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there is this possibility to consider. Some man
who had worked his way might come to admire
—your sister—and might even in time bring
himself to think of marrying—your sister—and
it would be a sad drawback and a heavy pen-
alty upon him, if, overcoming in his mind oth-
cr inequalities of condition and other considera-
tions against it, this inequality and this consid-
eration remained in full force.”

“That’s much my own meaning, Sir.”

“ Ay, ay,” said Bradley Headstone, ““but you
spoke of a mere brother. Now the case I have
supposed would be a much stronger case; be-
cause an admirer, a husband, would form the
connection voluntarily, besides being obliged to
proclaim it: which a brother is not.  After all,
you kuow, it must be said of you that you
couldn’t help yourself: while it would be said of
him, with equal reason, that he could.”

“That’s true, Sir. Sometimes since Lizzie
was left free by father’s death, I have thought
that such a young woman might soon acquire
more than enough to pass muster,  And some-
times I have even thought that perhaps Miss
Peecher—"

“For the purpose, I would advise Not Miss
Peecher,” Bradley IHeadstone struck in with a
recurrence of his late decision of manner.

“Would you be so kind as to think of it for
me, Mr. Headstone 27

“Yes, Hexam, ves. Tl think of it. Il
think maturely of it.  I'll think well of it.” :

Their walk was almost a silent one afterward |
until it ended at the school-house.  There one
of neat Miss Peecher’s little windows, like the
eves in needles, was illuminated, and in a corner
near it sat Mary Anne watching, while Miss
Peecher at the table stitched at the neat little
body she was making up by brown paper pattern.:
for her own wearing. N:B. Miss Peecher and
Miss Peecher’s pupils were not much encouraged
in the unsehiolastic art of needle-work by Gov-
ernment,

Mary Annc with her face to the window held
her arm up. |

“Well, Mary Anne?”

¢ Mr, Headstone coming home, ma'am.”

In about a minute, Mary Anne again hailed. |

“Yes, Mary Anne?” ]i

|

|

““Gone in and locked hig door, ma'am.”

Miss Peecher repressed a sigh as she gathered
her work together for bed, and transfixed that
part of her dress where her heart would have
been if che had had the dress on with a sharp,
sharp needle.

|

i

CHAPTER IL
STILL EDUCATIONAL,
T person of the house, doll’s dress-maker
and manufacturer of ornamental pin-cushions

and pen-wipers, sat in her quaint little low arm-
chair, singing in the dark, until Lizzie came!

back. The person of the house had attained
that dignity while yet of very tender years in-
deed through being the only trust-worthy person
in the house.

**Well Lizzie-Mizzie-Wizzie,” said she, break-
ing off in her song. ¢ What's the news out of
doors ?”

““What’s the news in doors ?” returned Lizzie,
playfully smoothing the bright long fair hair
which grew very luxuriant and. beantiful on the
head of the doll’s dress-maker.

* Let me see, said the blind man. Why the
last news is, that I don’t mean to marry your
brother.”

(14 NO ?s)

¢No-0,” shaking her head and her chin.
“Don’t like the boy.”

“What do you say to his master?”

I say that I think he’s bespoke.”

Lizzie finished putting the hair carefully back
over the misshapen shoulders and then lighted
a candle. It showed the little parlor to be
dingy, but orderly and clean. She stoud it on
the mantle-shelf, remote from the dress-maker’s
eyes, and then put the room-door open, and the
house-door open, and turned the little low chair
and its occupant toward the outer air. It was
a sultry night, and this was a fine-weather ar-
rangement when the day’s work was done. To
complete it, she seated herself in a chair by the
side of the little chair, and protectingly drew un-
der her arm the spare hand that crept up to hev.

