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he thought was sleeping : and then he would
again fall into a state of abstraction till the next
day. How it happened that there was such
regularity in the time of his commencing and
ceasing to play, has not been suggested. It may
have been that the exact time of his last inter-
view with his friend was impressed upon his
mind, or it may have been, which seems to us
most likely, that these were the hours in which
the poor curate was in the habit of sceking the
relaxation of music to soothe and elevate his
spirit after the labors of the day. Every one
pitied the poor demented boy, and could not see
unmoved how he clung to affection and to hope,
though bereft of reason and of recollection.

BLEAK HOUSE.*
BY CHARLES DICKENS.

CHAPTER XX.—A New LoDGER
HE long vacation saunters on toward term-
time, like an idle river very leisurely strolling
down a flat country to the sea. Mr. Guppy saun-
ters along with it congenially. He has blunted
the blade of his penknife, and broken the point
off, by sticking that instrument into his desk in
every direction. Not that he bears the desk any
ill-will, but he must do something; and it must
be something of an unexciting nature, which will
lay neither his physical nor his intellectual ener-
gies under too heavy contribution. He finds that
nothing agrees with him so well, as to make little
gyrations on one leg of his stool, and stab his
desk, and gape.

Kenge and Carboy are out of town, and the
articled clerk has taken out a shooting license and
gone down to his father’s, and Mr. Guppy’s two
fellow stipendiaries are away on leave. Mr.
Guppy, and Mr. Richard Carstone divide the dig-
nity of the office. But Mr. Carstone is for the
time being established in Kenge’s room, whereat
Mr. Guppy chafes.  So exceedingly, that he with
biting sarcasm informs his mother, in the confi-
‘dential moments when he sups with her off a lob-
ster and lettuce, in the Old Street Road, that he
js afraid the office is hardly good enough for swells,
and that if he had known there was a swell com-
ing, he would have got it painted.

Mr. Guppy suspects every body who enters on
ithe occupation of a stool in Kenge and Carboy’s
office, of entertaining, as a matter of course, sin-
ister designs upon him. He is clear that every
such person wants to depose him. If he be ever
asked how, why, when, or wherefore, he shuts up
one eye and shakes his head. On the strength
of these profound views, he in the most ingenious
manner takes infinite pains to counterplot, when
there is no plot; and plays the deepest games of
chess without any adversary.

It is a source of much gratification to Mr. Gup-
py, therefore, to find the new comer constantly
poring over the papers in Jarndyce and Jarndyce;
for he well knows that nothing but confusion and
failore can come of that. His satisfaction com-

* Continued from the September Number.

municates itself to a third saunterer through the
long vacation in Kenge and Caxrboy’s office; to
wit, Young Smallweed.

Whether Young Smallweed (metaphorically
called Small and eke Chick Weed, as it were
jocularly to express a fledgling), was ever a boy,
is much doubted in Lincoln’s Inn. He is now
something under fifteen, and an old limb of the
law. He is facetiously understood to entertain a
passion for a lady at a cigar shop, in the neigh-
borhood of Chancery Lane; and for her sake to
have broken off a contract with another lady, to
whom he had been engaged some years. He is
a town-made article, of small stature and weazen
features; but may be perceived from a consider-
able distance by means of his very tall hat. To
become a Guppy is the object of his ambition.
He dresses at that gentleman (by whom he is
patronized), talks at him, walks at him, founds
himself entirely on him. He is honored with Mr.
Guppy’s particular confidence ; and occasionally
advises him, from the deep wells of his experience,
on difficult points in private life.

Mr. Guppy has been lolling out of window all
the morning, after trying all the stools in succes-
sion, and finding none of them easy, and after
several times putting his head into the iron safe
with a notion of cooling it. Mr. Smallweed has
been twice dispatched for effervescent drinks, and
has twice mixed them in the two official tum-
blers and stirred them up with the ruler. Mr.
Guppy propounds, for Mr. Smallweed’s consider-

ration, the paradox that the more you drink the

thirstier you are; and reclines his head upon the
window-sill in a state of hopeless languor.

While thus looking out into the shade of Old
Square, Lincoln’s Inn, surveying the intolerable
bricks and mortar, Mr. Guppy becomes conscious
of a manly whisker emerging from the cloistered
walk below, and tarning itself np in the direction
of his face. At the same time, a low whistle is
walted through the Inn, and a suppressed voice
cries, “ Hip! Gup-py!”

“ Why, you den’t mean it ?'’ says Mr. Guppy,
aroused. ““Small! Here’s Jobling ! Small’s
head looks out of window too, and no& to Job-
ling.

“ Where have you sprung up from ?"" inquires
Mr. Guppy.

% From the Market Gardens down by Deptford.
1 can’t stand it any longer. I must enlist. I
say! 1 wish you'd lend me half-a-crown. Upon
my soul I'm hungry.”

Jobling looks hungry, and also has the appeat-
ance of having run to seed in the Market Gardens
down by Deptford.

“Tsay! Just throw cut half-a-crown, if you
have got one to spare. I want to get some din-
ner.”

¢ Will you come and dine with me 2”7 says Mr.
Guppy, throwing out the coin, which Mr. Jobling
catches neatly.

“ How long should 1 have to hold cut?”’ says
Jobling.

“Not half an hour. I am only waiting here,
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till the enemy goes,” returns Mr. Guppy, butting
inward with his head.

“ What enemy ?”’

“ A new one. Going to be articled. Will you
wait ?”

¢ Can you give a fellow any thing to read in
the mean time ?”” says Mr. Jobling,

Smallweed suggests the Law List. But Mr.
Jobling declares, with much earnestness, that he
“can’t stand it.”

“You shall have the paper,” says Mr. Guppy.
“He shall bring it down. But you had better
not be seen about here. Sit on our staircase and
read. It's a quiet place.”

Jobling nods intelligence and acquiescence.
The sagacious Smallweed supplies him with the
newspaper; and occasionally drops his eye upon
him from the landing as a precaution against his
becoming disgusted with waiting, and making
an untimely departure. At last the enemy re-
freats, and then Smallweed fetches Mr. Jobling
up.
¢ Well, and how are you?” says Mr. Guppy,
shaking hands with him.

%80, so. How are you ?”

Mr. Guppy replying that he is not much to
boast of, Mr. Jobling ventures on the question,
“How is she?’ This Mr. Guppy resents as a
liberty ; retorting, * Jobling, there are chords in
the human mind—"" Jobling begs pardon.

“ Any subject but that!” says Mr. Guppy,
with a gloomy enjoyment of his injury. *For
there are chords, Jobling—"’

Mr. Jobling begs pardon again.

During this short colloguy, the active Small-
weed, who is of the dinmer party, has written in
legal characters on a slip of paper, *“Return im-
mediately.”’ This notification to all whom it
may concern, he inserts in the letter-box; and
then putting on the tall hat, at the angle of in-
clination at which Mr. Guppy wears his, informs
his patron that they may now make themselves
scarce. :

Accordingly they betake themselves to a neigh-
boring dining-house, of the class known among
its frequenters by the denomination Slap-Bang,
where the waitress, a bouncing young female of
forty, is supposed to have made some impression
on the susceptible Smallweed ; of whom it may
be remarked that he is a weird changeling, to
whom years are nothing. He stands precociously
possessed of centuries of owlish wisdom. If he
ever lay in a cradle, it seems as if he must have
lain there in a tail-coat. He has an old, old eye,
has Smallweed ; and he drinks, and smokes, in a
monkeyish way; and his neck is stiff in his
collar; and he is never to be taken in; and he
knows all about it, whatever it is, In short, in
his bringing up, he has been so nursed by Law
and Equity that he has become a kind of fossil
Tmp, to account for whose terrestrial existence it
is reported at the public offices that his father
was John Doe, and his mother the only female
mewnber of the Roe family; also that his first
long-clothes were made from a blue bag.

Into the Dining House, unaflfected by the
seductive show in the window, of artificially
whitened canliflowers and poultry, verdant baskets
of peas, coolly blooming cucumbers, and joints
ready for the spit, Mr. Smallweed leads the way.
They know him there, and defer to him. He has
his favorite box, he bespeaks all the papers, he is
down upon bald patriarchs, who keep them more
than ten minutes afterward. 1t is of no use try-
ing him with any thing less than a full-sized
“bread,” or proposing to him any joint in cut,
unless it is in the very best cut. In the matter
of gravy he is adamant.

Conscious of his elfin power, and submitting to
his dread experience, Mr. Guppy consults him in
the choice of that day’s banquet; turning an
appealing look toward him as the waitress repeats
the catalogue of viands, and saying * What do
you take, Chick ?”’  Chick, out of the profundity
of his artfulness, preferring ¢ veal and ham and
French beans—And don’t you forget the stuffing,
Polly,” (with an unearthly cock of his venerable
eye); Mr. Guppy and Mr. Jobling give the like
order. Three pint pots of half-and-half are super-
added. Quickly the waitress returns, bearing
what is apparently a model of the tower of Babel,
but what is really a pile of plates and flat tin
dish-covers. Mr. Smallweed, approving of what
is set before him, conveys intelligent benignity
into his ancient eye, and winks upon her. Then,
amid a constant coming in, and going out, and
running about, and a clatter of crockery, and a
rumbling up and down of the machine which
brings the nice cuts from the kitchen, and a shrill
crying for more nice cuts down the speaking-pipe,
and a shrill reckoning of the cost of nice cuts that
have been disposed of, and a general flush and
steam of hot joints, cut and uncut, and a con-
siderably heated atmosphere in which the soiled
knives and table-cloths seem to break out spon-
taneously into exuptions of grease and blotches
of beer, the legal triumvirate appease their
appetites.:

Mr. Jobling is buttoned up closer than mcre
adornment might require. His hat presents at
the rims a peculiar appearance of a glistening
nature, as if it had been a favorite snail-prome-
nade. The same phenomenon is visible on some
parts of his coat, and particularly at the seams.
He has the faded appearance of a gentleman in
embarrassed circumstances; even his light whisk-
ers droop with something of a shabby air.

