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OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

BY FHARLES DICKENS,

IN FOUR BOOKS.—BOOK FHE FIRST. THE CUI’ AND THE LIP.

CIHHAPTER VIIL junior clerk, common-law clerk, conveyantin
clerk, chancery clerk, every refincment anil de
i partment of clerk, of Mr. Mortimer Lightwood:

ITOSOEVER had gone out of Fleef Street | erewhile called in the newspapers eminent ¥

into the Temple at the date of t§is his- | licitor,

tory, and had wandered disconsolate abfut the| Mvr, Boffin having been several times in com-
Temple until he stumbled on a dismal hurch- | munication with this elerkly essence, hoth o
yard, and had looked up at the dismal wfndows | its own ground and at the Bower, had no difh
commanding that church-yard until at tle most | culty in identifving it when he saw it np e
dismal window of them all he saw a disnfal boy, | dusty eyrie.  To the second floor on which the
would in him have beheld, at one grank com- | window was situated, he ascended, mucl pre
prehensive swoop of the eye, the managing clerk, | occupied in mind by the uncertaintics besetins

MR. BOFFIN IN CONSULTATION, ‘H
I
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the Roman Empire, and much regretting the
\Igmh of the aminble Pertinax: who only last
Night had left the imperial affairs in a state of
“@reat confusion, by falling a victim to the fury
“tthe pretorian guards.
~“Morning, morning, morning!” said Mr. Bof-
i, with a wave of his hand, as the office-door
%35 opened by the dismal boy, whose appropri-
“ename was Blight.  *“ Governor in?”

Me Lightwood gave you an appointment,
N T think o

“Idon't want him to give it, you know,” re-
Hmed Mr, Boflin; ¢ D'l pay my way, my boy.”

“No doubt, Sir, Would you walk in? v

Lightwo
I expecd

d ain't in at the present moment, but
him back very shortly,  Wonld you

take a sdat in Mr. Lightwood’s room, Sir, while

Ilook o

rer our Appointment Book?”  Yonng

Blight nlntle a great show of fetching from his

deskalo
paper ¢

g thin manuseript volume with a brown
ver, and running his finger down the

day’s ajfpointments, murmuring, M. Apgs,

My, Bag
My, Gag
You are
wood wi
“I'm
“Tha

s, My, Caggs, Mr. Daggs, Mr. Fagoes,

s, Mr, Boflin, Yes, Sir quite right,
little betore your time, Sir. My Light-
be in directly.”

ot in o hurry,” said Mr. Boflin.

bk you, Sir. I'll take the opportunity,
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if yon please, of entering your name in >ur Call-
ers’ Book for the day.”  Young Blight 1nade an-
other great show of changing the volume, taking
up a pen, sucking it, dipping it, and running over
previous entrics before he wrote.  As, *Mr. Al-
ley, Mr. Balley, Mr. Calley, Mr. Dalley, Mr, Fal-
ley, Mr. Galley, Mr. Halley, Mr. La ley, Mr.
Malley. And Mr. Boffin.”

¢ Strict system here; eh, my lad 2" said Mr.
Boflin, as he was booked.

“Yes, Sir,” returncd the boy. ¢TI couldn’t get
on without it.”

By which he probably meant that 1is mind
would have been shattered to picces without
this fiction of an occupation. Weariag in his
solitary confinement no fetters that e counld
polish, and being provided with no «rinking-
cup that he could carve, he had fallen on the
device of ringing alphabetical changes into the
two volumes in question, or of entering vast
numbers of persons out of the Dircetory as trans-
acting business with Mr, Lightwood. 1t was the
more necessary for his spirvitg, because, being of
a sensitive temperatuent, he was apt to consider
it personally disgraceful to himself that his mas-
ter had no clients.

“Tlow long hiave you been in the layr, now 27
asked Mr, Boffin, with a pounce, in 1is usual
inquisitive way.

