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fore him in the body as well as the spirit, and he
spurned him off. - ““I have heard of a daughter,
and a son. I ask for information; I ask your
daughter ; I prefer to speak to her. 'What chil-
dren did Hexam leave ?”

Pleasant, looking to her father for permission
to reply, that honest man exclaimed with great
pbitterness :

«Why the devil don’t you answer the Cap-
tain? You can Poll Parrot enough when you
ain’t wanted to Poll Parrot, you perwerse jade!”

Thus encouraged, Pleasant explained that
there were only Lizzie, the daughter in gues-
tion, and the youth, Both very respectable,
she added.

1t is dreadful that any stigma should attach
to them,” said the visitor, whom the considera-
tion rendered so uneasy that he rose, and paced
to and fro, muttering, ‘“Dreadful! TUnfore-
secen? How could it be foreseen!” Then he
stopped, and asked aloud: “Where do they live ?”

Pleasantfurther explained that only the dangh-
ter had resided with the father at the time of his
accidental death, and that she had immediately
afterward quitted the neighborhood.

“I know that,” said the man, ¢for I have
- been to the place they dwelt in, at the time of
the inquest.  Could you quietly find out for me
where she lives now ?”

Pleasant had no doubt she could do that.
Within what time, did she think? Within a
day., The visitor said that was well, and he
would return for the information, relying on its
being obtained. To this dialogue Riderhood
had attended in silence, and he now obscquious-
Iy bespake the Captain.

“Captain! Mentioning them unfort’net words
of mine respecting Gaffer, it is contrairily to be
bore in mind that Gaffer always were a precious
tascal, and that his line were a thieving line.
Likeways when I went to them two Governors,
Lawyer Lightwood and the t'other Governor,
with my information, I may have been a little
over-cager for the canse of justice, or (to put it
another way) a little over-stimilated by them feel-
ings which rouses & man up, when a pot of mon-
&vis going about, to get his hand into that pot
of money for his family’s sake. Besides which,
[ think the wine of them two Governors was—I
Wil not say a hocussed wine, but fur from a
¥ine as was clthy for the mind. And there’s
Wother thing to be remembered, Captain.. Did
Istick to them words when Gaffer was no more,
ad did T say bold to them two Governors,
‘Governors both, wot I informed I still inform ;
wot was took down I hold to?” No. I says,
frank ang open—mno shuffling, mind you, Cap-
fain 1 Y may have been mistook, I've been a
thinking of it, it mayn't have been took down
rreet on- this and that, and I won't swear to
tlu.(-k and thin, I'd rayther forfeit your good
Oinions than do it." And so far as I know,”
“heladed My, Riderbood, by way of proof and

tidence to character, ‘I have actiwally forfeit- |

ol the good opinions of several persons — cven

your own, Captain, if I understand your words—

but I'd sooner do it than be forswore.
if that's conspi

“You shall
little heed o
was all utter

There ;
iracy, call me conspirator.”

sign,” said the visitor, taking very
this oraiion, ‘“a statement that it
false, and the poor girl shall have

it. I will bring it with me for your signature
when I come|again.”

¢ When

i

ght you be expected, Captain?”

inquired Riderhood, again dubiously getting be-
tween him and the door.
¢ Quite sogn enough for you. I shall not dis-

appoint you ;

don’t be afraid.”

“Might ygu be inclined to leave any name,

Captain?”

¢No, not ait all.
summ’at of & hard word, Captain,”
ood, still feebly dodging between

¢ ¢Shall’ is
urged Riderh
him and the
you say a m

I have no such intention.””

door, as he advanced. ¢ When

an ‘shall’ sign this and that and

t’other, Captajn, you order him about in a grand

sort of a way,|
The man 5
with his eyes.

Don't it seem so to yourself?”
tood still, and angrily fixed him

“ Father, father!” entreated Pleasant, from

the door, wit
trembling at

h her disengaged hand nervously

rer lips; ““don’t! Don't get into

tronble any mpre!”

¢ Hear me
T was wishing
took your dep
erhood, falling]

out, Captain, hear me out! All
to mention, Captain, afore you
arter,” said the sneaking Mr. Rid-
out of his path, *“was, your hand-

some words rejating to the reward.”
““YWhen I claim it,” said the man, in a tone

which secemed
dog” very disti
it "

Looking stg
more said in 4

to leave some such words as *“you
netly understood, “you shall share

adfastly at Riderhood, he once
low voice, this time with a grim

sort of admiration of him as a perfect picce of

evil, “What 1
head twice ort

out of the shop.

night kindly.

