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Lizzie nodded. ¢ And the figure to which it
" belongs—"

¢¢Is yours,” suggested Bella.

“No. Most clearly and distinctly yours.”

So the interview terminated with pleasant
words on both sides, and with many reminders
on the part of Bella that they were frienc'ls, and
pledges that she would soon come down into
that part of the country again. Therewith Liz-
zie returncd to her occupation, and Bella ran
over to the little inn to rejoin her company.

““You look rather serious, Miss Wilfer,” was
the Sceretary’s first remark.

¢ T feel rather serious,” returncd Miss Wilfer.

She had nothing else to tell him but that Liz-
zie Hexam’s secret had no reference whatever to
the cruel charge, or its withdrawal. Oh yes
though! said Bella ; she might as well mention
one other thing; Lizzie was very desirous to
thank her unknown friend who had sent her the
written retractation. Was she, indeed? observed
the Sceretary. Ah! Bella asked him, had he
any notion who that unknown friend might be?
Ie had no notion whatever.

They were on the borders of Oxfordshire, so far
had poor old Betty Higden strayed. They were
to return by the train presently, and, the station
being near at hand, the Reverend Frank and
Mrs. Frank, and Sloppy and Bella and the Sec-
retary, sct out to walk to it. Few rustic paths
are wide enough for five, and Bella and the
Secretary dropped behind.-

“Can you belicve, Mr. Rokesmith,” said Bella,
“that I feel as if whole years had passed since I
went into Lizzie Hexam's cottage ?”

“IWe have crowded a good deal into the day,”
he returned, ““and you were much affected in
the church-yard. You are over-tired.”

“No, I am not at all tired. I have not quite
expressed what I mean. I don’t mean that I
fecl as if a'great space of time had gone by, but
that T feel as if much had happened—to myself,
you know.”

“For good, I hope ?”

“I hope so.” said Bella.

“You are cold; I felt you tremble. Pray let
me put this wrapper of mine abhout you. May I
fold it over this shoulder without injuring your
dress?  Now, it will be too heavy and too long.
Let me carry this end over my arm, as you have
o arm to give me.”

Yes she had though. How she got it out, in
her muffied state, Heaven knows; but she got
It out somchow—there it was—and slipped it
through the Sceretary’s.

“I have had a long and interesting talk with
Lizzie, Mr. Rokesmith, and she gave me her fall
confidence.” '

‘¢ She could not withhold it,” said the Secre-
tary.

_“I wonder how you come,” said Bella, stop-
ping short as she glanced at him, *to say to me
Just what she said about it!”

“I infer that it must be because I feel just as
she felt about it.”

‘And how was that, do you mean to say,
ir?” asked Bella, moving again.

¢ That if you were inclined to win her confi-
ce—any body’s confidence—you were sure to
do|it.” :

‘The railway, at this point, knowingly shutting
a green cye and opening a red one, they had to
run for it. As Bella could not run easily so
wrapped up, the Seccretary had to help her.
When she took her opposite place in the car-
riage corner, the brightness in her face was so -
charming to behold, that on her exclaiming,
“What beautiful stars and what a glorious
t!” the Secretary said ¢“Yes,” but seemed

boofer lady, fascinating boofer lady! If1I
but legally executor of Johnny'’s will! If

cleared the stationms, all knowingly shutting up

their green eyes and opening their red ones when
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CHAPTER X.
SCOUTS OCT.

AxD so, Miss Wren,” said Mr. Eugene Wray-
» ““I can not persuade you to dress me a

Miss Wren.)
is to be put upon the cold footing of the

ith- her needle, ‘‘to be informed that the
Dress-maker knows your tricks and your

gh, you disgraceful boy!” exclaimed Miss
YWren, attracted by the sound of his chattering
teeth, “I wish they’d all drop down your throat
and play at dice in your stomach! Boh, wicked
child! Bee-baa, black sheep!”

On|her accompanying each of these reproaches
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with a threatening stamp of the foot, the wretch-
ed creature protested with a whine. '

“Pay five shillings for you indeed!” Miss
Wren proceeded; “how many hours do you
suppose it costs me to earn five shillings, you in-
famous boy ?—Don’t cry like that, or I'll throw
a doll at you. Pay five shillings fine for you in-
decd. Fine in more ways than one, I think!
I'd give the dustman five shillings to carry you
off in the dust cart.”

“No, no,” pleaded the absurd creature.
¢Please!”

