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CHAPTER IX.

MR. AND MRS. BOFFIN IN CONSULTATION.

perakiNg himself straight homeward, Mr.
Boftin, without further let or hindrance, arrived
.t the Bower, and gave Mrs. Boffin (in a walk-
ing-dress of black velvet and feathers, like a
- mourning coach-horse) an account of all he had
«id and done since breakfast.

L «This brings us round, my dear,” he then
pursued, “to the question we left unfinished :
namely, whether there’s to be any new go-in
for Fashion.”

«Now, I'll tell you what I want, Noddy,”
«aid Mrs. Boflin, smoothing her dress with an
Jir of immense enjoyment, ¢“I want Society.”

#Fashionable Society, my dear ?”

«Yes!™ eried Mrs. Boflin, laughing with the
dee of & child.  “Yes! It’s no good my being
cht here like Wax-Work ; is it now 2"

«People have to pay to sec Wax-Work, my
dear,” returned her hushand, ““whereas (though
you'd be cheap at the same money) the neigh-
bors is welcome to see you for nothing.”

“Bat it don’t answer,” said the cheerful Mrs.
dofin,  “When we worked like the neighbors,
we suited one another.  Now we have left work
off, we have left off suiting onc another.”

“What, do you think of beginning work
apain 2 Mr. Boffin hinted.

“Qut of the question! We have come into
agreat fortune, and we must do what's right by
our fortune 3 we must act up to it.”

Mr. Boflin, who had a deep respeet for his
wifes intuitive wisdom, replied, though rather
pensively + €¢I suppose we must.”’

“It’s never been acted up to yet, and, conse-
quently, no good has come of it,” said Mrs,
Boffin,

“True, to the present time,”” Mr. Boffin as-
sented, with his former pensiveness, as he took
his scat upon his settle.  ““I hope good may be
coming of it in the future time. ~ Toward which,
what's your views, old lady ?”

Mrs. Boflin, a smiling creature, broad of fignre
and simple of nature, with her hands folded in
her lap, and with buxom creases in her throat,
moeceded to expound her views.

“I'say, a good house in a good neighborhood,
QQO(I things about us, good living, and good so-
tety. 7 say, live like our means, without ex-
Tavagance, and be happy.”

“Yos. T say be happy, too,” assented the
il pensive Mr. Boflin,

- " Loraemussy 1 exclaimed Mrs. Boffin, laugh-
. Wgand clapping her hands, and gayly rocking
( }{t'rsclf to and fro, “‘when I think of me in a
liht yellow chariot and pair, with silver boxes
i fothe wheels—"
) “(u‘lls' you was thinking of that, was you, my
ey’
“’il‘l‘xx:sr!” cried the dc}ighth creature. ‘‘ And
. ootman up behind, with a bar across, to
¢ his legs from being poled! And with a
“achman wp in front, sinking down into a seat

big enough for three of him, all covered with

upholstery fn green and white!

And with two

bay horses tossing their heads and stepping high-

er- than they trot long-ways!

And with you

and me leaning back inside, as grand as ninc-

pence!

Oh=h-h-h My!

‘77

IIa ha ha ha ha

Mrs. Boflin clapped her hands again, rocked

herself age

in, beat her feet upon the floor, and

wiped the tears of laughter from her eycs.
¢ And what, my old lady,” inquired Mr. Bof-

fin, when |
“what's yo

¢ Shut it
body in it,

¢ also had sympathetically Jaughed :
ur views on the subject of the Bower ?”
up. Don't part with it, but put some-
to keep it.”

“ Any other views?”

‘¢ Noddy

fashionable

" said Mrs. Boflin, coming from her
sofa to his side on the plain settle,

and hooking her comfortable arm through his,

“Next I't
ing carly

rink—and I really have been think-
and late—of the disappointed girl;

her that wgs so cruelly disappointed, you know,

both of hey

think we 1

Don't you
Have

husband and his riches.
night do something for her?

her to live with us?  Or something of that sort?”

¢ Ne-vern

once thought of the way of doing it!”

cricd Mr. Boffin, smiting the table in his admi-

ration, ¢
old lady is,
it.

What a thinking stecam-ingein this
And she don’t know how she docs

Neithdr does the ingein!”

Mrs. Boffin pulled his nearest ear, in acknowl-

edgment o
said, gradu
¢ Tast, anc
remember

f this picce of philosophy, and then
ally toning down to a motherly strain:
not least, I have taken a faney. You
dear little John Harmon, before he

went to school?  Over yonder across the yard,

at our fire

the moncy,

find some
adopt him
vide for h
casier, I fy

“RBut I

P Now that he is past all benefit of
and it’s come to us, I should like to
orphan child, and take the boy and
and give him John's name, and pro-
im.  Somchow, it would make me
ncey.  Say it’s only a whim—"

lon't say so,” interposed her husband.

