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present himself at the Bower after dark, to aw-
i ticipate the next sallving forth of Wegs and
! wonld there, on the old settle, pursue the down-
Dsvard fortunes of those enery: ated anl corrugpt e
‘m'\n'x\ of the world who were by this time ol
| their last degs, - If Wege had been worse “1)‘
for his oflice, or better qualified to dischdrge 1’~
he would have considered these visits cowpl
‘mont'nv and agreeable; but, holding the pos
;tion of a handsomelv-remunerated humbiy, be
Dresented them.  This was (quite according

Prule, for the incompetent servant, by whosues
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eremploved, is always against his employer. | terless so long, and when he did at last finditin
Even those born governors, noble and right hon- | all particulars os different from his mcnml.plzms
orable ereatures, who have been the most imbe- | of it as according to the nature of things it well
cile in high places, have nniformly shown them- | could be, that far-secing and far-reaching ch'nr-
selves the most opposed (sometimes in belying | acter, by way of asserting himself and nmlfm,f:.
distrust, sometimes in vapid insolence) to their | out a case for compensation, affveted to falt into
employer,  What is in such wise true of the | a melancholy strain of musing over the mournful
Piblic master and servant, is cqually true of the ! past; as if the house and he had had a fall in
IM¥ate master and servant oll the world over. | life together.

When My, Silas Wegpg did at last obtain free <t And this, Sir,” Silas would say to his patron,
aceess to “ Our Honse,” as he had heen wont to ! sadly nodding his head and musing, ¢“was once
all the mansion outside which he had sat shel- | Our House! This, Sir, is the building from
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own inventing—¢* pass and repass !
come to this, indeed! Ah dear me, dear

So tender were his lamentations,
kindly Mr. Boffin was quite sorry for

lie had done him an irreparable injury.
Two or three diplomatic interviews,

his bargain with Mr. Venus.

¢“Bring me round to the Bower,” sqi
when the bargain was closed, ““next
evening, and if a sociable glass of old

Sir,” replied Mr. Venus, ¢ but be it so
It being so, here is Saturday evenipg come,
and here is Mr. Venus come, and ringing at the
Bower-gate.
Mr. Wegg opens the gate, descries b sort of
brown paper truncheon under Mr. Venus's arm,

and remarks, in a dry tone: “Oh! ] thought
perhaps you might have come in a cab.”
“No, Mr. Wegg,” replies Yenus. ‘f Iam not

above a parcel.”

“Above a parcel! No!” says Wpeg, with
some dissatisfaction. But does not opeply grow],
*q certain sort of parcel might be abdve vou.”

“Jlere is your purchase, Mr. Wagg,” savs
Venus, politely handing it over, ““aud [ am glad
to restore it to the source from wlence it—
flowed.”

“Thankee,” says Wegz., ¢ Now
is concluded, I may mention to you in
way that I've my doubts whether, if
sulted a lawyer, you could have kep
cle back from me. I only throw i
legal point.”

“Do vou think so, My. Wegg? I hought vou
in open contract.”

“You can’t buy human flesh and
this country, Sir; not alive, you epn't,” says
Wegg, shaking his head. ¢ Then qugry, bone 27

¢ As a legal point?” asks Venus.

¢¢ As alegal point.”

¢ am not competent to speak upop that, Mr.
Wegg,” says Venus, reddening and growing
something louder; ““but upon a poipt of fact I
think myzelf competent to speak; anl as a poing
of fact T would have seen you—wil] vou allow
me to say, further?”

“1 would’t say more than further, it I was
vou,” Mr. Wegg suggests, pacifieally.

—¢PBefore I'd have given that packet into
vour hand without being paid my price for it. I
don’t pretend to know how’the point of law may
stand, but I'm thoroughly confident upon the
point of fact.”
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i of us is the better man ?

his disappointment in love), and as it is not tle
cue of Mr. Wegg to have him out of temper, t
latter gentleman soothingly remarks, X only put
it as alittle case; T only put it ha'porthetically.”

“Then I'd rather, Mr. Wegg, you put it an.
other time, penn’orthetically,” is Mr. Venug's re.

J tort, “for I tell you candidly I don’t like your
little cases.”