¢t He’s enough to break his mother’s heart, is
this boy,” said Miss Wren, half appealing to
Eugene. I wish I had never brought him up.
He'd be sharper than a serpent’s tooth, if he
wasn’t as dull as ditch water. Look at him.
There’s a pretty object for a parent’s eyes!”

Assuredly, in his worse than swinish state (for
swine at least fatten on their guzzling, and make
themselves good to cat), he was a pretty object
for any cyes.

¢ A muddling and a swipey old child,” said
Miss Wren, rating him with great severity, ¢fit
for nothing but to be preserved in the liquor that
destroys him, and put in a great glass bottle as
a sight for other swipey children of his own pat-
tern—if he has no consideration for his liver, has
he none for his mother ?”

“Yes. Deration, oh don’t!” cried the sub-
ject of these angry remarks.

¢“Oh don’t and oh don’t,” pursued Miss Wren.
“It’s oh do and oh do. And why do you?”

“Won't do so any more. Won't indeed.
Pray!”

““There!” said Miss Wren, covering her eyes
with her hand. ¢‘I can’t bear to look at you.
Go up stairs and get me my bonnet and shawl.
Make yourself uscful in some way, bad boy, and
let me have your room instead of your company
for onc half minute.”

Obeying her, he shambled out, and Eugene
Wrayburn saw the tears exunde from between
the little creature’s fingers as she kept her hand
before her eyes. e was sorry, but his sympa-
thy did not move his carelessness to do any thing
but fecl sorry.

“I'm going to the Italian Opera to try on,”
said Miss Wren, taking away her band after a
little while, and laughing satirically to hide that
she had been crving; X must see your back
before I go, Mr. Wrayburn. Let me first tell
you, once for all, that it’s of no use your paying
visits to me. You wouldn’t get what you want

of me, no, not if you brought pincers with you { s

to tear it out.”

¢ Are you so obstinate on the subject of a
doll’s dress for my godchild ?”

¢ Ah!” returned Miss Wren, with a hitch of
her chin, ‘I am so obstinate. And of course
it’s on the subject of a doll's dress—or address—
whichever you like. Get along and give it up!”

Her degraded charge had come back, and
was standing behind her with the bonnet and
shawl.

‘¢ Give ’em to me and get back into your cor-
ner, you naughty old thing!” said Miss Wren,
as| she turned and espied him. “No, no, I
won’t have your help. Go into your corner,
this minute!”

The miserable man, fecbly rubbing the back
of| his faltering hands downward from the wrists,
shufiled on to his post of disgrace; but not with-
out a curious glance at Eugene iu passing him,
accompanicd with what scemed as if it might
hgve been an action of his elbow, if any action
of any limb or joint he had world have an-
swered truly to his will. Taking no more par-
ticular notice of him than instinctively falling
away from the disagreeable contact, Eugenc,
with a lazy compliment or so to Miss Wren,
begged leave to light his cigar, and departed.
‘“Now you prodigal old son,” said Jenny,
shaking her head and her emphatic little fore-
finger at her burden, ‘you sit there till I come
back. You dare to move out of your corner for
a single instant while I'm gone, and I'll know
the reason why.”

With this admonition she blew her work can-
dles out, leaving him to the light of the fire, and,
taking her big door-key in her pocket and her
crutch-stick in her hand, marched off.

Eugene lounged slowly toward the Temple,
smeking his eigar, but saw no more of the dolis’
dress-maker, through the accident of their taking
opposite sides of the street. He lounged along
moodily, and stopped at Charing Cross to look
about him, with as little interest in the crowd as
apy man might take, and was lounging on again,

1 when a most unexpected object caught his eyes.

No less an object than Jenny Wren’s bad boy
trying to make up his mind to cross the road.
A more ridiculous and feeble spectacle than

to the roadway, and as often staggering back
ain, oppressed by terrors of vehicles that were

ck again, when he might have crossed and re-
crossed half a dozen times. Then he would
stand shivering on the cdge of the pavement,
looking up the street and looking down, while
scores of people jostled him, and crossed, and
went on.  Stimulated in course of time by the
sight of so many successes, he would make an-
other sally, make another loop, would all but
have his foot on the opposite pavement, would
or imagine something coming, and would
agger back again. There, he would stand
aking spasmodic preparations.as if for a great
ap, and at last would decide on a start at pre-
iscly the wrong moment, and would be roarcd
at by drivers, and would shrink back once more,
nd stand in the old spot shivering, with the
‘hole of the proceedings to go through again.
“Jt strikes me,” remarked Engene, coolly,
after watching him for some minutes, ¢ that my
friend is likely to be rather behind time if he
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has any appointment on hand.” With which
remark he strolled on, and took no further
thought of him.