“No, but deary, if you did—"

“1 shou
interposed
“That's
and kind
don’t. youn
Mdrs, Bofliy
way from |
ing her dr
you begin
that a chil
and happic
day? An
good will )
money 27
“Yes; o
Mrs. Boflit
a pleasant
year!” It
bat, having
hopelessly |
These tw,
guided they

d be a Beast if I did,” her husband
again,

as much as to say you agree? Good
f you, aud like you, deary! And
yegin to find it pleasant now,' said
, once more radiant in her comely
wead to foot, and once more smooth-
ss with immense enjoyment, ¢“don’t
to find it pleasant already, to think
(I will be made brighter, and better,
,, beeause of that poor sad child that
1 isn't it pleasant to know that the
c done with the poor sad child’s own

nd it’s pleasant to know that you arce
;7 said her husband, ¢“and it’s been
thing to know this many and many a
was riin to Mrs. Boflin's aspirations,
so spoken, they sat side by side, a
Tnfashionable pair.

ignorant and unpolished people had
mselves so far on in their journey of
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life by a religious sense of duty and desire to
do right. Ten thousand weaknesses andl ab-
surdities might have been detected in the bpeasts
of both; ten thousand vanities additional, possi-
bly, in the breast of the woman. But the hard
wrathful and sordid nature thet had wrupg as
much work out of them as could be got in| their
best days, for as little money as could bg paid
to hurry on their worst, had never been so yvarp-
od but that it knew their moral straightness and
respeeted it.  In its own despite, in a constant
conflict with itself and them, it had done so.
And thig is the eternal law. For, Evil|often
stops short at itsclf and dies with the doer jof it;
but Good, never.

Through his most inveterate purposes, the
~dead Jailer of Harmony Jail had known| these
two faithful servants to be honest and| true.
While he raged at them and reviled them for
opposing him with the speech of the honest and
true, it had scratched his stony heart, and he
had perceived the powerlessness of all his wealth
to buy them if he had addressed himself to the
attempt. So, even while he was their griping
taskmaster and never gave them a good|word,
he had written their names down in his will,
So, even while it was his daily declaration that
he mistrusted all mankind—and sorely indeed he
did mistrust all who bore any resemblance to
himself—he was as certain that these two people,
surviving him, would be trust-worthy in alljthings
from the greatest to the least, as he was that he
must surcly die.

Mr. and Mrs. Boffin, sitting side by «ide, with
IFashion withdrawn to an immeasurable distance,
tell to discussing how they conld best fin
orphan.  Mrs, Boflin suggested advertiserpent in
the newspapers, requesting orphans ansprering
annexed deseription to apply at the Dow

obstruction of the neighboring thoroughfares by
orphan swarms, this course was negatived] Mrs,
Joffin next suggested application to their|clergy-

man for a likely orphan.  Mr. Boffin thinking
better of this scheme, thiey resolved to cajl upon

the reverend gentleman at ence, and to take the
same opportunity of making acquaintange with
Miss Bella Wilfer.
might be visits of state, Mrs. Boflin's c¢
was ordered out,

This consisted of a long hammer-headed old
horse, formerly used in the business, attached to
a four-whecled chaise of the same period] which
had long been exclusively used by the I1
Jail poultry as the favorite laying-place]of sev-
eral dizereet hens.  An unwented application of
corn to the horse, and of paint and vanish to
the carriage, when both fell in as a parg of the
Boffin legacy, had made what Mr. Boflin con-
sidered a neat turn-out of the wholes and a
driver being added, in the person of a long ham-

uipage

mer-headed young man who was a very good !

match for the horse, left nothing to be desired.
e, too, had been formerly nsed in the bpsiness,
but was now entombed by an honest ]_jobbing

1 their:

rona’
certain day ; but Mr. Boffin wisely apprehending

In order that these visits:

|
rmony

tailor of the district in a perfect Sepulchre o
coat and gaiters, sealed with ponderous buttons

Behind this domestic Mr. and Mrs, Bog,
took their seats in the back compartment of e
vehicle: which was sufficiently commodious, l,;,;
had an undignified and alarming tendency, in
getting over a rough crossing, to hiceup itself
away from the front compartment. On the;
being descried emerging from the gates of the
Bower, the neighborhood turned out at door apg
window to salute the Boffins.  Among those iy
were ever and again left behind, staring afigr
the equipage, were many youthful spirits, why
hailed it in stentorian tones with such congray.
lations as “Nod-dy Bof-fin!” ¢ Bof-fin's men.
ev!” “Downwith the dust, Bof-fin !" and a:h.
er similar compliments.  These, the hamn.r.
headed young man took in such ill part tha: i
often impaired the maujesty of the progress i+
pulling up short, and making as though he woul
alight to exterminate the oftenders; a purjee
from which he only allowed himself to be g
suaded after long and lively arguments with Lis
employers.

At length the Bower district was left behind,
and the peaceful dwelling of the Reverend Frank
Milvey was gained. The Reverend Frank Mil.
I'vev's abode was a very modest abode, becaus:
"his income was a very modest income.  1le v
| officially accessible to cvcr_\"blundcring old we-
man who had incoherence to bestow upon him,
and readily received the Boffins.  Ile was qui
‘a voung man, expensively edueated and wretch-

edly paid, with quite a young wife and half 2
i dozen quite voung children. He was under i
necessity of teaching and translating from 2
'classics to cke out his scanty means, yet s
goncr:\ﬂ_\' C:\'pc'ctcd to have more time to spae
than the idlest person in the parish, and
money than the richest. e accepted the new
less inequalities and inconsistencies of his I
“with a kind of conventional submission thatwss
balmost slavish; and any daring layman whe
woulld have adjusted such burdens as his, mere
decently and graciously, would have had smal
 help from him.