liar you are!” and, nodding his

irice over the compliment, passed

But to Pleasant he said good-

The honest man who gained his living by the

sweat of his b
stupefaction, u

finished bottle ¢

From his mind

ow remained in a state akin to
ntil the footless glass and the un-
onveyed themselves into his mind.
he convered them into his hands,
ed the last of the wine into his

and so convey
stomach. WWhen that was done, he awoke to a
clear percepiiofi that Poll Parroting was solely

chargeable with what had passed. Therefore,

not to be remis;
a pair of sea-bo
to avoid, and ¢
hair for a pock

A S

TnEe wind ws

itor came out 2

in his duty as « father, he threw
ts at Pleasant, which she ducked
hen cried, poor thing, using her
rt-handkerchief.
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CHAPTER XIIL

DLO AND A DUET.

s blowing so hard when the vis-
the shop-door into the darkness

and dirt of Limichouse Hole, that it almost blew
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him in again. Doors were slamming vjolently,
lamps were flickering or blown out, signs were
rocking in their frames, the water of the ken-
nels, wind-dispersed, flew about in drops like
rain. Indifferent to the weather, and gven pre-
ferring it to better weather for its clearance of
the streets, the man looked about hi
scrutinizing glance. *Thus much I know,” he
murmured. ¢TI have never been here since that
night, and never was here before that night, but
thus much I recognize. I wonder which way
did we take when we came out of that shop.
We turned to the right as I have turned, but I
can recall no more. Did we go by this alley ?
Or down that little lane ?”
He tried both, but both confused him equally,
and he came straying back to the same spot.
“T remember there were poles pushed out of
upper windows on which .clothes werg drying,
and I remember o low public house] and the
sound flowing down a narrow passage belong-
ing to it of the scraping of a fiddle and|the shuf-
fling of fcct. But here are all these thipgs in the
lane, and here are all these things in |the alley.
And I have nothing else in my mind Hut a wall,
a dark doorway, a flight of stairs, and a room.”
He tried a new direction, but made nothing
of it; walls, dark doorways, flights of stairs and
rooms, were too abundant. And, like|most peo-
ple so puzzled, he again and again described a
circle, and found himself at the point from which
he had begun. ¢¢This is like what I (have read
in narratives of escape from prison,)’ said he,
‘“where the little track of the fugitives in the
night always scems to take the shape of the
great round world, on which they wander; as
if it were a sceret law.”
Here he ceased to be the oakum-higaded, oak-
um-whiskered man on whom Miss Pleasant Rid-
erhood had looked, and, allowing for his being
still wrapped in a nautical over-coat, became as
like that same lost wanted Mr. Julius Hand-
ford as never man was like another in this
world. In the breast of the coat hestowed the
bristling hair and whisker, in a momjent, as the
favoring wind went with him dowy a solitary
place that it had swept clear of passengers. Yet
in that same moment he was the Secretary also,
Mr. Boffin’s Secretary.  For John Rokesmith,
too, was as like that same lost wanted Mr. Ju-
lins IIandford as never man was likq another in
this world.
¢TI have no clew to the scene of my death,”
saidhe ¢ Not that it matters now| But hav-
ing risked discovery by venturing here at all, T
should have been glad to track some part of the
way.” With which singular words lhe aban-
doned his search, came up out of| Limchouse
Hole, and took the way past Limchouse Church.
At the great iron gate of the chyrch-vard he
stopped and looked in. Ilc looked up at the
high tower spectrally resisting the wind, and
he looked round at the white tombstones, like
enough to the dead in their winding-sheets; and
he counted the nine tolls of the clogk-bell,

¢“Jt is 2 sensation not experienced by many
mortals,” said he, “to be looking into a churel.
vard on a wild windy night, and to feel that T
more hold a place among the living than these
dead do, and even to know that I lie burieq
somewhere eclse, as they lie buried here. No.
thing uses me to it. A spirit that was once g
man could hardly feel stranger or lonelier, going
unrecognized among mankind, than I feel,

¢t But this is the fanciful side of the situation,
It has a real side, so difficult that, though I
think of it every day, I never thoroughly think
it out. Now, let me determine to think it out g5
I walk home. I know I cvade it as many men
—perhaps most men—do evade thinking their
way through their greatest perplexity. T will
try to pin myself to mine. Don’t evade it, John
Harmon; don’t evade it; think it out!

