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CHAPTER IL

_ Still Educational.

Tae person of the house, doll's dressmaker and
manufacturer of ornamental pincushions and pen-wipers,
sat in her quaint little low arm-chair, singing in the
dark, until Lizzie came back. The person of the house
had attamed ‘that dignity while yet of very tender
years indeed, through being the only trustworthy per-
son ¢z the house. . _

“Well Lizzie-Mizzie-Wizzie,” said she, breaking
off in her song. ‘“What's the news- out of doors?”

“What’s the news in doors?” returned Lizzie, p]a.y-
fully smoothing the bright long fair hair which gr
very luxuriant “and beautlful on the head of the doll’
dressmaker. ;

“Let me see, said the blind man. Why the, Tast
news is, that I don’t mean to marry your brother

(‘Nopﬂ -
- “No-o0,” shakmg ‘her head and .her chm _‘,‘-D_o__n’_t:-
like the boy.” s G
~ “What do you sa, to ']nB
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door open, and the house door open, and turned the
little low chair and its occupant towards the outer air.
It was a sultry night, and this was a fine-weather ar-
rangement when the day’s work was done. ,To com-
plete it, she seated herself in a chair by the side of
the little chair, and protectingly drew under her arm
the spare hand that crept up to her.

“This is what your loving Jenny Wren calls the
best time in the day and night," said the person of
the house. Her real name was Fanny Cleaver; but
she had long ago chosen to bestow upon herself the
appellation of Miss Jenny Wren. ‘

“I have been thinking,” Jenny went on, “as I sat
at work to-dwy, what a thing it would be, if I should
be able to have your company till I am married, or
at least courted. Because when I am courted, I shall
make Him do some of the things that you do for me.
'~ He couldn’t brush my hair like you do, or help me up
‘and down stairs like you-do, and he couldn’t do any-
thing like you do; but he could take my work home,
and he could call for orders in his clumsy way. And
~he shall too. /'l trot him about, I can tell him!”

Jenny Wren had her personal vanities — happily
for her — and no intentions were stronger in her breast
than the various trials and torments that were, in the
fulness of time, to be inflicted upon ‘him.” : '

““Wherever he may happen to be. just at. b present
or whoever he. may ha.ppen to be, sald M"
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air.of vast experience. “My dear, they don’t ‘care for
you, thoss fellows, if you're not hard upon ’em. But
I was saying If. I should be.able to have your com-
pany. Ah! What a large If! Ain't it?”

“I have no intention of parting company, Jenny.”

“Don’t say that, or you'll go directly.”

“Am I so little to be relied upon?”

“You're more to be relied upon than silver and
gold.” As she said it, Miss Wren suddenly broke off,
screwed up her eyes and her chin, and looked pro-
digiously knowing “Ahal! :

o

‘“Who comes here?

“ A Grenadier.

‘““What does he want?
- ¢+ ‘“A pot of beer.

And nothing else in the world; my dear!”

A man’s figure ps.used on the pavement at the
outer door. “Mr. Eugene Wragburn, ain’t it?"” said
Miss Wren. e

“So I am told,” was the answer, _ 3

“You may come in, 1f you re good 2 e .' 3

'.h1s hand to leme, :
- at leme 8 glde. - He




OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. 33

~ Gracious condescension on our brother’s part! Mr.
Eugene' Wrayburn thought h xie had passed my young
gentleman on the bridge yonde1. Who was his friend
with him? |

“The schoolmaster.”

“To be sure. Looked like it.”

Lizzie sat so still, that one could not have szud
wherein the fact of her manner being troubled was ex-
pressed; and yet one could not have doubted it. Eugene
was as easy as ever; but perhaps, as she sat with her
cyes cast down, it might have been rather more per-
ceptible that his attention was concentrated upon her
for certain moments, than its concentration upon any
subject for any short time ever was, elsewhere.

‘I-have nothing to report, Lizzie,” said Iugene.
“But, having promised you that an eye should be al-
ways kept on Mr. Riderhood through my friend Light-
wood, I like occasionally to remew my assurance that
I keep my promise, and keep my friend up to the
mark.”

