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“Yes, my dear, it is undoubtedly a gain.”

He gave her a very blithe look, and a very
sly look. Which oceasioned the inexhaustible
baby to squarc at him with the speckled fists,
and demand in a threatening manner what he
meant ? ‘

“My love, you said it was a gain, and 7
said it was a gain. A very innocent remark,
surcly.”

¢ T won't,” said the inexhaustible baby, ¢¢ —al-
low—you—to make—g amc———ot—my—-vcncm-
ble—Ma.” At each division administering a
soft facer with one of the speckled fists.

John having stooped down to receive these
punishing visitations, Bella asked him, would it
be necessary to move soon? Why yes, indeed
(said John), he did propose that they should
move very soon. Taking the furniture with
them, of course (said Bella)? Why, no (g:md
John), the fact was, that the house was—in a
sort of a kind of a way—furnished already. -

The inexhaustible baby, hearing this, resumed
the offensive, and said: ¢‘But there’s no nursery
for me, Sir. What do you mean, marble-heart-
ed parent?” To which the marble-hearted pa-
rent rcjoined that there was a—sort of a kind
of a—nursery, and it might be “made to do.”
¢“JMade to do?” returned the Inexhaustible,lad-
ministering more punishment; “what do you
take me for?” And was then turned over on
its back in Bella's lap, and smothered with
kisscs.

¢« But really, John dear,” said Bella, flushed
in quite a lovely manncr by these exercises,
“will the new house, just as it stands, do for
baby? That’s the question.”

I felt that to be the question,” he 1ctumcd,
¢ and therefore I arranged that you should come
with me and look at it to-morrow morning.”
Appointment made, accordingly, for Bella to go
up with him to-morrow morning; John kissed ;
and Bella delighted.

When they reached London in pursnance of
their little plan they took coach and drove west-
ward. Not only drove westward, but drove into
that particular, westward division which Bella
had scen last when she turned her face from
Mr. Boffin’s door. Not only drove into th
particular division, but drove at last into t
very street.  Not only drove into that very street,
but stopped at last at that very house.

¢« John dear!” cricd Bella, looking out
window in a flutter. ‘Do you scc where
are ?”

“Yes, my love. The coachman’s quite right.”

The house-door was opened without dny
knocking or ringing, and John promptly helped
her out. The servant who stood holding the
door asked no question of John, neither did jhe
go before them or follow them as-they went
“straight up stairs. It was only her husband’s
encircling arm, urging her on, that prevented
Bella from stopping at the foot of the staircase.
As they ascendced, it was scen to be tastefully
ornamented with most beautiful flowers.
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“O John!” said Bella, faintly. ¢ What docs
this mean 2"

“Nothing, my darling, nothing.
on.”

Going on alittle higher, theycame to a charm.
ing aviary, in which a number of tropical birds,
more gorgeous in color than the flowers, were
flying about; and among those birds were gold
and silver fish, and mosses, and water-lilics, and
a fountain, and all manner of wonders.

Let us go

O my dear John !'? said Bella.  ¢¢What does
this mean ?* .
“Nothing, my darling, nothing.* Let us go

on.”

They went on, until they came to a door.  As
John put out his hand to open it, Bella caught
his hand. :

“1 don’t know what it means, but it's
much for me. Hold me, John, love.”

John canght her up in his arm, and lightly
dashed into the room with her.

Behold Mr. and Mrs. Boflin, beaming! DBe-
hold Mrs. Boffin clapping her hands in an cesta-
sy, ranning to Bella with tears of joy pouring
down her comely face, and folding her to her
comfortable breast, with the words: ¢ My deary
deary, deary girl, tlnt Noddy and me saw mar-
ricd and couldn’t wish joy to, or so much as speak
to! My deary, deary, deary, wife of John and
mother of his little child! My loving loving,
bright bright, Pretty Pretty! Welcome to your
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house and home, my decary!

too

CIIAPTER XIIIL

SHOWING IIOW TIIE GOLDEN DUSTMAN HELPED
TO SCATTER DUST.

Ix all the first bewilderment of her wonder,
the most bewilderingly wonderful thing to Bella
was the shining countenance of Mr. Doffin.
That his wife should be joyous, open-hearted,
and genial, or that her face should express every
quality that was large and trusting, and no quali-
ty that was little or mean, was accordant with
Bella’s experience.  But that he, with a perfect-
Iy beneficent air and a plump rosy face, should
be standing there, looking at her and John, like
some jovial good spirit, was marvelous. TFor,
Low had hie Jooked when she last saw him in that
very room (it was the room in which she had
given him that picce of her mind at parting),
and what had become of all those erooked lines
of suspicion, avarice, and distrust, that twisted
his visage then?

