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whether he hadn’t something to do with th
gal's disappearance. I knew a better way of g
ing to work. Having got behind the hedge, an
put him in the light, I took a shot at him an
brought him down plump. Oh! It don’t coun
for much, being a Jew, in a match against me /!
Another dry twist in place of a smile mad
his face crooked here.
“As to Christians,” procceded Fledgeby
‘“look out, fellow-Christians, particularly you
that lodge in Queer Street! I have got the rus
of Queer Street now, and you shall see som
games there. To work a lot of power over yoi
and you not know it, knowing as you think your
selves, would be almost worth laying out mone)
upon. But when it comes to squeezing a profi
out of you into the bargain, it's something like!
With this apostrophe Mr. Fledgeby appropri
_ately procceded to divest himself of his Turkis]
garments, and invest himself with Christian at-
tire. Pending which operation, and his morn-
ing ablutions, and his anointing of himself with
the last infallible prcparation for the production
of luxuriant and glossy hair upon the human
countenance (quacks being the only sages he be
licved in besides usurers), the murky fog close
about him and shut him up in its sooty embrace.
If it had never let him out any more, the world
would have had no irreparable loss, but could
have casily replaced him from its stock on hand.

how, they would have asked him the questic:f
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CHAPTER II.
A RESPECTED FRIEND IN A NXEW ASPECT.

=1

Ix the evening of this same foggy day whe
the yellow window-blind of Pubsey and Co. wa
drawn down upon the day’s work, Riah the Je
once more came forth into Saint Mary Axe.
But this time he carried no bag, and was not
bound on his master’s affairs. e passed over
London Bridge, and returned to the Middlesex
shore by that of Westminster, and so, cver wanT

a4 »n

ing through the fog, waded to the door-step of
the dolls’ dress-maker.
Miss Wren expected him. He counld see he
through the window by the light of her low fire
—carefully banked up with damp cinders that jt
might last the longer and waste the less when
she was out——sitting waiting for him in her bon-
net. His tap at the glass roused her from the
musing solitude in which she sat, and she came
to the door to open it; aiding her steps with |a
little crutch-stick.
¢t Good-cvening, godmother ! said Miss Jen-
ny Wren.
The old man langhed, and gave her his arm
to lean on.
t¢XVon't you come in and warm yourself, god-
mother ?” asked Miss Jenny Wren.
© Not if you are ready, Cinderella, my dear,
¢Well!” exclaimed Miss Wren, delighted.
**Now you ARE a clever old boy! If we gaye

-t

1

prizes at this establishment (but we only keep
blanks), you should have the first silver medq)
for taking me up so quick.” As she spake thus,
Miss Wren removed the key of the house-dogr
from the keyhole and put it in her pocket, ang
then bustlingly closed the door, and tried it a5
they both stood on the step. Satisfied that her
dwelling was safe, she drew one hand throueh
the old man’s arm and prepared to ply hacr
crutch-stick with the other. But the key was ap
instrument of such gigantic proportions, that he.
fore they started Riah proposed to carry it,

¢“No, no, no! Tl carry it myself,” returned
Miss Wren. “I'm awfually lopsided, you knov,
and stowed down in my pocket it’ll trim the ship,
To let you into a secret, godmother, I wear my
pocket on my high side, o’ purpose.”

With that they began their plodding through
the fog.

¢ Yes, it was truly sharp of you, godmother,”
resumed Miss Wren with great approbation,
‘‘to understand me. But, you sece, you are so
Iike the fairy godmother in the bright little
books! You look so unlike the rest of people,
and so much as iIf you had changed yourself
into that shape, just this mocment, with some
benevolent object. Boh!” cried Miss Jenny,
putting her face close to the old man’s. ‘I can
sce your features, godmother, behind the heard.”

¢“Does the fancy go to my changing other ob-
jects too, Jenny ?”

““Ah! That it does! If you'd only borrow
my stick and tap this piece of pavement—this
dirty stonec that my foot taps—it would start up
a coach and six. Isay! Let’s believe sol”

““With all my heart,” replied the good old
man.

¢« And Tl tell you what I must ask you to do,
godmother. I must ask you to be so kind as
give my child a tap, and change him altogether.
O my child has been such a bad, bad child of
late! It worries me nearly out of my wits. Not
done a stroke of work these ten days. Has had
the horrors, too, anc fancied that four copper-
colored men in red wanted to throw him into 8
fiery furnace.”

