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sitting up in anguish, with his Turkish cap half
on and half off, and the bars on his face getting]
bluer, ¢ do me the kindness to look at my back
and shoulders, They must be in an awful state,
for I hadn’t got my dlesmnv gown on, when the
brute came rushmg in. Cut my shirt away from
the collar; there’s a pair of scissors on that ta-
ble. ¢ Oh!" groaned Mr. Fledgeby, wnh his
hand to his head again. ¢ How I do smart, to
be sure!”

“There?” inquired Miss Jenny, a]ludmﬁ’ to
the back and shoulders.

¢Oh Lord, yes!” moaned Fledgeby, rocking
himself. ¢ And all over! Every where!”

The busy little dress-maker quickly snipped
the shirt away, and laid bare the results of as fu-
rious and sound a thrashing ascven Mr. Fledge-

by merited. “You may well smart, young
man!” exclaimed Miss Jenny. And stealthily
rubbed her little hands behind him, and poked
a few exultant pokes with her two forefingers
over the crown of his head.

“What do you think of vinegar and brown
paper?” inquired the suffering Fledgeby, still
rocking and moaning. “Does it look as if
vinegar and brown paper was the sort of appli-
cation ?”

¢t Yes,” said Miss Jenny, with asilent chuckle.
¢TIt Jooks as if it ought to be Pickled.”

Mr. Fledgeby collapsed under the word ¢ Pick-
led,”” and groaned again. My kitchen is on
this floor,” he said; ¢ you'll find brown paper
" in a dresser-drawer there, and a bottle of vin-
cgar on a shelf. 'Would you have the kindness
to make a few plasters and put ’em on? It
can’t be kept too quict.”

“One, two— hum— five, six.
six,” said the dress-maker.

“There’s sinart enough,” whimpered Mr.
Fledgeby, groaning and writhing again, ¢ for
sixty.”

Miss Jenny repaired to the kitchen, scissors in
hand, found the brown paper and found the vin-
egar, and skillfully cut out and steeped six large
plasters. When they were all lying ready on
the dresser, an idea occurred to her as she was
about to gatlier them up.

“I think,” said Miss Jenny, with a silent
laugh, ¢ he ought to have a little pepper?  Just
a few grains? I think the young man’s tricks
and manners make a claim upon his friends for
a little pepper?”

Mr. Fledgeby’s cvil star showing her the pep-
per-box on the chimney-piccee, she climbed upon
a chair and got it down, and sprinkled all the
plasters with a judicious hand. She then went
back to Mr. Fledgeby and stuck them all on
him: Mr. Fledgeby uttering a sharp howl as
‘each was put in its place.

“There, young man!” said the dolls’ dress-
maker. ¢ Now I hope you feel pretty comfort-
able?”

Apparently Mr. Fledgeby did not, for he
ceried, by way of answer, ‘Oh—h how I do
smart!”

You'll want

Miss Jenny got his Persian gown upon him,
extinguished lis eyes crookedly with his Persian
cap, and helped him to his bed: upon which he
climbed groaning. ‘*Business between yoy and
me being out of the question to-day, young man,
and my time being precious,” said Miss Jenny
then, ¢ I'll make myself scarce. Are you com-
fortable now ?”

¢ Ol my cye!” cried Mr. Fledgeby.
I ain't. Oh—h—h! how I do smart!”

The last thing Miss Jenny saw, as she looked
back before closing the room door, was Mr.
Fledgeby in the act of plunging and gamboling
all over his bed, like a porpoise or dolphin in
its native element. She then shut the bedroom
door, and all the other doors, and going down
stairs and emerging from the Albany into the
busy streets, took omnibus for Saint Mary Axe:
pressing on the road all the gayly-dressed ladies
whom she could see from the window, and
making them unconscious lay-figures for dolls,
while she mentally cut them out and basted them.

“No,

——————

CHAPTER IX.
TWO PLACES VACATED.