Arrived by this time in Mr. Wegg's sitting.-
room, made bright on the chilly evening by gas.
light and fire, Mr. Venus softens and compli-
ments him on his abode; profiting by the ocea.
sion to remind Wegg that he (Venus) told him
he had got into a good thing.

“Tolerable,” Wegg rcjoins. “But bear iy
mind, Mr. Venus, that there’s no gold without
its alloy. ~ Mix for yourself and take a seat in
the chimbley-corner. Will you perform upon »
pipe, Sir?”

“J am but an indifferent performer, Sir,” re.
turns the other; *but I'll accompany you with
a whiff or two at intervals.”

So, Mr. Venus inixes, and Wegg mixes; and
Mr. Venus lights and puffs, and Wegg lights
and puffs.

“ And there’s alloy even in this metal of yours,
Mr. Wegg, you was remarking ?”

¢ Mystery,” returns Wegg.  ““I don't like it.
Mr. Venus.  Idon't like to have the life knocked
out of former inhabitants of this house, in the
gloomy dark, and not know who did it.”

¢t Might you have any suspicions, Mr. Wegg®”

¢¢No,” returns that gentleman. ‘T know who
profits by it. But I've no suspicions.”

IHaving said which, Mr. Wegg smokes and
looks at the fire with a most determined expres-
ston of Charity; as if he had caunght that car-
dinal virtue by the skirts as she felt it her pain-
ful duty to depart from him, and held her by
main force.

¢ Similarly,” resumes Wegg, “I have obso-
vations as I ean offer upon certain points and
parties; but I make no objections, Mr. Venus.
Here is an immense fortune drops from the eloud:
upon a person that shall be nameless.  Ilere is
a weekly allowance, with a certain weight of
coals, drops from the clouds upon me. Which
Not the person tha
shall be nameless. That’s an observation of
mine, but I don’t make it an objection. I take
my allowance and my certain weight of coal
Iie takes his fortune. That's the way it works.”

Ty would be a good thing for me if T could
sce things in the calm light you do, Mr. Wege.”

“ Again look here,” pursnes Silas, with @

{oratorical flourish of his pipe and his woodzi
leg: the latter having an undignified tendenc

to tilt him back in his chair; ¢ here’s another
observation, Mr. Venus, unaccompanied wit.h an
objection. Him that shall be nameless is llﬂUf
to be talked over. Ile gets talked over. IHW
that shall be nameless, having me at his right
hand, naturally looking to be promoted higher.
and you may perhaps say meriting to be pre-

ir. Venus is irritable (no doybt owing to | moted higher—"
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(Mr. Venus murmurs that he does say so.)

«__Him that shall be nameless, under such

circumstances passes me by, and puts a talking-
over stranger above my head. Which of us two
is the better man? Which of us two can repeat
most poetry 2 'Which of us two has, in the serv-
icc of him that shall be nameless, tackled the
womans, both civil and military, till he has got
as husky as if he’d been weaned and ever since
brought up on saw-dust? Not the talking-over
stranger.  Yet the house is as free to him as if
it was his, and he has his room, and is put upon
a footing, and draws about a thousand a year.
T am banished to the Bower, to be found in it
like a picce of furniture whenever wanted. Mer-
it, therefore, don’t win. That’s the way it works.
I observe it, because I can’t help observing it,
being accustomed to take a powerful sight of
notice; but I don’t object. Ever here before,
Mr. Venus?”

“Not inside the gate, Mr. Wegg.”

“You've been as far as the gate then, Mr.
Venus 27 ‘

“Yes, Mr. Wegg, and pecped in from curi-
osity.”

“Did you see any thing ?”

“Nothing but the dust-yard.”

Mr, Wegg rolls his eyes all round the room,
in that ever unsatisfied quest of his, and then
rolls his eyes all round Mr. Venus; as if sus-
picious of his having something about him to be
found out.

““ And yet, Sir,” he pursues, *‘being acquaint-
ed with old Mr. Harmon, one would have thought
it might have been polite in you, too, to give him
acall.” And you're naturally of a polite dispo-
sition, you are,”  This last clause as a softening
compliment to Mr. Venus.