¢<But that’s dangerous, Jenny.”

““Dangerous, godmother ?”” My bad child is
always dangerous, more or less. He might"—
here the little creature glanced back over her
shoulder at the sky—*¢¢ be setting the house on
fire at this present moment. I don’t know who
would have a child, for my part! It's no use
shaking him. I have shaken him till T have
made myself giddy. ¢Why don’t you mind
your Commandments and honor your parenb
you nanghty old boy?’ I said to him all ths
time. But he only whimpered and stared at me.

“YVhat shall be changed, after him?” asked
Riah, in a compassionately playful voice.

“ Upon my word, godmother, I am nfrn}dl
must be selfish next, and get you to sct me right
in the back and the legs. It's a little thing 10
you with your power, godmother, but it’s 2 great
deal to poor weak aching me.”
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There was no querulous complaining in the
words, but they were not the less touching for
that.

« And then?” .

. ¢#Yes, and then — you know, godmother.
«1Ve’ll both jump up into the coach ard six and
go to Lizzie. This reminds me, godmother, to
ask you a serious question. You are as wise as
wisc can be (having been brought up by the
fairies), and you can tell me this: Is it better
to have had a good thing and lost it, or never to
bave had it 2" .

« Explain, god-daughter.” _

#] feel so much more solitary and helpless
without Lizzie now, than I uscd to feel before I
knew her.” (Tears were in her cyes as she
said s0.)

“Some beloved companionship fades out of
most lives, my dear,” said the Jew—*“that of a
wife, and a fair daughter, and a son of promise,
has faded out of my own life—but the happiness
was.”’

“Ah!” said Miss Wren thoughtfully, by no
means convinced, and chopping the exclama-
tion with that sharp little hatchet of hers;
“then I tell you what change I think you had
better begin with, godmother. You had better
change Ts into Was and Was into Is, and keep
them so.” .

“Would that suit your case? Would you
not be always in pain then ?” asked the old man,
tenderly.

“Right!" exclaimed Miss Wren with another
chop. . “You have changed me wiser, god-
mother.—Not,” she added with the quaint hitch
of her chin and eyes, ¢“that you need be a very
wonderful godmother to do that deed.”

Thus conversing, and having crossed TWest-
minster Bridge, they traversed the ground that
Riah had lately traversed, and new ground like-
wise; for, when they had recrossed the Thames
by way of London Bridge, they struck down by
the river and held their still foggier course that
way.

But previously, as they were going along,
Jenny twisted her vencrable friend aside to a
brilliantly-lighted. toy-shop window, and said:
“Now look at 'em! All my work!”

This referred to a dazzling semicircle of dolls
inall the colors of the rainbow, who were dressed
for presentation at court, for going to balls, for
going out driving, for going out on horseback,
for going out walking, for going to get married,
for going to help other dolls to get married, for
all the gay cvents of life.

“Pretty, pretty, pretty!” said the old man
with a clap of his hands. ¢ Most clegant taste!”

“Glad you like ’em,” rcturned Miss Wren,
loftily. ¢ But the fun is, godmother, how I
make the great ladies try my dresses on.  Though
it's the hardest part of my business, and would
be, even if my back were not bad and my legs
queer,”

He looked at her as not understanding what
she said.

“Bless you, godmother,” said Miss YWren,
¢“I have to scud about town at all hours. Ifit
was only sitting at my bench, cutting out and
sewing, it would be comparatively easy work;
but it’s the trying-on by the great ladies that
takes it out of me.”

““How, the trying-on?” asked Riah.