“I've been in the law, now, Sir, ahut three
vears.”
¢ Must have been as good as born in it!” said
r. Boflin, with admiration. Do you like it ?”
“1 don’t mind it much,” returnel Young
Blight, heaving a sigh, as if its bitterness were
past.

“What wages do you get 27

¢“IIalf what I could wish,” replicd young
Dlight.

“What's the whole that you could wish ?”?

¢¢ Rifteen shillings a week,” said the boy.

¢ About how long might it take yoil now, at

M

a average rate of going, to be a Judge ?” asked !
my pressing vou into the service of that gigant

M. Boflin, after surveying his small stature in
silence.

The boy answered that he had not yet quite
worked out that little ealenlation.

“ I suppose there’s nothing to prerent your
goine 1n for it?” said Mr. Boffin,

The boy virtually replied that as he had the
honor to be a Liriton who never nevar never,
there was nothing to prevent his going in for it,
Yet he scemed inclined to suspeet taiat there

might be something to prevent his co ning out !

with it.

“Would a couple of pound help you up at
all?” asked Mr. Boflin.

On this head, young Blight had a0 doubt
whatever, so Mr. Boffin made him & jresent of

that sum of money, and thanked him for his at-

tention to his (Mr. Boflin’s) affairs; hich, he
added, were now, he believed, as good s settled.

Then Mr. Boflin, with his stick at his ear,
like a Familiar Spirit explaining the office to
him, sat staring at a little book-cas: of Law

Practice and Law Reports, and at a wingey,
and at an empty blue bag, and at a stick ofscnl:
ing-wax, and a pen, and a box of wafers, ang an
apple, and a writing-pad—all very dusty—ayq
at a number of inky smears and blots, and g an
imperfectly-disgnised gun-case pretending g 1y,
something legal, and at an iron box lajely
Harmon EsTaTE, until Mr. Lightwood appeareq.

Mr. Lightwood explained that he came from
the proctor’s, with whom he had been engaged
in transacting Mr. Boffin's affairs.

¢ And they seem to have taken a deal oyt of
you!"” said Mr. Boffin, with commiscration,

Mr. Lightwood, without explaining that i
weariness was chronic, proceeded with his cx)o.
sition that, all forms of law having been at lengy
complied with, will of Harmon deceased having
been proved, death of Harmon mnext inheriting
having been proved, cte. and so forth, Court of
Chancery having been moved, ete. and so forth, b,
Mr. Lightwood, had now the great gratification,
honor, and happiness; again cte. and so fonh,
of congratulating Mr. Boffin on coming juw
possession, as residuary legatee, of upward f
one hundred thousand pounds, standing in ihe
books of the Governor and Company of the Bank
of England, again ctc. and so forth.

¢ And what is particularly cligible in the pro.
erty Mr. Boffin, is, that it involves no troubl.
There are no estates to manage, no rents to re-
turn so much per cent. upon in bad times (which
is an extremely dear way of getting vour name
into the newspapers), no voters to become juar-
boiled in hot water with, no agents to take the
cream off the milk before it comes to table. You
could put the whole in a cash-box to-morres
morning, and take it with you to—say, to th-
Rocky Mountains. Inasmuch as cvery man.’
concluded Mr. Lightwood, with an indolen
smile, ““appears to be under a fatal spell which
obliges him, sooner or later, to mention thr
Rocky Mountains in a tone of extreme fumil
iarity to some other man, I hope youll excnse

range of geographical bores.”

Without following this last remark very elesc-
ly, Mr. Boflin cast his perplexed gaze first &
the ceiling, and then at the carpet.

“\Vell,”” he remarked, I don't know \\'11:':3
to say about it, I am sure. T was a’'most as vl
as I was, It's a great lot to take care of.”

¢« My dear Mr. Boflin, then don't take care tf
it!”