“I should not have doubted it, sir.”

“(enerally, I confess myself a man to be doubted,” .
returned Eugene, coolly, “for all that.”.

“Why are you?” asked the sharp Miss Wren.

‘“Because, my dear,” sa1d the any Luvene, “I am
a bad idle dog 4 < Sl
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“T have thought of it, Mr. Wrayburn, but I have
not been able to make up my mind to accept it.”

“False pride!” said Eugene.
“I think not, Mr. Wrayburn. I hope not.”

“False pride!” repeated Eugene. “Why, what
else is it? The thing is worth nothing in itself. The
thing is worth nothing to me. What can it be worth
to me? You know the most I make of it. I propose
to be of some use to somebody — which I never was
in this world, and never shall be on any other occa-
sion — by paying some qualified person “of your own
sex and age, so many (or rather so few) contemptible
shillings, to come here, certain nights in the week,
and give you certain instruction which you wouldn't
want if you hadn’t been a self-denying daughter and
sister. You know that it’s good to have it, or you
would uever have so devoted yourself to your brother’s
having it. Then why not have it: especially when our
friend Miss Jenny here. would profit by it too? IfI
proposed to be the teacher, or to attend the lessons —
obviously incongruous! — but as “to that, I might as
well be on the other side of the globe, or not on the

globe at all. False pride, Lizzie. Because true pride
Wouldn t shame, or be shamed by, your thankless
brother. True pride wouldn’t have schoolmasters
brought here, like doctors, to look at a bad case.
True pride would go to work and do it. ~ You know
that well enough for you know that your own';'-;_true -

well il add no mdre than

el Ry

‘105 s Wrong
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“How to my father, Mr\ Wrayburn?” she asked,
with an anxious face. .

“How to your father? Can you ask! By per-
petuating the consequences of his ignorant and blind
obstinacy. By resolving not to set right the wrong he
did you. By doterminino- that the deprivation to which
e condemned you, and wlnoh he forced upon you, shall
always rest upon his head.”

It chanced to be a subtle string to sound, in her
who had so spoken to her brother within the hour. It
sounded far more forcibly, because of the change in
the speaker for the moment; the passing appearance of
earnestness, ‘complete conv1ct10n, injured resentment
of suspicion, generous and unselfish interest. All these
qualities, in him usually so light and careless, she felt
to be inseparable from some touch of their opposites
in her own breast. She thought, had she, so far below
him and so different, rejected this disinterestedness,
because- of some vain misgiving that he sought her out,

- or heeded any personal attractions that he might desery
in her? The poor girl, pure of heart and purpose,
could not bear to think it. Sinking before her own
eyes, as she suspected herself of it, she drooped her
head as though she had done him some wmked and
gnevous m_]ury, a.nd broke lnto sﬂent tea.rs il :

kmdly ' “I hope it is not Ly
I meant no more ‘than
hght “before you;

oh :fo
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“It won't break my heart,” laughed Eugene; “it
won't stay by me eight-and-forty hours; but I am ge-
nuinely disappointed. I had set my fancy on doing
this little thing for you and for our friend Miss Jenny.
The novelty of my doing anything in the least useful,
had its charms. I see, now, that I might have managed
it better. I might have affected to do it wholly for
our friend Miss J. . I ‘might have got myself up,
morally, as Sir Eugene Bountiful. But upon my soul
I can’'t make flourishes, and I would rather be disap-
pointed than try.”

If he meant to follow home what was in Lizzie’s
thoughts, it was skilfully donme. If he followed it by
mere fortuitous commdence, it was done by an evil:
chance.