““YWhat 2 mooney godmother you are, after
all!” returned Miss Wren. ¢ Look here. There's
a Drawing-Room, or a grand day in the Park,
or a Show, or a Féte, or what you like. Very
well. I squeeze among the crowd, and I look
about me. When I scc a great lady very suita-
ble for my business, I say, ‘You'll do, my dear !’
and I take particular notice of her, and run
home and cut her out and baste her. Then an-
other day I come scudding back again and try
on, and then I take particular notice of her
again.| Somectimes she plainly scems to say,
¢ How that little creature is staring " and some-
times [ikes it and sometimes den’t, but much
more pften yes than no. All the time I am
only saying to myself, ‘I must hollow out a bit
here ; I must slope away there;” and I am mak-
ing-a perfect slave of her, with making her try
on my doll's dress. Evening parties are severer
work for me, because there’s only a doorway for
a full view, and what with hobbling among the
wheels| of the carriages and the legs of the horses,
I fully|expect to be run over some night. Iow-
cver, there I have ’em, just the same. When
they go bobbing into the hall from the carriage,
and catch a glimpse of my little physiognomy
poked jout from behind a policeman’s cape in the
rain, I dare say they think I am wondering and
admiring with all my eyes and heart, but they
little think they’re only working for my dolls!
There| was Lady Belinda Whitrose. 1 made
lier do double duty in one night. I said when
she came out of the carriage, ¢ You'll do, my
dear!| and I ran straight home and cut her out
and basted her. Back I came again, and wait-
ed bci}nind the men that called the carriages.
Very bad night too. At last, ‘Lady Belinda
Whitrpse's carriage! Lady Belinda Whitrose
coming down! And I madec her try on—oh!
and take pains about it too—before she got seat-
ed. That's Lady Belinda hanging up by the
waist, |much too near the gaslight for a wax
one, with her toes turned in.”

When they had plodded on for some time nigh
the river, Riah asked the way to a certain tavern
called | the Six Jolly Fellowship Porters. Fol-
lowing the directions he received, they arrived,
after tivo or three puzzled stoppages for consid-
cration, and some uncertain looking about them,
at the door of Miss Abbey Potterson’s dominions.
A peep through the glass portion of the door re-
vealed to them the glories of the bar, and Miss
Abbey herself seated in state on her snug throne,
reading the newspaper. To whom, with defer-
ence, they presented themselves.

Taking her eyes off her newspaper, and paus-
ing with a suspended expression of countenance,
as if she must finish the paragraph in hand be-
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fore undertaking any other business whatever,
Miss Abbey demanded, with some slight asperi-
ty: “Now then, what’s for you?”

¢ Could we sce Miss Potterson ?” asked
old man, uncovering his head.

““You not only could, but you can and
do,” replied the hostess.

¢ Might we speak with you, madam?”

By this time Miss Abbey’s eyes had possssed
themselves of the small figure of Miss Jenny
Wren. For the closer observation of which,
Miss Abbey laid aside her newspaper, rose, | and
looked over the half-door of the bar. |[The
cruteh-stick scemed to entreat for its owner leave
to come in and rest by the fire; so Miss Abbey
opened the half-door, and said, as though reply-
ing to the crutch-stick: ¢ Yes, come in and) rest
by the fire.”

“My name is Riah,” said the old man,

the

you

don city. This, my young companion—"
¢t Stop a bit,” interposed Miss Wren.
give the lady my card.” She produced it from
" her pocket with an air, after struggling with the
gigantic door-key which had got upon thg
of it and kept it down. Miss Abbey, with

document, and found it to run conciscly thr

MISS JENNY WREN,
DOLLS' DRESS-MAKER.

Dolls attended at their own Residences.

“TLud!” cxclaimed Miss Potterson, staring.
And dropped the card.

*We take the liberty of coming, my young
companion and I, madam,” said Riah, ““on be-
half of Lizzie Hexam.”

Miss Potterson was stooping to loosen the bon-
net-strings of the dolls’ dress-maker. She looked
round rather angrily, and said : ¢¢ Lizzie Hexam
is a very proud young woman.”

¢¢ She would be so proud,” returned Riah, dex-
trously, “to stand well in your good opinion,
that before she quitted London for—"

“TFor where, in the name of the Cape of Good
ope?” asked Miss Potterson, as thoagh sup-
posing her to have emigrated.

“TFor the country,” was the cautious answer—
¢‘she made us promise to come and show you a
paper, which she left in our hands for that spe-
cial purpose. I am an unserviceable friend of
hers, who began to know her after her departure
from this ncighborhood. She has been for some
time living with my young companion, and has
been a helpful and a comfortable friend to her.
Much needed, madam,” he added, in a lower
voice. ‘*Believe me; if you knew all, much
needed.”

“1 can believe that,” said Miss Abbey,
a softening glance at the little creature.

¢t And if it’s proud to have a heart that never
hardens, and a temper that never tires, and-a
touch that never hurts,” Miss Jenny struck in,

‘ith

flushed, “she is proud. And if it’s not, she i
~NoT."”