His appetite is so vigorous, that it suggests
spare living for some little time back. He makes
such a speedy end of his plate of veal and ham,
bringing it to 2 close while his companions are
yet midway in theirs, that Mr. Guppy proposes
another. “Thank you, Guppy,” says Mr. Job-
ting, *I really don’t know but what 1 will take
another.”

Ancther being brought, he falls to with great
good-will.

Mr. Guppy takes silent notice of him at inter-
vals, until he is half way through this second
plate and stops to take an enjoying pull at his
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pint pot of half-and-half (also renewed), and
stretches out his legs and rubs his hands. Be-
holding him in which glow of contentment, Mr.
Guppy says:

“You are a man again, Tony!”

“Well, not quite, yet,”” says Mr. Jobling.
“Bay, just born.”

$'Will you take any other vegetables? Grass?
Peas? Summer cabbage ?”’

“Thank you, Guppy,” says Mr. Jobling. “I
really don’t know but what I will take summer
cabbage.” :

Order given; with the sarcastic. addition (from
Mr. Smaliweed) of Without slugs, Polly!”
And cabbage produced. ’

“1 am growing up, Guppy,” says Mr. Jobling,
plying his knife and fork with a relishing steadi-
ness.

“Glad to hear it.”

“Tn fact, I have just turned into my teens,”
says Mr. Jobling.

He says no more until he has performed his
taslk, which he achieves as Messrs. Guppy and
Smallweed finish theirs; thus getting over the
ground in excellent style, and beating those two

ENTERTAINMENT.

gentlemen easily by a veal and ham and
cabbage.

“Now, Small,’”” says Mr. Guppy, “what woul
you recommend about pastry ?”’

“Marrow puddings,’’ says Mr. Smallweed in
stantly.

“Ay, ay!” cries Mr. Jobling, with an arch
look. “You're there, are you? Thank you,
Guppy, I don't know but what I will take a
marrow pudding.”

Three marrow puddings being produced, Mr
Jobling adds, in a pleasant humor, that he is
coming of age fast. To these succeed, by com-
mand of Mr. Smallweed, *three Cheshires;” and
to those, ‘“three small rums.””  This apex of the
entertainment happily reached, Mr. Jobling puts
up his legs on the carpeted seat (having his own
side of the box to himself), leans against the
wall, and says, “1 am grown up, now, Guappy.
1 have arrived at maturity.”

“What do you think, now,”” says Mr. Guppy,
“about—you don’t mind Smallweed 2’

“Not the least in the world. I have the
pleasure of drinking his good health.”

Sir, to you!” says Mr. Smallweed.
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“T was saying, what do you think now,” pur- | sation, to state what, in his opinion, a felow can

sues Mr. Guppy, * of enlisting ?”

do. His manner is the gravely impressive man-

“Why, what I may think after dinner,”’ re- ner of a man who has not committed himself in

turns Mr. Jobling, “is one thing, my dear Guppy,
and what I may think before dinner is another
thing. Still, even after dinner, I ask myself the
question, What am I to do? How am I to live?
111 fo manger, you know,” says Mr. Jobling, pro-
nouncing that word as if he meant a necessary
fixture in an English stable. “IlIl fo manger.
That’s the French saying, and mangering is as
necessary to me as it is to a Frenchman. Or
more so.”

Mr. Smallweed is decidedly of opinion ‘much
more s0.”

“If any man had told me,” pursues Jobling,
‘“even so lately as when you and I had the frisk
down in Lincolnshire, Guppy, and drove over to
see that house at Castle Wold—"

Mr. Smallweed corrects him :  Chesney Wold.”

“Chesney Wold. (I thank my honorable friend
for that cheer.) If any man had told me, then,
that I should be as hard up at the present time
as I literally find myself, I should have—well, I
should have pitched into him,”” says Mr. Jobling,
taking a little rum-and-water with an air of des-
perate resignation; “I should have let fly at his
head.”

“Stinl, Tony, you were on the wrong side of
the post then,” remonstrates Mr. Guppy. *You
werce talking about nothing else in the gig.”

¢ Guppy,” says Mr. Jobling, *1 will not deny
it. I was on the wrong side of the post. But I
trusted to things coming round.”

That very popular trust in flat things coming
round! Not in their being beaten round, or
worked round, but in their *coming’” round!
As though a lunatic should trust in the world’s
“coming' triangular!

“T had confident expectations that things
would come round and be all square,” says Mr.
Jobling, with some vagueness of expression, and
perhaps of meaning, too. “But I was disap-
pointed. They never did. And when it came
to creditors making rows at the office, and to
people that the office dealt with making com-
plaints about dirty trifles of borrowed money,
why there was an end of that connection. And
of any new professional connection, too; for if I
was to give a reference to-morrow, it would be
mentioned, and would sow me up. Then, what’s
a fellow to do? I have been keeping out of the
way, and living cheap, down about the market-
gardens ; but what’s the use of living cheap when
you have got no money? You might as well live
dear.”

¢ Better,” Mr. Smallweed thinks.

¢ Certainly. It’s the fashionable way; and
fashion and whiskers have been my weaknesses,
and 1 don't care who knows it,” says Mr. Job-
ling. “ They are great weaknesses—Damme, sir,
they are great. Well!” proceeds Mr. Jobling,
after a defiant visit to his rum-and-water, * what
can a fellow do, I ask you, but enlist?”

Mr. Guppy comes more fully into t*s conver-

life, otherwise than as he has become the victim
of a tender sorrow of the heart. ’

¢ Jobling,”” says Mr. Guppy, “ myself and our
mutual friend Smallweed—"’

(Mr. Smallweed modestly observes, * Gentle-
men both !’ and drinks.)

“Have had a little conversation on this matter
more than once, since you—""

“Say, got the sack!” cries Mr. Jobling, bit-
terly. ‘“Say it, Guppy. You mean it.”

“N-0-0! Left the Inn,”” Mr. Smallweed del-
icately suggests.

“Since you left the Inn, Jobling,” says Mr.
Guppy; “and I have mentioned, to our mutual
friend Smallweed, a plan I have lately thought
of proposing. You know Snagsby, the stationer 2"

“] know there is such a stationer,” returns
Mxr. Jobling. ‘“He was not ours, and I am not
acquainted with him.”

¢ He s ours, Jobling, and I am acquainted with
him,” Mr. Guppy retorts. * Well, sir! I have
lately become better acquainted with him, through
some accidental circumstances that have made
me a visitor of his in private life. Those circum-
stances it is not necessary to offer in argument.
They may—or they may not—have some refer-
ence to a subject, which may—or may not—have
cast its shadow on my existence.”

As it is Mr. Guppy’s perplexing way, with
boastful misery to tempt his particular friends
into this subject, and the moment they touch it,
to turn on them with that trenchant severity
about the chords in the human mind; both Mr.
Jobling and Mr. Smallweed decline the pitfall, by
remaining silent.

“Buch things may be,” repeats Mr. Guppy,
“or they may not be. They are no part of the
case. It is enough to mention, that both Mr.
and Mrs. Snagsby are very willing to oblige me;
and that Snagsby has, in busy times, a good deal
of copying work to give out. He has all Tulk-
inghorn’s, and an excellent business besides. I
believe, if our mutual friend Smallweed were put
into the box, he could prove this?"

Mr. Smallweed nods, and appears greedy to be
sworn.

“Now, gentlemen of the jury,” says Mr. Gup-
pYy, “—1I mean, now Jobling—you may say this
is a poor prospect of a living., Granted. But
it’s better than nothing, and better than enlist-
ment. You want time. There must be time
for these late affairs to blow over. You might
live through it on much worse terms than by
writing for Snagsby.”

Mr. Jobling is about to interrupt, when the
sagacious Smallweed checks him with a dry
cough, and the words, “Hem! Shakspeare !’

* There are two branches to this subject, Job-
ling,” says Mr. Guppy. “That is the first.
come to the second. You know Krook, the Chan-
cellor, across the lane. Come, Jobling,” says Mr.

¥

, Guppy, in his encouraging cross-examination’
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tone, I think yon know Krook, the Chancellor,
across the lane ?”’

“J know him by sight,”” says Mr. Jobling.

“You know him by sight. Very well. And
you know little Flite 2

“ Every body knows her,” says Mr. Jobling.

“ Every body knows her. Very well. Now it
bas been one of my duties of late, to pay Flite a
certain weekly allowance, deducting from it the
amount of her weekly rent: which 1 have paid
(in consequence of instructions I have received)
to Krook himself, regularly, in her presence.
This has brought me into communication with
Krook, and into a knowledge of his house and
his habits. 1 know he has a room to let. You
may live there, at a very low charge, under
any name you like; as quietly as if you were a
hundred miles off. He'll ask no questions; and
would accept you as a tenant, at a word from
me—Dbefore the clock strikes, if you chose. And
T’ll tell you another thing, Jobling,” says Mr.
Guppy, who has suddenly lowered his voice, and
become familiar again, ‘‘he’s an extraordinary
old chap—always rummaging among a litter of
papers, and grubbing away at teaching himself to
read and write; without getting on a bit, as it
seems to me. He is a most extraordinary old
chap, sir. I don't know but what it might be
worth a fellow’s while to look him up a bit.”

“You don’t mean—?"’ Mr. Jobling begins.

“1 mean,” returns Mr. Guppy, shrugging his
shoulders with becoming modesty, *that I can’t
make him out. I appeal to our mutual friend
Smallweed, whether he has or has not heard me
remark, that I can’t make him out.”