“This is what vour loving Jenny Wren ealls
the best time in the day and night,” said the
person of the house.  Iler real name was Iauny
Cleaver; butshe had long ago chosen to bestow
upon herself the appellation of Miss Jenny Wren,

I have been thinking,” Jenny weut on, *fas
I sat at work to-day, what a thing it would be
if I should be able to have your company till 1
am married, or at least comrted.  Béeaunse when
I am courted, I shall make Him do some of the
things that vou do tor me. Ile couldn’t brush
my hair like vou do, or help me up and down
stairs like yvou do, and he couldn’t do any thing
like vou do: but he could take my work home.
and he could call for orders in his clumsy way.
And he shall too. I trot him about, I can
tell him!”

Jenny Wren had her personal vanities—hap-
pily tor her—and no intentions were stronger in
her breast than the vavious trials and torments
that were, in the fullness of time, to be inflicted
upon ‘*him.”

“IWherever he may happen to be just at pres-
ent, or whoever he may happen to be,” said Miss
Wren, ©J know his tricks and his manners, and
I give him warning to look out.”

“Pon't vou think you are rather hard upon
him ?” asked her friend, smiling, and smoothing
her hair.

“Not a bit,” replied the sage Miss Wren,
with an air of vast experience. ¢ My dear.
they don't care for you, those fellows, if you're
not hard upon’em. But Iwassaying If [ should
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be able to have your company. Alh! . What a
large If! Ain't it?”

“J have no intention of parting company,
Jenny.”

“Don’t say that, or you'll go directly.”

“ Am 1 so little to be relied upon?”

““You're more to be relied upon than silver
and gold.””  As she said it Miss Wren suddenly
roke off, screwed up her eyes and her chin, and
looked prodigiously knowing. ‘¢ Alia!

¢Who comes here?

“ A Grenpadier.

¢ What does he want?
¢ A pot of beer.

And nothing clse in the world, my dear!”

A man’s figurc paused on the pavement at the
outer door. ¢‘Mr. Eugenc Wrayburn, ain’t it ?”
said Miss Wren. ‘

¢ So I am told,” was the answer.

“You may come in, if vou’re good.”

“I am not good,” said Eugene, ‘“but Il
come in.”

IIe gave his hand to Jenny Wren, and he
gave his hand to Lizzie, and he stood leaning
by the door at Lizzic's side.  He had been stroll-
ing with his cigar, he said (it was smoked out
and gone by this time), and he had strolled
round to return in that direction that he might
look in as he passed. IIad she net seen her
brother to-night?

““Yes,” said Lizzie, whose manner was a lit-
tle troubled.

Gracious condescension on our brother's part!
3Mr. Eugene Wrayburn thought he ‘had passed
my young gentleman on the bridge yonder.
Who was his friend with him?

“The schoolmaster.”

“Lo be sure. Looked like it.”

Lizzic sat so still that one could not have said
wherein the fact of her manner being troubled

was expressed ; and vet one could not have,

donbted it.  Tuagene was as easy as ever; hut
perhaps, as she sat with her eves cast down, it
might have been rather more pereeptible that
liis attention was concentrated upon her for cer-
tain moments, than its concentration upon any
sithject for any short time ever was elsewhere.

“1 have nothing to report, Lizzie,” said LEu-
gene.  ““But, having promised vou that an eye
should be alwavs kept on Mr. Riderhood through
my friend Lightwood, I like occasionally to re-
new my assurance that I keep my promise, and
keep my friend up to the mark.”

«1 should not have doubted it, Sir.”

“Generally, I confess myself a:man to be
doubted,” returned Ilugene, coolly, “for all
that.”

“IWhy are you 2 asked the sharp Miss Wren,

¢ Beeause, my dear,” said the airy Lugene,

“Iam a bad idle dog.”

“Then why dow’t vou reform and be a good
dog 7" inquired Miss Wren.

“PBeeause, my dear,” returnced Eugene,
“there's nobody who makes it worth my while,
Ilave you considered my suggestion, Lizzie ?”

This in a lower voice, but only as if it were a
graver matter; not at all to the exclusion of
the person of the house.