“It is true, Sir,” replies Venus, winking his
weak eyes, and running his fingers through his
dusty shock of hair, “that I was so, before a
certain observation soured me.  You understand

w0 what I allude, Mr. Wegg? To a certain writ- |
ten statement respecting not wishing to be rc—!
garded in o certain light.  Since that all is fled, |
save rall”

“Not all,” says Mr. Wege, in a tone of sen-
tnental condolence.

“Yes, Sir,” returns Venus, ““all! The \vorldt
mzy deem it harsh, but 1'd quite as soon piteh |
o my hest friend as not,  Indeed, I'd soon-
oy !” ¢

Involuntarily making a pass with his wooden |
?-k‘l,«’ to guard himself as Mr. Venus springs up |
W the emphasis of this unsociable declaration, !
M, Wegg tilts over on his back, chair and all,
ad s resened by that harmless misanthrope, in .
wiligjointed state and rucfully rubbing hix head. |

“Why, you lost vour balance, Mr. Wegg,”
S Venus, handing him his pipe.

" And about time to do it,” grumbles Silas, |
“When a man’s visitors, without a word of no-|
tees conduet themselves with the sudden wicious- f‘
fess of Jucks-in-boxes!  Don’t come flying out

s chair like that, Mr. Venus !” !

“I ask your pardon, Mr. Wegg. I am so
soured.” ‘

““Yes, but |hang it,” says Wegg, argumenta-
tively, ‘*a wgll-governed mind can be soured
sitting!  And as to being regarded in lights,
there’s bumpey lights as well as bony. e which,”
again rubbingl his head, ‘I object to regard my-
sclf.”

¢TIl bear it in memory, Sir.”

“If you'll | be so good.” Mr. Wegg slowly
subdues his irpnical tone and his lingering irri-
tation, and resumes his pipe. ‘' We were talk-
ing of old Mr,Harmon being a friend of yours.”

““Not a friend, Mr. Wegg. Only known to
speak to, and [to have o little deal with now and
then. A very inquisitive character, Mr, Wegg,
regarding what was found in the dust. As in-
quisitive as sedret.” )

“Ah! Youlfound him secret?” returns Wegg,
with a greedy [relish.

¢ He had alpays the look of it, and the man-
ner of it.”

“ Ah!” with another roll of his eves. ¢ As
to what was fpund in the dust now. Did you
ever hear him mention how he found it, my dear
friend ? Living on the mysterious premises, one
would like to |know. TFor instance, where he
found things?| Or, for instance, how he set
about it? WhHether he began at the top of the
mounds, or whether he began at the bottom.
Whether he prodded;” Mr. Wegg’s pantomime
is skillful and expressive here; ““or whether he
scooped ?  Shonld you say scooped, my dear M.
Venus; or shquld you—as a man—say prod-
ded ?”

¢ should say neither, Mr. Wegg.

“ As a fellow-man, Mr. Venus—mix again—
why neither 7

“Because I's
was found in the sorting and sifting.
mounds are sorted and sifted ?”

“You shall see 'em and pass your opinion.
Mix again.”

On cach ocearion of his saying “ mix again,”
Mr. Wegg, with a hop on hiswooden leg, hiteh-
¢s his chair a lttle nearer; more as if he were
proposing that (himself and Mr. Venus should
mix again, than| thgt they should replenish their
glasses.

¢ Living (as ] said before) on the mysterious
premises,” savs Wepge when the other has acted
on his hospitablp entreaty, ““one likes to know.
Would vou be iijelined to say now-—as a brother
—that he ever 1}id things in the dust, as well as
found em ¥

“Ar Wegg,
mizht.”

My, Wegg cld

"

