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CHAPTER V. L et

Boffin's Buwer. '

Over against a London llousc, a corner house not
far from Cavendish Square, a man iith a wooden leg,
‘had sat for some years, with his remaining foot in a’
basket in cold weather, picking up a living on this
wise: — Every morning at eight o'clock, he stumped-
" to the corner, carrying a chair, a clothes-hmse, a pair
of trestles, a board, a basket, and an umbrella, all
strapped together. Separatmg these, the board and
trestles became a counter,’ the basket supplied the few
small Iots of fruit and swcets that he offered for sale .
upon it and became a foot-warmer, the unfolded clothcs-'_-
horse displayed a choice collection of halfpenny ballads -
~and became a screén, and the stool planted within it
became his post. for the rest of the day. ~All' weai;hers
saw the man at the post. "This is'to be. accepted m--.
~ double sense, for he contrived a_ ba.ck to. )¢
_stool, by placing it aga.i 15t 'he-"l"r_n_:_t"' 0
i weather was swet .he: ‘_‘iumbre a
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ground an inch, but had in the beginning diffidently
taken the corner upon which the side of the house
"gave. A howling corner in the winter time, a dusty
corner in the summer time, ,an undesirable cornér at
the best of times. Shelterless fragments of straw and
' paper got up revolving storms there, when the main
street was at peace; and the water-cart, as if it were’
drunk or short-sighted, came blundering and jolt-
ing round it, ma.kmg it muddy when all else was
clean.
On the front of his sale-board hung a little placard,
like a kettle-holder, bearing the inscription in his own
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all wrong, claimed to be in its confidence. “On similar,
grounds he never beheld an inmate at any one of its
windows but he touched his hat. Yet, he knew so
little about the inmates that he gave them nameg of his
own invention: as “Miss Elizabeth,” “Master George, -
“Aunt Jane,” “TJnele Parker” — having no authority
‘whatever for any such designations, but particularly
the last — to which, as a natural consequence, he
stuck with great obstinacy. | -
Over the house itself, he exercised the same ima-
ginary power as over its inhabitants and their affairs.

" He had never been in it, the length of a piece of fat
black water-pipe which trailed itself over the area-door
into a damp stone passage, and had rather the air of
a leech on the house that had “taken” wonderfully;
but -this was no impediment to his arranging it accord-
ing to a plan of his own. It was a great dingy house
with a quantity of dim side window and blank back
premises, and it cost his mind "a world  of trouble so to -
lay it out as to account for ‘everything in its external -
appearance. But, this once done, was quite satisfac-
tory, and he rested persuaded, that he knew his way
.about the house blindfold: from the barred garrets-in
_the high roof; to the two iron extinguis rers beft “

. g; *mr"n.
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wooden measure which had no discernible inside, and
~ was considered to represent the penn 'orth appointed by |

Magna Charta. Whether from too much east wind or
no — it was an easterly corner — the stall, the stock,
and the keeper, were all as dry as the Desert. Wegg |
was a knotty man, and a close-grained, with a face
carved out of very hard material, that had just as much
play of expression as a watchman’s rattle. When he
laughed, certain jerks occurred in‘it, and the rattle
sprung. Sooth to say, he was so wooden a man that
he ‘'secmed to have taken his wooden leg naturally;
and rather suggested to the fanciful obsewer, that he
might be expected — if his development received no
untimely check — to be completely set up with a pair
of wooden legs in about six months.

Mr. Wegg was an observant person, or, as he him-
self said, “took a powerful sight of notice.” He .
saluted all his regular passers-by every day, as he sat -
on his stool backed up by the Jamp-post;: ‘and on the
ada.ptable character of these salutes he greatly plumed‘

‘ compounded of lay deference,“ '
_shady preliminary medif
a conﬁdentxal bow,___.h.
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wretched infant having purchased the damp ginger-
bread-horse (fearfully out of condition), and the ad-
hesive bird-cage, which had been exposed for the day’s
sale, he had taken a tin box from under his.stool to
produce a relay of those dreadful specimens, and was
; gomg to look in at the lid, when he said to himself,
pausing: “Oh! Here you are again!”