“It opened out so na.turally before me,” said Eugene.
“The ball seemed so thrown into my hands by accident!
I happen to be originally brought into contact with
you, Lizzie, on those two occasions that youknow of.
I happen to be able to promise you ‘that a watch )sha_lv_ll
‘be kept upon' that false accuser, R1derhood I happen
to be able to give you-some-”httle_cons
da.rkest hour of your ( A.Ssuri

-10pe 1 have

e
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to have distressed you. I hate to claim to mean well,
but I really did mean honestly and simply well, and I
want you to know it.” , *

“T have never doubted that, Mr. Wrayburn,” said
Lizzie; the more repentant, the less he claimed.

“I am very glad to hear it. Though if_you had
quite understood my whole meaning' at first, I\think
you would not have refused. Do you think you would?”

«I — T don't know that I should, Mr. Wrayburm.”

«“Well! Then why refuse now you do under-
stand it?” | -

“Tt's not easy for me to talk to you,” returned
Lizzie, in some confusion, ‘‘for you see all the con-
sequences of what I say, as soon as-I say i 2

“Take all the consequences,” laughed Eugene, “and
take away my disappointment. Lizzie Hexam, as ik
truly respect you, and as T am your friend and a poor
devil of a gentleman, I protest I don’t even now. under-
stand why you hesitate.” e P T

There was an appearance of openness, trustfulness,
 unsuspecting generosity, in his words and _manner, that
won the poor girl over; and not only won her
‘But again caused her to fecl as though sk
ed by the opposite qualities, with
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and her\chin upon her hands. Without changing her
attitude, she answered, “Yes!” so suddenly that it
rather seemed as if she had chopped the monosyllable
than spoken it

“For myself and . for Jenny, I thankf'ully accept
your kind offer.”

“Agreed! Dismissed!” said Eugene, giving Lizzie
his hand before lightly waving it, as if he waved the
whole subject away. “I hope it may not be often that
so much is made of so little!”

Then he fell to talking playfully with J enny Wren.
“I think of setting up a doll Miss Jenny,” he said.

“You had better not,” rephod the dressmaker.

“Wlly not‘a”

“You are sure to break it. AH you children do.”

‘fBut that makes good for tlade you know, Miss
Wren,” returned Eugene “Much as peoples breaking
- promises and contracts and bargams of a.ll sorts makes
good for my trade ' b R e
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work as soon as we could use our hands, it would be
all over ‘with the doll’'s dressmakers.”

“There’s something in that,” replied Miss Wren;
“yorn have a sort of an idea in your noddle sometimes.”
Then, in a changed tone; “Talking of ideas, my
Lizzie,” they were sitting side by side as they had sat
at first, “I wonder how it happens .that when I am
work, work, working here, all alone in the summer-

time, I smell flowers.”

“As a commonplace individual, I should say,”
Eugene suggested languidly — for he was growing.
weary of the person of the house — “that you smell
flowers because you do smell flowers.” ’

“No I don’t,” said the little creature, resting one
arm upon the elbow of her chair, resting her chin upon
that hand, and looking vacantly before her; “this is
not a flowery neighbourhood. It’s anything but that.
- And yet as I sit at work, I smell miles of flowers. I
smell roses, till I think I see the rose-leaves lying in
heaps, bushels, on the floor. I smell fallen leaves, till
i put down my hand — so — and expect to make them
rustle. I smell the white and the pink May in the
hedges, and all sorts of flowers that I never was among.
For I have seen very few flowers indeed, in my life.”

““Pleasant fancies to have, Jenny dear!” said her
. friend: with a glance towards Eugene as if she would
have asked him whether they were gwen the chlld in
compensa.tlon for her losses. « 3
. %S0 I think, lezm, ‘when they‘co

~the birds I hear!’” - Oh!” crie: ;

Tolding out her ha.n
. sing!®io .’_-'_:f.l-_,‘; Y
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There wgs something in the face and action for the
moment, quite inspired and beautiful. Then the chin
dropped musingly upon the hand again.