“I have thought of it, Mr. Wrayburn, but I
have not been able to make up my mind to ac-
cept it.”

“TFalse pride!” said Eugene.

I think not, Mr. Wrayburn. I hope not.”

“False pride!” repeated Eugene. *“Why,
what else is it? The thing is worth nothing iy
itself. The thing is worth nothing to me,
‘What can it be worth to me? You know the
most I make of it. T propose to be of some use
to somebody—which I never was in this world,
and never shall be on any other occasion—by
paying some qualificd person of your own sex
and age so many (or rather so few) contempti-
ble shillings to come here certain nights in the
week, and give you certain instructions which
you wouldn't want if you hadn’t been o self-de-
nying daughter and sister. You know that it’s
good to have it, or you would never have so de-
voted yvourself to your brother’s having it.  Then
why not have it : especially when our friend Miss
Jenny here would profit by it too? If I pro-
posed to be the teacher, or to attend the lessons
— obviously incongruous!—but as to that, 1
might as well be on the other side of the globe,
or not on the globe at all.  False pride, Lizzic,
Because true pride wouldn’t shame, or be shamed
by, vour thankless brother. True pride wouldn't
have schoolmasters brought here, like doctors,
to look at a bad case. True pride would go to
work and do it. You know that well enough,
for you know that your own true pride would do
it to-morrow if you had the ways-and means,
which false pride won't let me supply.  Very
well. T add no more than thiz.  Your false

pride dees wrong to yowrself, and does wrong to
‘ vour dead father.”

“Ilow to my father, Mr. Wrayburn?” she
l asked, with an anxious face.
i “Iow to yvour father? Can you ask! Dy
perpetuating the consequences of his ignorvant
§nnd blind obstinzey. By resolving not to sct
;right the wrong he did vou. By determining
Ithat the deprivation to which he condemned
%you, and which le forced upon you, shall al-
|
f

ways rest upon his head.”

It chanced to be a sublitle string to sound, in
; her who had so spoken to her brother within the
{hour. It sounded far more forcibly, because of
i the change in the speaker for the moment; the
r passing appearance of earnestness, complete ¢on-
| vietion, injured resentment of suspicion, gener-
“ous and unselfish interest.  All these gualities,
Fin him usually so light and careless, she felt to
!be inseparable from some touch of their oppo-
cites in her own breast.  She thought, had she,
i 5o far below him and so different, rejected this
~disinterestedness beeause of some vain misgiv-
'ing that he sought her out, or heeded any per-
"somal attractions that he might desery in her?
[ "I'he poor girl, pure of heart and purpose, could
not bear to think it. Sinking before her own eyes
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as she suspected herself of it, she drooped her,

hend as though shie had done him some wicked
and grievous injury, and broke into silent tears,

“Don't be distressed,” =aid Eugene, very,
very kindly. I hope it is not T'who have dis-
ressed you. I meant no more than to put the
matter in its true light betore you; though 1
acknowledge I did it selfishly enough, for L am
disappointed.”

Disappointed of doing her a service.
clae conld he be disappointed ?

It won’t break my heart,” langhed Fuogene;
it won’t stay by me eight-and-forty hours:
but 1 am genuinely disappointed, T had set my
fauey on doing this little thing for you aund tor
The novelty of my do-

How

our friend Miss Jenny,

iy any thing in the Jeast useful had s chayms. .