Mr. Smallweed bears the concise testimony,
A few1?

T have seen something of the profession, and
something of life, Tony,” says Mr. Guppy, “and
it’s seldom I can’t make 2 man out more or less.
But such an old card as this; so deep, so sly, and
secret (though I don’t believe he is ever sober ;)
I never came across. Now, he must be precious
old, you know, and he has not a soul about him,
and he is reported to be immensely rich; and
whether he is a smuggler, or a receiver, or an un-
licensed pawnbroker, or a money-lender—all of
which I have thought likely at different times—
it might pay you to knock up a sort of knowl-
edge of him. I dou’t see why you shouldn’t go
in for it when every thing else suits.”

Mr. Jobling, Mr. Guppy, and Mr. Smallweed,
all lean their elbows on the table, and their chins
upon their hands, and look at the ceiling. After
a time, they all drink, slowly lean back, put their
hands in their pockets, and look at one another.

«If I had the energy I once possessed, Tony {”
says Mr. Guppy with a sigh. * Bat there are
chords in the human mind—"

Expressing the remainder of the desolate sen-
timent in rum and water, Mr. Guppy concludes
by resigning the adventure to Tony Jobling, and
informing him that, during the vacation and
while things are slack, his purse, *“ as far as three
or four or even five pound goes,” will be at his

disposal. ‘Fornever shallit be said,” Mr. Guppy
adds with emphasis, * that William Guppy turned
his back wpon his friend ! .

The latter part of the proposal is so directly to
the purpose, that Mr. Jobling says with emotion,
“ Guppy, my tramp, your fist}”’ Mr. Guppy pre-
sents it, saying, ‘* Jobling, my boy, there it is 1"
Mr. Jobling returns. “ Guppy, we have been
pals now for some years!” Mr. Guppy replies,
‘Jobling, we have.” They then shake hands,
and Mr. Jobling adds in a feeling manner, ¢ Thank
you, Guppy, I don’t know but what I will take
another glass for old acquaintance sake.”

“XKrock’s last lodger died there,” observes Mr.
Guppy, in an incidental way.

¢ Did he though " says Mr. Jobling.

“There was  verdict. Accidental death, You
don’t mind that?"’

“No,” says Mr. Jobling, “I don’t mind it;
but he might as well have died somewhere else.
It’s devilish odd that he need go and die at my
place!”  Mr. Jobling quite resents this liberty ;
several times refurning to it with such remarks
a3, ““ There are places enough to die in, I should
think 1’ or, ““ He wouldn’t have liked my dying
at his place, I dare say!”

However, the compact being virtually made,
Mr. Guppy proposes to dispatch the trusty Small-
weed to ascertain if Mr. Krook is at home, as in
that case they may complete the negotiation with-
out delay. Mr. Jobling approving, Smallweed
puts himself under the tall hat and conveys it
out of the dining-rooms in the Guppy manner.
He soon returns with the intelligence that M.
Krook is at home, and that he has seen him
through the shop-door, sitting in his back prem-
ises, sleeping, “ like one o’clock.”

“Then I'll pay,”’ says Mr. Guppy, “and we'll
go and see him. Small, what will it be ?”’

Mr. Smallweed, compelling the attendance of
the waitress with one hitch of his eyelash, in-
stantly replies as follows : “ Four veals and hams
is three and four potatoes is three and four and
one summer cabbage is three and six and three
marrows is four and six and six breads is five and
three Cheshires is five and three and four pints
of half-and-half is six and three and four small
rums is eight and three and three Pollys is cight
and six. Eight and six in half a sovereign, Polly,
and eighteen-pence out)”

Not at all excited by these stupendous calcu-
lations, Smallweed dismisses his friends, with a
cool nod, and remains behind to take a little ad-
miring notice of Polly, as opportunity may serve,
and to read the daily papers: which are so very
largo in proportion to himself, shorn of his hat,
that when he holds up The Times to run his eye
over the columns, he secems to have retired for
the night, and to have disappeared under the bed-
clothes.

Mr. Guppy and Mr. Jobling repair to the rag
and bottle shop, where they find Krook still sleep-
ing like one o’clock; that is to say, breathing
stertorously with his chin upon his breast, and
quite insensible to any external sounds, or even
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ample. That’s the use of such a friend. The
only-use you can put him to,”’ says the venerable
sage. )

His grandson without receiving this™ good
counsel as dutifully as he might, honors it with
all such acceptance as may lie in a slight wink
and a nod, and takes a chair at the tea-table.
The four old faces then hover over tea-cups, like
a company of ghastly cherubim ; Mrs. Smallweed
perpetually twitching her head and chattering at
the trevets, and Mr. Smallweed requiring to be
repeatedly shaken up like a large black draught.

“Yes, yes,”’ says the good old gentleman, re-
verting to his lesson of wisdom. ¢ That’s such
advice ag your father would have given you, Bart.
You never saw your father. More's the pity.
He was my true son.” Whether it is intended
to be conveyed that he was particularly pleasant
to look at, on that account, does not appear.

“He was my true son,” repeats the old gen-
tleman, folding his bread and butter on his knee;
‘“a good accountant, and died fifteen years ago.”

Mrs. Smallweed, following her usual instinet,
breaks out with * Fifteen hundred pound. Fif-
teen hundred pound in a black box, fifteen hun-
dred pound locked up, fifteen hundred pound put
away and hid!’ Her worthy husband, setting
agide his bread and butter, immediately discharges
the cushion at her, crushes her against the side
of her chair, and falls back in his own overpow-
ered. His appearance, after visiting Mrs. Small-
weed with one of these admonitions, is particu-
larly impressive and not wholly prepossessing :
firstly, because the exertion generally twists his
black skull-cap over one eye and gives him an
air of goblin rakishness; secondly, because he
mutters violent imprecations against Mrs. Small-
weed ; and thirdly, because the contrast between
those powerful expressions and his powerless fig-
ure is gnggestive of a baleful old malignant, who
would be very wicked if he coudd. Al this, how-
ever, is so common in the Smallweed family cir-
cle, that it produces no impression. The old
gentleman is merely shaken, and has his internal
feathers beaten up; the cushion is restored to its
usual place beside him; and the old lady, per-
haps with her cap adjusted, and perhaps not, is
planted in her chair again, ready to be bowled
down like a ninepin.

Some time elapses, in the present instance,
before the old gentleman is sufliciently cool to
resurme his discourse; and even then he wnixes
it up with several edifying expletives addressed
to the unconscious partner of his bosom, who
holds communication with nothing on earth but
the trevets. As thus:

“If your father, Bart, had lived longer, he
might have been worth a deal of money—you
brimstone chatterer —but just as he was begin-
ning to build up the house that he had been
making the foundations for, through many a
year—you jade of a magpie, jackdaw, and poll-
parrat, what do you mean!—he took il and
died of a low fever, always being a sparing and
a spare man, full of business care—I should like

to throw a cat at you instead of a cushion, and
1 will, too, if you make such a confounded fool
of yourself !~—and your mother, who was a pru-
dent woman, as dry as a chip, just dwindled
away like touchwood after you and Judy wers
born. You are an old pig. You are a brimstone
pig. You're a head of swine!”

Judy, not interested-in what she has often
heard, beginsg to collect in a basin various trib-
utary streams of tea, from the bottoms of cups
and saucers and from the bottom of the teapot,
for the little charwoman’s evening meal. In
like manner she gets together, in the iron bread-
basket, as many outside fragments and worn-
down heels of loaves as the rigid economy of the
house has left in existence.

¢ But your father and me were partners, Bart,”
says the old gentleman; ‘ and when I am gone,
you and Judy will have all there is. It’s rare
for you both, that you went out early in life—
Judy to the flower business, and you to the law,
You won't want to spend it. You'll get your
living without it, and put more to it. When I
am gone, Judy will go back to the flower busi~
ness, and you'll still stick to the law.”

One might infer, from Judy’s appearance, that
her business rather lay with the thorns than the
flowers ; but she has, in her time, been apprenticed
to the art and mystery of artificial flower-mak-
ing. A close dbserver mnight perhaps detect both
in her eye and her brother’s, when their vener-
able grandsire anticipates his being gone, some
little impatience to know when he may be going,
and some resentful opinion that it is time he
went.

“ Now, if every body has done,” says Judy,
completing her preparations, “1’ll have that girl
into her tea. She would never leave off, if she
took it by herself in the kitchen,”

Charley is accordingly introduced, and, under
a heavy fire of eyes, sits down 1o her basin and
a Druidical min of bread and butter. In the ac-
tive superintendence of this young person, Judy
Smallweed appears to attain a perfectly geolog-
ical age, and to date from the remotest periods.
Her systematic manner of flying at her, and
pouncing on her, with or without pretense, whe-
ther or no, is wonderful ; evineing an accomplish-
ment in the art of girl-driving, seldom reached
by the oldest practitioners.

% Now, don’t stare about you all the affer-
noon,’” eries Judy, shaking her head and stamp-
ing her foot, as she happens to catch the glance
which has been previously sounding the basin
of tea, “but take your victuals and get back to
your work.”

“ Yes, miss,” says Charley.

“Don't say yes,” returns Miss Smallweed,
“for I know what you girls are. Do it without
saying it, and then I may begin to believe you.”

Charley swallows a great gulp of tea in token
of submission, and so disperses the Druidical
ruins that Miss Smallweed charges her not to
gormandize, which “in you girls,”’ she observes,
is disgusting. Charley might find some more

?



TR R R o R 1 T T

648 HARPER’S NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.

difficulty in meeting her views on the general
subject of girls, but for a knock at the door.

“See who it is, and don’t chew when you
open it ! cries Judy.