_ “I dare say my birds sing better than other birds,
and my flowers smell better than other flowers. For
when I was a little child,” in a tone as though it were
" ages ago, ‘“‘the children that I used to see early in the
morning were very different from any others that I
~ever saw. They were not like me; they were not
chilled, anxious, ragged, or beaten; they were never in -
pain. They were not like the children of the neigh-
bours; they never made me tremble all over, by setting
up shrill noises, and they never mocked me. Such
numbers of them too! All in white dresses, and with
something shining on the borders, and on their heads,
that I have never been able to imitate with my work,
though I know it so well. They used to come down in
long bright slanting rows, and say all together, ‘“Who
is this in pain! Who is this in pain!” WhenItold them
who it was, they answered, ‘Come and pla’y with ‘us!’
When I said ‘I never play! I can’t play!’ they swept
about me and took me up, and madé me light. Then
it was all delicious ease and rest till they laid: me
down, and said, all together, ‘Have patience, and wo
will come again.” Whenever they came back, T used
to know they were. commg before I saw the longl__
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and she became quite’ beauti%l Having so paused for
a moment, silent, with a listening smile upon her face,
she looked round and recalled herself.

- “What poor fun you think me; don’t you, M1.
Wrayburn? You may well look tired of me. But it’s
~Saturday mght and I won't detain you.”

“That is to say, MissxWren,” observed Eugene,
quite ready to profit by the ‘hint, ‘“you wish me to
k gogn

“Well, it's Saturday night,”. eturned, “and my
child’s coming home. And my chlld is a troublesome
‘bad child, and costs me a world of scolding. I would
rather you didn't see my child.”

“A doll?” said Euoene, not understandmg, and
-looking for an explanation.
. But Lizzie, with her lips only, shaping the two words,
__.“Her father,” he delayed no longer. He-took his: lea.ve '-
immediately. At the corner of the street he stopped -
“to. hght another cigar, and possibly to ask himself what
“he was domg otherwise. If so; the.answer. Was---flnde;_
ﬁmte a.nd vaglle. e Who knows wha.t he ‘is do who
is- car what he d es' gt 4
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health. Give poor invalid honor of your company. It
ain’t — ain’t catching.”

Lizzie murmured that she had something to do in
her own room, and went away upstairs.

“How's my Jenny?” said the man, timidly. “How's
my Jenny Wren, best of children, object dearest affee-
tions broken-hearted invalid?”

To which the person of the house, stretching out
her arm in an attitude of command, replied with irre-
sponsive asperity: “Go along with you! Go along into
your corner! Get into your corner directly!”

The wretched spectacle made as if he would have
offered some remonstrance; but not venturing to resist
the person of the. house,.thought better of it, and went
and sat down on a particular chair of disgrace.

“Oh-h-h!” cried the person of the house, pointing
her little finger, “You bad old boy! Oh-h-h you
naughty, wicked creature! What do you mean by it?”

The shaking figure, unnerved and disjointed from
head to foot, put out its two hands a little way, as
making overtures of peace and reconciliation. Abject
tears stood in its eyes, and stained the blotched red of
its cheeks. The swollen lead-coloured under lip trembled
with a shameful whine. The whole indecorous thread-
_bare ruin, from the broken shoes to. the prematurely—.'j

_to be called a .391?50,‘ of
Of parent 'md child,;
(e e
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it did not require dlscernmcm& to discover). “Oh, you
disgraceful old chap!”

-The very breathing of the figure was contemptible,
as it- laboured and rattled in that operation, like a
blundering clock.

“Slave, slave, slave, from mormng to mrrht " pur-
sued the person of the house, ‘and all for this!  What
do you mean by it?” | ' | '

There was something in that emphasized “What,”
which absurdly frightened the figure. As often as the
person of the house worked her way round to it —
even as soon as hLe saw that it was coming — he col-
lapsed in an extra degree.

"“I wish you had been taken up, and locked up,”
said the person of the house. “I wish you had been
poked into cells and black holes, and run over by rats
and spiders and beetles. - 7 know their tricks and their
manners, and they’d have tickled you nicely. Ain’t you
ashamed of yourself?”

“Yes, my dear,” stammered the father.