SxAND Tidn A Cilb,
I ce now that Tmighit have managzed it better.
ve atfected to do it wholly tor our
Jo0 1 might have ot myself up,
Sir Bugene Bountitul, But upon
can't make flourishes, and I would
sappointed than oy.”

mt to fullow home what was in Liz-
1is it was skilifully done. If hie fol-
mere fortuitons colneldence, it was

I mighe he
friend  Mis
morally, o
my =oul 1
rather be d
It he me
zie's thougl
lowed it by
Sdone by an
j It opel
Fugene.
hands by a
throught it
two oceasic
be able to
keptupen

N

evil chanee.

e out so naturally before me, ™ suid
The ball seenied so thrown into my
wident! I happen to be originally
o contact with you, Lizzie, on those
ns that you know of. T happen to
promise you that a wateh zhall be
it faise aceuser, Bidevhood. T hap-

s




796

HARPER'S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

TIIE DINNER AT VENEERING'S.

pen to be able to give you some little consolation
in the darkest hour of your distress, by assuring
vou that I don't believe him. On the same oc-
casion I tell you that I am the idlest and least
of lawyers, but that I am better than none, in a
case I have noted down with my own hand, and
that you may be always sure of my best help,
and incidentally of Lightwood's too, in your ef-
forts to clear your father. So it gradnally takes
ray fancy that I may help you—so easily !—to
clear your father of that other blame which I
mentioned a few minutes ago, and which is a
just and real one. I hope I have explained
myself, for I am heartily sorry to have distressed
vou. I hate to claim to mean well, but I really
did mean honestly and simply well, and I want
you to know it,”

T have never doubted that, Mr, Wrayburn,”
snid Lizzie; the more repentant the less he
claimed.

“Y am very glad to hear it. Though if you
had quite understood my whole meaning at first,
I think you would not have refused. Do you
think you would ?”

¢J—I Qon’t know that I should, Mr. Wray-
burn.”

“\Wellt Then why refuse now you do under-
stand it ?”

¢ It's not easy for me to talk to you,” returned
Lizzie, in some confusion, *for you see u]l.thc
consequences of what I say as soon as I say it.”

“Tuke all the consequences,” laughed BEu-
gene, ‘‘and take away my disappointment.
Lizzic Ilexam, as I truly respect you, and as 1




OUR MUTUAL FRIEND

797

am your friend and a poor devil of a gentleman,
1 protest I don’t even now understand why you
hesitate.”

There was an appearance of openness, trust-
fulness, unsuspeeting generosity, in his words
and manner, that won the poor girl over; and
not enly won lier over, but again eaused her to
feel as though she had been influenced by the
opposite qualities, with vanity at their head.

«T will not hesitate any longer, Mr. Wray-
burn. I hope you will not think the worse of
me for having hesitated at all.  For myself and
for Jenny—you let me answer for you, Jenny
dear?”

The little creature had been leaning back, at-
tentive, with her elbows resting on the elbows of
her chair, and her chin upon her hands. With-
ont changing her attitude, she answered, ¢ Yes!”
so suddenly that it rather seemed as if she had
chopped the monosyllable than spoken it.

“Ior myself and for Jenny, I thankfully ac-
cept your kind offer.”

¢ Agreed! Dismissed !” said Eugene, giving
Lizzie his hand before lightly waving it, as if he
waved the whole subject away. ¢TI hope it may
not he often that so much is made of so little.”

Then he fell to talking playfally with Jenny
Vren.  ““I think of setting up a doll, Miss Jen-
ny,” he said.

“You had better not, “replied the dress-maker.

“IWhy not ?”

“You arc sure to break it.

"

All you children
do
“Pus that makes good for trade, you know,
Miss Wren,” returned Eugene.  “Much as
people’s breaking promises and contracts and
bargains of all sorts makes good for my trade.”
“I don’t know about that,” Miss Wren re-
torted ; ““but you had better by half set up a
_pen-wiper, and turn industrious, and use it.”
“Why, if we were all as industrious as you,
littie Busy-Body, we should begin to work as

soon ns we could crawl, and there would be a |

bad thing!”

“Do youmean,” returned the little creature,
with a flush suffusing her face, ““bad for your
backs and your legs 27

¢ No, no, no,” said Eugene; shocked—to do
him justice—at the thought of trifling with her
infirmity. ¢ Bad for business, bad for business.
If we all set to work as soon as we counld use our

hands, it would be all over with the dolls’ dress-

makers.”