SeT down by the omnibus at the corner of
Saint Mary Axe, and trusting to her feet and
her cratch-stick within its precincts, the dolls’
dress-maker proceeded to the place of business
of Pubsey and Co. All there was sunny and
quiet externally, and shady and quiet internally.
1liding herselt in the cntry outside the glass
door, she could see from that post of observation
the old man in his spectacles sitting writing at
his desk.

“Boh!” cried the dress-maker, popping in
her head at the glass door. ¢ Mr.  Wolf at
home?”

The old man took his glasses off, xmd m11dly
laid them down beside him. ¢ Ah! Jenny, is it
you? I though you had given me up.”

¢ And so I had given up the treacherous wolf
of the forest,” she replied; ‘¢ but, godmother, it
strikes me you have come back. Iam not quite
sure, because the wolf and you change forms. 1
want to ask you a question or two, to find out
whether you are really godmother or really
wolf, May 1?7

“Yes, Jenny, yes.” Buat Riah glanced to-
ward the door, as if he thought his principal
might appear there, unscasonably.

¢ If you're afraid of the fox,” s said Miss Jenny,
‘“you may dismiss all present expectations of
seeing that animal. = Ife won’t show himself
abroad for many a day.”

“What do you mean, my child ?”

¢TI mean, godmother,” replied Miss Wren,
sitting down beside the Jew, ¢ that the fox has
caught a famous flogging, and that if his skin
and bones are not tingling, aching, and smart-
ing at this present instant, no fox did ever tingle,
ache, and smart.,” Therewith Miss Jenny re-
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lated what had come to pass in the Albany,
omitting the few grains of pepper.

¢ Now, godmother,” she went on, ¢I partic-
ularly wish to ask you what has taken place here
since I left the wolf here? Because I have an
idea about the size of a marble rolling about in
my little noddle. First and foremost, are you
Pubscy and Co., or'are you cither? Upon your
solemn word and honor.”

The old man shook his head.

“Secondly, isn’t Fledgeby both Pubsey and
Co. 27

“The old man answered with a reluctant nod.

“My idea,” exclaimed Miss Wren, ¢is now
about the sizc of an orange. But before it gots
any bigger, weclcome back, dear godmother!”

The little creature folded her arms about the
old man’s neck with great carnestness, and kissed
him. ¢I humbly beg your forgivencss, god-
mother. I am truly sorry. I ought to have had
more faith in you. But what could I suppose
when you said nothing for yourself, you know ?
I don’t mean to offer that as a justification, but
what could I suppose when you were a silent
party to all he said? It did look bad; now
didn’t it?”

¢ It looked so bad, Jenny,” responded the old
man, with gravity, ¢“that I will straightway tell
you what an impression it wrought upon me. I
was hateful in mine own eyes. I was hateful to
mysclf, in being so hateful to the debtor and to

you. But more than that, and worse than that,

"and to pass out far and broad beyond myself—
I reflected that evening, sitting alone in my gar-
den on the house-top, that I was doing dishonor
to my ancient faith and race. I reflected—
clearly reflected for the first time—that in bend-
ing my neck to the yoke I was willing to wear,
I bent the unwilling necks of the whole Jewish
people. For it is not, in Christian countries,
with the Jews as with other peoples.  Men say,
¢This is a bad Greek, but there are good Grecks.
This is a bad Turk, but there are good ‘Turks.’
Not so with the Jews. Men find the bad among
us easily enough—among what peoples are the
bad not easily found ?—but they take the worst
of us as samples of the best: they take the lowest
of us as presentations of the highest; and they
say, ¢ All Jews are alike.” If, doing what I was
content to do here, because I was grateful for the
past and have small nced of money now, I had
been a Christian, I could bave done it, compro-
mising no one but my individual self. But do-
ing it as a Jew, I could not choose but compro-
mise the Jews of all conditions and all countries.
It is a little hard upon us, but it is the truth.
I would that all our pcople remembered it!
Though I have little right to say so, secing that
it came home so late to me.”