uppose, Sir, that what was found,
All the

on the whole I should zay he

ps on his speetacles, and ad-
miringly surveys Mr. Venus from head to foot.
“As a mortgl equally with myself, whose
hand I take in thine for the frst time this day,
having unaccountably overlooked that act so full
of boundless confidence binding a fellow-~crectur
to a fellowereegur,” says Wegg, holding M.
Venus's palm ogt, flat and ready for smiting,
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and now smiting it; ¢‘as such-—and ng other—
for I scorn all lowlier ties betwixt myself and the
man walking with his face crect that algpne I call
my Twin—regarded and regarding in this trust-
ful bond—what do you think he might have
hid ?”
¢¢Tt is but a supposition, Mr. Wegg.
¢ As a Being with his hand upon h
cries Wegg; and the apostrophe is no
impressive for the Being’s hand being
upon his ram and water; ¢ put your sy
into langnage, and bring it out, Mr. Venus!”
““He was the species of old gentleman, Sir,”
slowly returns that practical anatomlist, after
drinking, ¢that I should judge likely to take
such opportunities as this place offered, of stow-
ing away money, valuables, maybe papers.”
¢ As one that was ever an ornament fo human
life,” says Mr. Wegg, again holding|out Mr.
Venus’s palm as if he were going to tqll his for-
tune by chiromancy, and holding hi§ own up
ready for smiting it when the time shopld come;
‘‘as one that the poct might have had his cye
on, in writing the national naval words:

Y

s heart,”
the less
actually
pposition

Helm a-weather, now lay her close,
Yard arm and yard arm she lies;
Again, cried 1, Mr. Venus, give her t'other doze,
' Man shrouds and grapple, Siry or she flics!
—that is to say, regarded in the light of true
British Oak, for such vou are—explain, Mr.
Venus, the expression ¢ papers’!”
¢¢ Seeing that the old gentleman wag
cutting oft’ some near relation, or bl
some natural affection,” Mr, Venus re
most likely made a good many wilis
ieils.”
The palm of Silas Wegg descen
sounding smack upon the palm of \
Wegg Iavishly exelaims, ¢ Twin in opi
Iy with feeling! Mix a little more ¥’
IMavine now hitched his wooden 1
chair close in front of Mr. Venus, Mr.
idly mixes for both, gives his visitor
touches its rim with the rim of his ow
own to his lips, puts it down, and sprye
hands on his visitor’s knees thus addijesse
¢¢Mr. Venus. . It ain't that T objegt
passed over for a stranger, thon"h I|regard the
stranger as a more than doubtful customer. It
ain't for the sake of making moncy, thongh mon- |
ev is ever welcome. It ain't for muLH' though
I am not so haughty as to be above doing my-!
self a good turn.  It's for the cause of the
right.”
Mr. Venus, passively winking
both at onece, demands: “What is, My
“The friendly move, Sir, that I nc
You seé the move, Sip?”
Tl you have pointed it out, »
can’t say whether I do or not.”
“If there 7s any thing to be four
prcmi<e< let us find it together. T
the friendly move of agreeing to lo

generally
cking out
oins, ““he
and cod-

1s with
enus, and |

his glass,
n. puts his

his
r. Weg 27

W propose,
r. Wege, 1|
d on these

ot us make
k for it to-|

. Jow-
gether.  Let us make the friendly mawe of agree-| to the canse of the right, gloomxh f01(~hu.0\

ing to share the profits of it cqu.ll]_y betwixt us.

In the cause of the right.” Thus Silas assuming

a noble air,

“Then,” says Mr. Venus, looking up, after
meditating with his hair held in his hands, asif
he could only fix his attention by fixing his head.
“if any thing was to be unburied from wnder 1},
dust, it would be kept a secret by you and me?
Would that be it, My, Wegg ?”

“That would depend upon what it was, My,
Verus.  Say it was money, or plate, or je\veh-‘\-.
it would be as much ours as any body else’s.”

Mr. Venus rubs an eyebrow, interrogatively,

¢“In the cause of the right it would. Beeause
it would be unknowingly sold with the mound:
else, and the buyer would get what he was never
meant to have, and never bought.  And wha
would that be, Mr. Venus, but the canse of the
wrong 2V

¢ Say it was papers,” Mr. Venus propounds.

¢« According to what they contained we should
offer to dispose of "em to the parties most inter-
ested,” repliecs Wegg, promptly.

“In the cause of the right, Mr. Wegg 27

¢ Always so, Mr. Venus. If the parties should
use them in the cause of the wrong, that would
be their act and deed. My, Venus. I have an
opinion of you, Sir, to which it is not casy to give
mouth. Since I called upon you that evening
when you were, as I may say, floating your pow-
erful mind in tea, I have felt that you required
to be roused with an object. In this friendly
move, Sir, vou will have a glorious object to rouse
vou.”