The words referred to a broad, round-shouldered
one-sided old fellow in mowrning, coming comically
ambling towards the corner, dressed in a pea over-
coat, and carrying a large stick. He wore thick shoes,
and thick leather gaiters, and thick gloves like a
hedger's. Both as to his dress and to himself, he was
of an overlapping rhinoceros build, with folds in his
cheeks, and his forehead, and 111‘3 eyelids, and his
lips, and his ears; but with bright, eager, childishly-
inquiring, grey eyes, under his ragged eyebrows, and
broad-brimmed hat. A very odd-looking old fellow
altogether. : .

“Here you. are again,” repeated Mr. Wegg, musing.
“And what are you now? Are you in the I'unns, or
where are you? Have you lately come to bettle in
.this neighbourhood, or do you own to another neigh-
bourhood? - Are you in independcnt’ circumstances,. or ‘_
_is it wasting the motions of a bow on y0u9 Come'

-_I’ll spcculate' T'll invest a bow in you.”
| W’hlch Mr Wegg, hzmng rep]aced.hls
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“Mornmfr, morning, momm;,

“ Appears to be rather a arty old cock too,’
Mr. Wegg, as before. “Good morning to you,. sir.

“Do you remember me’, then?” asked his new
acquaintance, stopping in his amble, one-sided, before
the stall,- and speaking in a pouncmg way, though
with g1eat good-humour. -

“I'have noticed you go past our house s1r, several
times in the course of the last week or so.

““Our house,” repeated the other. “Meaning e

“Yes,” said Mr. Wegg, nodding, as .the other
pointed the clumsy forefinger of his right glove at the
corner house.

“Oh! Now, what,” pursued the old fellow, in an
inquisitive manner, carrying his knotted stick in his
left arm as if it were a baby, What do they allow
you now?” |

- “It's job work that I do for our house, retumed'
Silas, drily, and with reticence; ‘“it's not yet brought :
‘to an exact allowance.” |

“Oh! It's not yet brought to an_exact allowanoe?
No! - It’s not yet brought to an exact allowance.
Oh! — Morning, morning, mormng'” i

| “A pears to be rather a cras '
: _':"Slla.s, quahfymg-‘-ﬂhm _formér
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“Well! I bhaven't got to keep it warm,” Mr. Wegg
made answer, in a sort of desperation occasioned by
the singularity of the question.

“He hasn’t,” 1epeatod the other to his knotted
stick, as he gave it a hug; “he hasn’t got — ha! —
ha! — to keep it warm! Did you ever hear of the
name. of Boffin?” Lo,

“No,” said ‘Mr. Wegg, who was growing restive
under this examination. “I never did hear of the
name of Boffin.”

“Do you like it?"”

“Why, no,” retorted Mr. \Vegg, again approaching
desperation; “I can’t say I do.”

“Why don’t you like it?”

“I don’t know why I don’t,” retorted Mr. Wegg,
approaching frenzy, “but I don't at all.”
“Now, Ill tell you something that’ll make

sorry for that,” said the stranger, smiling. “My name s
Boffin.” . . ' :

‘T can’t help it!” returned Mr. Wegg. Implying
in his manner the- offensive addmon, “and if I could,
I wouldn’t.”

“But there’s another chance for you,” said. M1 ,'
Boffin, smiling still, “Do you like the name of" NICO'
demus? Think it over. Nick, or Noddy PASEE TR T

“It is not, sir,” Mr. Wegg rejoined, as. he sat doy
on his-stool,  with an air. ‘of. gentl r

“bined with" mel_anchol"““""' ndo
I could,, wxsh any. one
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“Noddy Boffin,” said that gentleman. “Noddy.
That’s my name. - Noddy — or Nick — Boffin. What's
your name?” _ - E

“Bilas Wegg. — I don’t;”” said Mr. Wegg, be-
stirring himself to take the same precaution as before,
“I don’t know why Silas, and I don’t. know why
Wegg.”