“Th?” said that gentleman. ‘

¢ Speaking now,” returned Mortimer, “}V“?‘
the irresponsible imbecility of a private md
vidual, and not with the profundity of & profes-
sional adviser, T should say that if the cirenm-
stance of its being too much weighs upor Yo
mind, you have the haven of consolation 0p®
to vou that you can easily make it less. x\""l t
you should be apprehensive of the trouhle ol {‘“'
ing so, there is the further haven of consnlzml“lfj
that any number of people will take the v
oft vour hands.”
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wiyellt I don’t quite see it,” retorted Mr.

Boftin, still pery
ary, you know,
¢ Js Anything

lexed. ¢ That’s not satisfac-

what you're a-saying.”

satisfactory, Mr. Boflin ?” asked

\[ortimer, raising his eycbrows.

«J ysed to fin

with a wistful look.

d it so,” answered Mr. Boffin,
“ While I was foreman at

{he Bower—afore it was the Bower—I consid.

ered the busine
man was o awf
without disrespe
noss was a pleas

fare daylight to past dark,
rubbing his car, ¢“ that he ever

>;1M Mr. Bofﬁn,

went and made sp much money.

heen better for h
wlf up toit. Yot
the discovery all

53 very satisfactory.

The old
1l Tartar (saying it, I'm sure,

2t to his memory) but the busi-

wnt one to look after, from be-
It’s a'most a pity,”

It would have
im if he hadn't so given him-
1 may depend upon it,” making
of a sudden, “that Le found

it great ot to take care of 1”

Mr. Lightwoo
“ And speakin
Boffin, “why, L
nke it to picces
factoriness of the

1 conghed, not convinced.

o
o

ord save us! when we come to

of satisfactory,” pursued Mr.

bit by bit, where’s the satis-
money as yet? When the old

man does right the poor boy after all, the poor

by grets no good «
at the moment w
the cup and sars
[ will now name

fit. e gets made away with,
1en he's lifting (as one may say)
r to his lips.  Mr. Lightwood,
to yon, that on behalf of the

pont dear boy, me and Mrs. Boflin have stood

ant against the
i1 e has ealled
wigue to. T ha
has given him he
the nat'ral affee
honnet (she wor
rrehed as a ma
of her head), an
I havein
hisin o manner
sould have give
Mys,
andreceived flust
her, Mr. Tightwo
My, Lightwoo
Mis. Boffin’s hes
“You underst:
Boflin, ““tn show
upy that me and
weowere in Chr
deen's friend. M|
s friend 3 me
oy’s friend ;. me
deold man whe
"rned out for o
il Mre, Boflin
mizhtn't wish it

vard,

nld man times out of number,
us every name he could Iay his
¢ seen him, after Mrs. Boflin

tions, catch off Mrs. Boflin's
¢, in general, a black straw,
ter of convenicnce on the top
d send it spinning across the
teced. And once, when he did
that amounted to personal, T

on the temple. Which dropped
od. Dropped her.”

I murmuared ¢¢Iqual honor—
d and heart.”

nd; T name this,” pursued Mr,
you, now the affairs are wound
Mrs. Boflin have cver stood, as
istian honor bhound, the chil-
e and Mrs. Boffin stood the poor
and Mrs. Boffin stood the poor
and Mrs. Boffin up and faced
1 we momently expeeted to e
r pains.  As to Mrys. Boflin,”
, lowering his  voice, ““she
mentioned now she’s Fashion-

KR . .
wle, hut she went so far as to tell him, in my

resence, he was

a flinty-hearted raseal.”

Mr. Lightwood murmured ¢ Vigorous Saxon
Pit—3Mrs, Boflin’s ancestors—howmen-—Agin-

totrt and Cressyl

“The last tim
o hoy,” said

”

c me and Mrs. Boffin saw the
Mr. Boffin, warming (as fat

ually does) with a tendeney to melt, ¢ he was

-and he wa: come and gone in a single hour.