Lightwood was at home when he got to the
Chambers, and had dined alone there. Eugene
drew a chair to the fire by which he was-having
his winc and reading the evening paper, and
brought a glass, and filled it for good fellow-
ship’s sake.

¢ My dear Mortimer, you are the express pic-
ture of contented industry, reposing (on credit)
after the virtuous labors of the day.” :

“My dear Eugene, you arc the express pic-
ture of discontented idleness not reposing at all.
Where have you been?”.

¢ have been,” replied Wrayburn, ¢¢—about
town. I have turned up at the present juncture
with the intention of consulting my highly intel-
ligent and respected solicitor on the position of
my affairs.”

“Your highly intelligent and respected solic-
itor is of opinion that your affairs are in a bad
way, Eugene.”

“Though whether,” said Eugene, thought-
fully, “that can be intclligently said, now, of
the affairs of a client who has nothing to lose
and who can not possibly be made to pay, may
be open to question.™

““You have fallen into the hands of the Jews,
Fugene.”

“My dear boy,” returned the debtor, very
composedly taking up his -glass, ““having pre-
viously fallen into the hands of some of the
Christians, I can bear it with philosophy.”

“I have had an interview to-day, Eugene,
with a Jew, who seems determined to press us
hard.  Quite a Shylock, and quite a Patriarch.
A picturesque gray-headed and gray-bearded old
Jew, in a shovel-hat and gaberdine.”

“Not,” said Eugene, pausing in sctting down
his glass, “surely not my worthy friend Mr.
Aaron ?”

““IIe calls himself Mr. Riah.”

‘‘By-the-by,” said Eugene, ‘it comes into
my mind that—no doubt with an instinctive de-
sire to receive him into the bosom of our Church
—1 gave him the name of Aaron!”

“Eugene, Eugene,” returned Lightwood, ¢ you
are more ridiculous than usual. Say what you
mean.”

“Merely, my dear fellow, that I have the
honor and pleasure of a speaking acquaintance
with such a Patriarch as you describe, and that
L address him as Mr. Aaron, because it appears
to me Hebraie, expressive, appropriate, and com-
plimentary, Notwithstanding which strong rea-
sons for its being his name, it may not be his
name,”

_““Lbelieve you are the absurdest man on the
face of the carth,” said Lightwood, laughing.

“Not at all, I assure you. Did he mention
that he knew me 27

“IIe did not. IIe only said of you that he
expeeted to be paid by you.”

““Which looks,” remarked Eu gene, with much

fire.

gravity, ‘like not knowing me. I hope it may
not be my worthy friend Mr. Aaron, for, to tell
you the truth, Mortimer, I doubt he may have
a prepossession against me. I strongly suspect
him |of having had a hand in spiriting away
Lizzie.” :

“Every thing,” returned Lightwood, impa-
tiently, ¢“seems, by a fatality, to bring us round
to Lizzie. ¢About town’ meant about Lizzie,
Jjust now, Eugene.”

¢ My solicitor, do you know,” observed Eu-
gene, turning round to the furniture, *“is a man
of infinite discernment!”

¢ Did it not, Eugene?”

““Yes it did, Mortimer.”

“And yet, Eugene, you know you do not
really care for her.”

Eugene Wrayburn rose, and put his hands in
his pockets, and stood with a foot on the fender,
indolently rocking his body and looking at the
After a prolonged pause he replied: “I
don’t know that. I must ask you not to say
that, as if we took it for granted.”

“But if you do care for her, so much the
more should you leave her to herself.”

Haying again paused as before, Eugene said :
“I don'’t know that cither: But tell me. Did -
you eyer seec me take so much trouble about any
thing | as about this disappearance of hers? I
ask, for information.”

“ My dear Eugene, I wish I ever had !”

““Then you have not? Just so. You con-
firm my own impression. Does that look as if
I cared for her? I ask, for information.”

“I lasked you for information, Eugene,” said
Mortimer, reproachfully.