L With a ready patient face and manner. 2
vet with a latent smile that showed a quis
E:nough obscrvation of Mrs. Boflin's dress, \L
Milvey, in his little back room—charged witi
sounds and cries as though the six childrenab
were coming down through the ceiling, :!_nd i
“roasting leg of mutton below were coming
through the foor—Ilistened to Mrs. Doflin’s stat-
ament of her want of an orphan. ) .

©T think,” said Mr. Milvey, ¢ that you d&t
never had a child of your o.wn, Mr. und Mo
- Bottin?”

Never.

“ But, like the Kings and Queens in the”‘
Tales, 1 suppose you have wished for one?

In a gencral way, ves.

I Mr. Milvey smiled again, as he remar
“himselt, ¢ Those kings and queens were al
 wishing for children.”” It occurring to him, p-F

Fairy

ked U
ways
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haps, that if they hftd been Curfltcs, .thcn.' wishes
might have tended in the opposite direction.

« think,” he pursued, ¢“we had better take
Mrs Milvey into our Council. She is indispens-
e to me. If you please, I'll call her.”

o Mr. Milvey called, “Margarctta, my dear!”’
and Mys. Milvey came down. A pretty, bright
lile woman, something worn by anxiety, who
had repressed many pretty tastes and bright fan-
e, and substituted in their stead schools, soup,
gannel, coals, and all the week-day cares and
Sunday conghs of a large population, young and
dd, As gallantly had Mr. Milvey repressed
much in himself that natarally belonged to his
od studies and old fellow-students, and taken
up among the poor and their children with the
nard erumbs of life.

#Mr, and Mrs. Boflin, my dear, whose good
srtmne vou have heard of.”

Mrs. Milvey, with the most unaffected grace
inthe world, congratulated them, and was glad
w0 see them,  Yet her engaging face, being an
apen as well as a perceptive one, was not with-
out her hushand’s latent smile.

“Mrs. Boffin wishes to adopt a little boy, my
dear.”

Mrs. Milvey, looking rather alarmed, her hus-
tand added :

“An orphan, my dear.”

O said Mrs® Milvey, reassured for her
own little boys,

“And [ was thinking, Margaretta, that per-
haps old Mrs. Goody’s grandchild might answer!
the prrpose.”’

“Oh my dear Frank!
would dot”

“Nor”

SO

The «miling Mrs. Boffin, feeling it incumbent.
o her to take part in the conversation, and
ing charmed with the emphatie little vife and !
ieryeady interest, here offered her acknowledg-
ments and inquired what there was against
lim?

“Tdmce think,” said Mrs. Milvey, glancing!

I don't think that

at the Reverend Frank—‘‘and T believe my:
shand will agree with me when he considers it |

I
wnin—that you could possibly keep that orphan
S from st
svatmy ounees, and drops it over him.”

“But he would not be living with his grand-
mother then, Margaretta,” said Mr. Milvey.

“No, Frank, but it would be impossible to
bep e from Mrs. Boflin’s house; and the
“erethere was to cat and drink there, the oftener
wewould o, And <lie is an inconvenient wo-
W1 hape it's not uncharitable to remember
St fast Christmas Fve she drank eleven cups
e, and grambled all the time.  And she i
™Ea grateful woman, Frank.  You recollect her
“hlressing a crowd outside this house, about her

Wroners . .
‘ mzs when, one night after we had gone to
wd, che Lrought back the petticoat of new flan-

el gl . .
‘} Fhiat had been given her, because it was teo
*hury,”
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“That's {rue,” said Mr. Milvey. ¢I don't

think that w

“Oh, Iy
wife.
“Ie has
¢No, but
an orphan v

ould do. Would little Harrison—"
unk !” remonstrated his emphatic

no grandmother, my dear.”
1 don’t think Mrs. Boflin would like
‘ho squints so much.”

“That’s frue again,” said Mr. Milvey, becom-

ing haggard
weuld do—

| with perplexity.
U

“If a little girl

“But, my dear Frank, Mrs. Boffin wants a

Because his grandmother takes |

bo},- "

¢ That’s t|

Bocker is a
“But I
after a litti

rue again,” said Mr. Milvey. ¢ Tom
nice bov” (thoughtfully).

doubt, Erank,” Mrs. Milvey hinted,
e hesitation, ““if Mrs. Boflin wants

an orphan guite nincteen, who drives a cart and

waters the

Mr. Mily
a look; on
velvet bonn
spirite, T

“I am g
giving so n
you would }
yYou too, m
come.”