: ‘Now, Wegg,”-said Mr. Boffin, hugging his stick
closer, “I want to make a sort of offer to you. Do
you remember when you first see me?”

The wooden Wegg looked at him with a meditative
eye, and also with a softened air as desmym possi-
bility of profit. “Let me think. I ain’t*quite sure,
and yet I gencrally take a- powerful sight of notice,
too. Was it on a Monday morning, when the butcher-
boy had been to our house for orders, and bought a
ballad of me, which, being unacqumnted Wlth the tune, -
I run it over to him?”

. “Right, Wegg, right! But he bought more-th‘a;n
one.” ' e L R

. “Yes, to be sure, sir; he ll:vouurht: several; and wish-
mg to lay out his money to the best, he took my'
opinion to guide his choice, and e went over. the",:
~ collection together.  To be sure: we did. Here 4
_hun as it mlght be, and here Wa.s *‘_'myS' If-as i
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_“I should judge, sir, that you might be glancing
your eye down the street.”

“No, Wegg. I was a listening.”

“Was you, indeed?” said Mr. Wegg, dubiously:.

“Not in a dishonorable way, Wegg, because you
was singing ‘to the  butcher; and you wouldn't sing
secrets to a butcher in the street, you know.”"

. “It never happened that I did so yet, to the best
" of my remembrance,” said Mr. Wegg, cautiously. “But
I might do it. A man can’t say what he might wish
to do some day or another.” (This, not to release any
little advantage hc might derive from Mr. Boffin's
avowal.)

“Well,” repeated Boffin, “I was a listening to you
and to him. And what do you — you haven't got
another stool, have you? I'm rather thick in my
breath.” | ‘ :

“I haven't got another, but you're welcome to
this,” said Wegg, remgmng it: “It’s a treat.to me to
stand.” -

“Lard!” exclaimed Mr. Boffin, in a tone of grea.t
enjoyment, as he settled himself down, still nursing -
his stick like a baby, “it's a pleasant place,  this!
- And then to be shut in on each sul_e, with these ballads,

like so many book—leaf bhnkers' Why, it's’ dellght-ﬂ-‘-’:f
full” _

~ “If T am not mlstaken sn-,
B 'hmted restmg'--.a.f-'.h;
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thought to myself, ‘Here's a man with a wooden leg

— a literary man with ——’"

 “N — not exactly so, sir,” said M1 W’cgv
“Why, you know every qne. of these songs by

name and by tune, and if ycu.want to read or to sing

any one on 'em off straight, you've only to whip on-

your spectacles and do it!” cried Mr. Boffin. “I sce
you at it!” . , :

“Well, sir,” retlirﬁed Mr. Wegg, with a conscious
inclination of the head; “we’ll say literary, then.”

“tA literary man — with a wooden leg — and all
Print is open to hlm" That’s what I thouo*ht to my-
self, that morning,” pursued Mr. Boffin, ]ea,niug forward
to describe, un<:1amped by the clothes-horse. as large
an arc as his right arm could make; “‘all Print is
open to him!’ And it is, ain’t it?”

“Why, truly, sir,” Mr. Wegg admitted, with

modesty; ‘“I believe you couldn’t show me the  piece
of English prmt that I wouldn’t be equal to co]]aung

and’ throwing.”
“On the spot?” said Mr. Boffin.

““On the spot.”

4T Ieiow'd 3t Thén ‘considars thisis Here . amil ke
‘a man v_nthout a woodcn ]eg, and yet a]l prmt is. shut'{?_ d

e

to me.

ALY \.{-_1_, &UW.,.L 1n%a
g g b m}h
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“It's something,” answered Mr. Boffin, “but Tl -
take my oath it ain’t much.” |

“Perhaps it's mot as much as could be wished by
an inquiring mind, sir,” Mr. Wegg admitted.

“Now, look here. I'm retired from business. - Me
and Mrs. Boffin . — Henerietty Boffin — which her
father's name was Henery, and her mother’s name was
Hetty, and so you get it — we live on a compittance,
under the will of a diseased governor.”