Mr, Wegg then goes on to enlarge upon whai
throughout has been uppermost in his craffy
mind :—the qualifications of Mr. Venus forsuch

a!
pion equal- |
g and his-

Vege rap- |

cading his!
s him: |
to being |

weak eves:

asearch.  He expatiates on Mr. Venuy' s]nlw'

habits and delicate manipulation; on his skill in
piecing little things together; on his knowledge
l of various tissues and textures ; on the likelihood
of small indicatious leading him on to the discov-
ery of great concealments.  ““While as tomy-
Cself, 7 says Wege, ¢ Iam not good atit, Whet

Pk b i

“er I gave myself up to prodding, or whether
gave myself up to scooping, I couldn’t do it with
that delicate touch so as not to show that I wa:
dizturbing the mounds. Quite different Wiv
- you, going to work (as you would) in the light ¢f
a fellow-man, hohl" pledged in a friendly move
to his brether man.”  Mr. W eg next modestly
remarks on the want of adaptation in o wooden
leg to ladders and such like airy perches anl
Falso hints at an inherent tendencx in that timber
i fiction, when called into action for the purposes
of a ])101’11(‘11.1(10 on an ashy slope, to stick jtsell
linto the yiclding fonthold, and peg its owner 0
3 one'spot.  Then, leaving this part of the suhject
I he remarks on the spee il phenomenon that he-
| fore his installation in the Bower, it was fron
| Mr. Venus that he first heard of the Jewond of
| hidden wealth in the Mounds : ¢¢which,” he 0%
| cerves with a vaguely pious air, “was surely
never meant for notlnng." L.Nl\ he returts

| ing the possibility of somcthmg being unearth: N
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;0 criminate Mr. Boflin (of whom he once more
eandidly admits it can not b(.: .dcnicd th'nt he
profits by a murder?, and anticipating his de-
nunciation by the friendly movers to avenging
justice. And this, Mr. Wegg expressly points
6ut, not at all for the sake of the reward—though
it would be a want of principle not to take it.

To all this, Mr. Venus, with his shock of dusty
hair cocked after the manner of a terrier’s ears,
attends profoundly.  When Mr. Wegg, having
finished, opens his arms wide, as if to show Mr.
Verus how bare his breast is, and then folds
them pending a reply, Mr. Venus winks at him
with both eyes some little time before speaking.

«“] sce you have tried it by yourself, Mr.
Wegg,” he says when he does speak.  ““You
Lave found out the difficulties by experience.”

% No, it can hardly be said that I have tried
ir,” replies Wegg, a little dashed by the hint,
I have just skimmed it.  Skimmed it.”

“ And found nothing besides the difficulties ?”

Wegg shakes his head.

“ scarccly know what to say to this, Mr.
Wegg,” observes Venus, after ruminating for a
while.

“Say yes,” Wegg naturally urges.

“If [ wasn’t soured, my answer would be no.
But heing soured, Mr. Wegg, and driven to
reckless madness and desperation, I suppose it’s
Yes.”

Weag joyfully reproduces the two glasses, re-
peats the ceremony of clinking their rims, and
inwardly drinks with great heartiness to the
Lealth and success in Tife of the young lady who
has reduced Mr. Venuns to his present conven-
ient state of mind.

The warticles of the friendly move are then
severally recited and agreed npon. They are
hut scereey, fidelity, and perseverance. The
Bower to be always free of aceess to Mr, Venus
for his rescarches, and every precaution to be
taken against their attracting observation in the
neighborhood.

“There’s a footstep!” exelaims Venus.

*Where 27 eries Wegg, starting,

“Outside.  St!”

They are in the act of ratifving the treaty of
tricudly move, by shaking hands upon it. They
oftly break off, light their pipes which have
Zone out, and lean back in their chairs. No
fouht, a footstep, It approaches the window,
srba hand taps at the glass,
mlls Wegg meaning come round by the door.

S

0

anl g liead slowly Tooks in our of the dark back- .
srownd of nighe,

v

e

“Pray i Mr. Silas Wege here ?

BTN

¢

e at their eaxe, even thengh the visitor had
Wered i the usual manner.