“ Pray d

¢ No, do
““because W
ingusthe p
firmed; an
spokeasift
house and
is a respony
diftienlt to
naturally v
o kindly o
day or two
retta, wemi
and the Int

T be

“AWe h:
Milvey, qu
added, ““in
there were
lic were afy
!
friends, an
2 transaeti
i you exd
books and
vent their

Accordis

to siit, anc
ohjections,

of mention
would do !
banker to

or £0,” to |
him, !
Mr., Milvey
i Meased s

e wy

clay-pits; |

Mrs, Milvey

Mrs. Botlin.

oads.” .

v referred the point to Mrs. Boflin in
that smiling lady’s shaking her black
et and bows, he remarked, in lower
1at’s true again.”’

nre,” said Mrs. Boffin, concerned at
uch trouble, ¢¢that it T had known
lave taken so much paing, Sir—and
n'am—I don’t think I would have

on't say that ! urged Mrs. Milvey.

n't say that,” assented Mr. Milvey,
¢ are so much obliged to you for giv-
reference.”  Which Mrs. Milvey con-
1 really the kind. conscientious couple
10y kept some profitable orphan ware-
vere personally patronized. ¢ DButit
ible trust,” added Mr. Milvey, ““and
lischarge. At the same time, we are
ey unwilling to lose the chanee you
ive us, and it you could aftord us a
to look about us—vou know, Marga,
cht carefully examine the work-house,

-~

ant School, and your District.”
e " said the emphatice little wife,
ve orphans, I know,” pursued Mr.
te with the air as if he migzht have
stock,” and quiie as anxiously as if
rreat competition in the business and
ald of losing an order, “*over at the
mt they are emploved by relations or
11 afraid it wonld come at last to
m in the way of barter.  And even
thanged  blankets for the child—or
iring—it would be impossible to pre-
cing turned into liquor.”
glv, it was resobved that Mr. and
should scarch for an orphan likely
as free as possible from the foresoing
and should communicate again with
Then Mr. Bofiin took the liberty
ng to My, Milvey that if My, Milvey
im the kinduess to be perpetually his
the extent of ““a twenty-pound note
¢ expended without any reference to
1 Le heartily obliged. At this, hoth
ey were guite as much
if they had no wants of their own, but

ul

SR U §
alite DETS, i H
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only knew what poverty was in the per
other people; and so the interview ter
with satisfaction and good opinion on al

¢ Now, -old lady,” said Mr. Boffin, as

sons of

minated
sides.

they re-

sumed their seats behind  the hammenheaded
horse and man: ‘‘having made a very agrecable

visit there, we'll try Wilfer's.”

It appeared, on their drawing up at the fami-
ly gate, that to try Wilfer’s was a thing more

casily projected than done, on account of
treme difficulty of getting into that establi

the ex-
shment ;

three pulls at the bell producing no external re-

sult, though cach was attended by audiblg
of scampering and rushing within. Atth
tug—vindictively administered by the h
headed young man—Miss Lavinia aj
emerging from the house in an accident
ner, with a bonnet and parasol, as desig
take a contemplative walk. The you
was astonished to find visitors at the g
expressed her feelings in appropriate act

“Ilere’s Mr. and Mrs. Boffin!” grow
hammer-headed young man through the
the gate, and at the same time shaking
he were on view in a Menagerie; ¢“they
here half an hour.”

“Who did you say ?” asked Miss Lav

¢ Mr. and Mrs. BorrFIx!” returned the
man, rising into a roar.

Miss Lavinia tripped up the steps to th
door, tripped down the steps with the key,
across the little garden, and opened tl
“Please to walk in,” said Miss Lavinia, |
Iy. ¢ Our servant is out.”

Myr. and Mrs. Boffin complying, and
in the little hall until Miss Lavinia can

sounds
e fourth
ammer-
peared,
2l man-
ning to
ng lady
1te, and
ion,

led the
bars of
it, as if
ve been

inia.
young

e house-
tripped
e gate.
raughti-

pausing
c up to

sliow them where to go next, pereeivdd three

pairs of listening legs upon the stairs
Mrs. Wilfer’s legs, Miss Bella's legs, Mr,
Sampson’s legs.

¢ Mr. and Mrs. Boffin, I think?” said L

in a warning voice.

Strained attention on the part of Mrs.
legs, of Miss Bella's legs, of Mr. Georgg
son’s legs.

“Yes, Miss.”

“1If von'll step this way—down thesc
Tl let Ma know.”

Excited flight of Mrs. Wilfer's legs,
Bella's legs, of Mr. George Sampson's

above.
George

avinia,
Wilfer's

Samp-

Stalrs—

of Miss

Iqgs.

After waiting some quarter of an hour alone
in the family sitting-room, which presentad traces

of having been so hastily arranged after
that onc might have doubted whether
made tidy for visitors, or cleared for blin
buft, Mr. and Mrs, Boflin beeame aware
entrance of Mrs, Wilfer, majestically faf
with a condescending stitch in her side
was her company manner.

¢ Pardon me,” said Mrs. Wilfer, after
salutations, and as soon as she had adju
handkerchief under her chin, and wa
gloved hands, ‘“to what am I indebted
honor ?”

*“To make short of it, ma’am,” retur

a meal
it was
Iman’s-
» of the
nt, and
< which

the firat
sted the
ved her
for -this

1ed Mr.