The object of her attentions withdrawing for
the purpose, Miss Smallweed takes that opportn.
nity of jumbling the remainder of the bread and
butter together, and launching two or three dirty
tea-cups into the ebb-tide of the basin of tea;
as a hint that she considers the eating and drink-
ing terminated.

“Now! Who is it, and what’s wanted ?”’
says the snappish Judy.

It is one * Mr. George,” it appears. Without
other announcement or ceremony, Mr. George
walks in.

“ Whew ! says Mr. George. “You are hot
here. Always a fire, eh? Well! Perhaps you
do right to get used to one.”  Mr. George makes
the latter remark to himself, as he nods to Grand-
father Smallweed.

“Ho! It's you?!? cries the old gentleman.
“ How de do ? How de do ?”

“Middling,”’ replies Mr. George, taking a chair.
‘ Your grand-daughter I have had the honor of
seeing before ; my service to you, miss.”

“This is my grandson,” says Grandfather
Smallweed. * You han’t seen him before. He
is in the law, and not much at home.”

“ My service to him, too! He is like his sister.
He is very like his sister. He is devilish like his
gister,” suys Mr. George, laying a great and not
altogether complimentary stress on his last ad-
Jective.

¢ And how does the world use you, Mr. George ?”’
Grandfather Smallweed inquires, slowly rubbing
his legs.

“ Pretty much as usual. Like a football.”

He is a swarthy browned man of fifty ; stoutly
built, and good-lecking; with erisp dark hair,
bright eyes, and a broad chest. Iis sinewy and
powerful hands, as sunburnt as his face, have
evidently been uscd to a pretty rough life. What
is curious about him is, that he sits forward on
bis chair as if he were, from long habit, allowing
space for some dress or accoutrements that he
has altogether laid aside. His step, too, is meas-
ured and heavy, and would go well with a
weighty clash and jingle of spurs. He is close-
ghaved now, but his mouth is set as if his upper
lip had been for years familiar with a great
mustache ; and his manner of occasionally laying
the open palm of his broad brown hand upon it, is
to the samne eflect.  Altogether, one might guess
Mr. George to have been a trooper once upon a
time.

A special contrast Mr. George makes to the
Smallweed family. Trooper was never yet bil-
leted upon a household more unlike him. It is
a broad-sword to an oyster-knife. His developed
figure, and their stunted forms; his large man-
ner filling any amount of room, and their little
narrow pinched ways; his sounding voice, and
their sharp spare tones, are in the strongest and
the strangest opposition. As he sits in the mid-

dle of the grim parlor, leaning a little forward,
with his hands upon his thighs, and his elbows
squared, he looks as though, if he remained there
long, he would absorb into himself the whole
family and the whole four-roomed house, extra
little back-kitchen and all.

“Do you rub your legs to rub life into ’em ?*
he asks of Grandfather Smallweed, after looking
round the room.

“ Why, it’s partly a habit, Mr. George, and—
yes—it partly helps the circulation,” he replies.

“The cir-cu-la-tion " repeats Mr. George,
folding his arms upon his chest, and seeming to
become two sizes larger. *“ Not much of that, I
should think.”

“Truly, I'in old, Mr. George,”” says Grand-
father Smallweed. * But I can carry my years.
I'm older than her,” nodding at his wife, ¢ and
see what she is '—You're a brimstone chatterer "’
with a sudden revival of his late hostility.

““Ynlucky old soul I’ says Mr. George, turning
his head in that divection. “ Don’t scold the old
lady. Look at her here, with her poor cap half
off her head, and her poor chair all in a muddle.
Hold up, ma’am. That’s better. There we are!
Think of your mother, Mr. Simallweed,”” says Mr.
George, coming back to his seat from assisting
her, “if your wife an’t enongh.”

“I suppose you were an excellent son, Mr.
George,”” the old man hints, with a leer.

The color of George's face rather deepens, as
he replies : “ Why no. I wasn’t.”’

¢ 1 am astonished at it.”

“8oam I I ought to have been a good son,
and I think I meant to have been one. Butl
wasn’t. I was a thundering bad son, that’s the
long and the short of it, and never was a credit
to any body.”

“ Surprising I’ cries the old man.

“ However,” Mr. George resumes, “the less
said about it, the better now, Come! You know
the agreement. Always a pipe out of the two
months’ interest! (Bosh ! 1t’s all correct. You
need'nt be afraid to order the pipe. Here's the
new bill, and here’s the two months’ interest-
money, and a devil-and-all of a scrape it is to
get it together in my business.”’)

Mr. Geerge sits, with his arns folded, con-
suming the family and the parlor, while Grand-
father Smallweed is assisted by Judy to two
black leathern cases out of a locked bureau; in
one of which he secures the docunent he has just
received, and from the other takes another simi-
lar document which he hands to Mr. George,
who twists it up for a pipe-light. As the old
man inspects, through his glasses, every up-stroke
and down-stroke of both documents, before he re-
leases them from their leathern prison; and as
he counts the money three times over, and requires

Judy to say every word she utters at least twice,

and is as tremulously slow of speech and action
as it is possible to be; this business is a long
time in progress. When it is guite concluded,
and not before, he disengages his ravenous eyes
and fingers from it, and answers Mr. George’s
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last remark by saying, ¢ Afraid to order the pipe?
We are not so mercenary as that, sir. Judy, see
directly to the pipe and the glass of cold brandy
and water for Mr. George.”

The sportive twins, who have been looking
straight before them all this time, except when
they have been engrossed by the black leathern
cases, retire together, generally disdainful of the
visitor, but leaving him to the old man, as two
young cubs might leave a traveler to the parental
bear.

% And there you sit, I suppose, all the day long,
eh ?' says Mr. George, with folded arms.

“ Just so, just so,” the old man nods.

“ And don’t you occupy yourself at all ?”

“I watch the fire—and the boiling and the
roasting—"'

% When there is any,” says Mr. George, with
great expression.

“ Just so. When there is any.”

““ Don’t you read, or get read to?”

The old man shakes his head with sharp, sly
trinmph. ¢ No,no. We have never been readers
in owr family. It don’t pay. Stuff. Idleness.
Folly. No, no!”’

“ There’s not much to choose between your two
states,” says the visitor, in a key too low for the
old man’s dull hearing, as he looks from him to
the old woman and back again. “Isay!” ina
louder voice.

“1 hear you.”

“You'll sell me up at last I suppose, when I
am a day in arrear.”

“ My dear friend !’ cries Grandfather Small-
weed, stretching out both hands to embrace him.
“Never! Never, my dear friend! But my friend
in the city that I got to lend you the money—he
might !’

“01 you can’t answer for him?" says Mr.
George ; finishing the inquiry, in his lower key,
with the words “you lying old rascal !’

¢ My dear friend, he is not to be depended on.
I wouldi’t trust him. He will have his bond,
my dear friend.”

“ Devil doubt him,’” says Mr. George. Charley
appearing with a tray, on which are the pipe, a
small paper of tobacco, and the brandy and water,
he asked her, “How do you come here! you
haven't got the family face.”

“ 1 goes out to work, sir,”’ returns Charley.

The trooper (if trooper he Le or have been)
takes her bonnet off, with a light touch for so
strong a hand, and pats her on the head. “You
give the house almost a wholesome look. 1t
wants a bit of youth as much as it wants fresh
air.”’  Then he dismisses her, lights his pipe, and
drinks to Mr. Smallweed’s friend in the city—the
one solitary flight of that esteemed old gentle-
man’s imagination.

¢ So you think he might be hard upon me, eh 2

¢ 1 think he might—I am afraid he would. I
have known him do it,” says Grandfather Small-
weed, incautiously, ¢ twenty times.”

Incautiously, because his stricken better-half,
who has been dozing over the fire for some time,

is instantly aroused and jabbers. ¢ Twenty
thousand pounds, twenty twenty-pound notes in
a money-box, twenty guineas, twenty million
twenty per cent., twenty—'" and is then cut short
by the flying cushion, which the visitor, to whom
this singular experiment appears to be a novelty,
snatches from her face, as it crushes her in the
usual manner.

“You're a brimstone idiot. You're a scorpion
—a brimstone scorpion! Youw're a sweltering
toad. You're a chattering, clattering, broom-
stick witch, that ought to be burnt 1"’ gasps the
old man, prostrate in his chair. My dear friend,
will you shake me up a little ?”

Mr. George, who has been looking first at one
of them and then at the other, as if he were de
mented, takes his venerable acquaintance by the
throat on receiving this request, and dragging
him uvpright in his chair as easily as if he were
a doll, appears in two minds whether or no to

shake all future power of cushioning out of him, *

and shake him into his grave. Resisting the
temptation, but agitating him violently encugh
to make his head roll like a harlequin’s, he puts
him smartly down in his chair again, and ad-
Jjusts his skull cap with such a rub, that the old
man winks with both eyes for a minute afterward.

“0 Lord!" says Mr. Smallweed. “That’ll
do. Thank you, my dear friend, that'll do. ©
dear me, I'm out of breath. O Lord!” And
Mr. Smallweed says it, not without evident ap-
prehensions of his dear friend, who still stands
over him looming larger than ever.

The alarning presence, however, gradually
subsides iunto its chair, and falls to smoking in
long puffs; consoling itself with the philosophical
reflection, “ The name of your friend in the city
begins with a D, comrade, and you're about right
respecting the bond.”

“Did you speak, Mr. George ?” inquires the
old man.

The trooper shakes his head; and leaning for-
ward with his right elbow on his right knee and
his pipe supported in that hand, while his other
hand, resting on his left leg, squares his left el.
bow in a martial manner, continues to smoke.
Meanwhile he looks at Mr. Smallweed with grave
attention, and now and then fans the cloud of
smoke away, in order that he may see him the
more clearly.