The dolls’ dress-maker sat holding the old
man by the hand, and looking thoughtfully in
his face.

tPhus T reflected, I say, sitting that evening
in my garden on the housc-top. And passing
the painful seene of that day in review before me

many times, I always saw that the poor gentle-
man| believed the story readily, because I was
one pf the Jews—that you believed the story
readily, my child, because I wus one of the Jews
—that the story itself first came into the inven-
tion jof the originator thereof, because 1 was one
of the Jews. This was the result of my having
had Jyou three before me, face to face, and sec-
ing the thing visibly presented as upon a'thea-
tre, | Whercefore I percecived that the obligation
was upon me to leave this service. But Jenny,
my dear,” said Riah, breaking off, ‘I promised
that| you should pursuc your questions, and I
obstruct them,” :

n the contrary, godmother; my ideais as
now as a pumpkin—and you know what a
kin is, don’t you? So you gave notice
Docs that come next ?”

that cffect.”

¢/And what said Tingling-Tossing-Aching-
Scrdaming-Scratching-Smarter 27 asked  Miss
Wran, with an unspeakable enjoyment in the ut-
terapee of those honorable titles and in the ree-
olicetion of the pepper.

¢“IHe held me to certain months of servitude,
which were his Iawful term of notice. They ex-
pire] to-morrow. Upon their expiration—not
before—I had meant to sct myself right with my
Cinflerella.”

“My idea is getiing so immense now,” cried
Miss Wren, clasping her temples, ¢ that my head
Listen, godmother; I am go-
Little Iyes (that's Screaming-

Little Iyes casts about how best to
Lit-

oing.

becpuse it’s dear to him.” Yerhaps Little Eyes
thinks, ‘I'll make love to her myself tco;’ but
that I can’t swear—all the rest I can.  So, Lit-
yes comes to me, and I go to Little Iyes.
And now the murder’s

This expression of regret being but partially
intelligible to Mr. Riah, the old man reverted
to the injurics Fledgeby had received, and hint-
ed at the necessity of his at once going to tend
that beaten cur.

“Godmother, godmother, godmother!™ cried
Miss Wren irritably, ¢ I really lose all paticnee
with you. One would think you belicved in
Good Samaritan. IIow can you be so in-

¢Jenny, dear,” began the old man gently,
is the custom of our people to help—"

¢Oh! Bother your people!” interposed Miss
‘en, with a toss of her head. ¢ If your peo-
don't know better than to go and help Little
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Eyes, it’s a pity they ever got out of Egypt.
Over and above that,” she added, ‘¢ he wouldn’t
take your help if you offered it. Too much
ashamed. Wants to keep it close and quict,
«and to keep you out of the way.” '

They were still debating this point when a
shadow darkened the entry, and the glass door
was opened by a messenger who brought a letter
unceremoniously addressed, ¢ Riah.” To which
lic said there was an answer wanted.

The letter, which was serawled in pencil up
hill and down hill and round crooked corners,
ran thus:

¢QOrp Riam,—Your accounts being all squared,
go. Shut up the place, turn out directly, and
send me the key by bearer. Go. You are an
unthankful dog of a Jew. Get out. E.”

The dolls’ dress-maker found it delicious to
trace the screaming and smarting of Little Eyes
in the distorted writing of this epistle. She
laughed over it and jeered at it in o convenient
corner (to the great astonishment of the mes-
senger) while the old mau got his few goods to-
gather in a black bag. That done, the shutters
of the upper windows closed, and the office blind
pulled down, they issucd forth upon the steps
with the attendant messenger. There, while
Miss Jenny held the bag, the old man locked
the house door, and handed over the key to him;
who at once retired with the same.

“Well, godmother,” said Miss Wren, as they
remained upon the steps together, looking at
one another. *“ And so you're thrown upon the
world 1"

“It would appear so, Jenny, and somewhat
suddenly.”

¢Where are you going to seck your fortune ?”
asked Miss Wren.

The old man smiled, but looked about him
with a look of having lost his way in life, which
did not escape the dolls’ dress-malker.

“Verily, Jenny,” said he, “the question is to
the purpose, and more casily asked than answer-
ed.  Butas I have experience of the ready good-
will and good help of those who have given oc-
cupation to Lizzie, I think 1 will seek them out
for mysclf.”