Boffin, ‘‘perhaps you may be a(.m
the names of me and Mr s. Boﬁin as havipe g come
into a certain property.’

“I have heard, Sir,” returned Mrs, W ilfer,
with a dlgmﬁcd bcnd of her head, «¢f such
being the case.”

¢“And I dare say, ma’am,” pursued My, By,
fin, while Mrs. Boffin added confirmators pg;
and smiles, “ you arc not very much inclineg ;,
take kmdl) to us ?”

““Pardon me,” said Mrs. Wilfer. ¢ *yqp,
unjust to visit upon Mr. and Mrs. Boffin g ¢y
lamity which was doubtless a dispensatipy
These words were rendered the more effectiv
by a serenely heroic expression of suffering,

““That’s fairly meant, I am sure,” remark
the honest Mr. Boffin; ¢ Mrs. Boflin and e,
ma’am, are plain people, and we don’t wau -,
pretend to any thing, nor yet to go round an;
round at any thing: because there’s always s
straight way to every thing. Conscquem]y‘, Ve
make this call to say, that we shall be glad 1
have the honor and pleasure of vour daughters
acquaintance, and that we shall be rejiced i
your daughter will come to consider cur Lo
in the light of her home equally with thiz. In
short, we want to cheer your daughter, and 1
give her the opportunity of sharing such pleas-
ures as we are a going to take ourselves. W
want t~ brisk her up, and brisk her about, and
give her a change.”

¢ That's it!” said the open-hearted Mrs. Do
fin. “Lor! Let’s be comfortable.”

Mrs. Wilfer bent her head in a distant max
ner to her lady visitor, and with majestic z
notony replied to the gentleman :

“Pardon me. I have several daughien
Which of my daughters am I to understaad
thus favored by the kind intentions of Mr. Dui-
fin and his lady ?”

“Don't you see?” the ever-smiling Mrs. Bt
fin put in. ¢ Naturally, Miss Bella, you know.”

“Qh-h!” said Mrs. Wilfer, with a severdi
unconvinced look. ¢ My daughter Bella is 2
cessible and shall speak for herself.”  Then ope:
ing the door a little way, simultancously mh
a sound of scuttling oat<1dc it, the goeod lady
made the proclamation, “Send Miss Bella o
me!”  Which proclamation, though gramdiy
formal, and one might almost say heraldie.
hear, was in fact enunciated with her materi g
eves rcplo'mhfulh glaring on that young 1‘1"
in the flesh—and in so much of it that she v
retiring with difficulty into the small closct ul-
der the stairs, apprehensive of the emergence ¢
Mr. and Mrs. Boffin. .

“The avocations of R. W., my }mdrmd
Mrs. Wilfer explained, on resuming her 3¢
“keep him fully engaged in the City at this
time of the day, or he would have had the hea-
or of p.lrtxcqmtm" in your reception beneath oif
humble roof.”

“Yery pleas'mt premises !” said Mr. Bofiz.
chccrful]\

«Pardon me, Sir,” returned Mrs. Willer; €%

2y
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/ I3 . .
recting him, ‘118 thc abode of conscious though

mdqxﬂdcm Poverty.”

Finding it rather < lifficult to pursue the con-
rersation down this road, Mr. and Mrs. Boffin
at staring at mid-air, and Mrs. Wilfer sat si-
Jently. giving them to understand that every
Loath she drew required to be drawn with a
.~clt-dcnml rarely paralleled in history, until Miss
Bella appeared: whom Mrs. Wilfer presented,
and to whom shc explained the purpose of the
visitors.

«] am much obliged to you, I am sure,” said
\liss Bella, coldly shaking her curls, “but I
Jaht if I have the inclination to go out at all.”

«Bella!” Mrs. Wilter admonished her ; ¢ Bel-
la, vou must conquer this.”

“Yes, do what your Ma says, and conquer it,
mv dear,” urged Mrs. Boffin, “ because we shall
i+ w glad to have you, and because you are
pich too pretty to keep yourself shut up.”
With that the pleasant creature gave her a kiss,
and patted her on her dimpled shoulders; Mrs.
Wilier sitting stiffly by, like a functionary pre-
iling over an iterview previous to an exceu-
o,

“We are going to move into a nice house,”
< Mrs. Boflin, who was woman enough to
~mpromise Mr. Boflin on that point, when he
anldn’t very well contest ity *“and we are go-
s to set up a nice carriage, and we'll go ev-
wowhere and see every thing.  And you
setn't,” seating Bella beside her, and patting
e hamddy ¢ you mustn't feel a dislike to us to
=in with, beeause we couldn’t help you
wow, my dear.”

With the natural tendeney of youth to vield
weandor and sweet temper, Miss Bella was so
tiched Dy the simplicity of this address that she
tankly returned Mrs. Boffin’s kiss.  Not at all
w the satisfaction of that good woman of the
worldy her mother, who sought to hold the ad-
vantieeons ground of obliging the Boflins in-

vl of heing obliged.