“TWhen I came back to England, attracted to
the country with which I had none but most
miserable associations, Ly the accounts of my
fine inheritance that found me abroad, I came
back, shrinking from my father’s money, shrink-
ing from my father’s memory, mistrustful of be-
ing forced on a mercenary wife, mistrustful of
my father’s intention in thrusting that marriage
on me, mistrustful that I was already growing
avaricious, mistrustful that I was slackening in
gratitude to the two dear noble honest friends
who had made the only sunlight in my childish
life or that of my heart-broken sister, I came
. back, timid, divided in my mind, afraid of my-
:!self and cvery body here, knowing of nothing
' but wretchedness that my father's wealth had

ever brought about. Now, stop, and so far

think it out, John Ilarmon. Is thatso? That
i is exactly so.
i~ *On board serving as third mate was George
! Radfoot. I knew nothing of him. His name

first became known to me about a weck before
i we sailed through my being accosted by one of
“the ship-agent's clerks as < Mr. Radfoot.” It
! was one day when I had gone aboard to look' t
!'my preparations, and the clerk, coming behind
' me as I stood on deck, tapped me on the shouk
! der and said, ¢ Mr. Radfoot, look here,” referring
to some papers that he had in his hand. And
my name first became known to Radfoot, through
another clerk within a day or two, and while the
ship was yet in port, coming up behind him, tap-
ping him on the shoulder and beginning, ‘118
your pardon, Mr. Harmon—' T belicve W¢
were alike in bulk and stature but not other-
wise, and that we were not strikingly alike, even
in those respects, when we were together at
could be compared.

¢ [Towever, a sociable word or two on tl
mistakes became an casy introduction betwee?
| us, and the weather was hot, and he helped me
I to a cool cabin on deck along-side his own, ane
| his first school had been at Brussels as mine Im«;
! been, and he had learned French as T had learnc
"it, and he had a little history of himsclf to 7
| late—God only knows how much of it true, 7
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now much of it false—that had its likeness to
mine. I had been a seaman too. So we got to
pe confidential together, and the more casily
vet, because he and every one on board had
known by general rumor what I was making the
voyage to England for. By such degrecs and
means he came to the knowledge of my uneasi-
ness of mind, and of its setting at that time in
the dircction of desiring to sce and form some

judgment of my allotted wife, before she could |

possibly know me for mysclf; also to try Mns.
Bofin and give her a glad surprise. So the
plot was made out of our getting common sail-
ars’ dresses (as he was able to guide me about
London), and throwing oursclves in Bella Wil-
fer's neighborhood, and trying to put oursclves
in her way, and doing whatever chance might
favor on the spot, and sceing what came of it.
If nothing came of it I should be no worse off,
and there wounld mercly be a short delay in my
presenting myself to Lightwood. I have all
these factsright 2 Yes. They are all accurate-
Iy right.

“His advantage in all this was, that for a
time I was to be lost. It might be for a day or
fur two days, but I must be lost sight of on land-
ing, or there would be recognition, anticipation,
and failure.  Therefore, I discmbarked with my
valise in my hand—as Potterson the steward
and Mr. Jacob Kibble my fellow-passenger af-
erward remembered—and waited for him in the

dark by that very Limchouse Church which is:

now behind me.

“As I had always shunned the port of Lon-
don, Tonly knew the church through his point-
ing out its spire from on beard. Perhaps I
might recall, if it were any good to try, the way
by which I went to it aloue from the river; but
how we two went from it to Riderhood’s shop I
don't know—any more than I know what turns
we took and doubles we made after we left it.
The way was purposcly confused no doubt.

“Bnt let me go on thinking the facts out,
and avoid confusing them with my speculations.
Whether he took me by a straight way or a
erocked way what is that to the purpose now?
Steady, John Harmon.

“When we stopped at Riderhood’s, and he

' the table in a t

i .
I am certain.

gle near the dog

round of the rg
of fire batween

he had not touched before. Two: I now know
Riderhood to have been previously taken up for
being concernefd in the robbery of an unlucky sea-
man, to whom|some such poison had been given.

“It is my ronviction that we can not have
gone a mile friom that shop before we came to
the wall, the dark doorway, the flight of stairs,
and the room, | The night was particularly dark,
and it rained hprd. As I think the circumstances
back I hear the rain splashing on the stone pave-
ment of the passage, which was not under cover.
The room overlooked the river; or 2 dock, or a
creck, and thg tide was out. Being possessed
of the time down to that point, I know by the
hour that it must have been about low water;
but while the [coffec was getting ready I drew
back the curthin (a dark-brown curtain), and,
lovking out, knew by the kind of reflection be-
low, of the few neighboring lights, that they
were reflected in tidal mud.