“There’s something in that,” replied Miss
Wren; “vou have a sort of an idea in your
noddle sometimes.”  Then, in a changed tone,

task, all toget!

Slalking of ideas, my Lizzie,” they were sitting
™ k3 . b o fal

side by side as they had sat ag first, T wonder
how it happens that when I am work, work,
working hieve, all alone in the summer-time, 1
smell flowers,”

“ Asa commonplace individual, Ishould say,”

Fngene suggested languidlv—for he was growing -

wewry of the person of the house—*“that you
simell dowers beeauze you do smell flowers.”

Vor. XXIX.—No. 174.—3G

"brance, the h

!
i

“No I don
one arm upo

t,” said the little ercature, resting
the clbow of her chair, resting her

chin upon that hand, and looking vacantly be-
fore her; ¢“this is not a flowery neighborhood.

It’s any thin
work I smell
till I think I
bushels, on th
I put down m
them rustle.
May in the he
I never was a
flowers indeed

¢ Pleasant
Iier friend: w

o
=]

mong.

but that. And yet as I sit at
miles of flowers. I smell roses

sce the rose-leaves lying in heaps,
¢ floor.

I smell fallen leaves till
y hand—so-—and expect to make
I smell the white and the pink
dges, and all sorts of flowers that
For I have scen very few
in my life.”

fancies to have, Jenny dear !” said

ith o glance toward Eugene as if

she would have asked him whether they were

given the chil

““So I thin
And the bird
creature, hold

]

d in compensation for her losses.
k, Lizzie, when they come to me.

I hear! Oh!® eried the little

ing out her hand and looking up-

ward, ¢ how they sing!”

There was
for the mom
Then the chin
again.

“J dare sa)
birds, and my
flowers.  For
tone as thougl
that I used to
different from
were not like
ious, ragged,
pain.  They v
neighbors; th
by setting up
ed me. Sucl
white dresses,
the borders, a
never been abl
I know it so w
long bright sl
“Who is this
When I told
¢ Come and pl:
er play! I e
and took me

was all delicio

down, and sa
and-we will co
back, I used t
I saw the lon

in pain! who
eryv out, ‘O n
ITave pity on
light!™”

By degrees,

look retarned,
Having sospa

lstening smilg
and recalled h
“What poo

Mr. Wraybun

something in the face and action
ent quite inspired and beautiful.

dropped musingly upon the hand

r my birds sing better than other
- flowers smell better than other
when I was a little child,” in a
1 it were ages ago, ““the children
see early in the morning were very
any others that I ever saw. They
me ; they were not chilled, anx-
or beaten; they were never in
vere not like the childven of the
ey never made me tremble all over
shrill noises, and they never mock-
numbers of them too! All in
and with something shining on
nd on their heads, that I have
e to imitate with my work, though
ell.  They used to come down in
anting rows, and say all together,
in pain! Who is this in pain?
them who it was, they answered,
vwith us!” When Isaid ‘I nev-
n't play !’ they swept about me
up, and made me light.  Then it
us ease and rest till they laid me
d, all together, ¢ Have patience,
me again.”  Whenever they came
o know they were coming before
o bright rows, by hearing them
er a long way off, *Who is this
Is this in pain?  And I used to
v blessed children, it’s poor me.
me.  Pake me up and make me

as she progressed in this remem-
wnd was raised, the late eestatic
and she beeame quite beautiful.
sed for a moment, silent, with a
upon her face, she looked round
erscif. .
v fun you think me; don't you,
?  You may well look tired of
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me. But it’s Saturday night, and 1
tain you.”

“That is to say, Miss Wren,” obs¢rved Eu-

gene, quite ready to profit by the h
wish me to go ?”

““Well, it’s Saturday night,”’ she
“and my child’s coming home. And

is a troublesome bad child, and costs me a world

of scolding. I would rather you didr
child,”

“ A doll ?” said Eugene, not under
and looking for an explanation.