“On foot ?” asked Miss Wren, with a chop.

¢ Ay!” said the old man. ‘‘Iave I not my
staff 2"

It was exactly because he had his staff, and
presented so quaint an aspect, that she mistrust-
ed his making the journey.

“The best thing you can do,” said Jenny,
‘“for the time being, at all events, is to come
home with me, godmother. Nobody's there but
my bad child, and Lizzic’s lodging stands emp-
tv.” The old man when satisficd that no in-
convenience could be entailed on any one by his
compliance, readily complied; and the singular-
ly-assorted couple once more went through the
strects together.

Now, the bad child having been strictly charged
by his parent to remain at home in her absence,

of course went out; and, being in the very last
gtage of mental decrepitude, went out with two
objects: firstly, to establish a claim he conceived
imself to have upon any licensed victualer liv-
ing, to be supplied with threepennyworth of ram
v nothing ; - and, sccondly, to bestow some
audlin remorse on Mr. Eugene Wrayburn, and
ce what profit came of it. Stumblingly pur-
uing these two designs—they both meant ram,
1¢c only meaning of which he was capable—the
egraded creature staggered into Covent Gar-
en Market and there bivouacked, to have an
attack of the trembles succeeded by an attack
f the horrors, in a doorway.

This market of Covent Garden was quite out
the creaturce’s line of road, but it had the at-
raction for him which it has for the worst of
the solitary members of the drunken tribe. It
ay be the companionship of the nightly stir, or
it may be the companionship of the gin and
cer that slop about among carters and huck-
ers, or it may be the companionship of the
trodden vegetable refuse, which is so like their
wn dress that perhaps they take the Market for
great wardrobe; but be it what it may, you
shall see no such individual drankards on door-
steps any where as there. Of dozing women-
runkards especially, you shall come upon such
specimens there, in the morning sunlight, as you
ight scek out of doors in vain throungh Lon-
on. Such stale, vapid, rejected cabbage-leaf
and cabbage-stalk dress; such damaged orange
countenance ; such squashed pulp of humanity,
are open to the day nowhere else. So the at-
traction of the Market drew Mr. Dolls to it, and
he had out his two fits of trembles and horrors
a doorway on which a woman had had out
her sodden nap a few hours before.

There is a swarm of young savages always
itting about this same place, creeping off with
-agments of orange-chests, and mouldy litter
IIeaven knows into what holes they can con-
y them, having no home!—whose bare feet

aps for that reason) little heard by the Powers
at be, whereas in top-boots they would make
These, delighting in the

satnitous drama, flocked about him in his door-
ay, butted at him, leaped at him, and pelted
him. Hence, when he came out of his invalid
rétirement and shook off that ragged train, he
was much bespattered, and in worse casc than
ever.  But not yet at his worst; for, going into
al public house, and being supplied in stress of
business with his rum, and sceking to vanish
ithout payment, he was collared, searched,
und penniless, and admonished not to try that
rain, by having a pail of dirty water cast over
im. "This application superinduced another fit
f the trembles; after which Mr. Dolls, as find-
ing himsclf in good cue for making a call on a
professional friend, addressed himself to the

Temple.
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There was nobody at the chambers but Young
Blight. 'That discreet youth, sensible of a cer-
tain incongruity in the association of such a
client with the business that might be coming
some day, with the best intentions temporized
with Dolls, and offered a shilling for coach-hire
home. Mr. Dolls, accepting the shilling, prompt-
ly laid it out in two threepennyworths of ccn-
spiracy against his life, and two threepenny-
worths of raging repentance. Returning to the
Chambers with which burden, he was descried
coming round into the court by the wary young
Blight watching from the window: who instant-
ly closed the outer door, and left the miserable
object to expend his fury on the panels.

The more the door resisted him the more dan-
gerous and imminent became that bloody con-
spiracy against his life. Torce of police arriv-
ing, he recognized in them the conspirators, and
laid about him hoarsely, fiercely, staringly, con-
vulsively, foamingly. - A humble machine, fa-
miliar to the conspirators, and called by the ex-
pressive name of Stretcher, being unavoidably
sent for, he was rendered a harmless bundle of
torn rags by being strapped down upon it, with
voice and consciousness gone out of him, and
life fast going. As this machine was borne out
at the Temple gate by four men the poor little
dolls’ dress-maker and her Jewish friend were
coming up the street.