rmind respeeting the claims of

n him a rattler for himself, if
Joffin: hadn’t thrown herself betwixt us,

a child of seven year old. For when he come
back to mike intercession for his sister, me and
Mrs. Boffin were away overlooking a country
contract which was to be sifted before carted,
I
say he wa: a child of seven year old. e was
going away, all alone and forlorn, to that for-
cign schoo, and he come into our place, situate
up the yard of the present Bower, to have a warm
at our firc. There was his little scanty travel-
ing clothes upon him. There was his little scanty
hox outside in the shivering wind, which I was
going to carry for him down to the steamboat,
as the old nan wouldn’t hear of allowing a six-
pence coacii-money.  Mrs. Boflin, then quite a
young wornian and a pictur of a full-blown rose,
stands him by her, kneels down at the fire, warms
her two cpen hands, and falls to rubbing his
cheeks; lLut sceing the tears come into the
¢hild’s eyes, the tears come fast into her own,
and she heclds him round the neck, like as if she
was protecting him, and eries to me, ‘I'd give
the wide wide world, T would, to run away with
him!” I don’t say but what it cut me, and but
what it at the same time heightened my feel-
ings of admiration for Mrs. Boflin.  The poor
child clings to her for a while, as she clings to
him, and then, when the old man calls, he says
‘I must go! God bless you!” and for & mo-
ment rests his heart against her bosom, and
looks up a; both of us, as if it was in pain—in
agony. Sich alook! T went aboard with him
(I gave hina first what little treat T thought he'd
like), and I left him when he had fallen asleep
in his berth, and T came back to Mrs. Boffin.
But tell he s what Twould of how I had left him,
it all wen; for nothing, for, according to her
thoughts, 1¢ never changed that look that he
had lookec up at us two. But it did one picee
of good. Mrs. Boflin and me nad no child of
our own, a1d had sometimes wished that how we
had one.  DBut not now. ¢ We might both of us
dic,” says Mrs. Boffin, and other eyes might sce
that lonely look in our child.” So of a night,
when it wrs very cold, or when the wind roared,
or the rain dripped heavy, she would wake sob-
hing, and all out in a fluster, ‘Don’t you sce
the poor cl ild’s face? O shelter the poor child !’
—till in ccurse of years it gently wore out, as
many thin s do.”

“My dcar Mr. Boffin, every thing wears to
rags,” said Mortimer, with a light Taugh.

“J won': go so far as to say every thing,” re-
tarned Mr. Boffin, on whom his manuer scemed
to grate, '*becanse there’s some things that T
never found among the dust.  Well, Sir.  So
Mrs, Doflir. and me grow older and older in the
old man’s scrviee, living and working pretty
hard in it, ill the old man is discovered dead in
his bed.  “Then Mrs. Boflin and me seal up lis
hox, alway s standing on the table at the side of
his bed, and having frequently heerd tell of the
Temple as v spot where lawyers’ dust is contract-
ed for, I come down here in search of a lawyer
to advise, ind I sce your young man up at this
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present clevation, chopping at the flies >n the
window-sill with his penknife, and I give him a
Hoy! not then having the pleasure of your ac-
quaintance, and by that means come to gain the
honor. Then you, and the gentleman in the un-
comfortable neckcloth under the little a chway
in Saint Paul’s Church-yard—"

“Doctors’ Commons,’” observed Light vood.

“I understood it was another name” said
Mr. Boffin, pausing, ‘‘but you know best. Then
you and Doctor Scommons, you go to.wo 'k, and
you do the thing that’s proper, and you ar d Doc-
tor S. take steps for finding out the poor boy,
and at last you do find out the poor boy, and me
and Mrs. Boffin often exchange the obset vation,
*We shall sce him again, under happy :ircums-
stances.” DBut it was never to be; and thie want
of satisfactoriness is, that after all thec moncy
never gets to him.”

“But it gets,” remarked Lightwood, with a
langunid inclination of the head, ““into e:zcellent
hands.”