Her set purpose of coutradicting Miss Abbey
point-blank, was so far from offending that dreagd
authority as to elicit a gracious smile. ¢ Yq,
do right, child,” said Miss Abbey, ““to speak we]
of those who deserve well of you.”

“Right or wrong,” muttered Miss Wren, iy.
audibly, with a visible hitch of lher chin, «
mean to do it, and you may make up your ming
to that, old lady.”

¢ Here is the paper, madam,” said the Jew,
delivering into Miss Potterson’s hands the orig-
inal document drawn up by Rokesmith, and
signed by Riderhood. ¢¢Will you please to read
it?”

“DBut first of all,” said Miss Abbey, “—did
you ever taste shrub, child ?”

Miss Wren shook her head.

¢ Should you like to ?”

¢t Should if it’s good,” returned Miss Wren,

“You shall try. And, if you find it good, I'll
mix some for you with hot water. Put your
poor little feet on the fender. It's a cold, cold
night, and the fog clings so0.” As Miss Abbey
helped her to turn her chair her loosened bonnet
dropped on the floor. ¢Why, what lovely hair!”

cried Miss Abbey. ¢ And enough to make wigs
for all the dolls in the world.  What a guan-
tity I

¢¢ Call that a quantity ?”’ returned Miss Wren.
“Poof! What do you say to the rest of it?”
As she spoke, she untied a band, and the golden
stream fell over herself and over the chair, and
flowed down to the ground. Miss Abbey’s ad-
miration seemed to increase her perplexity, She
beckoned the Jew toward her, as she reached
down the shrub-bottle from its niche, and whis-
pered:

¢ Child, or woman ?”

¢ Child in years,” was the answer; ‘“ woman
in self-reliance and trial.”

““You arc talking about Me, good people,”
thought Miss Jenny, sitting in her golden bower,
warming her feet. I can’t hear what you say,
but 7 know your tricks and your manners!”

The shrub, when tasted from a spoon, perfect-
ly harmenizing with Miss Jenny’s palate, a ju-
dicious amount was mixed by Miss Dotterson’s
skillful hands, whereof Riah too partook. After
this preliminary Miss Abbey read the document;
and, as often as she raised her cyebrows in 0
doing, the watchful Miss Jenny accompanicd the
action with an expressive and emphatic sip of the
shrub and water.

¢« As far as this goes,” said Miss Abbey Pot-
terson, when she had read it several times, and
theught about it, ‘it proves (what didn’t much
need proving) that Rogue Riderhood is a villain.
I have my doubts whether he is not the villain
who solely did the deed; but I have no expect-
ation of those doubts ever being cleared up now.
1 believe I did Lizzie's father wrong, but never
Lizzie's sclf; because when things were at the
worst I trusted her, had perfect confidence it
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her, and tried to persuade her to come to me for
arefuge. I am very sorry to have done a man
wrong, particularly when it can’t be undone,
Be kind enough to let Lizzic know what I say;
not forgetting that if she will come to the Por-
ters, after all, by-gones being by-gones, she will
find 2 home at the Porters, and a friend at the
Porters. She knows Miss Abbey of old, remind
her, and she knows what-like the home, and
what-like the friend, is likely to turn out. I am
generally short and sweet—or short and sour,
according as it may be and as opinions vary—"
remarked Miss Abbey, ‘‘and that’s about all I
have got to say, and cnough too.”

But before the shrub and water was sipped
out, Miss Abbey bethought herself that she would
like to keep a copy of the paper by her.  “It’s
not long, Sir,” said she to Riah, ‘“and perhaps
vou wouldn’t mind just jotting it down.” The
old man willingly put on his spectacles, and,
standing at the little desk in the corner where
Miss Abbey filed her receipts and kept her sam-
ple vials (customers’ scores were interdicted by
the strict administration of the Porters), wrote
out the copy in & fair round character. As he
stood there, doing his methodical penmanship,
his ancient scribe-like figure intent upon the
work, and the little dolls’ dress-maker sitting in
her golden bower before the fire, Miss Abbey had
her doubts whether she had not dreamed those
two rare figures into the bar of the Six Jolly Fel-
lowships, and might not wake with a nod next
moment and find them gone.