“Letus sce what it is,” cried the dress-maker,
¢ Let us make haste and look, godmother.”

The brisk little crutch-stick was but too brisk.
¢ Oh, gentlemen, gentlemen, he belongs to me!”

“ Belongs to you?” said the head of the
party, stopping it.

“Qh yes, dear gentlemen, he’s my child, out
without leave. My poor, bad, bad boy! and he
don’t know me, he don’t know me! Oh, what
shall I do,” cried the little creature, wildly beat-
ing her hands togcther, ¢“when my own child
don’t know me!” -

The head of the party looked (as well he
might) to the old man for explanation.
whispered, as the dolls’ dress-maker bent over
the exhausted form, and vainly tried to extract
some sign of recognition from it: ¢‘It’s her
drunken father.”

As the load was put down in the street, Riah
drew the head of the party aside, and whispered
that he thought the man was dying. ¢ No, sure-
ly not?” returned the other. But he became
less confident on looking, and directed the bear-
ers to “ bring him to the nearest doctor’s shop.”

Thither he was brought; the window becom-
ing from within a wall of faccs, deformed into
all kinds of shapes through the agency of globu-
lar red bottles, green bottles, blue bottles, and
other colored bottles. A ghastly light shining
upon him that he didn’t need, the beast so furi-

ous but a few minutes gone, was quict enongh

now, with a strange, mysterious writing on his
face, reflected from one of the great bottles, as
if Death had marked him: ¢ Mine.”

The medical testimony was more precise and

He

to the purpose than it sometimes is in a

of Justice. ¢“You had better send for
ing to cover it.  All’s over.”

Therefore the police sent for something to
cover [it, and it was covered and borne through
the streets, the people falling away. After it
went the dolls’ dress-maker, hiding her face in
the Jewish skirts, and clinging to them with
one h\and, while with the other she plied her
stick.| It was carried home, and, by rcason
that the staircase was very narrow, it was put’
down|in the parlor—the little working-bench
beingsct aside to make room for it—and there,
in the¢ midst of the dolls with no speculation in
their eyes, lay Mr. Dolls with no speculation in
his.

Mapny flaunting dolls had to be gayly dressed
befor¢ the money was in the dress-maker’s pocket
to gef mourning for Mr. Dolls. = As the old man,
Riah, sat by, helping her in such small ways as he
could] he found it difficult to make out whether
she rgally did realize that the deccased had been
her father,

“If my poor boy,” she wounld say, ¢ had been
broun}ht up better, he might have done better.

more
Court
somet

Not that I reproach myself. I hope I have no
cause| for that.”

““None indeed, Jenny, I am very certain.”

“Thank you, godmother. It cheers me to
hear [you say so. DBut you sce it is so hard to
bring| up a child well, when you work, work,
work) all day. When he was out of employ-
ment|I couldn’t always keep him near me. e
got fractious and nervous, and I was obliged to
let him go into the streets.  And he never did
well In the streets, he never did well out of
sight] How often it happens with children !”

“Too often, even in this sad sense!” thought
the old man.

¢““How can I say what I might have turned
out myself, but for my back having been so bad
and my legs so queer, when I was young!” the
dresstmaker would go on.  ¢“I had nothing to
do but work, and so I worked. I couldn’t play.
But my poor unfortunate child could play, and
it turped out the worse for him,”

¢ And not for him alone, Jenny.”

¢“WWell! I don't know, godmother. Ile suf-
fered| heavily, did my unfortunate boy. Ile was
very, [very ill sometimes.  And I called him a
quantity of names:” shaking her head over her
work} and dropping tears. ¢I dou’t know that
his going wrong was much the worse for me,
If it ever was, let us forget it.”

«“You are a good girl, you are a patient girl.”