“TIe had carried under his arm a canvas bag,
containing a sujt of his clothes. 1 had no change
of under-clothes with me, as I was to buy slops.
“You are very|wet, Mr. Harmon'—I can hear
him saying—‘and I am quite dry under this
good water-propf coat. Put on thesc clothes of
mine. You may find on trying them that they
will answer your purpose to-morrow, as well as
the slops you mean to buy, or better. While
vou change, I'lll hurry the hot coffee.” When he
came back I had his clothes on, and therc was
a black man wijth him, wearing a linen jacket,
like a steward,| who put the smoking coffee on
ray and never looked at me. I
and exact? Literal and exact,

am so far litera

““Now I pasp to sick and deranged impres-
sions; thev are so strong, that I rely upon them;
but there are spaces between them that I know
nothing about, gnd they are not pervaded by any
idea of time.

¢“I had drank some coffee, when to my sense
of sight he begap to swell immensely, and some-
thing urged me to rushat him. We had a strug-
r. He got from me, through my
here to strike, in the whirling
om, and the flashing of flames
us. I dropped down. Lying

not knowing w

tsked that scoundrel a question or two, purport- | helpless on the ground, I was turned over by a

ing to refer only to the lodging-houses in which
there was accommodation for us had T the least
akpicion of him?  None. Certainly none until
aherward when I held the clew. I think he
Mast have got from Riderhood in a paper the
tug, or whatever it was, that afterward stupe-
fied me, but I am far from sure.  All I felt safe
i charging on him to-night was old companion-
hip in villainy between them. Their undis-
fuised intim; ey, and the character I now know
Riderhood to bear, made that not at all adven-
,“‘Olh But I am not clear about the drug.
Th ml\mrv out the circumstances on which I found
" suspicion, they are only two. One: I re-
Tember his changing a small folded paper from
e pocliet to another after we came out, which
Vor, XXX.--No. 177.—Cc

foot. I was drq
I heard men spe
by other fect.
dressed in my ¢
have been,
days, wecks, mo1
lent wrestling of
figure like mysd
was in its hand.
over, I heard g
was a wood-cutt
not have said th
—1I could not ha

wood-cutter and
that T was Iying

—Dbut when I hep

gged by the neck into a corner.

1k together. I was turned over

[ saw a figure like myself Iying

othes on a bed. What might

for gny thing I knew, a silence of

ths, years, was broken by a vio-
men all over the room. The
If was assailed, and my valise
I was trodden upon and fallen
noise of bluws, and thought it
r cutting down a tree. I could
at my namc was Johu Ilarmon
ve thought it—1I didn't know it
ard the blows, I thought of the
iis axe, and had some dead idea
n a forest.
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¢¢This is still correct?  Still correct, with the
exception that I ean not possibly express it to
myself without using the word I. But it was
not I. There was no such thing as I, within my
knowledge.
‘It was only after a downward slide through
something like a tube, and then a great noise
and a sparkling and crackling as of |fires, that
the consciousness came upon me, ‘This is John
Harmon drowning! John Harmon, struggle for
your life. John Harmon, call on Heaven and
save yourself!” I think I eried it out ploud in a
great agony, and then a heavy horrid/ unintelli-
gible something vanished, and it was [ who was
struggling there alone in the water.
“I was very weak and faint, frightfully op-
pressed with drowsiness, and driving| fast with
the tide. Looking over the black water, T saw
the lights racing past me on the two banks of
the river, as if they were eager to bg gone and
leave me dying in the dark. The tide was run-
ning down, but I knew nothing of up or down
then. When, guiding myself safely with Heav-
en’s assistance before the fierce set of the water,
I at last caught at a boat moored, ong of a tier
of boats at a causeway, I was sucked under
her, and came up, only just alive, on the other
side.
“WWas I long in the water? Long| enough to
be chilled to the heart, but I don’t know how
long. Yet the cold was merciful, for it was the
cold night air and the rain that restor¢d me from
a swoon on the stones of the causeway. They
naturally supposed me to have toppled| in, drunk,
when I erept to the publie house it balonged to;
for I had no notion where T was, and could not
articulate—through the poison that|had made
me insensible having affected my spepeh—and I
supposed the night to be the previous|night, as it
was still dark and raining. But I had lost twen-
ty-four hours.
“T have checked the calenlation gften, and it
must have been two nights that I lay|recovering
in that public house. Letmesee. [{es. Iam
sure it was while I lay in that bed there, that the
thought entered my head of turning|the danger
I had passed through to the account of being
for some time suyposed to have disappeared mys-
teriously, and of proving Bela. - The dread of
our being forced on one another, and perpetuat-
ing the fate that scemed to have fallen on my
father’s riches—the fate that they should lead to
nothing but evil—was strong upon the moral
timidity that dates from my childhopd with my/{
poor sister,
“ As to this hour- can not undgrstand that
side of the river where I recovered the shore,
being the opposite side to that on which I was
ensnared, I shall never understand itjnow. Lven
at this moment, while I leave the river behind
me, going home, 1 can not conceive(that it rolls
between me and that spot, or that the sea is
where it is. But this is not thinking it out;
this is making a leap to the present ftime.
<1 could not have done it, but foy the fortune !

in the water-proof belt round my body. Not,
great fortune, forty and odd pounds, for the in-
heritor of a hundred and odd thousand! Byt
was enough. Without it I must have discloseq
myself. Without it I could never have Zong
to the Exchequer Coffee-house, or taken Ay,
Wilfer's lodgings.