Mrs. Boflin scated Bella on the large ottoman,
and seated herself beside her, and John her hus-
hand seated himself on the other side of her, and
Mr. Boflin stood beaming at every one and every
thing he could see, with surpassing jollity and
enjoyment.  Mrs. Boffin was then taken with a
laughing fit of clapping her hands, and clapping
her knees, and rocking hersclf to and fro, and
then with another laughing fit of embracing Bel-
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Ia, and rocking her to and fro—both fits of con-
siderable duration.
“QOld lady, old lady,” said Mr. Boffin, at
length; ¢ if you don’t begin somebody clse must.”
“I’'m agoing to begin, Noddy, my dear,” re-
turned Mrs. Boffin.  “Only it isn’t casy for a
person to know where to begin, when a person is

in this state of delight and happiness. Bella, my
dear, Tell me, who's this?”

“Who is this?” repeated Bella. ¢ My hus-
band.”

“Ah! But tell me his name, deary!” cried
Mrs. Boffin.*

“ Rokesmith.”

“No, it ain’t!” cried Mrs. Boflin, clapping
her hands, and shaking her head. ¢ Not a bit
of it.”

¢“ITandford them,” suggested Bella.

““No, it ain’t!” cricd Mrs. Boffin, again clap-
ping her hands and shaking her head. “Not a
bit of it.”

““ At least his name is John, I suppose ?” said
Bella.

“Ah! I should think so, deary!” cried Mrs,
Boffin.  ““I should hope sc! Many and many
is the time I have called him by his name of
John. Butwhat's his other name, his trne other
name? Give a guess, my protty !”

“I can’t guess,” said Bella, turning her pale
face from onc to another.

“I could,” cricd Mrs. Boffin, “and what’s
more, I did! I found him out, all in a flash as
I may say, one night. Didn’t I, Noddy 7”

“Ay! That the old lady did !’ said Mr. Bof-
fin, with stout pride in the circumstance.

“ITarkee to me, deary,”” pursued Mrs. Boflin,
taking Bella’s hands between her own, and gen-
tly beating on them from time to time.  ¢“ It was
after a particular night when John had been dis-
appointed—as he thought—in his affections. It
was after a night when John had made an offer
to a certain young lady, and the certain young
Iady had refused it. It was after a particular
night, when he felt himself cast-away-like, and
had made up his mind to go scck his fortune. It
was the very next night, My Noddy wanted a
paper out of his Scerctary’s room, and I says to
Noddy, ‘I am going by the door, and T'll ask
him for it.” I tapped at his door, and he didn't
hear me. I looked in, and saw him a sitting
lonely by his fire, brooding over it. IIe chanced
to look up with a pleased kind of smile in my

!

company. when he saw me, and then in a single |

moment every grain of the gunpowder that had
been lying sprinkled thick about him ever since
I first sct eyes upon him as o man at the Bower,
took fire! Too many a timehad I scen him sit-
ting lonecly, when he was a poor child, to be
piticd, heart and hand! Too many a time had
I scen him in need of being brightened up with
a comforting word! Too many and too many
a time to be mistaken, when that glimpse of him
come atlast! No, no! I just makes out to cry,
‘I know yon now! You're John!

And he:
catches me as I drops.—So what,” said Mrs. | John

offin, breaking off in the rush of her specch to
mile most radiantly, ‘“might you think by this
ime that your husband’s name was, dear ?”

| ‘¢ Not,” returncd Bella, with quivering lips;
‘fnot Harmon? That’s not possible ?”

| “Don’t tremble. 'Why not possible, deary,
when so many things are possible ?”’ demanded
l%(rs. Boffin, in a soothing tone.

¢ e was killed,” gasped Bella.

| “Thought to be,” said Mrs. Boffin. ** But
if ever John Harmon drew the breath of life on
carth, that is certainly John Iarmon’s arm
round your waist now, my pretty. If ever John
Harmon had a wife on carth, that wife is cer-
tainly you. If ever John Iarmon and his wife
had a child on carth, that child is certainly this.”