‘It gets into the hands of me and Mis. Boffin

only this very day vad hour, and that’s what I

am working round to, having waited ‘or this
day and hour &’ purpose.  Mr. Lightwond, here
has been a wicked cruel murder. By that mur-
der me and Mrs. Boflin mysteriously prolit. For
the apprehension and conviction of the jnurder-
er, we offer a reward of one tithe of the jroperty
—a reward of Ten Thousand Pound.”

« My. Boflin, it’s too much.”

<« My. Lightwood, me and Mrs. Bofin have
fixed the sum together, and we stand tc it.”

“Put let me represent to you,” rcturned
Lightwood, ‘‘speaking now with pro cssional
profundity, and not with individual Imueccility,
that the offer of such an immense reward is a
remyptation to forced suspicion, foreed construc-
tion of circumstances, straincd accusttion, a
whole tool-box of cdged tools.”

“Well,” said Mr. Boffin, a little st: ggered,
“that’s the sum we put o' one side for the Hurpose.
Whether it shall be openly declared in the new
notices thatmustnow be put about inourn imes—"

“In your name, Mr. Boflin; in your name.”

“Very well; in my name, which is the same
as Mrs. Boflin’s, and means both of us, is to be
considered in drawing ‘em up.  But this is the
first instruction that I, as the owner of the prop-
erty, give to my Jawyer on coming into it.”

“Your lawyer, Mr. Boflin,” returneil Light-
wood, making a very short note of it with a very
rusty pen, ‘“has the gratification of ta<ing the
instruction.  There is another ?”

«“There is just one other, and no morc. Make
me as compact a little will as can be rcconciled
with tightness, leaving the whole of the property
to ‘my beloved wife, enericity Boflin, sole ex-
ccutrix.’  DMake it as short as you can, using
those words ; but make it tight.”

At some loss to fathom Mr. Boffin" notions
of a tight will; Lightwood felt his way.

«X beg your pardon, but professiona profun-
dity must be exact,  When you say tigit—"

|

“I mean tight,” Mr. Boffin exylained,

“Fxnctly so.  And nothing can e More
lInudable. But is the tightness to bing Mrs
Boffin to any and what conditions ?” '
3 I:I‘ B'ind Mrs. B?fﬁn Fa intc.:rr?(_)scd her husbag,

o! What arc you thinking of! What |
want is, to make it all hers so tight as thay her
hold of it can't be loosed.”

‘““Ilers freely, to do what she likes wig
Hers absolutely ?” '

“ Absolutely ?”” repeated Mr. Boffin, wit 5
short sturdy laugh. “IIah! I should think
so! It would be handsome in me to begiy 1,
bind Mrs. Boffin at this time of day!”

So that instruction, too, was taken Iy M.
Lightwood ; and Mr. Lightwood, having take
it, was in the act of showing Mr. Boffin out,
when Mr. Eugene Wrayburn almost jostled hin
in the doorway. Consequently Mr. Lightwo
said, in his cool manner, “*Let me make vou
two known to onc another,” and further sig;
fied that Mr. Wrayburn was counsel learned in
the law, and that, partly in the way of busines
and partly in the way of pleasure, he had jm-
parted to My, Wrayburn some of the interesting
facts of Mr. Boffin’s biography. ’

“Delighted,” said Eugene—though he didnt
look so—*“to know Mr. Boffin.”

“'Thankee, Sir, thankee,” returned that gen.
tleman.  ““ And how do you like the Jaw ?”

“ A—not particularly,” returned Llugene,

“Too dry for you, eh? Well, 1 suppose i
wants some years of sticking to, before you mas
ter it.  But there’s nothing like work,  Look at
the bees.”

“I beg your pardon,” returned Eugene, with
a reluctant smile, ¢ but will you excunse my men-
tioning that 1 always protest against being re
ferred to the bees?”

“Io you!” said Mr. Boflin.

¢T object on principle,” said Eugene, “as &
biped—"

“As a what 2”7 asked Mr. Boffin.