¢ Some twelve days I lived at that hotel, be.
fore the night when I saw the corpse of Radfug
at the Police Station. The inexpressible menty]
horror that I labored under, as one of the cong.
quences of the poison, makes the interval seep
greatly longer, but I know it can not have beey
longer. That suftfering has gradually weakeneg
and weakened since, and has only come upen
me by starts, and I hope T am free from it now,
but even now, I have sometimes to think, cop.
strain mysclf, and stop before speaking, or |
could not say the words I want to say.

¢ Again I ramble away from thinking it out
to theend. It is notso far to the end that I need
be tempted to break off.  Now, on straight!

“T examined the newspapers every day for
tidings that I was missing, but saw none.  Going
out that night to walk (for I kept retired while
it was light), I found a crowd assembled round
a placard posted at Whitchall. It described my-
self, John Harmon, as found dead and mutilated
in the river under circumstances of strong sus
picion, described my dress, deseribed the papors
in my pockets, and stated where I was lyving for
recognition. In a wild incautiouns way I hurried
there, and there—vwith the horror of the death [
had escaped, before my eyesin its most appalling
shape, added to the inconceivable horror tor-
menting me at that time when the poisonous
stufl was strongest on me—I perceived that Rads
foot had been murdered by some unknown hands
for the money for which he would have mur-
dered me, and that probably we had both been
shot into the river from the same dark placeinte
the same dark tide, when the stream ran deop
and strong.

“That night T almest gave up my mystery
though I suspected no one, could offer no it-
formation, knew absolutely nothing save that the
murdered man was not I, but Radfoor.  Next
day while I hesitated, and next day while I les-
itated, it scemed as if the whole country wer
determined to have me dead.  The Inquest de-
clared me dead, the Government proclaimed e
dead; I could not listen at my fireside for five
minutes to the outer noises but it was borne 10
my ears that I was dead.

©8p John Harmon died, and Julius
ford disappeared, and John Rokesmith wast ’
John Rokesmith's intent to-night has lJCfTH v
repair a wrong that he could never have 1m:1;::
ined possible, coming to his cars throngh the
Lightwood talk related to him, and which he 13
bound by every consideration to remedy. In
that intent John Rokesmith will perseverc; #
his duty is. T

¢ Now, is it all thought out? All to this time:
Nothing omitted? No, nothing. But beront

Tland-

yor.
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this time?  To think it out through the future
is o harder though a much shorter task than to
think it out through the past. John Iarmon is
Jead. Should John Harmon come to life ?

«Jf yes, why 2 If no, why ?”

«wTake yos, first.  To enlighten human Jus-
tice concerning the offense of one far beyond it
who may have a living mother. To enlighten it
with the lights of a stonc passage, a flight of
stairs, a brown window-curtain, and a black
man. To come into possession of my father's
moncy, and with it sordidly to buy a beautiful
creature whom I love—I can not help it; reason
has nothing to do with it; I love her against
reason—but who would as soon love me for my
own sake as she would love the beggar at the
corner. What a use for the money, and how
worthy of its old misuses!

“Now, take no. The reasons why John Har-
mon should not come to life. Because he has
passively allowed these dear old faithful friends
to pass into possession of the property. - Because
le sces them happy with it, making a good use
of it, cifacing the old rust and tarnish on the
money. Because they have virtually adopted
Bella, and will provide for her. Because there
is aficetion enough in her nature, and warmth
enongh in her heart, to develop into something
enduringly good, under favorable conditions.
Secanse her faults have been intensified by her
place in my father’s will, and she is already
growing better. Because her marriage with
Julm IHarmon, after what I have heard from
her own lips, would be a shocking mockery, of
which both she and I must always be conscious,
and which would degrade hier in her mind, and
me in mine, and each of us in the other’s,  De-
canse if John Iarmon comes to lifc and does
not marry her, the property falls into the very
hands that hold it now.

“What would I have? Dead, I have found
the true friends of my lifetime still as true as
tender, and as faithful as when I was alive, and
making my memory an incentive to good ac-
tious done in my name. Dead, I have found
them when they might have slighted my name,
ad passed greedily over my grave to ease and
wealth, lingering by the way, like single-hearted
children, to recall their love for me when I was
poor frightened child. Dead, I have heard
{'mm the woman who would have been my wife
i” had lived the revolting truth that I should
e purchased her, caring nothing for me, as a
Sltan buys a slave.