By a master-stroke of sceret arrangement the
inexhaustible baby here appeared at the door,
suspended in mid-air by invisible agency. Mus.
Boffin, plunging at it, brought it to Bella’s lap,
where both Mrs. and Mr. Boffin (as the say-
ing is) ¢“ took it out of”’ the Inexhaustible in
a shower of caresses. It was only this timely
appearance that kept Bella from swooning.
This, and her husband’s carnestness in explain-
ing further to her how it had come to pass that
he [had been supposed to be slain, and had even
been suspected of his own murder; also, how
he had put a pious fraud upon her which had

hearty clap of her hands. ¢ Itwasn’t John only
that was in it.  'We was all of us in it.”

““How can you till you're told!
ow I am agoing to tcll you. So you put
two hands between my two hands again,”
the comfortable creature, embracing her,

Now,

going to tell thé story. Once, twice, three
IHere they go!

hat’s a very good arrangement,’ cried Mrs.
¢Keep it there, John. - And as we was
all of lus in it, Noddy you come and lay yours a
top of his, and we won’t break the pile till the
story’s.done.”

Mr, Boflin hitched up a chair and added his
broad |brown right hand to the heap.

“That's capital!” said Mrs. Boflin, giving it
a kiss| ¢ Scems quite a family building; don’t
it? ut the horses isoff.  'Well! WhenI cries
out thit night, ¢I know you now! you're John!’
atches of me, itistrue; but I ain’t a light

|
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weight, bless ye, and he'’s forced to let me down.
Noddy, he hears a noise, and in he trots, and as

to the skies.” ¢Then,’ says my Noddy, ¢ make
your preparations for the ascent, John, it being

soon as I anyways comes to myself I calls to him, | my firm belief that up you go!””

¢ Noddy, well I might sayas I did say, that night
at the Bower, for the Lord be thankful this is
John!" On which he gives a heave, and down
he goes likewise, with his head under the writ-
ing-table. This brings me round comfortable,
and that brings him round comfortable, and
then John and him and me we all fall a erying
for joy.”

““Yes! They cry for joy, my darling,” her
husband struck in. ¢ You understand? These
two, whom I come to life to disappoint and dis-
possess, cry for joy !” '

Bella looked at him confusedly, and looked
again at Mrs. Boffin’s radiant fice.

¢That’s right, my dear, don’t you mind him,”
said Mrs. Boffin, “stick to me, Well! Then
we sits down, gradually gets cool, and holds a
confabulation. John, he tells us how he is de-
spairing in his mind on accounts of a certain
fair young person, and how, if I hadn’t found
him out, he was going away to seck his fortune
far and wide, and had fully meant never to come
to life, but to leave the property as our wrongful
inheritance forever and a day. At which you
never see a man so frightened as my Noddy was,
For to think that he should have come into the
property wrongful, however innocent, and—more
than that—might have gone on keeping it to his
dying day, turncd him whiter than chalk.”

¢ And you too,” said Mr. Boffin.

“Don’t you mind him, neither, my deary,” re-
sumed Mrs. Boffin; ¢stick to me. This brings
up a confabulation regarding the certain fair
young person; when Noddy he gives it as his
opinion that she is a deary creetur.  ¢She may
be a leetle spoilt, and nat'rally spoilt,” he says,
‘by circumstances, but that’s only on the sur-
face, and I lay my life,” he says, ‘that she’s the
true golden gold at heart.””

“So did you,”.said Mr. Boffin,

“Don’t you mind him a single morsel, my

dear,” proceeded Mrs. Boflin, ¢“but stick to me..

Then says John, O, if he could but prove so!
Then we both of us ups and says, that minute,
‘Proveso!'”

With a start Bella dirceted a hurried glance
toward Mr. Boflin. IDut he was sitting thought-
fully smiling at that broad brown hand of his,
and cither didn’t sce it, or would take no notice
of it.

“¢Prove it, John!” we says,” repeated Mrs,
Boffin. ¢ ¢Prove it and overcome your doubts
with trinmph, and be happy for the first time in
your life, and for the rest of your life.” This
puts John in a state, to be sure.  Then we says,
“What will content you? If she was to stand
up for you when you was slighted, if she was to
show herself of a generous mind when you was
oppressed, if she was to be trnest to you when

you was poorest and friendliest, and all this!

amainst her own seeming interest, how would
that do 7’

‘Do ¥ says John, ¢it would raise me |

clla caught Mr. Boffin's twinkling eye for
half an instant; but he got it away from her
restored it to his broad brown hand.