1 take it,”" he says, making just as much and
as little change in his position as will enable him
to reach the glasy to his lips, with a round, full
action, “that I am the only man alive (or dead
either), that gets the value of a pipe out of you 2"

4 Well I’ returns the old man, *it’s true that
I don’t see company, Mr. George, and that I
don't treat. 1 can't afford to do it. But as
you, in your pleasunt way, made your pipe a
condition—""

“ Why, it’s not for the value of it; that’s no
great thing. It was a fancy to get it out of you.
To have something in for my money.”

“Ha! You're prudent, prudent, sir!” cries

! Grandfather Smallweed, rubbing his legs.
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“Very. Ialways was” Puff. “It's asure
sign of my prudence, that I ever found the way
here.” Pufl. *Also, that I am what I am.”
Puff.  “1 am well known to be prudent,” says
Mr. George, composedly smoking. “T rose in
life, that way.”

“ Don't be down-hearted, sir. You may rise yet.”

Mr. George laughs and drinks.

“Ha’n’t you no relations now,” asks Grand-
father Smallweed, with a twinkle in his eyes,
*who would pay oft this little principal, or who
would lend you a good name or two that I couid
persuade my friend in the city to make you a
farther advance upon ?  Two good names would
be sufficient for my friend in the city. Ha'n't
you no such relations, Mr. George 2"’

M. George, still composedly smoking, replies,
“If T had, 1 shouldn’t trouble them. I have
been trouble enough to my belongings in my
day. It may be a very good sort of penitence
in a vagabond, who has wasted the best time of
his life, to go back then to decent people that he
never was a credit to, and live upon them ; but
it’s not my sort. The best kind of amends then,
for having gone away, Is fo keep away, in my
opinion.”

“ But, natural  affection, Mr. George,” hints
Grandfather Smallweed.

¢ For two good names, hey "’ says Mr. George,
shaking his head, and still composedly smoking.
“No. That’s not my sort, either.”

Grandfather Smallweed has been gradually
sliding down in his chair since his last adjust-
ment, and is now a bundle of clothes, with a
voice in it calling for Judy. That Houri ap-
pearing, shakes him up in the usnal manner,
and is charged by the old gentleman to remain
near him. For he seems chary of putting his
visitor to the trouble of repeating his late atten-
tions.

“ Ha !’ he observes, when he is in trim again.
“If you could have traced out the Captain, Mr.
George, it would have been the making of you.
If, when you first came here, in consequence of
our advertisements in the newspapers—when I
say ‘our,’ I'm alluding to the advertisements of
my friend in the city, and one or two others who
embark their capital in the same way, and are
so friendly toward me as sometimes to give me
a lift with my little pittance—if, at that time,
you could have helped us, Mr. George, it would
have been the making of you.”

“1 was willing enough to be ‘ made,’ as you
call it,”” says Mr. George, smoking not quite so
placidly as before, for since the entrance of Judy
he has been in some measure disturbed by a fas-
cination, not of the admiring kind, which obliges
him to look at her as she stands by her grand-
father’s chair; “but, on the whole, I am glad 1
wasn't now.”

“Why, Mr. George? In the name of—of
Brimstone, why 27! says Grandfather Smallweed,
with a plain appearance of exasperation. (Brim-
stone apparently suggested by his eye lighting on
Mrs. Swallweed in her slumber).

’

“ For two reasons, comrade.”

‘“And what two reasons, Mr. George? In
the name of the—"’

“Of our friend in the city?? suggests Mr.
George, composedly drinking.

‘“ Ay, if you like. 'What two reasons ?"’

‘In the first place,’”” returns Mr. George; but
still looking at Judy, as if, she being so old and
s0 like her grandfather, it is indifferent which of
the two he addresses ; you gentlemen took me in.
You advertised that Mr. Hawdon (Captain Haw-
don, if you hold to the saying, Once a captain
ajways a captain) was to hear of something to
his advantage.”’

“ Well 2" returns the old man, shrilly and
sharply.

“Well!” says Mr. George, smoking on. %It
wouldn’t have been much to his advantage to
have been clapped into prison by the whole bill
and judgment trade of London.”

“How do you know that? Some of his rich
relations might have paid his debts, or com-
pounded for ’em. Beside, he had taken us in.
He owed us immense sums, all round. I would
sooner have strangled him than had no retumn.
If I sit here thinking of him,” snarls the old man,
holding up his impotent ten fingers, *“I want to
strangle him now.” And in a sudden access of
fury he throws the cushion at the unoffending
Mrs. Smallweed, but it passes harmlessly on one
side of her chair.

I don’t need to be told,” returns the trooper,
taking his pipe from his lips for a moment, and
carrying his eyes back from following the pro-
gress of the cushion to the pipe-bowl, which is
burning low, ¢ that he carried on heavily and
went to ruin. I have been at his right hand
many a day, when he was charging upon ruin
full-gallop. I was with him, when he was sick
and well, rich and poor. I laid this hand upon
him, after he had run through every thing and
broken down every thing beneath him—when he
beld a pistol to his head.”

“T wish he had let it off I’ says the benevolent
old man, “and blown his head into as many
pieces as he owed pounds!”

{That would have been a smash indeed,” re-
turns the trooper, coolly ; “* any way, hie had been
young, hopeful, and handsome in the days gone
by; and 1 am glad I never found him, when he
was neither, to lead to a result so much to his
advantage. That’s reason number one.”

“T hope number two’s as good 27 says the old
man.

“Why, no. It's more of a selfish reason. If
I bad found him, I must have gone to the other
world to look. He was there.”

“How do you know he was there ?”

“He wasn't here.”’

“How do you know he wasn’t here ?"’

“Don’t lose your temper as well as your
money,”’ says Mr. George, calmly kuocking the
ashes out of his pipe. “He was drowned long
before. I am convinced of it. THe went over a
ship’s side. Whether intentionally or accident-
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ally, I don’t know. Perhaps your friend in the
city does. Do you know what that tune is, Mr.
Smallweed 2’ he adds, after breaking off to
whistle one, accompanied on the table with the
empty pipe.

“Tune!” replies the old man. “No. We
never have tunes here.”” -

“That’s the Dead March in Saul. They bury
goldiers to it; so it’s the natural end of the sub-
jeet. Now, if your pretty grand-daughter—ex-
cuse me, miss—will condescend to take care of this
pipe for two months, we shall save the cost of one,
next time. Good evening, Mr. Smallweed !”

“My dear friend!”’ The old man gives him
both his hands.

“So you think your friend in the city will be
hard upon me, if I fail in a payment ?"’ says the
troopet, looking down upon him like a giant.

“My dear friend, I am afraid he will,” returns
the old man looking up at him like a pigmy.

Mr. George laughs; and with a glance at Mr.
Smailweed, and a parting salutation to the scorn-
ful Judy, strides out of the parlor, clashing im-
aginary sabres and other metallic appurtenances
as he goes.

“You're a damned rogue,” says the old gen-
tleman, making a hideous grimace at the door as
he shats it. “But I'll ime you, you dog, I'll
lime you!”’

After this amiable remark, his spirit soars into
those enchanting regions of reflection which its
education and pursuits have opened to it; and
again he and Mrs. Smallweed wile away the rosy
hours, two unrelieved sentinels forgotten as afore-
said by the Black Sergeant.

While the twain are faithful to their post, Mr.
George strides through the streets with a massive
kind of swagger and a grave enough face. It is
eight o’clock now, and the day is fast drawing in.
He stops hard by Waterloo Bridge, and reads a
playbill; decides fo go to Astley’s Theatre.
Being there, is much delighted with the horses
and the feats of strength; looks at the weapons
with a critical eye; disapproves of the combats,
88 giving evidences of unskillful swordmanship
but is touched home by the sentiments. In the
last scene, when the Emperor of Tartary gets up
into a cart and condescends to bless the united
lovers, by hovering over them with the Union-
Jack, his eye-lashes are moistened with emotion.

The theatre over, Mr. George comes across the
water again, and makes his way to that curious
region lying about the Haymarket and Leicester
Square, which is a centre of attraction to in-
different foreign hotels and indifferent foreigners,
racket-courts, fighting-men, swordsmen, foot-
guards, old china, gaming houses, exhibitions,
and a large medley of shabbiness and shrinking
out of sight. Penetrating to the heart of this
region, he arrives, by a court and a long white-
washed passage, at a great brick building, com-
posed of bare walls, floor, roof-rafters, and sky-
lights; on the front of which, if it ean be said to
have any front, is painted Georce's Snoorive
GarLLERY, &c.

Into George’s Shooting Gallery, &ec., he goes;
and in it there are gas-lights (partly tumned off
now), and two whitened targets for rifle-shooting,
and archery accommodation, and fencing appli~
ances, and all necessaries for the British art of
boxing. None of these sports or exercises are
being pursued in George’s Shooting Gallery to-
night; which is so devoid of company, that a
little grotesque man, with a large head, has it
all to himself, and lies asleep upon the floor.

The little man is dressed something like a gun-
smith, in a green baize apron and cap; and his
face and hands ave dirty with gunpowder, and
begrimed with the loading of guns. As he lies
in the light, before a glaring white target, the
black upon him shines again. Not far off) is the
strong, rough, primitive table, with a vice upon
it, at which he has been working. He is a little
man with a face all crushed together, who ap-~
pears, from a certain blue and speckled appear-
ance that one of his cheeks presents, to have
blown up, in the way of business, at some odd
time or times.

“ Phil '’ says the trooper, in a quiet voice.

¢ All right!”” cries Phil, scrambling up.

¢« Any thing been doing ?”’

“Flat as ever so much swipes,” says Phil.
“TFive dozen rifle and a dozen pistol. As to
aim 1"’ Phil gives a howl at the recollection.