“Then,” said the person of the house, terrifying
him by a grand muster of her spirits and forces before
recurring to the emphatic word, “ IWhat do. you mean
by it?” - e bilen

“Circumstances over which had no control, n: was'
the mmera.ble creature’s plea in extenuatlon , _'

| “1"11 circumstance you and control _,you too,” ri
'-'qtorted _the personi"of‘ the house, speakin

. h >l ,.t_é.
'8 n a
e

o 1t0 he
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for you, an\d you'll be transpmted for life. How should
you like to'be transported for life?” :

“Shouldn’t like it. Poor shattered invalid. Trouble
nobody long,” cried the wretched figure.

“Come, come!” said the person of the house, tap-
ping the table near her in a busmess-hke manner,
and shaking her head and her chin; “you know what
you've got to do. Put down your money this instant.”

The obedient figure began to rummage in its
pockets.

“Spent a fortune out of your wages, L1l be bound!”
said the person of the house. “Put it here! All you've
got left! Every farthing!” '

Such a business as he made of collectmg it from
his dogs'-eared pockets; of expecting it in this pocket,
and not finding it; of not expecting it in that pocket,
and passing it over, of finding no pocket where that
other pocket ought to be! =

. “Is this all?” demanded the person of the house,
‘when a confused hea.p of pence a.nd sh:llmgs lay -on’- !
"the table. _
~ “Got no more,”
’a.ccordant shake of t

was the rueful. a.ns'
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order. ‘“Ol, you prodigal old\son! Now you shall {‘}’c’c
starved.”

“No, don’t starve me,” he urged, whimpering.

“If you were treated as you ought to.be,” said
Miss Wren, “you’d be fed upon the-skewers of cats’
meat; — only the skewers, after the cats had had the
meat. As it is, go to bed. »

- When he stumbled out of the corner to comply,
he again put out both his hands, and pleaded: “Cir-
~ cumstances over which no control ——"

“Get along with you to bed!” cried Miss Wren,
snapping him up. “Don’t speak to me. I'm not
going to forgive you. Go to bed this moment!”

Seeing another emphatic “What” upon its way,
he evaded it by complying, and was heard to shuffle
heavily up stairs, and shut his door, and throw him-
-self on his bed. Within a little while afterwards,
Lizzie came down. '

“Shall we have our supper, Jenny dear?”

~ “Ah! bless us and save us, we need have some-
thing to keep us going,” returned Miss Jenny, shrug-
ging her shoulders.

Lizzie laid a cloth upon the little bench (more
_ﬂ_ha.ndy for the person of the house than an ordinary
- table), and put upon it such plain fare as they were
i__'f_;‘-accustomed to have, and drew up a stool'-" fo / :herhelf
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_ “Oh, but he won't,” said Lizzie. “You'll take care
of that, befn}rehand " '

“I shall try to take care of" it beforehand, but he
~ might deceive me. Oh, my dear, all those fellows:
with their tricks and then' manners do deceive!” ‘With
the little fist in full action. “And if so, I tell you
what I think I'd do. When he was asleep, I'd make
a spoon red-hot, and I'd have some boiling liquor
bubbling in a saucepan, and I'd take it out hissing,
and I'd open his mouth with the other hand — or
perhaps he’d sleep with his mouth ready _open — and
I'd pour it down his throat, and blister %t and choke
lnm ;

“I am sure you would do no such horrible thing,”
said Lizzie. -

“Shouldn’t I? Wcll, perhapq I shouldn’t. But I
should like to!”

“I am equally sure you would not.”
~ “Not even like to? Well, you generally know best.
.-_"_'Only -you haven’t alwa.ys llved among it as I have
lived == and your back isn’t bad 'and your legs are
not queer ; & R :

1t shrew; oti the world,sworldlys of ‘the earth,

Poor éi.biﬁf"&f dressmaker
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down by hands that should \]m.ve raised her up; how
often so misdirected when ‘losing her way on the
eternal road, and asking guidance! Poor, poor little
doll’s dressmaker!
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