“As a two-footed creature ;—1 object on prit-
ciple, as a two-footed creature, to being con-
stantly referred to inscets and four-footed creal-
ures. I object to being required to model my
proceedings according to the procecdings of the
bLee, or the dog, or the spider, or the camel. I
fully admit that the camel, for instance, is a
excessively temperate person 3 but he has several
stomachs to entertain himself with, and I have
only one. Besides, I am not fitted up with &
convenient cool ecllar to keep my drink in.”

“Put I said, you know,” urged Mr. Boflin,
rather at a loss for an answer, ¢“the bee.”

“Txactly. And may I represent to you that
it's injudicious to say the bee? For the whole
case is assumed. Comnceding for a moment that
there is any analogy between a bee and & m:n:
in a shirt and pantaloons (which I deny), av
that it is settled that the man is to learn frot
the bee (which I also deny), the question still 1‘;‘
mains, What is he to learn? To jmitate? ("_
to avoid? When your friends the bees Wit
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mﬂ at highly fluttered extent about
(heir sovercign, and become perfectly distracted
ouching the slightest monarchical movement,
qre we men to learn the greatness of Tuft-hunt-
ing, or the littlgness of the CourtACircular? 1
om not clear, Mr. Boffin, but that the hive may
e satirical.” '

« At all events, they work,” said Mr. Boffin.

“Ye-cs,” n,t uned Xugene, disparagingly,
“they woxk but don't you think they overdo
it? Thcv woxk so much more than they need—
they make so much more than they can cat—
they are SO incessantly boring and buzzing at
teir one idea till Death comes upon them—that
¢t you think they overdo it? And are hu-
man laborers to have no holidays beeause of
the bees?  Andlam I never to have change of
ar because the bees don’t?  Mr. Boffin, I think
honey excellent) at breakfast; but, regarded in
e light o my| conventional schoolmaster and
moralist, I protest against the tyrannical hum-
bug of your frignd the bee. With the highest
respeet for you.’

“Thankee,” said Mr. Boffin. ‘Morning,
morning "’

But the worthy Mr. Boffin jogged away with
a comfortless impression he could have dispensed
with, that there was a deal of unsatisfactoriness
in the world, besides what he had recalled as
appertaining to the IIarmon property.  And he
wis still jogging along Fleet Street in this con-
ditim of mind, when he beecame aware that he
was closely tracked and observed by a man of
fenteel appearance.

“Now then,” said Mr. Boflin, stopping short,
with his meditations brought to an abrupt check,
“what’s the next article?”

“I'beg your pardon, Mr. Boffin.”

“My name top, ch? Tow did you come by
1?1 don’t know you.”

“No, Sir, yon|don't know me.”

Mr. Boffin looked full at the man, and the
man looked full at him. ¢ No,” said Mr. Bof-
fin, after & glanee at the pavement, as if it were
made of faces and he were trying to match the
maw's, I don’t know you.”

“I'am nobody,” said the stranger, *“and not
likely to he knoy n; but Mr. Boflin’s wealth—"

“Oh! that's got about already, has it ?” mut-
tred Mr, Boffin,

“—And his romantic manner of acquiring it
hake him conspicuous.  You were pointed out
brmethe other day.”

“Well,” said Mr. Boffin, ““T should say I was
¢ lisappintment |to you when I was pinted out,
rour politeness would allow you to confess it,
“rLam well aware T am not much to look at.
Vhat might you want with me? Not in the
b, are }on?”
“NU, Sir,” v

::z:io information to give, for a reward ?”

No, Sip.”

~ There may haye been a mormentary mantling

the face of the man as he made the last an-
"t but it passed directly.

i

“If I Jlon’t mistake, you have followed me
from my awyer’s and tricd to fix my attention,
Say out! Ilave you? Or haven't you?” de-
manded I1r. Boffin, rather angry.

“Yes."

“Why have you?”

If you vill allow me to walk beside you, Mr.
Boflin, I v/ill tell you. Would you object to turn
aside intc this place—1I think it is called Clif-
ford’s Inn —where we can hear onc another bet-
ter than i1 the roaring street ?”

