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CHAPTER V.

Mercury Prompting.

Frepcesy deserved Mr. Alfred Lammle’s eulogium.
He was the meanest cur existing, with a single pair of
legs. And instinct (a word we all clearly understand) .
going largely on four legs, and reason always on two,
meanness on four legs never attains the pOlfGCthH of
meanness on two.

The father of this young gentleman had been a
money-lender, who had transacted professional business
with the mother of this young gentleman, when he, the
latter, was waiting in the vast dark ante-chambers of
the present world to be born. The lady, widow,
being unable to pay the money-lender, married him;
and in due course, Fledgeby was summoned out of the
vast dark ante-chambers to come and be presented to
the Registrar-General. Rather a curious speculation
how Fledgeby would othermse have dlsposed of hls |
leisure until Doomsday j ALl
. Fledgeby’s mother oﬁ‘ended her famlly by m' Ing
.,-'Fledgebys father It is one of. the easies

ur. 1o bercousin
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Earl would have had no compunction in removing her.
one time more and dropping her clean outside the cou-
sinly pale; but cousin for all that.

- .Among  her pre-matrimonial transactions with
Fledgeby’s father, Fledgeby’s mother had raised money
of him at a great disadvantage on a certain reversion-
ary interest. The reversion falling. in soon after they
were married, Fledgeby’s father laid hold of the cash
for his sepala.te use and benefit. This led to subjective
differences of opinion, not to say objective interchanges
of boot-jacks, backgammon boards, and sother such do-
mestic missiles, between Fledgeby’s father and Fledge-
by’s mother, and those led to Fledgeby’s mother spend-
ing as much money as she could, and to Fledgeby’s
father doing all he couldn’t to restrain her. Fledgeby’s
childhood had been, in consequence, a stormy one;
but the winds and the waves had gone down in the.
grave, and Fledgeby flourished alone.

He lived in chambers in the Albany,. did Fledgeby,
and maintained a spruce appearance. But his youthful
fire was all composed of sparks from the gnndstohe, &
and as the sparks flew oﬁ’ -went out, and n d

.....
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“Why, I'll tell you,”\said Fledgeby, very delibe-
rately.

“Io, my boy.”

“You misunderstand me,” said Fledgeby. “I don’t
mean I'll tell you that. I mean Ill tell.you something -
else.” :

“Tell me anything, old fellow!”

“Ah, but there you misunderstand me agam
Fledgeby “I mean I'll teal you nothing.”

Mr. Lammle sparkled at him, but frowned at
him too. ] "

“Look here,” said Fledgeby. “You're deep and
you're ready. Whether I am deep or not, never mind.
I am not ready. DBut I can do one thing, Lammle, I
can hold my tongue. And I intend always doing it.”,

“You are a long-headed fellow, Fledgeby.”

“May be, or may not be. If I am a short-tongued
fellow, it may amount to the same thmg Now, _La,mmle,
I am never going to answer questlons e

“My dear. fellow, it was the’ mmplest questlon in_

- the world.” e R e
- “Never mind. It seemed 80, but thm

‘ways what they seem. I' saw. ir
_"uw1tness in Westmmster Hall |

L
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“Now, Lammle,” said Fascination Fledgeby, calmly
feeling for his whisker, “it won’t do. I won’t be led
on into a discussion. I can’t maﬁhﬂe a discussion. But
I can manage to hold my tongue.”

“Can?”. Mr. Lammle . fell back upon propltlatmn
“T should think you could! Why, when these fellows
“of our acquaintance drink and you drink with them,
the more talkative they get, the more silent you get.
'T'he more they let out, the more you keep in.”

“I.don’t object, Lammle,” returned Fledgeby, with
an internal chuckle, “to being understood, though I
object to being-questioned. That certamly is the way
I do it.”

“And when all the rest of us are discussing our
ventures, none of us ever know what a single venture
of yours Ik '

“And none of you ever will from me, Lammle,”
replied l*lcdgeby, with anothel internal chuckle" “that
_certainly 7s the way I do it.”

“Why of course it is, I know!” re30med Lammle
with a flourish of frankness, and a laugh, and stretchmg; o
out his hands as if to show the universe a remarkable
~man_in Fledgeby. “If. I__J_hadnt known 1t-“"_of=" Ve

i
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his chair, and contemplated Fledgeby in silence. Then
he slowly released his left hand from its pocket, and
made that bush of his whiskers, still contemplatmw
“him ir- silence. Then he slowly broke silence, and
slowly. said: ‘“What — the — Dev il is this fellow
about this morning?”

