
know it ain't. But it’s the heart that lower
me, it is the heart! Be so good as take ar
read that card out loud.”

Silas reccives one from his hand, which Ven
takes from a wonderful litter in a drawer, ai
putting on his spectacles, reads:

¢ ¢ My, Venus,'”

“Yes, Goon.”
¢« ¢ Preserver of Animals and Birds,””
“Yes, Goon.”

« ¢ Articulator of human bones."”
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«That’s it,” with a groan, ‘“That'sit! Mr.

I'm thiﬁty-two, and a bachelor. M.
Wegsy, 1 Jove her.  Mr. Wegg, she is wprthy
of being loved by a Potentate!” Here Silas is
rather alarmed by Mzr., Venus's springing to his
feet in the harry of his spirits, and haggardly
confronting hi with his hand on his coat col-
lar; but Mr. Venus, begging pardon, sits down
again, saying, with the calmness of despair,
wghe objects to the business.”

«Does she know the profits of it 2”

«ghe knows: the profits of it, but she don't
appreciate the art of it, and she objects to it.
\I do not wish,’ she writes in her own hand-
writing, *to regard myself, nor yet to be regard-
o, in that boney light.’”

Mr. Venus paurs himsclf out more tea, with a
ook and in an attitude of the deepest desola-

Wegs

tion.
¢ And so a man climbs to the top of the tree,

Mr. Wegg, only to see that there’s no look-out
when he's up there! I sit here of a night sur-
younded by the lovely trophies of my art, and
what have they done for me? Ruined me.
Brought me to the pass of being informed that
tshe does not wish to regard herself, nor yet to
he recarded, in that boney light!"”  Ilaving
repeated the fatal expressions, Mr, Venus drinks
more tex by gulps, and offers an explanation of
his doing so.

“It lowers me.  When I'm equally lowered
all over, lethargy scts in. By sticking to it till
onc or two in the morning, I get oblivion. Don't
let me detain you, Mr. Wegg., I'm not com-
pany for any oue.”

“Itis not on that account,” says Silas, rising,
“but because I've got an appointment. It's
time T was at Harmon's.”

“Fh?” said | Mr. Venus.
Battle Bridge why 27

Mr. Wegg admits that he is bound for that
port.

“You ought to be in a good thing, if you've
worked yourself in there.  There's lots of money
going, there.”

“To think,” savs Silas, ‘“that you should
atch it up so quick, and know about it. Won-
derful 1

“Not at all, Mr. Wegg. The old gentleman
wanted to know the nature and worth of cvery
thing that was found in the dust; and many’s
the bone, and feather, and what not, that he’s
brought to me.”

“Really, now!”

“Yes.  (Oh dear me, dear me!) And he's
bwried quite in: this neighborhood, you know.
Over yonder.”

Mr. Wegg does not know, but he makes as if
he did, by responsively nodding his head. Ile
ilso follows with his eyes the toss of Venus's
head: as if to scck a direction to over yonder.

“I took an interest in that discovery in the
river,” gays Venus,  ¢“(She hadn’t written her
tutting refusal at that time.) I've got up there
——never mind, though.”

“Harmon's, up

. He had raised the candle at arm’s-length to-
ward onc of the dark shelves, and Mr. Wegg
had turnel to look, when he broke off.

“The ¢Id gentleman was avell known all round
here. Tl.ere used to be stories about his hav-
ing hidden all kinds of property in those dust
mounds. I suppose there was nothing in ’em.
Probably you know, Mr. Wegg?”

‘¢ Noth ng in 'em,” says Wegg, who has never
heard a voord of this before.

“Don’ let me detain you. Good-night!”

The un’ortunate Mr. Venus gives him a shake
of the haad with a shake of his own head, and
drooping down in his chair, proceeds to pour
himself 011t more tea. Mr. Wegg, looking back
over his thoulder as he pulls the door open by
the strap, notices that the movement so shakes
the crazy shop, and so shakes a momentary flare
out of th: candle, as that the babies—Ilindoo,
African, and British—the ‘‘human warious,”
the Frenca gentleman, the green glass-eyed cats,
the dogs, the ducks, and all the rest of the col-
lection, s10w for an instant as if paralytically
animated ; while even poor little Cock Robin at
Mr. Venus’s clbow turns over on his innocent
side. Ncxt moment, Mr. Wegg is stumaping un-
der the gi slights and through the mud.

THE CONTRAST.

E sit at home, nor feel that they
Who fight upon the distant plain
Are fal ing faster day by day,
A harvest of the slain,

We lightly walk the busy street,
Where trade and gain roll swiftly on;
They march a battle-ficld to greet,
And lic as it is won.

The trumpet calls them in the night
To dic for Freedom; and the boom

Of canron from the fortressed height
Still -alls them to their doom.

Unmovid we read of how they fell
To sticld the starry flag from shame;
Dauntless through storms of shot and shell
In th2 red battle’s flame!

Brave learts arc beating for us there
Amid the conflict’s feverish breath:
This ho1r, what soldier's hurried prayer

Is sa'd for you, in death.

They li: upon the lonely hill

Or blackened plain in dreamless sleep.
Their rcst eternal!  Never will

They wake, like us, to weep.

We rise cach day to weary toil
And ourly strife—their work is done!
Their b ood will consecrate the soil

Their lives so nobly wen.
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