But Lizzie, with her lips only, sh
two words, ‘“Her father,” he delaye
ger. Tle took his leave immediately.
corner of the street he stopped to ligl
cigar, and possibly to ask himself wh
doing otherwise.
ite and vague. Who knows what he
who is careless what he does!

A man stumbled against him as
away, who mumbled some maudlin
Looking after this man, Eugene saw
at the door by which he himself had
out.

On the man’s stumbling into the ro
rose to leave it.

“Pon’t go away, Miss Hexam,” he
submissive manner, speaking thickly
difficulty.
shattered state of health.
honor of your company.

ing.”

Give po
It ain’t—ai

Lizziec murmured that she had something to
do in her own room, and went away up stairs.

“Jlow's my Jenny ¥ said the mar
“Jlow's my Jeuny Wren, best of chi
jeet dearest affections broken-hearted

To which the person of the house,
out her arm in an attitude of commai
with irresponsive asperity : ¢ Go along
Go along into your corner! Get into
ner directly!”

The wretched spectacle made as if
have offered some remonsirance ; but
turing to resist the person of the hous
better of it, and went and sat down on
ular chair of disgrace.

¢ QOh-h-h I cried the person of t
pointing her little finger. “You bhad
Oh-h-h you nanghty, wicked creatur
do you mean by it ?”

The shaking figure, unnerved and
from head to foot, put out its two har
way, as making overtures of peace o
ciliation.  Abject tears stood in its
stained the Llotched red of its chee
swollen lead-colored under lip trembl
shameful whine. The whole indecoro
bare ruin, from the broken shoes to t
turely-gray scanty hair, groveled.
any scnse worthy to be called a sen
dire reversal of the places of parent

but in o pitiful expostulation to be let off from

a seolding.

If so, the answer was indefin-

“Don't fly from unfortunate man in

“I'know your tricks and your manners,” ericd
Miss Wren. ‘1 know where you've been to!"
(which indeed it did not require discernment tg
discover). ¢*Oh, you disgraceful old chap!”

The very breathing of the figure was contempt.-
ible, as it labored and rattled in that operation,
like a blundering clock.

“Slave, slave, slave, from morning to night,"
pursued the person of the house, ““and all for
this! 1What do you mean by it ?"

There was something in that emphasized
“YWhat,” which absurdly frightened the fig-
ure. As often as the person of the house work-
ed her way round to it—even as soon as he saw
that it was coming—he collapsed in an extra
degree.

¢T wish you had been taken up, and locked
up,” said the person of the house. ‘T wish vou
had been poked into cells and black holes, and
run over by rats and spiders and beetles. 7 know
their tricks and their manners, and they’d have
tickled you nicely. Ain’t you ashamed of your-
self ?”

“Yes, my dear,” stammered the father.

““Then,” said the person of the house, terrify.
ing him by a grand muster of her spirits and
forces before recurring to the ‘emphatic word,
“ What do you mean by it?”

¢t Circumstances over which had no control,”
was the miserable creature’s plea in extenuation.

¢ "1l circumstance you and control vou too,”
retorted the person of the house, speaking with
vehement sharpness, “if vou talk in that way.
T'll give you in charge to the police, and have
vou fined five shillings when you can’t pay, and
, timidly. 'then I won't pay the money for you, and you'll
ldren, ob- | be transported for life.” ow should you like to
invalid 2” | be transported for life 2"
stretehing “Shouldn’t like it. Poor shattered invalid.
d, replied i Trouble nobody long,” eried the wretched figure.
withyou!: ¢ Come, come!" said the person of the house,
your cor- | tapping the table near her in a business-like