¢ Dear boy, I know it, but I can’t give it. 1
thirst for information. What do I mecan? If
my taking so much trouble to recover her does
not mean that I care for her, what does it mean ?
¢ If Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pepper,
wherefs the peck,’ cte. 27 :

Thaugh he said this gayly, he said it with a
perplexed and inquisitive face. as if he actually
did not know what to make of himself. ¢ Look
on to |the end—" Lightwood was beginning to
remonstrate, when he caught at the words:

““Ah! Secenow! That's exactly what I am
capable of doing. Ilow very acute you are,
Mortimer, in finding my weak place! When
we were at school together I got up my lessons
at the|last moment, day by day and bit by bit;
now we arc out in life together, I get up my
lessons in the same way. In the present task I
have not got beyond this: I am bent on finding
Lizzic, and I mean to find her, and I will take
any means of finding her that offer themselves.
Fair means or foul means are all alike to me.
I ask you—for information— what does that
mean? When I have found her I may ask you
—also |for information—what do I mean now?
But it would be premature in this stage, and it’s
not the character of my mind.”

Lightwood was shaking bis head cver the air
with which his friend held forth thus——an air so

L
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whimsically open and argumentative as almosg:
to deprive what he said of the appearance o
evasion—when a shuffling was heard at the out
er door, and then an undecided knock, as thouz}
some hand were groping for the knocker. ¢ Th
frolicsome youth of the neighborhood,” said Eu-
gene, ‘‘whom I should be delighted to pitcl
from this clevation into the church-yard below,
without any intermediate ceremonies, have prob
ably turned the lamp out. I am on duty to
_ night, and will sec to the door.”

His friend had barely had time to recall th
unprecedented gleam of determination witl
which he had spoken of finding this girl, an
which had faded out of him with the breath o
the spoken words, when Eugene came back,
ushering in a most disgraceful shadow of a
man, shaking from head to foot, and clothed i
shabby grease and smear.

“This interesting gentleman,” said Eugene
¢“is the son—the occasionally rather trying son
for he has his failings—of a lady of my acquaint
ance, My dear Mortimer—Mr. Dolls.” Eugene
had no idea what his name was, knowing the
little dress-maker’s to be assumed, but present
ed him with casy confidence under the first ap
pellation that his associations suggested.

‘3 gather, my dear Mortimer,” pursued Ey
gene, as Lightwood stared at the obscene visitor,
“from the manner of Mr. Dolls—vhich is oc-
casionally complicated—that he desires to make
some communication to me. I have mentioned
to Mr. Dolls that you and I arc on terms of con
fidence, and have requested Mr. Dolls to deve]
op his views here.”

The wretched object being much embarrassed
by holding whatremained of hishat, Eugeneairily
tossed it to the door and put him down in a chair.

It will be necessary, I think,” he observed,
¢*to wind up Mr. Dolls before any thing to an
mortal purpose can be got out of him. Brandy,
Mr. Dolls, or—2”

““Threepenn’orth Rum,” said Mr. Dolls.

A judiciously small quantity of the spirit was
given him in a wine-glass, and he began to con
vey it to his mouth with all kinds of falterings
and gyrations on the road.

¢t The nerves of Mr. Dolls,” remarked Eugen
to Lightwood, ¢“ are considerably unstrung. An
I deem it on the whole expedient to fumiga
Mr. Dolls.”

He took the shovel from the grate, sprinkled
a few live ashes on it, and from a box on the
chimney-piece took a few pastiles, which he s
upon them; then with great composure bega
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wood, laughing again, ‘‘what o mad fellow yo
arc! Why does this creature come tosee you ?
¢We shall hear,” said Wrayburn, very o
servant of his face withal. ¢ Nowthen. Speak
out. Don't be afraid. State your busines
Dolls.”
¢ Nist Wrayburn!” said the visitor, thickly

and huskily. ¢—'Tis Mist Wrayburn, ain't?”
With a stupid stare.

“Of course it is.
you want ?”

Mr. Dolls collapsed in his chair and faintly
said, ‘“Threepenn’orth Rum.”

“Will you do me the favor, my dear Mor-
timer, to wind up Mr. Dolls again?” said En-
gene.  “‘I am occupied with the fumigation.”

A similar quantity was poured into his glass,
and he got it to his lips by similar circuitous
ways. Having drunk it, Mr. Dolls, with an
cvident fear of running down again unless he
made haste, proceeded to business.

“Mist Wrayburn. Tried to nudge you, but
you wouldn’t. You want that drection. You
want t'know where she lives. Do you Mist
Wrayburn ?”

With a glance at his friend, Eugene replied to
the question sternly, I do.”

“T am er man,” said Mr. Dolls, trring to
smite himself on the breast, but bringing his
hand to bear upon the vicinity of lis eye, ““er
do it. I am er man er do it.”

¢“TWhat are you the man to do?” demanded
Lugene, still sternly.

“Er give up that drection.”