“Now, look here, Lammle,” said Fascination Fledge—
by, with the meanest of twinkles in his meanest of eyes:
which were too near together, by the way: “look here,
Lammle; I am very well aware that I didn’t show to
-advantage last night, and that you and your wife —
who, I consider, is a very clever woman and an agree-
able woman — did. I am not calculated to show to
advantage under that sort of circumstances. I know
very well you two did show to advantage, and managed-
capitally. But don’t you on that account come talking
to me as if I was your doll and puppet, because I am
not %)

“And all this,” cried Alfred, after studying with a
look the meanness that was fain to have the meanest
help, and yet was so mean as to turn upon it: “a.ll
‘this because of one simple natural question!” -

., “You should have waited till I thought. proper to
say something about it of myself” I don’t like your
coming over me with your Georgmnas, as 1f you was
her proprietor and mine too.” SR '
; “Well When you are 111 the gra.clous mind to

e Lty
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“I ctow!” exclaimed Lammle, shrugging bhis
shoulders. |

“Or,” pursued the other — “or take it in your
head that people are your puppets because they don't
come out to advantage at the particular moments when
. you do, with the assistance of a very clever and agree-
able wife. All ‘the rest keep on doing, and let Mrs.
Lammle keep on doing. Now, I have held my tongue
when I thought proper, and I have spoken when I
thought proper, and there's an end of that. And now
the question is,” proceeded Fledgeby, with the greatest
reluctance, “will you have another egg?”

“No, I won't,” said Lammle, shortly.

“Perhaps you're right and will find yourself better
without it,” replied Fascination,-in greatly improved
spirits. “To ask you if you'll have another rasher
would be unmeaning flattery, for it would make you
thirsty all day. Wwill you Za.ve some more bread and
butter?”

“No, I won't,” repeated Lammle fioecis N

“Then I wﬂl " said Fascination. And?-lt'“was not
a mere, retort for the sound’s sake, butg_:—_;f‘

' dqg‘_}_’_ 55 l as J_l_ m\
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but he drove a bargain for every moveable about him,
from the coat on his back to the china on his break-
fast-table; and every bargain by representing some-
body’s ruin or somebody’s loss, acquired.a peculiar
charm for him. It was a part of his avarice to take,
within narrow bounds, long odds at races; if he won,
he ‘drove harder bargains; if he lost, he half starved
himself until next time. Why money should be so
precious to an Ass too dull and mean to exchange it
for any other satisfaction, is strange; but there is no
animal so sure to get laden with it, as the Ass who
sees nothing written on the face of the earth and sky
but the three letters L. S. D. — not Luxury, Sen-
suality, Dissoluteness, which they often stand for, but
the three dry letters.. Your concentrated Fox is seldom
comparable to your -concentrated Ass in money-
breeding. g

Fascination Fledgeby felgned to be a young gen-
tleman living on his means, but was known secretly to
be a kind of outlaw in the bill- -broking line, and to
put money out at high interest in various ways. His
clrcle of fa.mlha.r acquamtance, from M:r_ Lammle round;

: ' B -..;.‘i::|u'y\lli .i l}“} _Ll_i !'HL{NJ A
8 Thelsex Swere #plcascdieto Sl KeRmes s
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Lammle sulkily, but with the air of a man who had
not been able to help himself.

“Made a pretty good tluno' of marrying, didn't
you?” asked Fledgeby.

The other smlled (a,n ugly smlle), and tapped. onc
tap upon his nose.

“My late governor made a mess s of it,” said F ledge-

by. “But Geor — — is the right mame Georgina or
Georgiana?”
“Georgiana.”

“I was thinking yesterday, I didn’t know thero
was such a name. I thought it must end in ina.’
H.Wlly?"l
- “Why, you play — if you can — the Concertina,
you know,” replied Fledgeby, meditating very slowly.

“And you have — when you catch it — the Scar-
latina. And you can come down from a balloon in a
parach — — no you can't though Well, say Geor-
geute — I mean Georgiana.”