“My vonngest tl.uwhtcr Lavinia,”

it,

sail Mrs,

Wi “ 1, glad to make a diversion, as that voung |
a;

iy reappeared.
St mlot the family.’
lhc friend of the family was in that stage of
tie tender passion which bound him to regard
ey body else as the foe of the family, e
.(n tho round head of his cane in his mouth,
Aistopper, when-he sat down,  Asif he fc]t
:umwlf full to the throat with affronting senti-
s And he eyed the Boffing with implaca-

G \h George Sampson,

eves,

HI““‘ you like to bring your <istcr with voun
Ji Yo come to stay with us,” said Mrs. Bof-
4 of comrse we shall be ghd The better

o l'lt‘wc vourself, Miss Bella, the better you'll
RN IE

“Oh, my consent is of no consequence at all,
“"“'Iv(ww " eried Miss Lavinia.
Lavey ™ eaid her sister,

“No, T won 't,” replied the sharp Lavinia.

in a low voice,
have the goodness to be scen and not heard.”

i

lsaid Mr. B

“I'm not|a child, to be taken notice of by
strangers.”]

“You ape a child.”

“I'm not a child, and Iwon't be taken notice
of.  ‘Bring your sister,” indeed!”

“Lavinja!” said Mrs. Wilfer. < Hold! 1

will not a
absurd susy
what theirn
you dare
Mr. and
upon a p
would rem
instant,. wl
remaining
depart?
presume tg

“It’s al
ble, when

“Told!
know what
prehend th
and gentle
ing any n
which—vo

little less th

“Never

“ Pardo

Miss La
muttered,

“And T
ed Mrs, W
youngest,
fect, ““to p
remember
after; and
attention,
qui-i-ite aj

nant shiver—

But here
Iv, “I can
You necdn

“And i
throngh co
Lavinia, s

rember

low you to utter in my presence the
picion that any strangers—I eare not
names—can patronize my child. Do
o suppose, you ridiculous girl, that

Mrs. Boffin would cnter these doors
rtronizing errand;
ain within them,

or, if they did,
only for one single
ile your mother had the strength vet
in her vital frame to request them to

You little know your mother if you

think so.”
very fine,” Lavinia began to grum-

Lrs. W 11&1 repeated :

I will not allow this. Do vou not
is due to guests? Do you not com-

it in presuming to hint that this lady

man could have any idea of patroniz-
of vour family—I care not
1 accuse them of an impertinence
an insane 27

mind me and Mrs. Boflin, ma’am,”
offin, smilingly : *“we don't care.”

1 me, but 7do,” returned Mrs, Wilfer.
vinia laughed o short laugh as she
£ Yes, to be sure.”

require my audacious child,” proeeced-
ilfer, with a withering look at her
n whom it had not the shightest ef-
case 1o be just to her sister Bella; to
that her sister Della is much songht
that when her sister BDella aceepts an
he considers herself to be conferring
much honor”—this with an indig-
¢ as she receives.”

Miss Bella repudiated, and said quict-
speak for myself, yvou know, ma.
t bring me in, please.”

s oall very well aiming at others
wenient me,” said the irrepressible
itefully; “but I should like to ask

George Sampson what /fe says to it.”

“Mr. S
seeing that

out, and s

that he pu
friend of tl
house, is, I

interpose o1
This exal

ampson,” proclaimed Mrs. Wilfer,
voung gentleman tuake his stopper
darkly fixing him with her eyes as
it in again: My, Sampson, as a
1is family and a frequenter of this
am persuaded, far too well-bred to
such an invitation.”

tation of the voung gentleman moved

the conscientious Mrs. Boflin to repentance for

having don

consequently

would at a

tention whie

replying, w

obliged to ¥

night.”

However,
i backs by res

him an injustice in her mind, and
v to sayving that she and Mr. Boffin
ny time be glad to see him; an at-
ch he handsomely acknowledged by
th his stopper unremoved, * Much
ou, but I'm always engaged, day and

Bella compensating for all draw-
ponding to the advances of the Bof-

q
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" were
to the
ein a
able to
ith no-
Wilfer
r head
d say,
id you

”

fins in an engaging way, that easy pai
on the whole well satisfied, and proposed
said Bella that as soon as they should §
condition to receive her in a manner suit
their desires, Mrs. Boffin should return w
tice of the fact. This arrangement Mrs.
sanctioned with a stately inclination of ha
and wave of her gloves, as who shou
“Your demerits shall be overlooked, a
shall be mercifully gratified, poor people

“By-the-by, ma'am,” said Mr. Boffig, turn-
ing back as he was going, **you have a lodger 27

¢ A gentleman,” Mrs. Wilfer answered|, quali-
fying the low expression, ¢“ undoubtedly decupies
our first floor.”

“I may call him Our Mutual Frien
Mr. Boffin. ¢ What sort of a fellow|is Qur
Mutual Friend, now? Do you like him ?”

“ Mr. Rokesmith is very punctual, very quiet,
a very cligible inmate.”

“Beceause,” Mr. Boffin explained, “y
know that I'm not particularly well acq
with Our Mutual Friend, for I have or
him once. You give a good account
Is he at home?”