“Gentleman dead, sir?” . ,

“Man alive, don'tItell you? A diseased governor?
Now, it's too late for me to begin shovelling and sift-
ing at alphabeds and grammarbooks I'm getting to
be a old bird, and I want to take it easy. But I want
§Ome readmg ——some fine bold reading, some splendld
book in. a gorging Lord-Mayor’ s-Show of wollumes”
(probably meaning gorgeous, but misled by association
of ideas); ‘“‘as’ll reach right down your pint of view,
and take time to go by you. How can I get that
reading, Wegg? By,” tappmg him on the breast with .
the. head of his thick stick, “paying a man truly quali-
fied to do it, so much an hour (say twopence) to come
and do it.” ._

“Hem! Flattered, sir, I am sure,” said’ Wegg, be-;
ginning to regard hlmself in quite a new hght “Hem';-_ :
This is the offer you mentioned, 81r?“ -

' “Yes. Do you like it?”"". . i
. “I.am considering of it, ~Wr Bofﬁn e
“I dont” sald Bofhn, m a. fr
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Lane way — out Holloway divection — and you've

“only ‘got to go East-and-by-North when you've finished
~ here, and you're there. Twopence halfpenny an hour,”
said Bofﬁn, taking a piece of chalk from his pocket
and getting off the stool to work the sum on the top
“of it in his own way; - “two long'uns and a short'un —
twopence halfpenny j two short'uns is a long’un and °
- two two long uns is four long'uns — makmﬂ' five
long uns; six nights a week at Tive long'uns a mn'ht 7
scoring them all down'separately, “and you mount up
to thirty long’uns. A round'un! Half a crown!”

Pointing to this result as a large and satlsﬂlctmy
one, Mr. Boffin smeared it out w1th. his moistened
glove, and sat down on the remains. -

“Half a crown,” said Wegg, meditating. “Yes.
(It ain’t much, sir.) ' Half a crown.”

“Per Week you know.”

“Per week. Yes. As to the amount of strain upon
the intellect now. Was you thinking at all of poetry?”
Mr.. Wegg: inquired, musing.

“Would it come dearer?” Mr. Boffin asked

“It would come dearer,” Mr. Wegg returned. “For
when a person comes to grind off poetry night after
night, it is but right he should expect. to be pa.ld. for:'
its weakemng effect on his. x_mnd AL s i
‘To tell you the truth i :
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into poetry, I should ask to be considered so fur, in
the light of a friend.”

At this, Mr. Boffin's eyes sparkled, and he shook
Silas earnestly. by the hand: protesting that it was
more than he could have asked, and that he took it
very kindly indeed. :

“What do you think of the telms Wegg?” Mr.
Boffin then demanded, with unumcedlcd anxiety.

Silas, who had stimulated this- anxiety by his hard
reserve of manner, and who had begun to understand
his man very well, replied with un air; if he were
saying something extraordinarily generous euul great:

“Mr. Boffin, I never bargain.” -

“So I should have thought of you!” said Mr. Boffin,*
admiringly.

“No, sir. I never did ’aggle and I never will
'aggle. Consequently I meet you at once, free and
fair, with — Done, for double the money!” g

Mr. Boffin seemed a little unprepared for this con-
clusion, hut assénted, with the remark, “You know
better what it ought to be than I do, Wegg,” and again
shook hands with him upon it.

“Could you begin to-night, Wegg?” he then de-
manded. _

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Wegg, careful to leave all the
cagerness to him. “I see no difficulty if you wish it.
You are provided with the necedful 1mplement — a
- book, sir?” . Gy

: “Bought him at a sale, said Mr. Bofﬁn |
‘wollumes. Red and gold. I’urple r1bbon__ m_ every
wollume, to keep the pla.ce where you '-'lea,ve ff. ,Do
you know him?"” e / it

i “The boek’s na:me,. ired: Silas.
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“I thought you might have know’d him without
it,” said Mr. Boffin slightly disappointed. “His name
is Decline-And-Fall-Off The-Rooshan-Empire.” (M.
Boffin went over these stones- slowly and with much
caution.)