“You were gomg to romark of G'reorgla.na —2"
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 The respected Mr. Lamnile was a bully, by nature
and by usual practice. Perceiving, as Iledgeby’s
affronts cumulated, that conciliation by no means an-
swered the purpose here, he now directed a scowling
look into Fledgeby’s small eyes for. the effect of the
opposite treatment. - Satisfied by what he saw there,
he burst into a violent passion and struck his hand
upon the table, making the china ring and dance '
“You are a very offensive fellow, sir,” cried Mr.
Lammle, rising. “You are a highly offensive scoundrel.
What do you mean by this behaviour?”
“I say!” remonstrated Fledgeby. “Don’t break
Ollt ” .
“You are a very oﬁ'enswe fellow sir,” repeated Mr.
-Lammle. “You are a highly offensive scoundrel!”
“I say, you know!” urged Fledgeby, quailing. -
“Why, you coarse and vulgar vagabound!” said
‘Mr. Lammle, looking fiercely about lnm, Hif your
servant was here to give me smpence of your money
‘to get my boots cleaned afterwards — for you are not.
_worth. the. eXPenthure — I'd kick you. 2t : i i
“No  you wouldn’t,”. pleaded Fledgeby :
i sure_.you 'd. thmk better, of 1t
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“And \this fellow,” exclaimed Lammle, stopping
and making the most of his chest — “This fellow pre
sumes on my having selected Lim out of all the young
fellows I know, for an advantageous opportunity!
This fellow presumes on my ha,vmn- in my desk round -
the corner, his dirty note of hand for a wretched sum
payable on the occurrence of a certain: event, which
event can only be of my and my wife’s bringing about!
This fellow, Fledgeby, presumes to be impertinent to
me, Lammle. Give me your nose, sir!” '

“No! Stop! I beg your pardon,” zud Fledgeby,
with humility.

“What do you say, sir?” demanded Mr. Lammle,
seeming too furious to understaud.

“I beg your pardon,” repeated Fledgeby.

“Repeat your words louder, sir. The just indigna-
tion of a gentleman has sent the blood boiling to my
head. ‘I don t hear you.”-

“I say,” repeated Fledgeby, with labonous ex-
planatory politeness, “I beg your pardon.” AL,

Mr. Lammle paused. = “As a man of honour,”. sai
he, throwmg himself into a chau-, 4] am disarmed.”

- Mr. Fledgeby also took a cha.lr,
monstra.twely, and by
-’hand from ]JIS nose.

L . . A
@by L US LU LG,
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“I must have gone too far in makmg myself dlS-
agreeable,” said Fledgeby, “but I never intended it.”

“Say no more, say no more!” Mr. Lammle repeated
in a magnificent tone. “Give me your” — Fledgeby
started — ‘‘hand.” | I

‘They shook hands, and on Mr. Lammle's part, in
particular, there ensued great geniality. . For, he was
quite as much of a dastard as the other, and had been
in equal danger of falling into the second place for
good, when he took heart just in time, to act upon the
information conveyed to him by Fledgeby's cye.

The breakfast ended in a perfect understanding.
Incessant machinations were to be kept at work by
Mr. and Mrs. Lammle; love was to be made for Fledgeby,
and .conquest was to be insured to him; he on his part’
very humbly admitting his defects as to the softer
social arts, and entreating to be backed to the utmost
by his two able coadjutors.

Little recked Mr. Podsnap of the traps and toils
besetting his Young Person. He regarded her as safe
within the T'emple of Podsnappery, biding the fulness
~of time when she, Georgiana, should take him, Fitz-
Podsnap, who with all his worldly goods should her
endow. It would call a blush into the cheek of his
standard Young Person to have anything to do with
such matters save to take as directed, and with worldly
- goods as per settlement to be endowed . Who giveth
this woman to be married to this man? I, Podsnap.
~Perish the daring thought tha.t any smaller crea.tlon'{;-
should come between!. :
© It was' a _public_ hohda.y, and Fledgeb ﬂld .-not" _
_--:__.cover ‘his’ ‘spirits or_his: “usua.lﬂ temperattu'e soff 63’6 'ﬁ%’h

the a.fternoon""""' Wa.lkm‘g\‘?in' to:  the: Oltf’rﬁfln?’w}}}n? 1ﬁ
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afternoon, he walked '1gamst a living stream setting
out of it; and thus, when he turned into the precinets
of St. Mar y Axe, he found a prevalent repose and quict
there. A yellow overhanging plaster-frofited house at
which he stopped was quiet too. The blinds were all
drawn down, and the inscription Pubsey and Co. scemed.
to doze in the .counting-house window on the ground-
floor giving on the sleepy street.