“What would I have? If the dead could
fnow, or do know, how the living use them, who
fmg the hosts of dead has found a more dis-
Htrested fidelity on earth than I? Is not that
dingh for me? It I had come back, these no-
bl creatures would have welcomed me, wept
“erme, given up every thing to me with joy.
Ill{r.\ not come back, and they have passed un-
Golled into my place. Let them rest in it, and
bt Dolh rest in hers,

“What course for me then ?

This. To live

need but ask
the right tim
will replace

he may. B
no more.

off, have any

out, from the
is easier.”

So deeply
been, in thus

had regarded
had resisted t

irresolute wh
round by the
over-coat upo
attract notice

ing ravenousl
which the lod

Mrs. Boffin w

ed at home, i

say I am here

he went ?
It was not

very pretty !
mon had but
his son, and i

¢ Dear me
smith ?”’

pursued the Iatter.
the City, wheune there was a coach-stand, he stood

first to Mr. Boffin's house.

in the drawing-room.

well, and hac
Rokesmith were in his room.
“ake my|compliments to Miss Wilfer, and

smith came up.
Oh she looked very pretty, she looked very,

““Yes, quitefwell.
I came in, tha
¢ A mere ngthing.
now—and was

the same quict Secretary life, carefully avoiding
chances of recognition, until they shall have be-
come more |accustomed to their altered state,
and until the great swarm of swindlers under
many names| shall have found newer prey.
that time, the method I am establishing througl:
all the affaiys, and with which I will every day
take new pains to make them both familiar, will
be, I may hope, & machine in such working or-
der as that they can keep it going. I know I

By
A

of their generosity to have. When
¢ comes, I will ask no more than

me in my former path of life, and
John Rokesmith shall tread it as contentedly as

1t John Harmon shall come back

““That I may never, in the days to come afar

weak misgiving that Bella might,

in any contingency, have taken me for my own
sake if I badl plainly asked her, 1 wifl plainly
ask her ; proping beyond all question what Ial-
ready know too well.

And now it is all thought
beginning to the end, and my mind

engaged had the living-dead man
communing with himself, that he
ncither the wind nor the way, and
ie former as instinetively as he had
But being now come into

ther to go to his lodgings, or to go
Ile decided to go
house, arguing, as he carried his
1 his arm, that it was less likely to
if left there than if taken to Hol-

loway: both Mrs. Wilfer and Miss Lavinia be-

- curious touching every article of
rer stood possessed.

Arriving at|the house, he found that Mr. and

cre out, but that Miss Wilfer was
Miss Wilfer had remain-
@ consequence of not feeling very
inquired in the evening if Mr.

now.”

Miss Wiifer[s compliments came down in re-
turn, and, if ifwere not too much trouble, would
Mr. Rokesmitl

be so kind as to come up before
oo much trouble, and Mr. Roke-
If the father of the late John Har-

eft his money unconditionally to
ff his son had but lighted on this

lovable girl fopr himself, and had the happiness
to make her loving as well as Jovable!

!| Are you mnot well, Mr. Roke-

T was sorry to hear, when
you were not.”

T had a headache—gone
not quite fit for a hot theatre, so
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I staid at home. I asked you if you werc not | you know how I am situated at home. I myy
well, because you look so white.” speak to you for mysclf, since there is no o
“DoI? Ihave had a busy cvening.” - about me whom I could ask to do so. Itispy
She was on a low ottoman before thq fire, with | generous in you, it is not honorable in you, g
a little shining jewel of a table, and| her bock | conduct yourself toward me as you do.”
and her work, beside her. Ah! whap o differ-| *Is it ungenerous or dishonorable to Le g
ent life the late John Harmon’s, if it| had been | voted to you; fascinated by you?”
his happy privilege to take his place upon that| ¢ Preposterous!” said Bella.
ottoman, and. draw his arm about that waist,| The late John Harmon might have thoughtj
and say, I hope the time has been Jong with- | rather a contemptuous and lofty word of repug.
out me? What a Home Goddess you look, my | ation,
darling!” “I now feel obliged to go on,” pursued
But the present Johh Rokesmith, fay removed | Secretary, ¢ though it were only in seif-explans.
from the late John Harmon, remained standing | tion and self-defense. I hope, Miss Wilfer, thy
at a distance. A little distance in fespect of | it is not unpardonable—even in me—to make
space, but a great distance in respeet of separa- | honest declaration of an honest devotion to you,"
tion. ““An honest declaration!” repeated Belly
¢¢ Mr. Rokesmith,” said Bella, taking up her | with emphasis. '
work, and inspecting it all round the corners, “Ts it otherwise ?”
‘I wanted to say something to you when Tcould|] ‘T must request, Sir,” said Bella, taking ref-
have the opportunity, as an explanation why I |uge in a touch of timely resentment, ““that]
was rude to you the other day. You have no | may not be questioned. You must excuse m
right to think ill of me, Sir.” if I decline to be cross-examined.”
The sharp little way in which shq darted a{ ¢ Oh, Miss Wilfer, this is hardly charitabh,
look at him, half sensitively injured,| and half | T ask you nothing but what your own emphass
pettishly, would have been very much admired | suggests. However, I waive even that question,