. “Ay indeed!” said Mr. Wegg, nodding his head
with an air of friendly recognition.

“You know him, Wegg?”

“I haven't been not to say right slap through him,
very lately,” Mr. Wegg made answer, “having been
otherways employed, Mr. Boffin. But know h1m° Old
familiar declining and falling off the Rooshan? Rather,
sir! Ever since I was not so high as gour stick. Ever
since my eldest brother left our cottage to enlist into
the army. On which occasion, as the ballad that was
made about it describes:

‘‘Beside that cottage door,Mr. Boffin, ¢
A girl was on her knees; 2
She held aloft a snowy scarf, Sir,
Which (my eldest brother noticed) fluttered in the breeze
She breathed a prayer for him, Mr. Boffin;
A prayer he coold not hear. -
And my eldest brother lean'd upon his sword Mr. Bofﬁn,
And wiped away a tear.” 9 G i B
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name (which hardly anybody does), when you've got’
nigh upon about a odd mile, or say and a quarter if
you like, up Maiden Lane, Battle Bridge, ask for.
IIa.rmouy Jail, and you'll be put right. I shall expect
you, Wegg,” said Mr. Boffin, (,la.ppm;:, him “on the
shouider with the greatest enthusmsm ‘most jyfully. I
shall have no peace or patience till you come. Print
is now opening ahecad of me. This night, a literary
man — with a wooden leg —" he bestowed an ad-
miring look upon that decoration, as if it greatly en-
hanced the relish of Mr. Wegg’s uttainments — *“‘will
begin to lead me a néw life! My fist again, Wegg.
Morning, morning, mcrning!”

Left alone at his stall as the other ambled off, Mr. °
Wegg subsided into his scrcen, produced a small pocket-
handkerchief of a penitentially-scrubbing character, and
took himself by the nose with a thoughtful aspect.
Also, while he still grasped that feature, he directed *
scveral thoughtful looks down the street, after the re- -
tiring figure of Mr. Boffin. But, profound gravity sat
enthroned on Wegg’s countenance. For, while he con-
sidered within himself that this was an old fellow of
rare simplicity, that this was an opportunity to be im-
‘proved, and that here might be money to be got be-

ond present calculation, still he compromised hiraself
gy no admission that his new engagement was at all
out of his way, or involved the least element of the
_ ridiculous. Mr. Wegg would cven have picked. a~
handsome qua,rrel with any one who should - have
~ challenged his deep acquaintance with those" afowsai i
eight volumes of Decline and Fall. - H_IS gra.wty wa.s'
- unusual, - portentous, and 1mmeasnrabl_e, not b‘ecaud'e“*}i :
admxtted a.ny doubt of - himself,  but  because ; he per
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ceived it necessary to forestall any doubt of himself in
others.” And herein he ranged with that very numerous
class of impostors, who are quite as determined to keep
up appearances to themselvés,“as to their neighbours.
A certain loftiness, likewise, took possession of Mr.
Wegg; a condescending sensc of being in request as
an official expounder of mysteries. It did not -move
him to commercial greatness, but rather to littleness,
insomuch that if it had been within the possibilities of
things for the wooden measure to hold fewer nuts ‘than
usual, ‘it would have done so that day. But, when
night came, and with her veiled eyes beheld him
stumping towards Boffin’s Bower, he Wat elated too.
The Bower was as difficult to find, as Fair Rosa-
mond’s without the clue. Mr. Wegg, having reached
the quarter indicated, inquired for the Bower half: a -
- dozen times without the least success; until he remem-
bered to ask for Harmony Jail. - This occasioned a quick .
change’ in the spirits of a hoarse, gentleman and a
donkey, whom ho had much perplexed.
- “Why, yer mean Old Harmon

ey

88

» _,,,%.g,_:-*;gg;\-_ -

his' attentioni
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Edward, with his ears lymg back ‘remained im-
~ moveable. . '

“Eddard! (keep yer hi on his ears) cut By to
Old Harmon's.” : .