Miss Abbey had twice made the experiment
of shutting her cyes and opening them again,
still finding the figures there, when, dream-like,
a confused hubbub arose in the public room.
As she started up, and they all three looked at
one another, it became a noise of clamoring
voices and of the stir of feet; then all the win-
dows were heard to be hastily thrown up, and
shouts and cries came floating into the house
from the river. A moment more, and Bob Glid-
dery came clattering along the passage, with the
noiz¢ of all the nails in his boots condensed into
every separate nail,

“What is it ?” asked Miss Abbey.

“It's summut run down in the fog, ma’am,”
answered Bob. ¢“There's ever so many people
in the river.”

“Tell ’em to put on all the kettles!” cried
Miss Abbey. ¢“Sce that the boiler’s full.  Get
a bath out. Ilang some blankets to the firc.
Heat some stonc bottles. Have your senses
about you, vou girls down stairs, and use ’em.”

While Miss Abbey partly delivered these di-
rections to Bob—whom she seized by the hair,
and whose head she knocked against the wall,
as a general injunction to vigilance and pres-
ence of mind—and partly hailed the kitchen
with them—the company in the public room,
jostling one another, rushed out to the cause-
way, and the outer noise increased.

“Come and look,” said Miss Abbey to her

visitors. They all three hurried to the vacated !

public room, and passed by onc of the windows
into the wooden veranda overhanging the river.

“Docs any body down there know what has
happened ?” demanded Miss Abbey, in her voice
of authority.

¢‘It’s a steamer, Miss Abbey, ” cried one blurred
figure in the fog.

‘It always is a steamer, Miss Abbey,” cried
another.

¢ Them’s her lights, Miss Abbey, wot you see
a-blinking yonder,” cried another.

¢ She’s a-blowing off her steam, Miss Abbey,
and that’s what makes the fog and the noisc
worse, don’t you sce?” explained another.

Boats were putting off, torches were lighting
up, people were rushing tumultuously to the
waterls edge. Some man fell in with a splash,
and was pulled out again with a roar of laugh-
ter. The drags were called for. A cry for the
life-buoy passed from mouth to mouth. It was
i sible to make out what was going on upon
cer, for every boat that put off sculled into

assailed with reproaches on all sides.
as the Murderer, bound for Gallows Bay ;
as the Manslaughterer, bound for Penal

be, wreaking destruction upon somebody
cthing, after the manner of all her kind.
whole bulk of the fog tecemed with such
taunts, uttered in tones of universal hoarsencess,
All the while the steamer’s lights moved spee-
trally| a very little, as she lay-to, waiting the
upshat of whatever accident had happened.
Now [she began burning blue-lights. These
made| a luminous patch about her, as if she had
set the fog on fire, and in the patch—the cries
changing their note, and becoming more fitful
and more excited—shadows of men and boats
could| be scen moving, while voices shouted:
“There ! ¢ There again!” * ¢ A couple more
strokes ahead!” “IIurrah!” ¢ Look out!”
“Jlold on!” “Haulin!” and the like. Last-
Iy, with a few tumbling clots of blue fire, the
night| closed in dark again, the wheels of the
stcamer were heard revolving, and her lights
smoothly away in the direction of the

It appeared to Miss Abbey and her two com-
panions that a considerable time had been thus
occupicd. There was now as ecager a set to-
ward|the shore beneath the house as there had
been |from it; and it was only on the first boat
of the rush coming in that it was known what

had decurred.

¢“If that's Tom Tootle,” Miss Abbey made
. proclamation, in her most commanding tones,
i ¢“let him instantly come underneath here.”
submissive Tom complicd, attended by a
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¢ What 18 it, Tootle ?”” demanded Miss Abbey.

“It's a foreign steamer, Miss, run down a
wherry.”

¢ How many in the wherry ?”

¢ One man, Miss Abbey.”

¢Found ?”

“Yes. He's been under water a long time,
Miss; but they’ve grappled up the body.”

¢ Let ’em bring it here. You, Bob Gliddery,
shut the house-door, and stand by it on the in-
side, and don't you open till I tell you. Any
police down there ?”

¢‘Here, Miss Abbey,” was official rejoinder.

““ After they have brought the body in, keep
the crowd out, will you? And help Bob Glid-
dery to shut ’em out.”

¢ All right, Miss Abbey.”

The autocratic landlady withdrew into the
house with Riah and Miss Jenny, and disposed
those forces, one on either side of her, within
the half-door of the bar, as behind a breast-work.

““You two stand close here,” said Miss Abbey,
‘“and you'll come to no hurt; and see it brought
in. DBob, you stand by the door.”