“From the first you was always a special fa-

mightn’t have done to you. But as T wasn’t—
why, my beaunty,” with a hearty laugh and an

But the horses is coming round the
corner.  Well! Then says my Noddy, shaking
sides till he was fit to make ’em ache again:
ook out for being slighted and oppressed,

all find me from this present time to be such
to you.” And then he began!” cried Mrs, Bof-
fin, in an ccstasy of admiration. “¢Lord bless
u, then he began! And how he did begin;
dn't he !” _

Bella looked half frightened, and yet half
ughed.

“But, bless you,” pursued Mrs. Doffin, ¢if
u could have scen him of a night, at that time
it! - The way he'd sit and chuckle over him-
The way he'd say ‘I've been a regular

old. This’ll be the happiest picee of work we
ever done,” And then he’d say, ‘I'll be a griz-
icr old growler to-morrow!" and langh, he
ould, till John and me was often forced to
ap his back, and bring it out of his windpipes

Mur. Boflin, with his face bent over his heavy
and, made no sound, but rolled his shoulders
when thus referred to as if he were vastly enjoy-
ing himself.

¢« And so, my good and pretty,” pursued Mrs.
Joffin, ¢¢ you was married, and there was we hid
pin the church-organ by this husband of yours;
or he wouldn’t let us out with it then, as was
irst meant.  ‘No,” hie says, ‘she’s so unselfish
and contented that I can't afford to be rich yet,
must wait a little longer,” Then, when baby
vas expeeted, he says, ¢ She is such a cheerful,
rlorious housewife that I can’t afford to be rich
vet. T must wait a little longer.”  Then, when
haby was born, he says, ¢ She is so much better
han she ever was that I can’t afford to be‘rich
o, 1 must wait o little Jonger.” And so hie
ocs on and on, till I says outright, ¢ Now, John,
f you don’t fix a time for setting her up in her
wn honse and home, and letting us walk out
£ it, I'll turn Informer.” Then he says he’ll
nly wait to triumph beyond what we cver
hought possible, and to show her to us better
han even we ever supposed ; and he says, ¢ She
hall sce me under suspicion of having murdered
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myself, and you shall see how trusting and how
true she’ll be.”  Well! Noddy and me-agreed to
that, and he was right, and here you are, and
the horses is in, and the story is done, and God
bless you my Beauty, and God bless us all!”

The pile of hands dispersed, and Bella and
Mrs. Boflin took a good long hug of one another :
to the apparent peril of the inexhaustible baby,
lying staring in Bella’s lap.

“ But is the story done ?” said Bella, ponder-
ing. ‘“Is there no more of it ?”

““What more of it should there be, deary ?”
returned Mrs. Boffin, full of glec.

““Are you sare you have left nothing out of
1t?” asked Bella.

“I don’t think I have,”” said Mrs. Boffin,
archly.

“Jolm dear,” said Bella, *“‘yowre a good
nurse; will you please hold baby?” Ilaving
deposited the Inexhaustible in his arms with
those words, Bella looked hard at Mr. Boffin,
who had moved to a table where he was leaning
his head upon his hand with his face turned
away, and, quictly settling herself on her knees
at his side, and drawing osiec arm over his shoul-
der, said: ““Please, I beg your pardon, and I
made a small mistake of a word when I took
leave of you last. Please I think you are better
(not worse) than Iopkins, better (not worse)
than Dancer, better (not worse) than Black-
berry Jones, better (not worse) than any of
them! DPlease something more!” cried Bella,
with an exnltant ringing laugh as she struggled
with him and forced him to turn his delighted
face to hers.  ¢“Please X have found out some-
thing not yct mentioned. Please I don’t believe
vou arc a hard-hearted miser at all, and please
I don’t believe you ever for one single minute
were I”

At this Mrs. Boflin fairly screamed with rap-
ture, and sat beating hier feet upon the floor,
clapping her hands, and bobbing herself back-
ward and forward like a demented member of
some Mandarin’s family,

0, I understand you now, Sir!” cried Bella.
‘T want neither you nor any one clse to tell me
the rest of the story. I can tell'it to yow, now,
if you would like to hear it.”

‘¢ Can you, my dear ?” said Mr. Boffin. «Tell
it then.”