¢ As for patience,” she would reply with a
shrug, ““not much of that, godmother. If I
had peen paticne I should never have called
him pames. But I hope I did it for his good.
And |besides, I felt my responsibility as a mo-
ther so much. I tried reasoning, and reasoning
failed. X tried coaxing, and coaxing failed. I
tried|scolding, and scolding failed. But I was
boungd to try every thing, you know, with such
a chqrge npon my hands. Where would have
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been my daty to my poor lost boy, if I had npt
tried cvery thing!”
With such talk, mostly in a cheerful tone ¢n
the part of the industrious little creature, the
day-work and the night-work were beguiled un-
til enough of smart dolls had gone forth to bring
into the kitchen, where the working-bench nop
stood, the sombre stuff that the occasion required
and to bring into the house the other sombr
preparations. ‘¢ And now,” said Miss Jenn]
“having knocked off my rosy-cheeked youn
friends, Tll knock off my white-checked self]”
This referred to her making her own dresf,
which at last was done. ¢ The disadvantage
of making for yoursclf,” said Miss Jenny, as'shie
stood upon a chair to look at the result in tle
glass, *“is, that you can’t charge any body el
for the job, and the advantage is, that you
haven’t to go out to try on. Iumph! Veny
fair indeed! If He could see me now (whoever
he is) I hope he wouldn’t repent of his bargain
The simple arrangements were of her ovn
making, and were stated to Riah thus:
‘I mean to go alone, godmother, in my usual
carriage, and vou’ll be so kind as keep house
while I am gone. It’s not far off. And whan
I return, we'll have a cup of tea, and a chat
over futurc arrangements.  It’s a very plain lagt
house that I have been able to give my poor un-
fortunate boy; but he’ll accept the will for the
deed, if he knows any thing about it ; and if he
doesn’t know any thing about it,” with a sol,
and wiping her eyes, ¢ why, it won't matter to
him. I sce the service in the Prayer-book says,
that we brought nothing into this world and it js
certain we can take nothing out. It comforts
me for not being able to hire a lot of stupid un-
dertaker’s things for my poor child, and seem-
ing as if I was trying to smuggle 'em out of this
“world with him, when of course I must break
down in the attempt, and bring ’em all back
again.  As it is, therc’ll be nothing to brinjg
back but me, and that’s quite consistent, for [/
sha'n't be brought back, some day !”
After that previous carrying of him in the
streets, the wretched old fellow scemed to he
twice buried. Ie was taken on the shoulders
of half a dozen blossom-faced men, who shuf
fled with him to the church-yard, and who wer
preceded by another blossom-faced man, affect
ing a stately stalk, as if he were a Policeman o
the D(cath) Division, and ceremoniously pre
tending not to know his intimate acquaintances,
as he led the pageant. Yet, the spectacle of
only onc little mourner hobbling after, caused
many people to turn their heads with a look of
interest.
At last the troublesome deceased was got intp
the ground, to be buried no more, and the stater
ly stalker stalked back before the solitary dress
maker, as if she were bound in honor to have n
notion of the way home. Those Furics, th
conventionalitics, being thus appeased, he lef
lier.
<[ must have a very short cry, godmothen,
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before I cheer up for good,” said the little creat-
ure, coming in. ¢‘Because after all a child is a
child, you know.”

It was a longer cry than might have been ex-
pected. Howbeit, it wore itself out in a shad-
owy corner, and then the dress-maker came
forth, . and washed her face, and made the tea.
“You wouldn’t mind my cutting out something
while we are at tea, would you?” she asked her
Jewish friend, with a coaxing air,

¢ Cinderella, dear child,” the old man expos+
tulated, ‘“will you never rest ?”

“Oh! It's not work, cutting out a pattern
isn’t,” said Miss Jenny, with her busy little scis-
sors already snipping at some paper. ¢ The
truth is, godmother, I want to fix it while I have
it correct in my mind.”

¢“Have you seen it to-day then ?” asked Riah.

“Yes, podmother. Saw it just now. It’s a
surplice, that's what it is. Thing our clergymen
wear, you know,” explained Miss Jenny, in con-
sideration of his professing another faith.