¢ Have you got it ?”

With a most laborious attempt at pride and
dignity, Mr. Dolls rolled his head for some time,
awakening the highest expectations, and then
answered, as if it were the happiest point that
could possibly be expected of him: “No.”

¢What do you mean then?”

Mr. Dolls, collapsing in the drowsiest man-
ner after his late intellectual trinmph, replied:
‘¢ Threepenn’orth Rum.”

“1Wind him up again, my dear Mortimer,”
said Wrayburn; ‘‘wind him up again.”

¢ Eugene, Eugene,” urged Lightwood in a
low voice, as he complied, ““can you stoop to
the use of such an instrument as this?”

“J said,” was the reply, made with that for-
mer gleam of determination, “that I would
find her out by any means, fair or foul. These
arc foul, and I’ll take them—if I am not first
tempted to break the head of Mr. Dolls with the
fumigator. Can you get, the dircction? Do
yvou mean that? Speak! If that’s what you
have come for, say how much you want.”

- “Ten shillings—Threepenn’orths Rum,” said
Mr. Dolls.

¢“You shall have it.”

«TFifteen shillings — Threepenn’orths Rum,”
said Mr. Dolls, making an attempt to stiffen
himself.

¢You shall have it. Stop at that.
you get the direction you talk of ?”

¢ ] am er man,” said Mr. Dolls, with majesty,
“er get it, Sir.”

¢How will you get it, I ask you?”

«T am ill-used vidual,” said Mr. Dolls.
tBlown up morning t'night. Called names.
She makes Mint money, Sir, and never stands
Threepenn’orth Rum.”

Look at me. Yhat do

How will
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¢ Get on,” rejoined Eugene, tapping his pal-
sied head with the fire-shovel as it sank on his
breast. ¢ What comes next ?”

Making a dignified attempt to gather himself
together, but, as it were, droPpin.g ha!f a doz'en
picces of himself while be tried in vain to pick
up one, Mr. Dolls, swaying his head from side
to side, regarded his questioner with what he
supposed to be a haughty smile and a scornful
glance.

¢ She looks upon me as mere child, Sir. I
am ~Nor mere child, Sir. Man. Man talent,
Lerrers pass betwixt ’em. Postman lerrers.
Lasy for man talent er get drection as get his
own drection.”

“Get it then,” said Eugenc; adding very
heartily under his breath, “—You Brute! Get
it, and bring it here to me, and earn the money
for sixty threepenn’orths of rum, and drink them
all, onc atop of another, and drink yourself
dead with all possible expedition.” The latter
clauses of these special instructions he addressed
to the fire, as he gave it back the ashes he had
taken from it, and replaced the shovel.

Mr. Dolls now struck out the highly unexpect-
cd discovery that he had been insulted by Light-
wood, and stated his desire to ‘“have it out
with him” on the spot, and defied him to come
on, upon the liberal terms of a sovereign to a
half-penny.  Mr. Dolls then fell a cerying, and
then exhibited a tendency to fall asleep. This
last manifestation as by far the most alarming,
by reason of its threatening his prolonged stay
on the premises, necessitated vigorous measures.
Eugene picked up his worn-out hat with the
tongs, clapped it on his head, and, taking him
hy the collar—all this at arm’s-length—conduct-
cd him down stairs and out of the precinets into
Fleet Street.  There, he turned his face west-
ward, and left him.

When he got back, Lightwood was standing
over the fire, brooding in a sufliciently low-spir-
ited manner. )

“IIl wash my hands of Mr. Dolls—physical-
ly—" said Eugene, ““and be with you again di-
rectly, Mortimer.”

“I would much prefer,” retorted Mortimer,
“ your washing your hands of Mr. Dolls, moral-
Iy, Eugene.”

“So would 1,” said Eugene; “but you see,
dear boy, I can’t do without him.”

In = minute or two he resumed his chair, as
perfectly unconcerned as usual, and rallied his
friend on having so narrowly escaped the prow-
css of their muscular visitor.

‘I can’t be amused on this theme,” said Mor-
timer, restlessly. ¢ You can make almost any
theme amusing to me, Eugene, but not this,”

“Well!” cried Eugene, “I am a little
ashamed of it myseclf, and thereforc let us
change the subject.”

_ “Itis so deplorably underhanded,” said Mor-
timer. ‘It is so unworthy of you, this setting
on of such & shameful scout.”