¢ Mr. Rokesmith is at home,” said M
fer; ‘“indeed,” pointing threugh the
““there he stands at the garden gate.
for you, perhaps?”

¢ Perhaps so,” replied Mr. Boffin. ¢
come in, maybe.”

Bella had closely attended to this st
logue. Accompanying Mrs. Boflin to
she as closely watched what followed.

“How are you, Sir, how are vou?" said Mr.
Boflin, ¢« This is Mrs. Boffin. Mr, Rokesmith,
that I told you of, my dear.”

She gave him good-day, and he bestiyred him-
self and helped her to her seat, and the like, with
a ready hand.

¢ Good-by for the present, Miss Bella,” said
Murs. Boflin, calling out a hearty parting. ¢“We
shall meet again soon! And then [ hope I
shall have my little John Tarmon to shiow you.”

Mr. Rokesmith, who was at the wheel adjust-
ing the skirts of her dress, suddenly lgoked be-
hind him, and around him; and then Jooked up
at her, with a face so pale that Mrs. Boflin
cried :

“Gracions!”  And after a moment,
the matter, Sir?”

“How can you show her the Dg
turned Mr, Rokesmith.

“It’s only an adopted child. OnelI
her of.  One I'm goiug to give the name to

“You tovk me by surprise,” said Mr. Roke-
smith, ‘“and it sounded like an omen/| that you
should speak of showing the Dead o one so
young and blooming.”

Now Bella suspected by this time
Rokesmith admired her, Thether t
edge (for it was rather that than
caused her to incline to him a little 1
little less, than she had done at first;
rendered her eager to find out more '1

1,” said

D1t must
uainted
ly scen
of him.

rs. Wil-
vindow,
Waiting

Saw me

1ort dia-
he gate,

“YWhat's
ad ?” re-

have told

199

that Mr.
1¢c knowl-
ruspicion)
yore, or
vhether it

becausc she sought to establish reason for her
distrust, or because she sought to free hip frcn;
it; wasasyet dark toher own heart. But g mest
times he occupied o great amount of her :mer;.
tion, and she had sct her attention clogely on
this incident. )

That he knew it as well as she, she knew w
well as he, when they were left together smnd-
ing on the path by the garden-gate.

“Those are worthy people, Miss Wilfer,”

“Do you know them well ?” asked Bella,

He smiled, reproaching her, and she colored.
reproaching herself—both, with the knowleds.
that she had meant to entrap him into an 4.
swer not true—when he said “Iknow of them.

“Truly, he told us he had seen vou bt
once.”

“Truly, I supposed he did.”

Bella was nervous now, and would have bagr
glad to recall her question.

“You thought it strange that, feeling wmy |
interested in you, I should start at what seund g
like & proposal to bring vou into contact wis
the murdered man who lics in his grave, |
might have known—of course in a momes:
should have known—that it could not have th:
meaning.,  DBut my interest remains.”

Te-entering the family-room in a meditarive
state, Miss Bella was received by the irrepresi-
ble Lavinia with:

“There, Bella! At last I hope vou have g
vour wishes realized—by youwr Befline, Youl
be rich enough now—with your Boflins, Yeu
can have as much flirting as vou like—at your
Boftins.  But you won't take e to yvour Befiing,
I can tell you—you and your Boflins too!”

CIE” quoth Mr. George Sampson, mondis
pulling his stopper out, *¢ Miss Bella’s M. Bz
comes any more of his nonsense to me, I i
wish him to understand, as betwixt man au
man, that he does it at his per—"" and was< o
ing to say peril; but Miss Lavinia, having @
confidence in his mental powers, and feeling 1
oration to have no definite applieation to 2
circumstances, jerked his stopper in again, Wik
a sharpness that made his eyes water. ‘

And now the worthy Mrs, Wilfer, havingws
her voungest daughter as a lay-figure for ti
cdification of these Bofling, beeame bland toler.
and proceeded to develop her last instanee v
force of character, which was still in reset
This was, to illuminate the family with her 1e-
markable powers as a physiognomist: pov®
that terrificd R, W. whenever let loose, as beit
alwavs fraught with gloom and evil ‘.\"n.u-h L
inferior prescience was aware of. And this .\X"..
Wilfer now did, be it observed, in jenlousy
these Doflins, in the very same moments whon
she was already reflecting how she would e
ish these very ‘same Boftins and the state ‘.“’73
kept, over the heads of her Boffinless fnents

«Of their manners,” said Mrs, Wilter "
sav nothing. Of their appearance, I say x}nthn’z-»
Of the disinterestedness of their intentions &

bout him. l\vard Bella, T say nothing. But the erafly &
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«ereey,.the dark, deep underhanded plotting,
sritten in Mrs. Boffin's countenance, make me
sudder.”

As an incontrovertible proof that those bale-
¢l attributes were all there, Mrs. Wilfer shud-

dered on the spot.

[ S

CHAPTER X.
A MARRIAGE CONTRACT.