* And what have you to do with that, Jenny ?”

“Why, godmother,” replied the dress-maker,
¢you must know that we Professors who live
upon our taste and invention are obliged to keep
our eyes always open. = And you know already
that I have many extra expenscs to mcet just
now. So, it came into my head while I was
weeping at my poor boy's grave, that something
in my way might be done with a clergyman.”

“What can be done?” asked the old man,

““Not a funeral, never fear!” returned Miss
Jenny, anticipating his objection with a nod.
“The public don’t like to be made melancholy,
I know very well. I am scldom called upon to
put my young friends into mourning; not into
real mourning, that is; Court mourning they
are rather proud of. But a doll clergyman, my
dear—glossy black curls and w hiskers——uniting
two of my young friends in matrimony,” said
Miss Jenny, shaking her forefinger, “is quite
another affair. If you don’t see those three at
the altar in Bond Street, in a jiffy, my name’s
Jack Robinson !”

With her expert little ways in sharp action,
she had got a doll into whitey-brown paper or-
ders before the meal was over, and was display-
ing it for the cdification of the Jewish mind,
when a knock was heard at the strect-door.
Riah went to open it, and presently came back,
ushering in, with the grave and courtcous air
that sat so well upon him, a gentleman.

The gentleman was a stranger to the dress-

maker ; but even in the moment of his casting
his cycs upon her, there was something in his

manner which brought to her remembrance M.
LEugene Wrayburn.

¢t Pardon me,” said the gentleman.
the dolls' dress-maker ?”

“T am the dolls’ dress-maker, Sir.”

¢t Lizzic Hexam’s friend 2”

«Yes, Sir,” replied Miss Jenny, instantly on
the defensive. ¢ And Lizzie Hexam's friend.”

« T{ere is 2 note from her, entreating you to

“Youare
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accede to the request of Mr., Mortimer Light-
wood, the bearer. Mr. Riah chances to know
that 1 am Mr. Mortimer Lightwood, and will
tell vou s0.” '

Riah bent his head in corroboration.

«Will you rend the note 27

«Ig's very short,” said Jenny, with a look of
wonder, when she had read it.

¢ There was no time to make it longer. Time
was so very precious. My dear friend Mr. Eu-
cene Wrayburn is dying.”

The dress-maker clasped her hands, and ut-
tered a little piteous cry.

“Ts dying,” repeated Tightwood, with emo-
tion, “at some distance from here. Ile is sink-

ing under injurics received at the hands of a vil+{!

Vor. NXXIL—No. 186.—3 G

lain who attacked him 1in the dark. I come
straight from his bedside.  Ile is almost ahways
insensible.  In a short restless interval of sensi-
bility, or partial sensibility, I made out that he
asked for you to be brought to sit by him. Iardly
relying on my own interpretation of the indistinet
sounds lie made, I caused Lizzie to hear them.
We were both sure that e asked for you.”

The dress-maker, with Ler hands still clasped,
looked affrightedly from the onc to the other of
her two companions.

«If you delay, he may die with his request
ungratified, with his Tast wisli—intrusted to me
—we have long been much more than brothers
—unfulfilled. I shall break down, if T try to
say more.”
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In a few moments the black bonnet and the
crutch-stick were on duty, the good Jew was left
in possession of the house, and the dolls’ dress-
maker, side by side in a chaise with Mortimer
Lightwood, was posting out of town.

————e—

CHAPTER X.
THE DOLLS’ DRESS-MAKER DISCOVERS A WORD.

A pArRkENED and hushed room ; the river out-
side the windows flowing on to the vast ocean ;
a figure on the bed, swathed and bandaged and
bound, lying helpless on its back, with its two
~uscless arms in splints at its sides. Only two
days of usage so familiarized the little dress-
maker with this scene, that it held the place
occupied two days ago by the recollections of
years.

Hec had scarcely moved since her arrival.
Sometimes his eyes were open, sometimes closed.
‘When they were open, there was no meaning in
their unwinking stare ai one spot straight before
them, unless for a moment the brow knitted into
a faint expression of anger, or surprise. Then,
Mortimer Lightwood would speak to him, and
on occasions he would be so far roused as to make
an astempt to pronounce his friend’s name. But,
in an instant consciousness was gone again, and
no spirit of Eugene was in Eugene’s crushed
outer form.