““We have changed the subject!” exclaimed

Eugene airily. ¢“We have found a new one in
that word, scout. Don’t be like Patience on a
mantle-piece frowning at Dolls, but sit down,
and I'll tell you something that you really will
find amusing. Take a cigar. Look at this of
mine. I light it—draw one puff—breathe the
smoke out—there it goes—it’s Dolls—it's gone
—qnd being gone you are a man again.”

¢ Your subject,” said Mortimer, after lighting
a cigar, and comforting himself with a whiff or
two, ‘“ was scouts, Eugene.”

‘f Exactly. Isn'’t it droll that I never go out
after dark but I find myself attended always
by one scout, and often by two 2
ightwood took his cigar from his lips in sur-
prise, and looked at his friend, as if with a latent
suspicion that theére must be a jest or hidden
ning in his words.

 On my honor, no,” said Wrayburn, answer-
ing| the look and smiling careclessly; ‘I don’t
wonder at your supposing so, but on my honor,
no.| I say what I mean. I never go out after
dark but I find myself in the ludicrous situa-
tion of being followed and observed at a dis-
tanee, always by one scout, and often by two.”

¢ Are you sure, Eugene ?” "
“Sure? My dear boy, they are always the

Jews only threaten. They have done no-
ing. DBesides, they know where to find you,
and I represent you. Why take the trouble ?”

< in, if any body would give it any thing to
Respected  solicitor, it’s not that. The
schgolmaster’s abroad.”

The schoolmaster ?” .

“/Ay! Somectimes the schoolmaster and the
pupil arc both abroad. Why, how soon you
rust/in my absence! You don’t understand yet?
Those fellows who were here one night.  They
are the scouts I speak of, as doing me the honor
to attend me after dark.”

““IIow long has this been going on?” asked
Lightwood, opposing « serious face to the laugh
s friend.
apprehend it has been going on ever since
a certain person went off.  Probably it had
been| going on some little time before I noticed
it: which would bring it to about that time.”

““Do you think they suppose you to have in-
veigled her away 27

¢¢ My dear Mortimer, you know the absorbing
nature of my professional occupations; I really
have not had leisure to think about it.”

“Have you asked them what they want?
Have you objected 2”

“MWhy should I ask them what they want,
dear| fellow, when I am indifferent what they
want?° Why should I cxpress objection, when
I don’t object 2”

“You arc in your most recklese mood. But
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you called the situation just now a ludicrous
onc; and most men object to that, even those
who are utterly inditferent to every thing clse.”

““You charm me, Mortimer, with your read-
ing of my weaknesses. (By-the-by, that very
word, Reading, in its critical use, always charms
me. An actress’s Reading of a chamber-maid,
a dancer’s Reading of .a hornpipe, a singer’s
Reading of a song, a marine-painter’s Reading
of the sea, the kettle-drum’s Reading of -an in-
strumental passage, are phrases cver youthful
and delightful.) I was mentioning your percep-
tion of my weaknesses. I own to the weakness
of objecting to occupy a ludicrous position, and
therefore I transfer the position to the scouts.”

¢ wish, Eugene, you would speak a little
more soberly and plainly, if it were only out of
consideration for my fecling less at case than
you do.”

¢“Then soberly and plainly, Mortimer, I goad
the schoolmaster to madness. I make the school-
master so ridiculous, and so aware of being made
ridiculous, that I sec him chafe and fret at every
pore when we cross one another. The amiable
occupation has been the solace of my life since I
was balked in the manner unnecessary to re-
call. Ihave derived inexpressible comfort from
it. I do it thus: I stroll out after dark, stroll a
little way, look in at a window, and furtively
look out for the schoolmaster. Sooner or later
I pereeive the schoolmaster on the watch; some-
times accompanied by his hopeful pupil, oftener
pupil-less. - Having made sure of his watching
me, I tempt him on, all over London. One
night I go cast, another night north, in a few
nights I go all round the compass. Sometimes
I walk ; sometimes I procced in cabs, draining
the pocket of the schoolmaster who then follows
in cabs. I study and get up abstruse no Thor-
oughfares in the course of the day. With Vene-
tian mystery I seck those No Thoroughfares at
night, glide into them by means of dark courts,
tempt the schoolmaster to follow, turn suddenly,
and catch him before he can retreat.  Then we
face one another, and I pass him as unaware of
his cxistence, and he undergoes grinding tor-
ments.  Similarly, I walk ot a great pace down
a short street, rapidly turn the corner, and, get-
ting out of his vicw, as rapidly turn back. I
catch him coming on post, again pass him as
unaware of his existence, and again he under-
gocs grinding torments. Night after night his
disappointment is acute, but hope springs eternal
in the scholastic breast, and he follows me again
to-morrow. Thus I enjoy the pleasures of the
chase, and derive great benefit from the health-
ful exercise.  When I do not enjoy the pleasures
of the chase, for any thing Iknow he watches at
the Temple Gate all night.”