““What?" cricd Bella, holding him prisoner
by the coat with both hands. ¢ When you saw
what a greedy little wretch you were the patron
of, you determined to show her how much mis-
used and misprized riches could do, and often
had done, to spoil people; did you? Not car-
ing what she thought of you (and Goodness
knows that was of no consequence!) you showed
her, in yourself, the most detestable sides of
wealth, saying in your own mind, ¢ This shallow
creature would never work the truth out of her
own weak soul, if she had a handred years to
do it in; but a glaring instance kept before her
may open cven her eyes and set her thinking.
That was what you said to yourself; was it, Sir ?”

“T never said any thing of the sort,” Mr.

Boflin declared,. in a state of the highest enjoy-
ment.
“Then you ought to have said it, Sir,” re-
turned Bella, giving him two pulls and one kiss,
‘¢ for you must have thought and meant it. You
aw that good fortune was turning my stupid
rcad and hardening my silly heart—was making
¢ grasping, calculating, insolent, insufferable
and you took the pains to be the dearest and
indest finger-post that ever was set up any
vhere, pointing out the road that I was taking
ind the end it led to.  Confess instantly !”

¢ John,” said Mr. Botilin, one broad picce of
unshine from head to foot, *“I wish you'd help
1¢ out of this.”

““You can’t be heard by counsel, Sir,” re-
urned Bella.  ““You must speak for yourself.
onfess instantly !”

“Well, my dear,” said Mr. Boffin, *“the truth
s, that when we did go in for the little scheme
1at my old lady has pinted out, I did put it to
ohm, what did he think of going in for somec
uch general scheme as you have pinted out?
nt I didn’t in any way so word it, beeause I
idn’t in any way so mean it. I only said to
ohn, wouldn't it be more consistent, me going
n for being a reg’lar brown bear respecting Lim,
0 go in as a reg’lar brown bear all ronnd 2”

“ Confess this minute, Sir,” said Bella, ¢ that
rou did it to correct and amend me!”

“ Certainly, my dear child,” said Mr. Boffin,
‘I didu’t do it to harm you; you may be sure
t that. And I did hope it might just hint a
aution. Still, it ought to be mentioned that no
gooner had my old lady found out John, than
John made known to her and me that he had
ad his eye upon a thankless person by the name
f Silas Wegg. - Partly for the punishment of
vhich Wegg, by leading him on in a very un-
andsome and underhanded game that he was
laying, them books that you and me bought so
any of together (and, by-the-by, my dear, he
asn’t Blackberry Jounes, but Blewberry) was
read aloud to me by that person of the name of
ilas Wegg aforesaid.” v

Bella, who was still on her knees at Mr. Bof.
in's feet, gradually sank down into a sitting pos-
ture on the ground, as she meditated more and
ore thoughtfully, with her cyes upon his beam-
ing face.
¢ Still,” said Bella, after this meditative pause,
there remain two things that I can not under-
and. Mrs. Boflin never supposed any part of
¢ change in Mr. Boflin to be real; did she?—
ou never did; did you?” asked Bella, turning
her.

““No!” returned Mrs. Boffin, with a most ro-
tund and glowing negative.

¢ And yet you took it very much to heart,”
spid Bella, “I remember its making you very
uneasy indecd.”

““Tcod, you see Mrs. John has a sharp cye,
John !”* cried Mr, Boflin, shaking his head with
an admiring air, ¢ You're right, my dear. The

—_
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old lady nearly blowed us into shivers and smith-
ers, many times.” -

““Why?" asked Bella. ¢ How did that hap-
pen, when she was in your secret ?”

““Why, it was a weakness in the old lady,”
said Mr. Boffin; “and yet, to tell you the whole
truth and nothing but the truth, I'm rather proud
of it. My dear, the old lady thinks so high of
me that she couldn’t abear to sece and hear me
coming out as a reg’lar brown one.. Couldn't
abear to make-believe as I meant it!  In conse-
quence of wlnch, we was cwcxlastmfrly in dan-
ger with her.’

Mrs. Boffin laughed hem tily at herself; but a
certain glistening in her honest cyes 1cvealcd that
she was by no means curcd of that dangerous
propensity.

“I assurc you, my dear,” said Mr. Boffin,
¢ that on the celebrated day when I made what
has since been agreed upon to be my grandest
demonstration—I allude to Mew says the cat,
Quack quack sa)'% the duck, and Bow-wow-wow
says the dog—I assure you, my dear, that on
that celebrated day, them flinty and unbelieving
words hit my old lady so hard on my account,
that I had to hold her, to prevent her running
out after you, and defending me by saying I was
playing a part.”