That sentinel, smartly giving his rolled shirt-
sleeves an extra and a final tuck on his shoul-
ders, obeyed.

Sound of advancing voices, sound of advanc-
ing steps. Shuffle and talk without. Moment-
ary pause. Two peculiarly blunt knocks or
pokes at the door, as if the dead man arriving
on his back were striking at it with the soles of
his motionless feet.

¢“That’s the stretcher, or the shutter, which-
ever of the two they are carrying,” said Miss
Abbey, with experienced car. ¢“Open, you
Bob!”

Door opened. Heavy tread of lIadenmen. A
halt. A rush. Stoppage of rush. Door shut.
Baffled hoots from the vexed souls of disappoint-
ed outsiders.

““Come on, men!” said Miss Abbey; for so
potent was she with her subjects that even then
the bearers awaited her permission. ¢¢ First-
floor.”

The entry being low, and the staircase being
low, they so took up the burden they had set
down as to carry that low. The recumbent fig-
ure, in passing, lay hardly as high as the half
door.

Miss Abbey started back atsight of it.  * Why,
good God!” said she, turning to her two com-
panions, “that’s the very man who made the
declaration we have just had in our hands.
That’s Riderhood !”

————————e

CHAPTER III.
THE SAME RESPECTED FRIEND IN MORE AS-
PECTS THAN ONE.

Ix sooth, it is Riderhood and no other, or it is
the outer husk and shell of Riderhood and no
other, that is borne into Miss Abbey’s first-floor
bedroom. Supple to twist and turn as the Rogue

has ever been, he is sufficiently rigid now; ang
not without much shuffling of attendant feet, ang
tilting of his bier this way and thag way, and
peril cven of his sliding off it and being tumbleq
Jﬂ a heap over the balustrades, can he be got ap
tairs.
““Fetch a doctor,” quoth Miss Abbey. Ang
then, ¢Fetch his daughter.” On both of which
errands quick messengers depart.
The doctor-secking messenger meets the doc.
tor half-way, coming under convoy of police.
Doctor examines the dank carcass, and pro-
nounces, not hopefully, that it is worth while
trying to reanimate the same. All the best
means are at once in action, and everv body
present lends a hand, and a heart and soul. No
one has the least regard for the man ; with them
all he has been an object of avoidance, suspicion,
and aversion ; but the spark of life within him is
curiously separable from himself now, and ther
lrave a deep interest in it, probably because it is
life, and they are living and must die.
In answer to the doctor’s inquiry how did it
appen, and was any one to blame, Tom Tootle
iives in his verdict, unavoidable accident and no
onc to blame but the sufterer.
ing about in his boat,” says Tom, ¢ which slink.
ing were, not to speak ill of the dead, the man-
ner of the man, when he come right athwart the
steamer’s bows and she cut him in two.” Mr,
Tootle is so far figurative, touching the dismem-
berment, as that he means the boat, and not the
man. For the man lies whole before them.
Captain Joey, the bottle-nosed regular cus-
omer in the glazed hat, is & pupil of the much-
respected old schocl, and (baving insinuated
himself into the chamber, in the exccution of the
mportant service of carrying the drowned man's
neckerchicf) favors the doctor with a sagacious
pld-scholastic suggestion that the body should be
hung up by the heels, ¢“sim’lar,” says Captain
Joecy, ‘“to mutton in a butcher’s shop,” and
should then, as a particularly choice manceuvre
for promoting easy respiration, be rolled upon
casks. These scraps of the wisdom of the cap-
tain’s ancestors are received with such speechless
indignation by Miss Abbey, that she instantly
seizes the captain by the collar, and without &
single word cjects him, not presuming to remon-
strate, from the scenc.
There then remain, to assist the doctor and
Tom, only those threc other regular customers,
Bob Glamour, William Williams, and Jonathan
(family name of the latter, if any, unknown t
mankind), who are quite ecnough. Miss Abbey
having looked in to make sure that nothing 13
wanted, descends to the bar, and there awals
the result, with the gentle Jew and Miss Jenny
Wren.
If you are not gone for good, Mr. Riderhood,
it would be something to know where you arc
hiding at present. This flabby lump of mor-

‘¢ He was slink-

tality that we work so hard at with such patient
perseverance, yields no sign of you. If you arc
gone for good, Rogue, it is very solemn, and it
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