“This is an extraordinary story,” observed
Lightwood, who had heard it out with serious
attention. . ¢‘I don’t like it.”

“You are a little hipped, dear fellow,” said
Eugene; ¢“you have been too sedentary.  Come
and enjoy the pleasures of the chase.”

“Do you mean that you believe he is watch-
ing now?”

¢TI have not the slightest doubt he is.”

* Have you seen him to-night ?”

¢TI forgot to look for him when I was last
out,” returned Eugene, with the calmest indif-
ference; ‘‘but I dare say he was there. Come!
Be a British sportsman, and enjoy the pleasures
of the chase. It will do you good.”

Lightwood hesitated ; but, yielding to his cu-
riosity, rose.

“Bravo!” cried Eugene, rising too. ¢ Or, if
Yoicks would be in better keeping, consider that
I said Yoicks. Look to your feet, Mortimer, for
we shall try your boots. When you are ready,
I am—need I say with a Hey Ho Chivey, and
likewise with a Hark Forward, Hark Forward,
Tantivy 2"

¢¢Will nothing make you serious?” said Mor-
timer, laughing through his gravity.

¢I am always serious, but just now I am a
little excited by the glorious fact that a souther-
ly wind and a cloudy sky proclaim a hunting
evening. Ready? So. We turn out the lamp
and shut the door, and take the field.”

As the two friends passed out of the Temple
into the public street, Eugene demanded with a
show of courteous patronage in which direction
Mortimer would like the run to be? *“There is
a rather difficult country about Bethnal Green,”
said Bugene, ¢‘and we have not taken in that di-
rection lately. What is your opinion of Bethnal
Green ?”  Mortimer assented to Bethnal Green,
and they turned eastward. ‘“Now, when we
come to St. Paul’s church-yard,” pursued Eu-
gene, ¢ we'll loiter artfully, and I'll show you
the schoolmaster.” But they both saw him be-
fore they got there; alone, and stealing after
them in the shadow of the houses on the oppo-
site side of the way.

“Get your wind,” said Eugene, “for I am
off dircetly. Does it occur to you that the boys
of Merry England will begin to deteriorate in an
cducational light if this {asts long? The school-
master can't attend to me and the boys too. Got
your wind? I am off!”

At what a rate he went, to breathe the school-
master ; and how he then lounged and loitered,
to put his patience to another kind of wear; what
preposterous ways he took, with no other object
on carth than to disappoint and punish him;
and how he wore him out by every piece of in-
genuity that his cccentric humor could devisc;
all this Lightwood noted with a feeling of aston-
ishment that so carcless a man could be so wary,
and that so idle a man could take so much trou-
ble. At last, far on in the third hour of the
pleasures of the chase, when he had brought the
poor dogging wretch round again into the City,
he twisted Mortimer up a few dark entries, twist-
cd him into a little square court, twisted him
sharp round again, and they almost ran against
Bradley Headstone.

¢« And you see, as I was saying, Mortimer,”

remnarked Eugene aloud with the utmost cool-
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ness, as though there were no one within hear-
ing but themselves: ¢ and you see, as I was say-
ing—-undergoing grinding torments.”

It was not too strong a phrase for the occasion.
Looking like the hunted and not the hunter,
pafied, worn, with the exhaustion of deferred
hope and consuming hate and anger in his face,
white-lipped, wild-eyed, draggle-haired, scamed
with jealousy and anger, and torturing himself
with' the conviction that he showed it all and
they exulted in it, he went by them in the dark,
like a haggard head suspended in the air: so
completely did the force of his expression cancel
his figure.

Mortimer Lightwood was not an extraordi-
narily impressible man, but this face impressed
him. Ile spoke of it more than once on the re-

mainder of the way home, and more than once
when they got home.

They had been abed in their respective rooms
two |or three hours when Eugene was partly
awakened by hearing a footstep going about,
and was fully awakened by seeing Lightwood
standing at his bedside. )

¢ Nothing wrong, Mortimer ?”

¢ No.”

¢“YWhat fancy takes you, thenm, for walking
about in the night ?”

¢¢J am horribly wakeful.”

“How comes that about, I wonder ?”