by the late John Harmon. But what I have declared T take my stand br,
“You don’t know how well I thigk of you, | I can not recall the avowal of my earnest
Miss Wilfer.” deep attachment to you, and I do not recallit’

“Truly you must have a very high opinion{ I reject it, Sir,” said Bella.
of me, Mr. Rokesmith, when you beli¢gve that in ‘¢ I should be blind and deaf if I were not pre-
prosperity I neglect and forget my old home.” | pared for the reply. Forgive my offense, fori:

‘Do I believe so?” carries its punizhment with it.”
“You did, Sir, at any rate,” returned Bella. “IWhat punishment ?” asked Bella.
I took the liberty of reminding y¢u of a lit-|  ¢‘Is my present endurance none? But ex

tle omission into which you had fallen—insens- ! cuse me; I did not mean to cross-examine you

ibly and naturally fallen. It was no more than | again.”

that.” “You take advantage of a hasty word o
¢ And IDeg leave to ask you, Mr. Rokesmith,” | mine,” said Bella, with a little sting of scif-re-

said Bella, ¢ why you took that liberty >—1 hope | proach, “to make me scem—1 don’t know what.

there is no offense in the phrase; it is|your own, | I spoke without consideration when I used &

remember,” If that was bad, I am sorry; but you repeat it

“Because T am traly, deeply, profpundly in- | after consideration, and that secems to me to 2
terested in vou, Miss Wilfer.  Becausg I wish to| at least no better. For the rest, I beg it maf
see you always at your best. Becauge I—shall | be understood, Mr. Rokesmith, that there is a8
Igoon?” end of this between us, now and forever.”

¢“No, Sir,” returned Bella, with p burning: “Now and forever,” he repeated.
face, *‘ you have said more than enough. Ibeg! “Yes. Iappealto you, Sir,” proceeded Bel-
that you will ot go on. If vou have any gen- | Ia with increasing spirit, “not to pursuc me.
crosity, any honor, you will say no mpre.” appeal to you not to take advantage of your po-

The late John Harmon, looking at|the proud | sition in this house to make my position 1 i
face with the downcast eyes, and at|the quick | distressing and disagrecable. T appeal to Yo%
breathing as it stirred the fall of bright brown | to discontinue your habit of making your ms
hair over the beautiful neck, would propably have | placed attentions as plain to Mrs. Boflin as tome
remained silent. “Have I done so?”

“JT wish to speak to vou, Sir,” $aid Bella, “T should think you have,” replicd Dellf;
“once for all, and I don’t know hoy to do it. | “In any case it is not your fault if you have
T have sat here all this evening, wishing to speak | not, Mr. Rokesmith.” .
to you, and determining to speak to vou, and “I hope you arc wrong in that impressio
feeling that Tmust. I begfor a momgnt's time.”” | I should be very sorry to have, justified it .

He remained silent, and she rempined with | think I have not. For the future there 1 -
her face averted, sometimes making a slight! apprehension. It is all over.”
movement as if she would turn and speak. At| “I am much reiieved to hear it,’
length she did so. “T.have far other views in life, and why st

‘“Youn know how I am situated heye, Sir, and | you waste your own?2”

" aaid Bella.
Joul
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«pline,” said the Seeretary.  ¢¢ My life!”

Ilis curious tone caused Bella to glance at the
curious smile with which he said it. It was
gone as he glanced back. ¢ Pardon me, Miss
\hlfu ’ he procceded, when their eyes met;
syou have used some hard words, for which I
o not doubt you have a justification in your
mind that I do not understand, Unn'enelovs
and dishonorable!  In what?”

«] would rather not be asked,” sajd Bella,
haughtily Jooking down.

«1 would rather not ask, but the question is
imposed wpon me. Kindly explain; or if not
kindly, justly.”

«(Qh, Sir!” said Bella, raising her eyes to his,
after 2 little struggle to forbear, ¢‘is it generous
and honorable to use the power here which yoar
favor with Mr. and Mrs. Boffin and your ability
in your place give you against me?”