Mrs. Boffin laughed heartily again, and her
cyes glistened again, and it then appeared, not
only that in that burst of sarcastic eloquence
Mr. Boffin was considered by his two fellow-con-
spirators to have outdone himself, but that in
his own opinion it was a remarkable achicvement.
“ Never thought of it afore the moment, my
dear!” he observed to Bella.  ¢“When John
said, if he had been so happy as to win your af-
fections and possess your heart, it come into my
head to turn round upon him with ¢ Win her aft
fections and possess her heart! Mew says the
cat, Quack quack says the duck, and Bow-wow-
wow says the dog.” T couldn’s tell you how it
come into my head or where from, but it had so
much the sound of a rasper that I own to you it
astonished myself. T was awful nigh bursting
out a laughing though, when it made John stare!”

“You said, my pretty,” Mrs. Boflin reminded
Bella, ¢“that there was one other thing you
couldn’t understand.”

“ () yes!” cried Bella, covering her face with
her hands, ““but that I never shall be able to
understand as long as Ilive. It is, how John
could love me so when I so little deserved it, and
how you, Mr. and Mrs. Boffin, could be so for-
getful of yourselves, and take sach pains and
trouble, to make me a little better, and after all
to help him to so unworthy a wife. But I am
very, very grateful.”

It was John Harmon's turn then—John Har-
mon now for good, and John Rokesmith for nev-
crmore—to plead with her (quite unnecessarily)
in behalf of his deeeption, and to tell her, over
and over again, that it had been prolonged by
her own winning graces in her supposed station
of life. This led on to many interchanges of en-

dearment and cnjoyment on- all sides, in the
midst of which the Inexhaustible being observed
staring, in a most imbecile manner, on Mrs. Bof-
fin’s breast, was pronounced to be supernaturally
intelligent as to the whole transaction, and was
made to declare to the ladies and gemplemorums,
with a wave of the speckled fist (with difficulty
detached from an exceedingly short waist), ¢“I
have already informed my venerable Ma that I
know all about it!”

Then, said John ITarmon, would Mrs. John
Harmon come and see her house?  And a dainty
house it was, and a tastcful]y beautiful; and
they went through it in procession; the Inex-
haustible on Mrs. Boffin’s bosom (still staring)
occupying the middle station, and Mvr, Boffin
bringing up the rear.  And on Bella's exquisite
toilet-tuble was an ivory casket, and'in the cask-
et were jewels the like of which she had never
dreamed of, and aloft on an upper floor was a
nursery garnished as with rainbows; *“though
we were hard put to it,” said John Iarmon, ¢ to
get it done in so short a time.”

The house inspected, emissarics removed the
Inexhaustible, who was shortly afrerward heard
screaming among the rainbows ; whercupon Bella
withdrew herself from the presence and knowl-
cdge of gemplemorums, and the sereaming ceased,
and smiling Peace associated herself with that
young olive branch.

“Come and look in, Noddy!”” said Mrs. Bof-
fin to Mr. Boffin.

Mur. Boffin, submitting to be led on tip-toc to
the nursery door, looked in with immense satis-
faction, although there was nothing to sce but
Bella in o musing state of happiness, seated in
a little low chair upon the hearth, with her child
in her fair young arms, and her soft cyclashes
shading her eyes from the fire.

¢TIt looks as if the old man’s spirit had found
rvest at last; don’t it ?” said Mrs. Boflin

“Yes, old lady.”

¢t And as if his money had turned by 1ght again,
after a long long rust in the dark, and was at
last a beginning to sparkle in the sunlight ?”

“Yes, old lady.”

¢ And it makes a pretty and a plomlsmrv pic-
ter; don’t it?”

“Yes, old lady.”

But, aware at the instant of a finc opening for
a point, Mr. Boflin quenched that observation in
this—delivered in the grizzlicst growling of the
regular brown bear.  ¢¢ A pretty and a hopeful
picter?  Mew, Quack quack, Bow-wow ! And
then trotted silently down stairs, with his shoul-
ders in a state of the liveliest commotion,

[ —

CHAPTER XIV.
CHECKMATE TO THE FRIENDLY MOVE.

Mr. and Mrs, John Iarmon had so timed
their taking possession of their rightful name
and their London house, that the event befell on



	page 1
	page 2
	page 3
	page 4
	page 5