(““Now,” thought Mr. Boflin, ““if he proposes
a game ¢t skittles, or meets a country gentle-
man just come into property, or produces any
article of jewelry he has found, I'll knock him
down!” With this discreet reflection, and car-
rying his stick in his arms much as Punch car-
rics his, Ir. Boflin turned into Clifford’s Inn
aforesaid.)

“ Mr. Boffin, T happened to be in Chancery
Lanc this morning, when I saw you going along
before me. I took the liberty of following you,
trying to make up my mind to speak to you, till
you went into your lawyer's, Then I waited
outside till you came out.”

(““Don’t quite sound like skittles, nor yet
country gentleman, nor yet jewelry,” thought
Mr. Boflir, ¢“but there’s no knowing.”)

“Iam dfldl(l my object is a bold one, I am
afraid it Tas little of the usual practical world
about it, Lut I venture it.  If you ask me, or if
you ask rourself—which is more likely—what
cmboldens me, I answer, I have been strongly
assured tht you are a man of rectitude and plain
dealing, with the soundest of sound hearts, and
that you i.re blessed in a wife distinguished by
the same « nalitics.”

“Your nformation is true of Mrs. Boflin, any-
how,” was Mr. Boflin'g answer, as he surveyed
his new firend again. There was something re-
pressed in the strange man’s manner, and he
walked w th his eyes on the ground—though
conscious, for all that, of Mr. Boflin’s observa-
tion—and he spoke in a subdued voice.  But his
words camre casily, and his voice was agreecable
in tone, al)eit constrained.

““When I add, I cau discern for myself what
the generel tongue says of you—that vou are
quite-unspoiled by Fortune, and not uplifted—I
trust you v'ill not, as o man of an open nature,
suspeet the t I mean to flatter you, but will be-
lieve that JI I mean is to excuse myself, these
being my only- cxcuses for my present intru-
sion.”

(““ITow much?” thought Mr. Boffin. It
must be ccming to money. Ilow much ?”)

“You will probably change your manner of
living, Mr., Boffin, in your changed cirenm-
stances.  You will probably keep a larger
house, have many matters to arrange, and be
beset by numbers of correspondents.  If you
would try ine as your Sccretary—"

“As whu# cried Mr. Boftin, with his cyes
wide open,

“Your iieeretary.”
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“Well,” said Mr. Boffin, under hi: breath,
“that's o queer thing!”

¢ Or,” pursucd the stranger, wonderix g at Mr.
Boffin’s wonder, ‘¢if you would try me as your
man of business under any name, I kaow you
would find me faithful and grateful, ard I hope
you would find me useful. You may 1aturally
think that my immediate object is monzy. Not
s0, for I would willingly serve you a yzar—two
years—any term you might appoint—IUDi fore that
should begin to be a consideration betveen us.”

¢““Where do you come from ?” asked Mr. Bof-
fin. :

“I come,” rcturned the other, me:ting his
cye, ““‘from many countrics.” ;

Mr. Boflin's acquaintance with the nimes and
situations of foreign lands being limit:d in ex-
tent and somewhat confused in quality, 1cshaped
his next question on an eclastic model.

“TFrom—any particular place?”

] have been in many places.”

“What have you been ?” asked Mr. Boffin.

Here again he made no great advance, for
the reply was, ¢“X have been a student and a
traveler.”

“But if it ain’t a liberty to plump it Hut,” said
Mzr. Boflin, ““what do you do for yow living?”

¢ 1 have mentioned,” returned the o her, with
another look at him, and a smile, ““vhat I as-
pire to do. I have been superseded @i to- some
slight intentions 1 had, and I may sy that 1
have now to begin life.”

Not very well knowing how to get 1id of this
applicant, and feeling the more ecmbar -assed be-
cause his manner and appearance claired a del-
icacy in which the worthy Mr. Bofin feared
he himself might be deficient, that ¢ entleman
glanced into the mouldy little plantatim or cat-
preserve, of Clifford’s Inn, as it was that day,
in search of a suggestion.  Sparrows were there,
cats were there, dry-rot and wet-rot were there,
but it was not otherwise a suggestive spot.