“ Against you ?”’

“Js it gencrous and honorable to form a plan
for gradually bringing their influence to bear
apon o suit which I have shown you that I do
not like, and which I tell you that I utterly re-
jeet?”

The Jate John Marmon could have borne a
good deal; but he would have been cut to the
heart by such a suspicion as this,

“Would it be generous and honorable to step
into your place—if youw did so, for I don't know
that you did, and T hope you did not—antici-
pating, or knowing beforchand, that I should
come here, and designing to take mc at this dis-
advantage 27

“This mean and crucl disadvantage,”
the Sceretary.

“Yes,” assented Bella.

The Seerctary kept silence for a little while;
then merely said, ““You are wholly mistaken,
Miss Wilfer ; wonderfully mistaken. I can not
sty however, that it is your fault. If I deserve
better things of you, you do not know it.”

At least, Sir,” retorted Bella, with her old
indignatieon rising, ¢ you know the history of my
being here at all. I have beard Mr. Boffin say
that yon are master of every line and word of
that will, as you are master of all his affairs.
And was it not enough that I should have been
willed away, like a horse, or a dog, or a bird;
but must you too begin to dispose of me in \om
mind, and speenlate in me, as soon as I had
ceased to be the talk and thc laugh of the town?
Am T forever to be made the property of stran-
gers ¥

" Believe me,” returned the Secrctary, you
A wonderfully mistaken.”

. 111 should be glad to know it,” answered
selian

H

said

L doubt if you ever will. Good-night, Of
tourse I ghall be careful to conceal any traces
of this interview from Mr. and Mrs. Boﬂm, as
‘g as T remain here. Trust me, what you
Wve complained of is at an end forever.’

‘11 am-glad T have spoken, then, Mr. Roke-
HHN

)

It has been painful and dxﬂu,ult. but it | forms his rcader

is done. IfI h
forgive me.

nve hurt you, I hope you will

I am inexperienced and impetu-

ous, and I have ljeen a little spoiled ; but I real-
ly am not so bad as I dare say I appear, or as

you think me.”

He quitted the
relenting in her
alone, she threw,
and said, ““I did
such a Dragon !”
in the glass, and

room when Bella had said this,
villful inconsistent way. Left
herself back on her ottoman,
1't know the lovely woman was

Then she got up and looked
said to her image, ““ You have

been positively syelling your featares, you little

fool!”
other end of the

wish Pa was her

cious marriage;
for I know I sho

And then she th|
her book after it
tune, and humm

with it.

Then sh

e took an impatient walk to the
room and back, and said, «I
c to have a talk about an avari-
but he is better away, poor dear,
Id pull his hair if he was here.”
ew her work away, and threw

and sat down and hummed a
ed it out of tune, and quarreled

And John Rokesmith, what did he?

IIc went down

ITarmon many

took his hat and
Holloway or any

where—heaped

over John Ilarn

not bring him ho
50 busy had hel

weights upon wd
mon’s grave, that

buried under a
the Sexton Rok

over him, lighte

to his room, and buried John
additional fathoms decp. Ile
walked out, and, as he went to
where clse—not at all minding
mounds upon mounds of earih
ron's grave. His walking did
me until the dawn of day. And
cen all night, piling and piling
ights of carth above John Har-
by that time John Harmon lay
whole Alpine range; and still
csmith accumulated mountains
iing his labor with the dirge,

¢ Cover him, crgsh him, keep him down!”

AUTOBI
EX

OGRAPIY OF AN
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OME years ggo there came to this country

the Honora
was accompani
hunting dogs an
reled with every
icuffs, was once
civility and refu
went out West
success, to kill
full of hatred for

in which he deta

the opinion that
a gentleman to
ble Grantley F.
of the first wate
opinion of our W
This person ]
his autobiograpl
ful; and as thg
danger of reprin
propose to give,
world of Americ
Mr. Berkeley ha
a flower as he o
In the first pl

ble Grantley F. Berkeley. He
d by a considerable pack of
d a number of rifles.  He quar-
body, had several bouts at fist-
put out of a railroad car for in-
al to obey the rules of the road;
and tried, with but inditferent
buffaloes; returned to England
the Yankees, and. wrote a book
iled his griefs; and expressed
America was not a country for
ive in.  In short, the Honora-
Berkeley proved himself a snob
-, and, according to the general
"estern hunters, but a poor shot.
1as just fuvored the world with
v. The world ought to be grate-
book is too dull to incur the
t on this side of the water we
in a few pages, to the reading
h, some notion of the boon which
s conferred upon his race.  Such
ight not to blush unseen.

ace, of course, #ir, Berkeley in-
s that he comes of a very an-
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