-Bdward instantly prlcked up his ears to their ut-
most, and rattled off at such a pace that Mr. Wegg's
conversation was Jolted out of h1m in a most dislocated
state.

“Was-it-Ev-verajail ?” asked Mr. Wegg, holdmg on.

“Not a proper jail. wot you and me would get
committed to,” returned his escort; “they giv’ ‘it the
‘name, on accounts of Old Harmon living solitary
there.”

“And-why-did- they-calhtharm-Ony?“ asked Wegg

“On_accounts of his never agreeing with nobody.
Liké a speeches of chaff. Harmon's Jall Harmony
J a1] ~ Working it, round like.” | ATEH
' Doyouknow—Mlst-Erboﬁ' m?” asked’ Wegg

7o %Y ‘ghould: thmk so! Eve body do abou --..here
: Eddard knows: hlm (Keep yer h1 0]1‘]1113 ea.rs-‘ Noddy
-Bo _ 'Eddard ! o

OurEMutualiFraend2l.
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digcrectly lost no time in slipping out at the back of
~the truck. The moment he was landed, his late driver
with a wave of the carrot, said “Supper, Eddard!”
and he, the hind hoofs, the truck, and Edward, all
seemed to fly mto the air together, in a kind of apo-
theosis.

Pushing the _gate, which stood ajar, WVegg looked
into an enclosed space where certain tall dark mounds
rose high against the sky, and where the pathway to
the Bower was indicated, as the moonlight showed,
between two lines of broken crockery set in ashes. A
white figure advancing along this path, proved to be
nothing more ghostly than Mr.-Boffin, easily attired for
the pursuit of knowledge, in an undress garment of
short white smock-frock. Ha.vmrr received his literary
friend with great cordiality, he conducted him to the
interior of the Bower and there presented him to Mrs.
- Boffin: — a stout lady of a rubicund and cheerful aspect %
" dressed (to Mr. Wegg’s constematmn) in a low evening-
. dress of sable: sa.tm a.nd a ]a.rge bla.ck velvet hat and g

fea.thers. 247 s fiho s T 7 b b
- “Ms. Bofﬁn Wegg, ald Bofﬁn,
: a.t__ Fa.s_hlon .And her _m_a,ke is :

stotaroomsysfittediandSturmsied
More }ﬂ‘ Inxurious amateurstap-rooIstng >
else wii"_"m theskenEotaSiIasaWers:
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wooden settles by the fire, one on either side of it,
with a corresponding table before each. On one of
these tables, the eight volumes were ranged flat, in a
row, like a galvanic battery; on the other; certainsquat
case-bottles of inviting appearance seemed to stand on
tiptoe to. exchange "la.nces with Mr. Wegg over a front
row of tumblers and a basin of white sugar. On the
hob, a kettle stcamed; on the hearth, a cat reposed.
I‘a.cmg the fire between the settles, a sofa, a footstool,
--and a little table, formed a centrepiece devoted to Mrs.
Boffin. They were garish in taste and color, but were
expensive articles of drawing-room furniture that had
a very odd look beside the .settles and the flaring
- gaslight pendent from the ceiling. There was a ﬂowely
carpet on the floor; but, instead of reaching to -the
fireside, its- glowing vegetatmn stopped short at Mrs.
" Boffin's footstool; and gave place to a region of sand
and sawdust. Mr ‘Wegg also noticed, with admiring
cyes, that, while the flowery land chspla.yed such hollow_-
ornamentation as stuffed birds and waxen fruits under
glass-shades, there were, in the territory. where vege-"” :
Jta.twn cea.sed compensatory shelves on which th best;f-;
part_of a large pie and likewise of a cold join
: pla.mly'_dlscermble among other solids:: Th
E_ag?’ ~though low n'dl- the‘lieav
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“Do you understand it, Wegg?” ,