They provided Jenny with materials for ply-
ing her work, and she had a little table placed
at the foot of his bed. Sitting there, with her
rich shower of hair falling over the chair-back,
they hoped she might attract his notice. 'With
the same object, she would sing, just above her
breath, when he opened his eyes, or she saw his
brow knit into that faint expression, so evanes-
cent that it was like a shape made in water,
But as yet he had not heeded. "The ¢“they” here
mentioned were the medical attendant; Lizzie,
who was there in all her intervals of rest; and
Lightwood, who never left him.

The two days became three, and the three
days became four. At length, quite uncxpect-
edly, he said something in a whisper.

“What was it, my dear Eugene 2”

“Will you, Mortimer—"

“Will I—2”

—¢¢Send for her?”

¢ My dear fellow, she is here.”

Quite nnconscious of the long blank, he sup-
posed that they were still speaking together.

The little dress-maker stood up at the foot of
the bed, humming her song, and nodded to him
brightly. ¢T can’t shake hands, Jenny,” said
Tngene, with something of his old look; ¢“but I
am very glad to see you.”

Mortimer repeated this to her, for it could
only be made out by bending over him and
closcly watching his attempts to say it. In a
little while he added:

¢« Ask her if she has seen the children.”

Mortimer could not understand this, neither
could Jenny herself, until he added:

¢ Ask her if she has smelt the flowers.”

€QOh! Iknow!” cried Jenny. ¢ Iunderstand
him now!” Then Lightwood yielded his place
to her quick approach, and she said, bending
over the bed, with that better look: ¢“You mean
my long bright slanting rows of children, who
used to bring me ease and rest? You mean the
children who used to take me up, and make me
light 2

Eugene smiled, ¢“Yes.”

I have not seen them since I saw you. I
mever sec them now, but I am hardly ever in
pain now.”

¢TIt was a pretty fancy,” said Tugene.

“But I have heard my birds sing,” cried the
little creature, ““and I have smelt my flowers.
Yes, indeed I have! And both were most beau-
tiful and most Divine !”

¢¢Stay and help to nurse me,” said Eugene,
quictly. ¢I should like you to have the fancy
here, before I die.”

She touched his lips with her hand, and shaded
her eyes with that same hand as she went back
to her work and her little low song. He heard
the song with evident pleasure, until she allowed
it gradually to sink away into silence.

“ Mortimer.”

¢ My dear Eugene.”

“If you can give me any thing to kecp me
here for only a few minutes—"

¢To keep you here, Iugene ?”

¢¢To prevent my wandering away I don’t know
vhere—for I begin to be sensible that T have just
come back, and that I shall lose myself again—
do so, dear boy!”

Mortimer gave him such stimulants as could
be given him with safety (they were always at
hand, ready), and bending over him once more,
vas about to caution him, when he said:

“Don’t tell me not to speak, for I must speak.
I[f you knew the harassing anxiety that gnaws
nnd wears me when I am wandering in those
places—where are those endless places, Morti-
mer? They must be at an immense distance!”

He saw in his friend’s face that he was losing
himself; for he added after a moment: ¢“Don’t
be afraid—TI am not gone yet. What was it ?”

“You wanted to tell me something, Eungenc.
My roor dear fellow, you wanted to say some-
thing to your old friend—to the friend who has
always loved you, admired you, imitated you,
founded himself upon you, been nothing with-
out you, and who, God knows, would be here in
your place if he could!”

“Pyut, tut !” said Eugene, with a tender glance
as the other put his hand before his face. ‘I
am not worth it. I acknowledge that I like it,
dear boy, but I am not worth it. This attack,
my dear Mortimer; this murder—"

His friend leaned over him with renewed at-
tention, saying : ““You and I suspect some one.”

“More than suspect. But, Mortimer, while T
lie here, and when I lic here no longer, I trust
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