“ Shut up shop, Phil 1"

As Phil moves about to execute this order, it
appears that he is lame, though able to move
very quickly. On the speckled side of his face
he has no eycbrow, and on the other side he has
a bushy black one, which want of uniformity
gives him a very singular and rather sinister ap-
pearance. Kvery thing seems to have happened
to his hands that could possibly take place, con-
sistently with the retention of all the fingers; for
they are notched, and seamed, and crumpled all
over. He appears to be very strong, and lifts
heavy benches about as if he had no idea what
weight was. He has a curious way of limping
round the gallery with his shoulder against the
wall, and tacking off at objects he wants to lay
hold of, instead of going straight to thein, which
has left a smear all round the four walls, conven-
tionally called * Phil’s mark.”

This custodian of George’s Gallery in George's
absence concludes his proceedings, when he has
locked the great doors, and turned out all the
lights but one, which he leaves to glimmer, by
dragging out from a wooden cabin in a corner tweo
mattresses and bedding. These being drawn to
opposite ends of the gallery, the trooper makes
his own bed, and Phil makes his.

“Phil!” says the master, walking toward him
without his coat and waistcoat, and looking more
soldierly than ever in his braces, ¢ You were found
in a doorway, weren’t you 9’

¥ Gutter,” says Phil. ¢ Watchman tumbled
over me.”’

“ Then, vagabondizing came natural to you,
from the beginning.”

*“ As nat'ral as possible,” says Phil.
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“* Good-night I

“Good~night, guv’ner.”

Phil can not even go straight to bed, but finds
it necessary to shoulder round two sides of the
gallery, and then tack off at his mattress. The
trooper, after taking a turn or two in the rifle-
distance, and looking up at the moon, now shin-~
ing through the skylights, strides te his own mat-
tress by a shorter route, and goes to bed too.

———
CHAPTER XXIL—MR. BUCKET.

AvLreGory looks pretty cool in Lincoln’s Inn
Fields, though the evening is hot; for, both Mr.
Tulkinghorn’s windows are wide open, and the
room is lofty, gusty, and gloomy. These may
not be desirable characteristics when Novernber
comes with fog and sleet, or January with ice
and snow ; but they have their merits in the sul-
try long vacation weather. They enable Alle-
gory, though it has cheeks like peaches, and knees
like bunches of blossoras, and rosy swellings for |
calves to its legs and muscles to its arms, to look |
tolerably cool to-night.

Plenty of dust comes in at Mr. Tulkinghorn's |
windows, and plenty more has generated among !
his furniture and papers. It lies thick every ‘
where. When a breeze from the country that has
lost its way, takes fright, and makes a blind hurry
to rush out again, it flings as much dust in the
eyes of Allegory as the law—or Mr. Tulkinghom,
one of its trustiest representatives—inay scatter,
on occasion, in the eyes of the laity.

In his lowering magazine of dust, the nniver-
sal article into which his papers and himself, and
all his clients, and all things of earth, animate
and inanimate, are resolving, Mr. Tulkinghorn
sits at one of the open windows, enjoying a botile
of old port. For, though a hard-grained man,
close, dry, and silent, he can enjoy old wine with
the best. He has a priceless binn of port in some
artful cellar under the Fields, which is one of his ;

many secrets. When he dines alone in chambers, |
as he has dined to-day, and has his bit of fish and |
his steak or chicken brought in from the coffec- |
house, he descends with a candle to the echoing |
regions below the deserted mansion, and, heralded
by a remote reverberation of thundering doors,
comes gravely back, encircled by an earthly at- l
mosphere, and carrying a bottle from which he |
pours a radiant nectar, two score and ten years
old, that blushes in the glass to find itself so
famous, and fills the whole room with the frag-
rance of southern grapes.

Mr. Tulkinghom, sitting in the twilight by the
opén window, enjoys his wine. As if it whis-
pered to him of its fifty years of silence and secln-
sion, it shuts him up the closer. More impene-
trable than ever, he sits, and drinks, and mellows |
as it were in secresy; pondering, atthat twilight
hour, on all the mysteries he knows, associated
with darkening woods in the country, and vast
blank shut-up houses in town; and perhaps spar-
ing a thought or two for himself, and his family
history, and his money, and his will—all a mys-
tery to every one—and that one bachelor friend

of his, a man of the same mould, and a lawyer
t00, who lived the same kind of life until he was
seventy-five years old, and then, suddenly con-

ceiving (as it is supposed) an impression that it

was too monotonous, gave his gold watch to his
hair-dresser one summer evening, and walked
leisurely home to the Temple, and hanged himself.

But Mr. Tulkinghorn is not alone to-night, to
ponder at his usual length. Seated at the same
table, though with his chair modestly and un-
comfortably drawn a little away from it, sits a
bald, mild, shining man, who coughs respectfully
behind his hand when the lawyer bids him fill
his glass.

“Now, Snagsby,” says Mr. Tulkinghorn, * to
go aver this odd story again.”

“If you please, sir.”

“You told me, when you were so good as to
step round here, last night—"’

“For which I must ask you to excuse me if it
was a liberty, sir; but I remembered that you
had taken a sort of an interest in that person, and

1 thought it possible that you might—just—wish

—to—"

Myr. Tulkinghorn is not the man to help him to
any conclusion, or to admit any thing as to any
possibility concerning himself. So Mr. Snagshy
trails off into saying, with an awkward cough,
“Imust ask you to excuse the liberty, sir, I am
sure.”

“Not at all,”” says Mr. Tulkinghorn. * You
told me, Snagsby, that you put on your hat and
came round without mentioning your intention to
your wife. That was prudent, I think, becausa
it’s not a matter of such importance that it re.
quires to be mentioned.”’

 Well, sir,”” returns Mr. Snagsby, * you see my
little woman is—not to put too fine a point upon
it—inquisitive. She’s inquisitive. Poor little
thing, she’s liable to spasns, and it’s good for
her to have her mind employed. In conse-

] quence of which, she employs it—I should say

upon every individual thing she can lay hold of,
whether it concerns her or not—especially not.
My little woman has a very active mind, sir.”?
Mr. Snagsby drinks, and murmurs with an ad-
miring cough behind his hand. * Dear me, very
fine wine indeed 1"
“ Therefore you kept your visit to yourself, last

| night 7 says Mr. Tulkinghorn. * And to-night,

too ¥

“Yes, sir, and to-night, too. My little woman
is at present in—not to put too fine a point upon
it—in a pious state, or in what she considers such,
and attends the Evening Exertions (which is the
name they go by) of a reverend party of the name
of Chadband. He has a great deal of eloquence
at lus command, undoubtedly, but I am not guite
favorable to his style myself. Thai’s neither here
nor there. My little woman being engaged in
that way, made it easier for me to step round in
a quiet manner.” ’

Mr. Tuolkinghorn assents. “ Fill your glass,
Snagsby.”

“Thank you, sir, I am sure,” returns the sta-
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tioner, with his cough of deference. * This is
wonderfully fine wine, sir!” .

¢ It is a rare wine now,’’ says Mr. Tulkinghorn.
“ It is fifty years old.” )

“Is it indeed, sir? But I am not surprised to
hear it, I am sure. It might be—any age al-
most.””  After rendering this general tribute to
the port, Mr. Snagsby in his modesty coughs an
apology behind his hand for drinking any thing
30 precious.

“Will you run over, once again, what the boy
said 9’ asks Mr. Tulkinghorn, putting his hands
into the pockets of his rusty smallclothes, and
leaning quietly back in his chair.

“'With pleasure, sir.”

Then, with fidelity, though with some prolixity,
the law stationer repeats Joe’s statement made
to the assembled guests at his house. On com-
ing to the end of his narrative, he gives a great
start, and breaks off with—*Dear me, sir, 1
wasn't aware there was any other gentleman
present I’

Mr. Snagsby is dismayed to see, standing with
an attentive face between himself and the law-
yer, at a little distance from the table, a person
with a hat and stick in his hand, who was not
there when he himself came in, and has not since
entered by the door or by either of the windows.
There is a press in the room, but its hinges have
not creaked, nor has a step been audible upon the
floor. Yet this third person stands there, with
his attentive face, and his hat and stick in his
hands, and his hands behind him, a composed
and quiet listener. He is a steady-looking, sharp-
eyed man in black, of about the middle age. Ex-
cept that he looks at Mr. Snagsby as if he were
going to take his portrait, there is nothing re-
markable about him at first sight but his ghostly
manner of appearing. .

“Don’t mind this gentleman,” says Mr. Tul-
kinghorn, in his quiet way. ¢This is only Mr.
Bucket.”

%0 indeed, sir?”’ returns the stationer, express-
ing by a cough that he is quite in the dark as to
who Mr. Bucket may be.

“1 wanted him to hear this story,” says the
lawyer, “because I have half a mind (for a rea-
son) to know more of it, and he is very intelligent
in such things. What do you say to this, Buck-
et?”

“It’s very plain, sir. Since our people have
moved this boy on, and he’s not to be found on
his old lay, if Mr. Snagsby don’t object to go
down with me to Tom-all-Alone’s and point
him out, we can have him here in less than a
couple of hours’ time. I can do it without Mr.
Snagsby, of course; but this is the shortest
way.”

“Mr. Bucket is a detective officer, Snagsby,”
says the lawyer in explanation.

¢ Is he indeed, sir ?”’ says Mr. Snagsby, with a
strong tendency in his clump of hair to stand on
end.

¢ And if you have no real objection to accom-
pany Mr. Bucket to the place in question,’” pur-
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sues the lawyer, “I shall feel obliged to you if
you will do so0.”