-lk‘ thrknogs, they fiud the visitor
Yo

‘l‘l‘:l.\smg_

W

Especially Mr. Venas:

at the starer, afs if it were his own Hindoo baby
come to feteh hiim home.
¢“ Good-evening, Mr. Wegg., The yard gate-
lock should be looked to, if you please; it don't
catch.”
“Is it Mr. R
¢“It is Mr. R
you. Iam not
sage for you, ¥
my-way home
minds about ¢
ringing: not K
dog about.”
¢TI wish I ha
turned as he ro
The talking-ovg
“Is that any
ing Seccretary.
¢ No, Mr. Ro
ing the evening
“QOh! I beg
you to know thy
at home any evd
ing. It has ocd
out intending it
future, if he sho
take his chance
the same to himl
tell you on my v
With that, an

okesmith 2 falters Wegg.
okesmith. Don’t let me disturb
coming in. I have only a mes-
‘hich I undertook to deliver on
to my lodgings. I was in two
oming beyond the gate without
nowing but you might have a
d,” mutters Wegg, with his back
s¢ from his chair.  <¢St! Iiush!
r stranger, Mr. Venus.”

one I know ?” inquires the star-

kesmith. Friend of mine. Pass-
with me.”

his pardon. Mr. Boffin wishes
t he does not expect you to stay
ning, on the chance of his com-
urred to him that he may, with-
have been a tie upon you. In
nld come without notice, he will
of finding vou, and it will be all
if he does not. I undertook to
cay.  That’s all.”

d ‘“ Good-night,” the Secretary

lowers the wind
en, and hear his
and hear the gat

“And for th
rmarks Wegg, w
been passed ove
think of him ?”

to think of him,
treply, without d
larticulate uttera
lar look.”

“A double 1

his ook, Any s
but not a double
mind, Sir.”

““Do you say t
Venus asks,

“Something ?

See into wha
featherless ostric

Oh! I see such unspeakable
to be overcome 1
Phe friendly movers might not have been , Rokesmith has an

¢ (On this starl

sut, leaning on' marks, when he i:
i !nw::\z-lligh window, and staring in out of out across the var
extremely worse for mixing
who re- starlight night to
s mpes draws hack Tis hewd, and stares gers, and underh

Apparently, M

Wegg, playving bi

w, and disappears. They list-
footsteps go back to the gate,
¢ close atter him.

it individual, My, Venus,” re-
ien he is fully gone, “ 7 have
! Let me ask vou what you

r- Venus does not know wha
for he makes sundry efforts to
elivering himself of any other
ce than that he has ““a singu-

pok, vou mean, Sir,” rejoins
tterly upon the word.  “*That's
mount of singular look for me,

look! That’s an underhanded
here's something against him 2"

¢ Something dgainst him?” repeats Wegg.
N

“Come in!” - feelings—as a fell

"of truth, and didy

) 1 . . . . i AP .

Bt the heavy old-tashioned sash is slowly raised, ' swer, Every thing

“hat would the relief be to my
ow-man—itf I wasn't the slave
't feel myself compelled to an-

(R

wonderful maudlin refuges
es plunge their heads! It is
moral compensation to Wegyr
v the consideration that Mr.
underhanded mind!
rhit night, Mr. Venus;” he re-
showing that friendly mover
I, and both are somcthing the
arain and again: “on this
hink that talking-over stran-
arded minds, can go walk-

t
!

i
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ing home under the sky, as if they was all
square!”
¢ The spectacle of those orbs,” says Mr. Ve-
nus, gazing upward with his hat tumbling off,
“brings heavy on me ler crushing words that
she did not wish to regard herself nor jyet to be
regarded in that—"
“I know! Iknow! Youneedn’t repeat’em,”
says Wegg, pressing his hand. ¢ But think how
those stars steady me in the cause of the right
against some that shall be nameless. |It isn’t
that I bear malice. But see how they glisten
with old remembrances! Old remembrances
of what, Sir?”
Mr. Venus begins drear ily replying, [ Of her
words, in her own handwriting, that she does
not wish to regard herself, nor yet—" when
Silas cuts him short with dignity.
¢“No, Sir! Remembrances of Ouy House,
of Master George, of Aunt Jane, of Unele Park-
er, all laid waste! All offered up sacrifices to
the minion of fortunc and the worm of the

hour!”
OCCURS.