¢ Kugene, I can not lose sight of that fellow’s
face.

“(0dd!” said Eugene, with a light laugh, <7
can.”| And turned over, and fell asleep again.

Muuthly Termd of Cureent Guents,

UNITED STATLS.
TUR Record closes on the 10th of May. Within
the six weeks commencing with the 25th of
March are comprised more important events than
in any other period of the same length in human
history. .

Before the middle of March it was evident that
the Confederate capital must be abandoned. It
was merely a question of time—a few days more or
less.  Lee's vigorous attack upon Fort Steadman,
on the 25th, was less an effort to avoid this neces-
sity than a movement to mask its exccution. The
disastrous failurc of this attempt determined Grant
to strike the enemy on his retreat.  Sheridan was
therefore dispatched, by a wide detour, to strike
Lee's right.  The scries of actions which ensued
during the last days of March and the first days of
April were noted in our last Record, together with
our occupation of Petersburg and Richmond. On
Sunday, April 2, Davis, while at church, received
tidings from Iee that his lines had been pierced,
and that his position was no longer tenable. Ile
left the church, and before night e and his cabinet
departed from Richmond, taking with them such
specie as they were able to gather from the banks.
They left by the Danville Railroad for North Caro-
lina.  From Danville, on the 5th of April, Davis
issued a proclamation, of which the following are
the most important passages:

**The General-in-Chief found it necessary to make such
movements of his troops as to uncover the capital. It
would be unwise to conceal the moral and material injury
to our cause resulting from the occupation of our capital
by the enewy. .. .For many months the largest and finest
army of the Confederacy, ander command of a leader whose
presence inspires equal confidence in the troops and the
penple, has been greatly trammeled by the necessity of
kecping constant watch over the approaches to the capi-
tal, and has thus been forced to forego more than one op-
portimity for promising cnterprise....We have now en-
tered upon a new phase of the struggle.  Relieved from
the necessity of guarding particular points, onr army will
be free to-move from point to point to strike the enemy
in detail far from his base. Let us but will it and we are
free....I announce to you, fellow-countrymen, that it is
my purpose to maintain your cause with my whole heart
and soul; that I wiil never consent to abandon to the en-
emy one foot of the soil of any one of the States of the
Confederacy ;... .that Virginia, with the help of the peo-

pk:_ and by the blessing of Providence, shall be held and
defended, and no peace ever be made with the infamous

invaders of her territory. If by the stress of numbers we

should|ever be compelled to a temporary withdrawal from
her limits, or those of any other Border State, again and
again will we return, until the batlled and exhausted en-
emy sliall abandon in despiir his endless and impossible
task of| making slaves of a people resolved to be free.”

Progeeding to North Carolina, Davis remained
for three wecks in the neighborhood of Raleigh,
awaiting the course of cvents. These proving
wholly disastrous, he again set oftf southward. At
the latest intelligence Stoneman’s cavalry were hard
upon his track.

The| army of Lee, abandoning Petersburg and
Richmpond, struck alinost due south, with the appar-
ent purpose of graining Lynchburg, which had been

strongly intrenched, and where were large supplies
of stoyes. Defore abandoning Richmond, the city

was sekb on fire; the damage done was much greater
than was indicated in our last Record. General
Ewell,|in a published letter, aflirms that the con.
flagratjon was caused by a mob, against which the
city authoritics had ample time to make provision
by the organization of a competent police force,
since they were forewarned that the city would be
abandoned ; but there scems to be abundant evi-
dence fhat the place was fired by the rear-guard of
the army—whether acting with or without orders
may still be considered a matter of doubt. Lecs
retreat| was made by several roads; and Grant
pushed forward his forces in pursuit. The retreat,
though somewhat disorderly, was still far from an
absolute rout. There was great demoralization and
much desertion in the rear and on the flanks; but
there was always a solid central core, which opposed
a stout resistance whenever assailed. It is vet too
early, in the absence of official reports, to undertake
to give|a detail of the movements of the three days
which followed the abandonment of Richmond, or
to assign to cach officer and division of the army the
credit to which they are entitled. The main object
of the movements on both sides is, however, evi-
dent: Tiee wished to gain Lynchburg, and Sheridan

wished to intercept him. Lynchburg lies 116 miles

almost due west from Richmond. On the morning
of the 5th the main body of the Confederate army

was gathered near Amelia Court House, 47 miles

on its wny ; while Sheridan, by.a wide detour, had

reached | Burkesville, about 15 miles further west,

and directly in the way to Lynchburg. Sheridan
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