In a moment’s hesitation on the part of Mr.
Snagsby, Bucket dips down to the bottom of his
mind. K

“Don't you be afraid of hurting the boy,”” he
says. “Youwon't do that. It’s all right as far
s the boy’s concerned. We shall only bring him
here to ask him a question or so I want to put to
him, and he’ll be paid for his trouble, and sent
away again. It'll be a good job for him. I prom-
ise you, as a man, that you shall see the boy sent
away all right. Don’t you be afraid of hurting
him; you an’t going to do that.”

“Very well, Mr. Tulkinghorn !’ eries Mr. Snags-
by, cheerfully, and re-assured, ‘“since that’s the
case—""

“Yes! andlookee here, Mr. Snagsby,”” resumes
Bucket, taking him aside by the arm, tapping
him familiarly on the breast, and speaking in a
confidential tone. “ Yow're a man of the world,
you know, and a man of business, and a man of
sense. That’s what you are.”

“I am sure I am much obliged to you for your
good opinion,” returns the stationer, with his
cough of modesty, “but—"

“That’s what yon are, you know,” says Buck-
et. “Now it an’t necessary to say to a man like
you, engaged in your business, which is a business
of trust, and requires a person to be wide awake
and have his senses about him, and his head
screwed on right (I had an uncle in yowr business
once)—it an’t necessary to say to a man like
you, that it’s the best and wisest way to keep
little matters like this quiet. Don’t you see?
Quiet!”?

“Certainly, certainly,” returns the stationer.

“1 don’t mind telling you,” says Bucket, with -
an engaging appearance of frankness, *that, as
far as I can understand it, there seems to be a
doubt whether this dead person.wasn’t entitled
to a little property, and whether this female
hasn’t been up to some games respecting that
property, don’t you see I’

#01!”? says Mr. Snagsby, but not appearing to
see quite distinctly.

¢ Now, what you want,”” pursues Bucket, again
tapping Mr. Snagsby on the breast in a eomfort-
able and soothing manner, “is, that every person
should have their rights according to. justice.
That’s what you want.”

“To be sure,” returns Mr. Snagsby, with a
nod.

“On account of which, and at the same time
to oblige a—do you call it, in your business, cus-
tomer or client? I forget how my wncle used to
call it.”

“Why, I generally say customer, myself,” re-
plies Mr. Snagsby.

“You're right!” yeturns Mr. Bucket, shaking
hands with him quite affectionately—* on account -
of which, and at the same time to oblige a real
good customer, you mean to go down with me,
in confidence, to Tom-all-Alone’s, and to keep the
whole thing quiet ever afterward and never men-
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tion it to any one. That’s about your intentions,
if I understand you ?”’

“You are right, sir. You are right,” says Mr.
Snagsby.

‘ Then here’s your hat,”” returns his new friend,
quite as intimate with it as if he had made it;
“and if you're ready, I am.”

They leave Mr. Tulkinghorn, without a ruffle
on the surface of his unfathomable depths, drink-
ing his old wine; and go down into the streets.

“You don’t happen to know a very good sort of
person of the name of Gridley, do you ?*’ says Buck-
et, in friendly converse as they descend the stairs.

“No,” says Mr. Snagsby, considering, “I don’t
know any body of that name. Why 2"

“Nothing particular,” says Bucket; “only,
having allowed his temper to get a little the bet-
ter of him, and having been threatening some re-
spectable people, he is keeping out of the way of
a warrant I have got against him—which it’s a
pity that a man of sense should do.”

As they walk along, Mr. Snagsby observes, as
a novelty, that however quick their pace may be,
his companion still seems in some undefinable
manner to lurk and lounge; also, that whenever
he is going to furn to the right or left, he pretends
to have a fixed purpose in his mind of going
straight ahead, and wheels off, sharply, at the
very last moment. Now and then, when they
pass a police constable on his beat, Mr. Snagsby
notices that both the constable and his guide fall
into a deep abstraction as they come toward
each other, and appear entirely to overlook each
other, and to gaze into space. In afew instances
Mr. Bucket, coming behind some under-sized
young man with a shining hat on, and his sleek
hair twisted into one flat curl on each side of his
head, almost without glancing at him touches

spim with his stick; upon which the young man,
Heoking round, instantly evaporates.

For the

mast part Mr. Bucket notices things in general,
.with a face asunchanging as the great mourning
sring on his little finger, or the brooch, composed

of not much diamond and a good deal of setting,
which he wears in his shirt.
When they come at last to Tom-all-Alone’s,

_ Mr. Bucket stops for a moment at the corner, and
_takes a lighted bull’s-eye from the constable on
. duty there, who then accompanies him with his

own particular bull’s-eye at his waist. Between

. his two conductors, Mr. Snagsby passes along the
. middle of a villainous street, undrained, unven-
. tilated, deep in black mud and corrupt water—
. though the roads are dry elsewhere—and reeking
_with such smells and sights that he, who has

lived in London all his life, can scarce believe his
senses. Branching from this street and its heaps

. of ruins, are other streets and courts so infamous
. that Mr. Snagsby sickens in body and mind, and
. feels as if he were going, every moment deeper

down, into the infernal gulf.
“Draw off a bit here, Mr. Snagsby,” says

“Bucket, as a kind of shabby palanquin is borne

toward them, surrounded by a mnoisy crowd.
“Here's the fever coming up the street.”

As the unseen wretch goes by, the crowd, leay-
ing that object.of attraction, hovers round the
three visitors, like & dream of horrible faces, and
fades away up alleys and into ruins, and behind
walls; and with occasional cries and shrill whis.
tles of warning, thenceforth flits about them unti
they leave the place.

“ Are those the fever-houses, Darby?” Mr
Bucket coolly asks, as he turns his bull’s-eye or
a line of stinking ruins.

Darby replies that ¢ all them are,’’ and further
that in all, for moriths and menths, the people
“have been down by dozens,” and have been
carried out, dead and dying “like sheep with the
rot.””  Bucket observing to Mr. Snagsby as they
go on again, that he looks a little poorly, Mr.
Snagsby answers that he feels as if he couldn’t
breathe the dreadful air.

There is inquiry made, at various houses, for
a boy named Jo. As few people are known in
Tom-all-Alone’s by any Christian sign, there is
much reference to Mr. Snagsby whether he means
Carrots, or the Colonel, or Gallows, or Young
Chisel, or Terrier Tip, or Lanky, or the Brick.
Mzr. Snagsby deseribes over and over again. There
are conflicting opinions respecting the original of
his picture. Some think it must be Carrots ; some
say the Brick. The Colonel is produced, but is
not at all near the thing, Whenever Mr. Snagsby
and his conductors are stationary, the crowd flows
round, and from its squalid depths obsequious ad-
vice heaves up to Mr. Bucket. Whenever they
move, and the angry bull’s-eyes glare, it fades
away, and flits about them up the alleys, and in
the ruins, and behind the walls, as before.

At last there is a lair found out where Toughy,
or the Tough Subject, lays him down at night;
and it is thonght that the Tough Subject may be
Jo.  Comparison of notes between Mr. Snagsby
and the proprietress of the house—a drunken, fiery
face tied up in a black bundle, and flaring out of
a heap of rags on the floor of a dog-hutch, which
is her private apartiment—leads to the establish-
ment of this conclusion. Toughy has gone to the
Doctor’s to get a bottle of stuff for a sick woman,
but will be here anon.

“ And who have we got here to-night 2"’ says
Mr. Bucket, opening another door, and glaring in
with his bull's-eye. *Two drunken men, eh?
And two women ? The men are sound enough,”
turning back each sleeper’s arm from his face to
look at him. ¢ Axe these your good men, my
dears 2’

“ Yes, sir,”’ returns one of the women. “ They
are our husbands.”

 Brickmakers, eh 2"’

“Yes, sir.”

“What are you doing here® You don’t belong
to London.”

“No, sir. We belong to Hertfordshire.”

* Whereabouts in Hertfordshire 9"

“Saint Albans.”

“Come up on the tramp?”’

“'We walked up yesterday. There's no work
down with us at present; but we have done
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no good by coming here, and shall do none, I
expect.”’

“ That's not the way to do much good,” says
Mzr. Bucket, turning his head in the direction of
the nnconscious figures on the ground.

“Tt an’t, indeed,” replies the woman with a
sigh. ‘Jenny and me knows it full well.”

The room, though two or three feet higher than
the door, is so low that the head of the tallest of
the visitors would touch the blackened ceiling if
he stood upright. It is offensive to every sense;
even the gross candle burns pale and sickly in the
polluted air. There are a couple of benches, and
a higher bench by way of table. The men lie
asleep where they stumbled down, but the women
sitby the candle. Lying in the arms of the woman
who has spoken, is a very young child.

“Why, what age do you call that little creat-
ure "’ says Bucket. ‘It looks as if it was born
yesterday.”” He isnot at all rough about it; and
as he turns his light gently on the infant, Mr.
Snagsby is strangely reminded of another infant,
encircled with light, that he has seen in pictures.

“Tle is not three weeks old yet, sir,” says the
Woman.

¢ Ts he your child ?”

“ Mine.”

The other woman, who was bending ovex it
when they came in, stoops down again, and
kisses it as it lies asleep.

“You seem as fond of it as if you were the
mother yourself,”” says Mr. Bucket.

¢ 1 was the mother of one like it, master, and
it died.”

“ Ah Jenny, Jenny !’ says the other woman
to her; ¢ better so. Much better to think of
dead than alive, Jenny ! Much hetter!”

* Why, you an’t such an unnatural woman, I
hope,” returns Bucket, sternly, ¢ as to wish your
own child dead ?”

“God knows you are right, master,” she re-
turns. “I am not. I'd stand between it and
death, with my own life if I could, as true as any
pretty lady.”