“Why, in a general way, sir,” Mr. Wegg was
beginning slowly and knowingly, with his head stuck
on one side, as evasive peopfe do begin, when the other
cut him short:

“You don’t understand it, Wegg, and I'll expl..ln
it. These arrangements is made by mutual consent
between Mrs. Boffin and me._ Mls Boffin, as I've
‘mentioned, is a highflyer at Fashion: at present I'm
not. I.don’t go higher than comfort, and comfort of
the sort that I'm equal to the enjyment of. Well then<
Where would be the good of Mrs. Boffin,and me quar-
relling over it? We never did quarrel, before we come
into Boffin’s Bower as a property; why quarrel when
we have come into Boffin’s Bower as a property? So
Mis. -Boffin, she keeps up her part of the room, in her
way; I keep up my part of the room in mine. In
consequence of which we have at once, Sociability (I
should go melancholy mad without Mrs. Boffin), Fa.sluon, 3

- and Comfort. .If I get by degrees to be a higher- ﬂyer
oabs Fashlon, then Mrs. Boffin will by degrees
~ for'arder. ~ If Mrs. Boffin .;-should __everabe
“at Fasbmn than she is 2 t the pre
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with an air of much refreshment, “you begin to know
us as we are. This is a charming spot, is the Bower,
but you must get to apprechiate it by degrees. It’s a
spot to find out the merits of, little by little, -and a
newnn every day. There's a serpentining walk up
cach of, the mounds, that gives you the yard and
neighbourhood changing every moment. When you
get to the top, there’s. a view of  the néighbouling
premises, not to be surpassed. The premises of: Mrs.
Boffin’s late father (Canine Provision Trade), you look
down into, as if they was your own. And the top of
the High Mound is crowned with a lattice-work Arbou:,
in whlch, if you don’t read out loud many a book ine
the summer, ay, and as a friend, drop many a time
into poetry too, it shan't be my fault. Now, what'll
you read on?” :

*  “Thank you, sir,” returned Weo‘g, as if there werc
nothing new in his rea.dmg at all. . “I _generally do-it
on gin and waters”

“Keeps the organ moist, docs it, Wegg?” askcd
Mr Boffin, with innocent cagerness.

“N-no, sir,’ rephed Wegg, coolly, “I shou]d h‘trdly

 deseribe it s0, sir. I should say, mellers it. Me]le1s
9 4 .

1t is the wmd I should employ, Mr Bofﬁn WA
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.Mrs. Boffin's Fashion, as a less inexorable deity
than the idol usually worshipped under that name, did
not forbid her mixing for her literary guest, or asking
if he found the result to his’ liking. On his returning
a gracious answer and taking his place at the literary
settle, Mr. Boffin began to compose himself as a listener,
at the opposite settle, with exultant eyes.

“Sorry to deprive you of a pipe, Wegg,” he said,
- filling his own, “bnt you can’t do both'together. Oh!
and another thing I forgot to name! When you come
in here of an evening, and look round you, and notice
anything on a shelf that happens to catch yoar fancy,
mention it.”

Wegg, who had been f'roinfr to put on his spectﬁcles,
immediately laid them down w1th the sprightly obser-
vation:

“You read my thoughts, sir. Do my. eyes decelve_
e, or is that ob_]ect up there a — a pxe? It can t be-
a Ple DEAlEER ST

and Falliuis e
“Havr’ I lost mY 8

SEthin KRS w) LIS TRV O UL
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invitation. I wouldn’t at any other party’s, at the
present juncture; but at yours, sir! —— And meaty -
. jelly too, especially when a little salt, which is the
case where ther¢’s ham, is mellering to the organ, is
very mellering to the organ.” M. Wegg did not say
what organ, but spoke with a cheerful generality.