Fledgeby kuocked and rang, and Fledgeby rang
and knocked, but no one came. Fledgeby crossed the
narrow street and looked up at the house-windows, but
nobody looked down at ¥ledgeby. <9He got out of
~ temper, crossed the narrow street again, and pulled .
the house-bell as if ¥ were the house’s nose, and he
were taking a hint from his late experience. His ear
at the keyhole seemed then, at last, to give him as-
surance that something stirred within. His eye at the
keyhole seemed to confirm his ear, for he -angrily
pulled the house’s nose again, and pulled and pulled
and continued to pull, until a human nose appeared in
the dark doorway. S

“Now you sir!” cried Fledgeby. “These are nice
games!”

He addressed an old Jewish man in an ancient coat :
long of skirt, and wide of pocket. A venerable man,
bald and shmmg at the top of his head and W’l_th long

....

: of a. supenor

Whgf ha.v
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“(Grenerous Chnst'xan master,” urged the J ewwh man,
“it being holiday, I looked for no one.” .

“Holiday be blowed!” said Fledgeby, entering.
“What have you got to do with hohda.ys? Shut the
door.”

"With his former action the old man-obeyed. In
the entry hung his rusty large-brimmed -low-crowned
hat, as long out of date as his coat; in the corner near
it stood his staff — no walking-stick but a veritable
‘staff. Fledgeby turned into the counting-house, perched
himself on a business stool, and cocked his hat. There
were light boxes on shelves in the counting-house, and
strings of mock beads hanging up. There were samples
of cheap clocks, and sa.mples of cheap vases of ﬂowers

Foreign toys, all.

Porched on the stool with hlS hat cocked on his
head and one of his legs dangling, the youth of Fledgeby
hardly contrasted to advantage with the age of the
Jewish man as he stood with his bare head bowed,
and his eyes (which he only raised in speaking) on the
‘ground. His clothing was worn down to the rusty hue
- of the hat in the entry, but though he looked shabby
‘he did not look mean. Now, _Fledgeby, though not.y_

_'shabby, did look mean. - . it
“You have not told me what you were"up_‘to you

_'”slr, -said Fledgeby,-' : he
;:Sof hlS hat e %




98 OUR MUTUAL FRIEND..

*“Sir,” the old man represented with ‘a grave and
patient air, “‘there must be two parties to the transaction.
of business, and the holiday has left me alone.” :

“Ah! Can't-be buyer and seller too. That's what
the Jews say; ain’t it?”. ;

“At least we say truly, if we say so,” answered
the old man with a smile,

“Your people need speak the truth sometimes, for
they lie enough,” remarked Iascination Fledgeby.

“Sir, there is,” returned the old man with quiet
emphasm, “too much untruth among all denominations
of men.’

Rather dashed, Fa.scmatlon Fledgeby took .another

*scratch at his mtellectual head with his hat, to gain
time for rallying. _

“For instance,” he resumed, ais though it were he
who had spoken last, ‘“who but you and I ever heard
of a poor Jew?” g .

“The Jews,” said the old man, raising his eyes
from the ground with his former.smile. “They hea.r of.
poor Jews often, and are very good to them.” . . -

“Bother that!” returned Fledgeby. - “You . k_now’;-

what I mean. You'd pefsuade me. if you could, %'that_
you are a poor Jew. I wish you d confess h W mu

g The old man only
_ his. handslas before.

: _L..,.é/ asgyou »:;:1;-.'

.“:hll Hlﬁulllu J'k' W 0
({ -.1: ’-'.U.LAU . 11!3)' i\-}'__..'. owe the
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father, pnnclpal and interest. The son inheriting, was
so merciful as to forgive me both, and place me here.”

He made a little gesture as though he kissed the
hem'of an imaginary garment worn by.the noble youth
before him. It.was humbly done, but: plcturesquely,
and was not abasmg to the doer.

“You won't say more, I see,” said Fledgeby, lookmfr
at him as if he would like to try the effect of extracting
a double-tooth or two, “and so it’s of no use my putting
it to you. But confess this, Riah; who believes you to
be poor now?"

“No one,” said the old man. .

“There you re right,” assented Fledgeby.

“No one,” repeated the old man with a grave slow
wave of his head. “All scout it as a fable. Were I to
say ‘This little fancy business is not mine;’” with a_
lithe sweep of his easily-turning hand around him, fo
comprechend the various objects on the shelves; “‘it is

the little business of a Christian young gentleman who
places me, his servant, in trust and charge here, and
to whom I am accountable for. every single bead,’” they
would laugh. When, in the larger money-busmess, I3
tell the borrowers — &
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- “And at other times they say, ‘Can it never be
done without these tricks, Mr. Riah? Come, come, Mr.
Riah, we know the arts of your people’ — my people

— ‘Ifthe money is to be lent, fetch 1t fetch “it; if
.it is not to be lent, keep it and say so.” They never
believe me.” '

“That’s all right,” sald- Fascination I*ledgeby.