¢¢ All this time,” said the stranger, >roducing
a little pocket-book and taking out a card, ¢“I
have not mentioned my name. My name is
Rokesmith. Xlodge at one Mr. Wilfer's, at Hol-
loway.”

Mr. Boflin stared again.

‘¢ Father of Miss Bella Wilfer 2 said he.

“My landlord has a daughter nan.cd Bella.
Yes; no doubt.”

Now this name had been more or 1iss in Mr.
Boflin’s thoughts all the morning, anl for days
before; therefore he said:

“That’s singular, tov!” unconscion ly staring
again, past all bounds of good maners, with
the card in his hand.  ¢“Though, by-the-by, I
suppose it was one of that family that pinted me
out?”

““No. I have never been in the sfrects with
onc of them.”

“Tleard me talked of among ’em, tiough2”

¢“No. I occupy my own rooms, and have
held scarcely any communication wit] them.”

¢ Qdder and odder!” said Mr. Boflin. ¢ Well,

Sir, to tell you the truth, I don't know iy t
say to you."”

“ Say mnothing,” rcturned My, Rokesmiyy,.
‘““allow me to call on you in a faw days |
am not so unconscionable as to think it'likc]v
that you would accept me on trust at first g,
and take me out of the very strect, Lcthm!e
come to you for your further opinion, a Your
leisure.” ’

“That’s fair, and T don’t object,” said Mr
Boffin; “but it must be on condition thyy i,
fully understood that I no more know thati
shall ever be in want of any gentleman as Seere.
tary—it was Secretary you said; wasn't it3»

“Yes.”

Again Mr. Boffin’s eyes opened wide, and be
stared at the applicant from head to fuot, r-
peating ‘¢ Queer!—You're sure it was Secretary?
Arc you?” '

“J am sure I said so.”

—¢¢ As Sceretary,” repeated Mr. Boffin, mef.
itating upon the word; I no more know thy
I may ever want a Secretary, or what not, than
I do that I shall ever be in want of the maniy
the moon. Me and Mrs. Boflin have not eve
settled that we shall make any change in our
way of life. Mrs. Boflin’s inclinations certain.
ly do tend toward Fashion ; but, being already
sct up in a fashionable way at the Bower, e
may not make further alterations. However,
Sir, as you don’t press yourself, I wish to mes
you so far as saying, by all means call at the
Bower if you like. Call in the course of awek
or two. At the same time, I consider tha |
ought to name, in addition to what I have ul-
ready named, that I have in my employmenta
literary man—with a wooden leg—as I have
thoughts of parting from.”

«I regret to hear I am in some sort antici-
pated,” Mr, Rokesmith answered, evidently hav-
ing heard it with surprise; “Dbut perhaps othr
daties might arise ?”

“You see,” returncd Mr, Boffin, with a con-
fidential sense of dignity, ‘‘as to my literary
man’s dutics, they’re clear. Professionally he
declines and he falls, and as a friend he drp
into poctry.”

Without observing that these duties scemed b
no means clear to Mr. Rokesmith's astonishel
comprehension, Mr. Boffin went on: )

« And now, Sir, I'll wish you good-day. 1
can call at the Bower any time in a week or b
It's not above a mile or so from you, and yuir
landlord can direct you to it. But as he m
not know it by its new name of Boflin's Buw
say, when you inquire of him, it's Harmous
will you?” '

“Harmoon's,” repeated Mr. Rokesmith, sect
ing to have caught the sound imperfeetly, “Har
marn’s.  Ilow do you spell it ?”

“Why, as to the spelling of it,” returned .\[f-
Boffin, with great presence of mind, “h
your look out. IHarmon's is all you've 'ﬂOt “d'
say to kim. Morning, morning, morning !’ Au
so departed, without looking back.
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