~ So, the pie was brought down, and the worthy Mr.
Boffin exercised his patience until Wegg, in the exercise
of his knife and fork, had finished the dish: only pro-
fiting by the opportunity to inform Wegg that-although
it was not strictly Fashionable to keep the contents of
a larder thus exposed to view, he (Mr. Boffin) con-
sidered it hospitable; for the reason, that instead of <
saying, in a comparatively unmeaning manner,. to a
visitor, ‘There are such and such edibles down stairs;
will you have anything up?’ you took the bold practical
course of saying, ‘Cast your eye ‘along the shelves,
and, if you see anything you like there, have it down."
" And now, -Mr. W'egg_at-leng'_r.hl'."'pii"shé’d}?é).j;éhy‘g':--his---_
.plate and put on his 'spectacles,’ and Mr. Boffin' lighted -
- his"pipe and looked with beaming eyes into he g
__ roclinbd in' N e )

ﬁ'; @_‘.j‘.".j"-.‘isi ..' i 0, Lg%/ :"“iﬁ‘i‘i’?i 3
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said Wegg W1th an air of insinuating frankness (having
- first again looked hard at the book), “that you made .
a little mistake this morning, which I had mecant to
set you right in, only something put it out. of my head.
. I think you said Rooshan Empire, sir?”

“It is Rooshan; ain’t it, Wegg?”

“No, sir. Roman. Roman.”

“What's the difference, Wegg?"

“The difference, sir?” Mr. Wc ‘was faltering
and in danger of breaking down, When a bl‘l“‘ht thought
flashed upon him. *“The difference, sir? “There you
place me in a difficulty, Mr. Boffin. Suffice it to ob-
serve, that the difference.is best postponed to some
“other occasion when Mrs. Boffin does not honor us

with her company.. In Mis. Bofﬁns presence, sir, we
had better drop it.”

Mr. Wegg thus came out of his- dmadvantawe wﬂ;h
(l‘lllte a chivalrous air, and not only that, but b dmi'.,__
of repeatmg with-a manly dehcacy, “In Mrs. Bofﬁn 18,
" presence, 311', we: had better drop: lt'"v__.,_tu.rned the dlé-;_i”
~ advantage on Bofﬁn, who”'--felt‘f"that h hzid_ commlttéaf
: 'lnmself in a very painful mann i R

'\

AABEeIOUS, L.{.u.muk-' L

L‘.-s')unn v'i'H"'“ "“1—1 U‘/ Whes, 1
a8 for thatem e .u:‘i./ OLEdrop i,

.-,".-.I Lh_/ ﬂﬂ_m IAMtoninus Vr"%—"J‘-‘_ e
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and galloping smoothly with-Augustus; finally, getting
- over the ground well with Commodus: who, under the
 appellation of Commodious, was held by Mr. Boffin to
have been quite unworthy of his Dnglish origin, and

“not to have acted up to his name” in his government
of the, Roman people. With the death of this per-
sonage, Mr. Wegg terminated his first reading; long
before which' consummation several total eclipses of
Mrs. Boffin’s candle behind her black velvet disc,
would have been very alarming, but for being re-
gularly accompanied by a potent smell of burnt pens
when her feathers took fire, which acted as a restorative
and woke her. Mr. Wegg, having recad on by rotg
and attached as few ideas as possible to the text, came
_out of the encounter fresh; but, Mr. Boffin, who had
soon laid down his unfinished pipe, and had ever since
‘sat intently staring with his eyes and mind at the con-

founding enormities of the Romans, was so sevelely-._

punished that he could hardly. wish hls lltemry fnend i
Good-night, and articulate ‘“‘To-morrow.” R
" “Commodious,” ‘gasped Mr. Boffin,.
‘moon, after letting Wegg out:at the ¢
Tt “Commbdlous ﬁghts m that ‘wild-

1 Z_-I EQE! ""-'..‘.(LL‘/ )Ih -"_L.\M

@lb.* 1* ﬂ.u myselfgthcsesaresscarersy -uu €yenEnow,
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that Commodious is strangled, I don’t.see a way to
our bettering ourselves.” Mr. Boffin added as_ he
tarned his pensive steps towards the Bower and shook
his head, “I didn't think this morning there was half
so many Scarers in Print. But I'm in for it now!”
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