“They say, ‘We know, Mr. Riah, we know. We
have but to look at you, and we knon "

“Oh, a good 'un are you for the post,” thought
Fledgeby, “and a good 'un was I to mark you out for
it! I may be slow, but I am precious sures”

.. Not a syllable of this reflection shaped itself in.
any scrap. of Mr. Fledgebys breath, lest it should tend
to put his servant’s price up. But looking at the old
man as he stood quiet with his head bowed and his
cyes cast down, he felt that to relinquish an inch of
his baldness, an inch of his grey hair, an inch of
his coat-skirt, an inch of his hat-brim, an inch of his
walking - staff would be to relinquish hundreds of
pounds. £
 “Look here, Rlah > sa.ld Fledgeby, mollified by'
these self-approving considerations. “I want to go a
little - more into buymg-up queer blHB Look out m
that direction.” e I B

“Sir, it shall be done.”. IS :

“Casting my eye over - the _accounts __I ' nd
branch of business pays:pretty.
-'_ffor extendmg L like to know: pe
- wise. .So loo SRR
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that's all — supposing you see your way to a fair
chance on looking over the parcel. And there’s one
thing-more. Come to me with the books for periodical
in'spection ag usual, at eight on Monday morning.”

* Riah drew some foldmg tablets from his breast and |
noted it down. :

‘“That’s all I wanted to say at the present iime,”
continued Fledgeby in a grudging vein, as he got off
“the stool, “except that I wish you'd take the air where
you can hear the bell, or the knocker, ecither one of
the two or both. By-the-by how o you take the air -
at the top of the house? Do you stick your head out
of a chimney-pot?”

“Sir, there are leads there, and I have made 3 little
garden there.”

“To bury your money in, you old dodger?”

“A thumbnail's space of garden”would hold the
treasure / bury, master,” said Riah. “T'welve shillings
a week, even when they are an old man’s wages, bury
themselves

“I should like to know what you really are’ Worth o
returned Fledgeby, with whom his growing rich on that
stipend and gratitude was a very convenient fiction.
“But come! Let’s have a look at your garden on the
tlles, before I go!”

The old man took a step back, and hemtated

- “Truly, sir, I have company there S
~ J“Have you, by George!” said. Fledge_b’“
pose you ‘happen to know. ‘whose premises these a
2 arogiyours, fancAl RAgyC
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- felt for his own; “having company on my premises,_
you know!”

“Come up and see the guests, sir. I hope for your
. admission that they can do no harm.” A
’ Passing him with a courteous reverence, specially
unlike any action that Mr. Fledgeby could for his life
have imparted to his own head and hands, the old man
began to ascend the 'stairs.- As he- toiled on before,
with his palm upon the stair-rail, and his long black
skirt, a very gaberdine, overhanging each successive
step, he might have been the leader in some pilgrimage
of devotional ascent to a prophet’s tomb. “Not troubled
-by any such weak imagining, Fascination Fledgeby
merely speculated on the time of life at which his beard
had begun, #nd thought once more-what a good un he
was for the part.

Some final wooden .steps conducted them, stooping
under a low penthouse roof, to the house-top. "Riah
stood still, and, turning to his master, pomted out his
guests. L3425
Lizzie Hexam and Jemny Wren For whom, per- :
haps with some old instinet of his rdce, the gentle Je ew_f :
had spread a carpet. Seated on 1t, agamst




THE GARDEN ON THE ROOF..
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smoke, rather as if they were bridling, and “fanning
themselves, and looking on in a state of airy sur-
pnse

Taking her eyes off the book, to. test her memory
of something in it, Lizzie was’ the first to see herself -
observed. As she rose, Miss Wren likewise became
conscious, and said, irreverently addressing the great
chief of the premises: ‘“Whoever you are, / can’t get
up, because my back’s bad and my legs arc queer.”

“This is my master,” said Riah, stepping forward.

(“Don’t look like anybody’s master,” observed -
Miss Wren to herself, with a hitch of her chin and
cyes.) :

“This, .sir,” pursued the old man, “is a little dress-
maker for little people. Explain to the master, Jenny.”