i manner, and shaking her head and her chin;
he would ! “you know what you've got to do. Put down
not ven- ! your money this instant.”
. thought | The obedient figurc began to rummage in its
a partic- | pockets.
| “Spent a fortune out of vour wages, I'll be
1e house, | bound!” said the person of the house. “Tut it
old hoy ! here! All you've got lefe!  Every farthing!”
et What! Such a business as he made of collecting it
' from his dogs’-cared pockets; of expecting it in
disjointed . this pocket, and not finding it; of not expecting
ds a littde ' it in that pocket, and passing it over; of finding
nd recon- - no pocket where that other pocket ought to be!
eves, and ' s this all?” demanded the person of the
k<. The | house, when a confused heap of penee and shil
cd with a | lings lay on the table.
s thread-1  « Got no more,” was the rucful answer, with
ic prema-; an accordant shake of the head,
Not with : «Tet me make sure.  You know what you've
se, of this | got to do. Turn all your pockets inside out,
and child, ' and leave ’em so 17 eried the person of the house:
© e obeyed.  And if any thing .conld hav
Uimade him look more abject or more dismally

von't de-

nt, ‘“you

returned,
my child

1
1't,sce my
standing,

ping the
d no lon-

At the
t another
at he was

is doing
e turned
apology.
1im . go in
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om Lizzie

said in a
and with

r invalid
n't catch-
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ridiculous than before, it would have been his
so displaying himself.

“Here’s but seven and eight-pence half-pen-
ny!”" exclaimed Miss Wren, after reducing the
heap to order. ¢“Oh, you prodigal old son!
Now you shall be starved.”

“No, don’t starve me,” he urged, whimper-
ing.

“If you were treated as you ought to be,”
said Miss Wren, ‘“you’d be fed upon the skew-
crs of cats’ meat ;—only the skewers, after the
cats had had the meat. As it is, go to bed.”

‘When he stumbled out of the corner to com-
ply, he again put out both his hands, and plead-
ed: ¢ Circumstances over which no control—"

“Get along with you to bed!” cried Miss
Wren, snapping him up.  “Don’t speak to me.
I'm not going to forgive you. Go to bed this
moment !”

Sceing another emphatic “What” upon its
way, he evaded it by complying, and was heard
to shuffle heavily up stairs, and shuat his door,
and throw himself on his bed. Within a little
while afterward Lizzic came down.

¢ Shall we have our supper, Jenny dear ?”

“Ah! bless us and save us, we nced have
something to keep-us going,” returned Miss Jen-
ny, shrugging her shoulders.

Lizzie laid a cloth upon the little bench (more
handy for the person of the house than an ordi-
nary table), and put upon it such plain fare as
they were accustomed to have, and drew up a
stool for herself.

“Now for supper!
of, Jenny darling ?”

“ I was thinking,” she returned, coming out
of a deep study, ““what I would do to Him, if
he should turn out a drunkard.”

“QOh, but he won’t,” said Lizzie.
take care of that, beforchand.”

“T shall try to take care of it beforechand, but
lie might deceive me.  Oh, my dear, all thosc
fellows with their tricks and their manners do
deceive!”  With the little fist in full action.
“And if so, I tell you what T think I'd do.
When he was asleep, I'd make a spoon red-hot,
and T'd have some boiling liquor bubbling in a
sauce-pan, and I'd take it out hissing, and I'd
open his mouth with the other hand—or perhaps
he'd sleep with his mouth ready open—and I'd
pour it down his throat, and blister it and choke
him,”

“T am sure you would do no such horrible
thing,” said Lizzic.

“Shouldw’t I? Well; perhaps I shouldn’t.
But T should like to!”

“T am cqually sure you would not.”

“Not even like to?  Well) you generally
know Dbest.  Only you haven't always lived
among it as T have lived—and your back isn't
bad and your legs are not queer.”

What are you thinking

’

“Youll

As they went on with their supper Lizzie |

ried to bring her round to that prettier and
better state. But the charm was broken.  The
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CHAPTER IIT.
PIECE OF WORK.
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