TrERE is excitement in the Vencering man-
qon. The mature young lady is going to be
married (powder and all) to the mature young
sentleman, and she is to be married from the
Vencering house, and the Vencerings are to
sive the breakfast. The Analytical, who ob-
jccts as a matter of principle to every thing that
neewrs on the premises, neeessarily objects to the,
match ; but his consent has been dispensed with,
and a spring-van is delivering its load of green-
house plants at the door, in order that to-mor-
row’s feast may be crowned with flowers.

The mature voung lady is a lady of property.
The mature young gentleman is a gentleman of
property.  He invests his property. e goces,
in a condescending amateurish way, into the
City, attends meetings of Directors, and has to
do with traflic in Shares.  As is well known to
the wise in their generation, traffic in Shares is
the one thing to have to do with in this world.
flave no antecedents, no established character,
a0 cultivation, no ideas, no manners; have
Shares,  Iave Shares enocugh to be on Boards
of Direction in capital letters, oscillate on mys-
werious business between London and Paris; and
he great. Where does he come from ?  Shares.
Where is he going to?  Sharves.  What are his
tstes? Shares. IHashe any principles? Shares.
What squeezes him into Parliament ?  Shares.
Perhiaps he never of himself achieved suceess in
any thing, never originated any thing, never
produced any thing ?  Sufficient answer to all;
Shares, O mighty Sharves!  To set those blar-
inzimages so high, and to cause us smaller ver-
min, as under the influence of henbane or opi-
um, to cry out, night and day, ¢ Relicve us of
our money, seatter it for us, buy us and sell us,
min us, only we beseech ye take rank among
e powers of the earth, and fatten on us!”

While the Loves and Graces have been pre-
ring this toreh for Hymen, which is to be kin-
f_ilcd to-morrow, Mr. T'wemlow has suffered much
M his mind, It would seem that both the ma-
wre vonng Jady and the mature young gentle-
s must indubitably be Venceering's oldest
fiends, Wards of his, perhaps ?  Yet that can
‘aarcely be, for they are older than himself.
Vencering has been in their confidence through-
it and has done much to lure them to the al-|
M He has mentioned to Twemlow how he |
“d to Mrs, Veneering, “Anastatia, this must
ivv amateh.”  Ile has mentioned to Twemlow
hw hie regards Sophronia Akershem (the ma- |

ture yourg lady) in the light of a sister, and
Alfred Lammle (the mature young gentleman)
in the light of a brother. Twemlow has asked
him whether he went to school as a junior with
Alfred 2 |HIe has answered, “Not exactly.”
Whether [Sophronia was adopted by his mo-
ther? He has answered, ‘‘Not precisely so.”
Twemlow]s hand has gone to his forehead with
a lost air.

But, twlg or three weeks ago, Twemlow, sit-
ting over his newspaper, and over his dry toast
and weak[tea, and over the stable-yard in Duke
Street, St| James's, received a highly-perfumed
cocked-hat and monogram from ¥rs. Vencer-
ing, entrepting her dearest Mr. T, if not partic-
ularly engaged that day, to come like a charm-
ing soul and make a fourth at dinner with dear
Mr. Podspap, for the discussion of an interest-
ing family topic; the last three words doubly
underlined and pointed with a note of admira-
tion. A1d Twemlow, replving, ¢ Not engaged,
and morg than delighted,™ goes, and this takes
place :

¢ My dear Twemlow,” says Veneering, * your
ready resjjonse to Anastatia’s unceremonious in-
vitation i§ truly kind, and like an old, old friend.
You know our dear friend Podsnap 27

Twemlpw ought to know the dear friend Pod-
snap who|covered him with so much confusion,
and he salys he does know him, and Podsnap re-
ciprocates.  Apparently, Podsnap has been so
wrought fipon in a short time, as to believe that
he has been intimate in the house many, many,
many vegrs.  In the friendliest manner he is
making Himself quite at home with his back to
the fire, xecuting a statuctte of the Colossus
at Rhodef.  Twemlow has before noticed in his
feeble way how sooun the Vencering guests he-
come infdeted with the Veneering fiction.  Not,
however, [that he has the least notion of its be-
ing his oyn casc.

“«Qur [fricnds, Alfred and Soplironia,™ pur-
sues Vendering the veiled prophet: “our friends
Alfred and Sophronia, you will be gla-Uto hear,
my dear fellows, are going to be married.  As
my wife gnd I make it a family affair the entire
direction [of which we take upon ourscives, of
coursc oyr first step is to communicate the fact
to our family friends.

CGOL " thinks Twemlow, with his eyes on
Podsnap,| ““then there are only two of us, and
he’s the agther.™)

««1 did hope,” Vencering goes on, ““to have
had Lady Tippins to meet you; but she is al-
wavs in request, and 1s unfortunately engaged,”

(O Y thinks Twemlow, with his eves wan-
dering, “{then there are three of us, and she's
the other]”

«Morfimer Lightwood,” resumes Vencering,
“whom you both know, is out of town; but he
writes, il his whimsical manner, that as we ask
him to bd bridegroom’s best man when the cere-
mony taKes place, he will not refuse, though he
doesn't sge what he has to do with it.”

(Ol " thinks Tweinlow, with his eyes roll-
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