“Dolls; that’s all,” said Jenny, shortly. “Very
difficult to fit too, because their figures are so uncerta.m
You never know where to expect their waists.”

“Her frlend ” resumed the old man, motioning to-
wards Lizzie; “and as industrious as vu'tuous But
that they both are. They are . busy ea.rly and late,
sir, early and late; and in bye—hmes, as on this hohda.y,'
they go to book- learmng

“Not much good to be got ont of that bl remarked';ﬁ
Fledgeby -- SRS '

:: “Depends upon the person'“ quoth {Mms?’Wren‘ g
: snappmg him up. SR '
¢l made _».acqua.mtanc

T ) wotfhorit e g
~ the Jew, ;*an» ev:d’ént*’rj{]’im
1, Fﬁh &) 4 -
smake
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- and on their ba]l dresses, a.nd even (so she tells me) are
presented at Court with it.”

“Ah!” said- Fledgeby, on whose mtelhgence t111=;
doll-fancy made ‘rather strong demands; “she's been-
buying that basketful -to-day, I suppose?”’ : ,

“I suppose she has,” Miss Jenny interposed; “and.
paying for it too, most likely!”

“Let’s have a look at it,” said the suspicious chief.
Riah handed it to him. “How much for this now?™
“Two precious silver shillings,” said Miss Wren.

Riah confirmed her with two nods,« as Fledgeby

looked to him. A nod for each sh1llmg
| “Well,” said Fledgeby, poking into the contents of
the basket with his forefinger, ‘“‘the price is not so bad.
You have got good measure, Miss What-is-it.”

WXy d enny, suggested that young la.dy with great
calmness.

“You have got good measure, Miss J enny, but the-'
price is not so bad. — And.you,” said Fledgeby. turn-:
ing to: the other vxmtor, “do you buy anythmg here,
miss?” 5 . : '

“No, sn-
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‘ous turn of his head towards the City’s roar. -“And
the air!” with a “Poof!” at the smoke. }

. “Ah!” said Jenny. “But it’s so high. And yon
see the clouds rushing on above the narrow streets, not
minding them, and you see the golden arrows pointing
at-the mountains in the sky from which the wind
comes, and you feel as if you were dead.”

The little creature looked above her, holding up
her slight transparent hand.

“How do you feel when you are dead?” asked.
Fledgeby, much perplexed.

- “Ohb; so tranquil!” cried the little creature, smiling.
“Oh, so peaceful and so thankful! And you hear the
people who are alive, crying, and working, and calling
to one another down in the close dark streets, and you
‘seem to pity them so! And such a chain has fallen
from you, and such a strange good sorrowful happiness
comes upon you!”

Her eyes fell on the old man, who, with his hands
folded quietly looked on.

“Why it was only just now,” said the little crea-
ture, pointing at him, “that I fancied I saw him come
~out of his grave! He toiled out at that low door so
bent and worn, and then he took his breath and stood
_upright; and looked all round him at the sky, ‘and the
"";;wmd blew ~upon. _him, and h1s life down in the dar
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" Mr. Fledgeby seemed -to think it rather a good‘
suggestion, and with a nod turned round. As Riah
followed to attend him down the stairs, the little crea-
ture called out to the Jew-in a s11very tone, “Don’t
be long gone. Come back, and be dead!” And still
as they went down they heard the. little sweet voice,.
- more and more famtly, half calling and half singing,
“Come back and be dead, Come back and be dead!”

When they got down into the entry, Fledgeby,
pausing under the shadow of the broad old hat, and
- mechanically poising the staff, said to the old man:

“That's a handsome girl, that one in her senses.”

“And as good as handsome,” answered Riah.

“At. all events,” observed Fledgeby, with a dry
whistle, “I hope she ain’t bad enough to put any chap
up to the fastenings, and get the premises broken open.
You look out. Keep your weather eye awake, and
don’t make any more acquaintances, however hand-
some. Of course you always keep my name to your-
self?”

“Sir, assuredly T do.” . i

“If they ask it, say it's Pubsey, or sa.y it'’s Co;

h : \.5.« hU‘ L‘.'.L')""' n
80 l-_( ‘J_.'r ﬂ 10, }lnuof ﬁn Tlﬁ ‘ears _&ul__
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.above, he saw the face of the little creature looking

‘down out of a Glory of her long bright radiant hair,

and musically repeating to him, like a vision: '
“Come up and be dead! Come up and be dead!”
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