[ S —

CHAPTER VIIL
IN WIICH AN INNOCENT ELOPEMENT

TuE minion of fortune and the worm of the
hour, or in less cutting language, Nicodemus
Boffin, Esquire, the Golden Dustman, had be-
come as much at home in his eminently aristo-
cratic family mansion as he was likely ever to
be. He could not but feel that, lik¢ an cem-
inently aristocratic family cheese, it was much
too large for his wants, and -bred ap infinite
amount of parasites; but he was content to re-
gard this drawback on his property as a sort
of perpetual Legacy Duty. e felt |the more
resigned to it, forasmuch as Mrs. Boffin enjoy-
cd herself completely, and Miss Bella was de-
lighted.

That young lady was, no doubt, an dequisition
to the Boffins.  She was far too pretty to be un-
attractive any where, and far too qui¢k of per-
ception to be below the tone of her new career.
Whether it improved her heart might|be a2 mat-
ter of taste that was open to question; but as
touching another matter of taste, it§ improve-
ment of her appearance and manner, there could
be no question whatever.

And thus it soon came about that Miss Bella
began to set Mrs., Boffin right; and| even fur-
ther, that Miss Bella began to feel ifl at case,
and as it were responsible, when she saw Mrs,
Boffin going wrong. Not that so sweet a dispo-
sition and so sound a nature could ever go very
wrong cven among the great visiting jauthorities
who agreed that the Boflins were ¢ ¢harmingly
vulgar” (which for certain was not|their own
case in saying o), but that when she made a slip
on the social ice on which all the children of |
Podsnappery, with genteel souls to b s

rows, she inevitably tripped Miss B

i
|

saved, are ! erty, and then b\ wealth,
required to skate in circles, or to slide in Ionn * part, however, to leave them to unravel t
lla up (so selves.

that young lady felt), and caused her to experi.
ence great confusion under the glances of the
more skillful performers engaged in those jce.
exercises.

At Miss Belia’s time of life it was not to be
expected that she should examine herself very
closely on the congruity or stability of her posi.
tion in Mr. Boffin’s house. And as she hag
never been sparing of complaints of her old
home when she had no other to compare it
with, so there was no novelty of ingratitude or
disdain in her very much preferring her new
one.

¢ An invaluable man is Rokesmith,” said Mr.
Boffin, after some two or three months. ¢ But
I can’t quite make him out.”

Neither could Bella, so she found the subject
rather interesting.

¢ He takes more care of my affairs, morning,
noon, and night,” said Mr. Boffin, ¢ than fifty
other men put together either could or would;
and yet he has ways of his own that are like ty-
ing a scaffolding pole right across the road, and
bringing me up short when I am almost a-walk-
ing arm in arm with him.”

“May T ask how so, Sir?” inquired Bella.

“3V cll my dear,” said Mr. Boffin, ‘“he won't
meet any company here but you. When we
have visitors, I should wish him to have his reg-
ular place at the table like ourselves; but no, he
won't take it.”

¢ If he considers himself above it,” said Miss
Bella, with an airy toss of her head, “I should
leave him alone.”

“Tt ain't. that, my dear,” replied Mr. Dofin.
thinking it over. “‘He don’t consider hims!f
above it.”

¢“Perhaps he considers himself beneath it
suggested Bella. ““If so, he ought to know
best.”

“No, my dear; mor it ain’t that, ncither.
No,” repeatcd Mx. Boflin, with a shake of his
head, after again thinking it over: ¢ Rokesmith'
a modest man, but he don’t consider himself be-
neath it.”

¢“Then what does he consider it, Sir?” asked
Bella.

“¢Dashed if T know!” said Mr. Boffin. It
seemed at first as if it was only Lightwood that
he objected to micet. And now it scems to be
every body, except vou.’

“Oho!” thought Miss Bella.  *In-deed
That's it, is it!”  For Mr. Mortimer Lightwoud
had dined there two or three times, and “ehe had
met him elsewhere, and he had shown her COm\
attention.  “ Rather cool in a Seerctary—ant
Pa’s lodger—to make me the subject of his jeak
ousy!”

That Pa’s daughter should be so contempti-
ous of Pu’s lodger was odd j but there were ¢ odder
anomalies  than that in thc mind of the spoil
girl: the doubly spoilt girl: spoilt first by et
Be it this historys
hem-
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