“ Then don’t talk in that wrong manner,” says
Mr. Bucket, mollified again. ¢ Why do you do
it

“It’s brought into my head, master,” returns
the woman, her eyes filling with tears, *“ when I
look down at the child lying so. If itwas never
to wake no more, yow’d think me mad, 1 should
take on so. I know that very well. I was with
Jenny when she lost hers—warn't 1 Jenny —
and I know how she grieved. But look round
you, at this place. Look at them;” glancing at
the sleepers on the ground. “TLook at the boy
you're waiting for, who’s gone out to do me a
good turn. Think of the children that your busi-
ness lays with often and often, and that you see
grow up!”

“ Well, well,” says Mr. Bucket, “you train
him respectable, and he'll be a comfort to you,
and look after you in your old age, you know.”

“I mean to try hard,”’ she answers, wiping
her eyes. ‘‘But I have been a thinking, being

overstired to-night, and not well with the ague,
of all the many things that'll come in his way.
My master will be against it, and he’ll e beat,
and see me beat, and made to fear his home, and
perhaps to stray wild. 1f I work for him ever so
much, and ever so hard, there’s no one to help
me; and if he should be turned bad, *spite of all I
could do, and the time should come when Ishould
sit by him in his sleep, made hard and changed,
an’t it likely I should think of him as he lies in
my lap now, and wish he had died as Jenny’s
child died.” - o

“ There, there!”” says Jenny.
tired and jll. Let me take him.”

In doing so she displaces the mother’s dress,
but quickly readjusts it over the wounded and
bruised bosom where the baby has been lying.

“Tt's my dead child,” says Jenny, walking up
and down as she nurses, “that makes me love
this child so dear, and it’s my dead child that
makes her love it so dear too, as even to think of
its being taken away from her now. While she
thinks that, I think what fortune would I give to
have my darling back. But we mean the same
thing, if we knew how to say it, us two mothers
does in our poor hearts !’

As Mr. Snagsby blows his nose, and coughs
his cough of sympathy, a step is heard without.
Mzr. Bucket throws his light into the doorway, and
says to Mr. Snagsby, ¢ Now, what do you say to
Toughy ? Will ke do ?”

“That’s Jo!” says Mr. Snagsby.

Jo stands amazed in the disc of light, like a
ragged figure in a magic lantern, trembling to
think that he has offended against the law in
not having moved on far enough. Mur. Snagsby,
however, giving him the consolatory assurance,
“It’s only a job yon will be paid for, Jo,” he
recovers; and, on being taken outside by Mr.
Bucket for a little private confabulation, tells his
tale satisfactorily, though out of breath.

“I have squared it with the lad,” says Mr.
Bucket, retwning, “and it’s all right. Now,
Mr. Snagsby, we're ready for you.”

First, Jo has to complete his errand of good-
nature by handing over the physic he hasbeen to
get, which he delivers with the laconic verbal
direction that *it’s to be all took d'rectly.” Sec-
ondly Mr. Snagsby has to lay upon the table half-
a-crown, his usual panacea for an immense variety
of afflictions. Thirdly, Mr. Bucket has to take
Jo by the arm a little above the elbow and walk
him on before him : without which observance,
neither the Tough Subject nor any other subject
could be professionally conducted to Lincoln’s Inn
Fields. These arrangements completed, they
give the women good-night, and come out once
more into black and foul Tom-all-Alone’s.

By the noisome ways through which they de-
scended into that pit, they gradually emerge from
it; the crowd flitting, and whistling, and skulk-
ing about them, until they come to the verge,
where restoration of the bull’s-eyes is made to
Darby. Here the crowd, like a concourse of im-
prisoned demons turns back, yelling and is seen

¢ Liz, you're
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no more. Through the clearer and fresher
streets, never so clear and fresh to Mr. Snagsby's
mind as now, they walk and ride, until they come
to Mr. Tulkinghorn’s gate.

As they ascend the dim stairs (Mr. Tulking-
horn’s chambers being on the first floor), Mr.
Bucket mentions that he has the key of the outer
door in his pocket, and that there is no need to
ring. Tor a man so expert in most things of
that kind, Bucket takes time to open the door,
and makes some noise too. It may be that he
sounds a note of preparation. ’

Howbeit, they come atlast into the hall, where
a }amp is burning, and so into Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
usual room-—the room where he drank his old
wine to-night. He is not there, but his two
old-fashioned candlesticks are; and the room is
tolerably light.

Mr. Bucket, still having his professional hold
of Jo, and appearing to Mr. Snagsby to possess
an unlimited number of eyes, makes a little way
into this room, when Jo starts, and stops.

“What's the matter ?”' says Bucket in a whis-

er.

“There she is!" eries Jo.

“Who 2

¢ The lady 1"

A female figure, closely vailed, stands in the

middle of the room, where the light falls upon it.’

It is quite still, and silent. The front of the fig-
ure is toward them, but it takes no notice of their
entrance, and remains like a statue.

“ Now, tell me,”’ says Bucket aloud, ¢ how you
know that to be the lady.”

“Y know the wale,’ replies Jo, staring, “ and
the bonnet, and the gownd.”

“Be quite sure of what you say, Tough,” re-
turns Bucket, narrowly observant of him. * Look
again.”

“I am a-looking as hard as ever I can look,”
says Jo, with starting eyes, ““and that there’s the
wale, the bonnet, and the gownd.”

“What about those rings you told me of?”’
asks Bucket.

% A sparkling all over here,” says Jo, rubbing
the fingers of his left hand on the knuckles of his
right, without taking his eyes from the figure.

The figure removes the right hand glove, and
shows the hand.

“Now, what do you say to that?" asks Bucket.

Jo shakes his head. ‘Not rings a bit like
thern. Not 5 hand like that.”

“What are you talking of?”’ says Bucket;
evidently pleased though, and well pleased too.

“Hand was a deal whiter, a deal delicater, and
a deal smaller,” returns Jo.

“Why, you'll tell me I’'m my own mother,
next,” says Mr. Bucket. ¢ Do you recollect the
lady’s voice?’

¥ think I does 2" says Jo.

The figure speaks. ¢ Was it at all like this.
1 will speak as long as you like if you are not
sure. Was it this voice, or at all like this voice "’

Jo looks aghast at Mr. Bucket. “Not a
bit!”

“Then, what,” retorts that worthy, pointing
to the figure, “ did you say it was the lady for ?”

“Cos,” says Jo, with a perplexed stare, but
without being at all shaken in his certainty, ¢ Cos
that there’s the wale, the bonnet, and the gownd.
It is her and it an't her. It an’t her hand, nor
yet her rings, nor yet her woice. But that there’s
the wale, the bonnet, and the gewnd, and they're
wore the same way wot she wore ’em, and its
her heigth wot she wos, and she give me a sov’ring
and hooked it.” )

“Well I says Mr. Bucket, slightly, “we haven’t
got much good out of you. But, however, here’s
five shillings. for you. Take care how you spend
it, and don’t get yourself into trouble.” - Bucket
stealthily tells the coins from one hand into the
other like counters—which is a way he has, his
principal use of them being in these games of
skill—and then puts them, in a little pile, into
the boy’s hand, and takes him out to the door;
leaving Mr. Snagsby, not by any means comfort-
able under these mysterious circumstances, alone
with the vailed figure.. But on Mr. Tulkinghorn’s
coming into the room, the vail is raised, and a
sufficiently good-looking Frenchwoman is reveal-
ed, though her expression is something of the
intensest.

“Thank yon, Mademoiselle Hortense,” says
Mr. Tulkinghorn, with his usual equanimity.
“T will give you no further trouble about this
little wager.”

“You will do me the kindness to remember, sir,
that I am not at present placed ?’ said Made-
moiselle.

“Certainly, certainly!”

‘“ And to confer upon me the favor of your dis-
tinguished recommendation ?”

By all means, Mademoiselle Hortenge.”

¢ A word from Mr. Tulkinghorn is so powerful.”
—*“1t shall not be wanting, Mademoiselle.”—
“Receive the assurance of my devoted gratitude,
dear sir.”’—¢Good-night.” Mademoiselle goes
out with an air of native gentility; and Mr.
Bucket, to whom it is, on an emergency, as
natural to be groom of the ceremonies as it is to
be any thing else, shows her down stairs, not
without gallantry.

“Well, Bucket ¢’ quoth Mr. Tulkinghorn on
his return.

“It's all squared, youn see, as I squared it my-
self, sir. There an’t a doubt that it way the
other one with this one’s dress on. The boy was
exact respecting colors and every thing. Mr.
Snagsby, I promised you, as a man, that he should
be sent away all right. Don’t say it wasn't
done?” :

“You have kept your word, sir,”” returns the
stationer; “and if I can be of no further use,
Mr. Tulkinghorn, I think, as my little woman
will be getting anxious—"’

“Thank you, Snagsby, no further use,” says
Mr. Tulkinghorn. I am quite indebted to you
for the trouble you have taken already.”

“Not at all, sir. I wish you good-night.”

“You see, Mr. Snagsby,” says Mr. Bucket,
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accompanying him to the door, and shaking hands !
with him over and over again, “what I like in |
you, is, that you're a man it’s of no use pump- |
ing; that’s what you are. When you know you !
have done a right thing, you put it away, and‘,
it’s done with and gone, and there’s an end of it. |
That’s what you do.” ‘

“ That is certainly what I endeavor to do, sir,”
returns Mr. Snagsby.

“No, you don’t do yourself justice. It an’t
what you endeavor to do,”” says Mr. Bucket,
shaking hands with him and blessing him in the
tenderest manner, “it's what you do. That’s
what I estimate in a man in your way of busi-
ness.”’

Mr. Snagsby makes a suitable response; and
goes homewaxd so confused by the events of the
evening, that he is doubtfnl of his being awake
and out—doubtful of the reality of the strects
through which he goes—doubtful of the reality
of the moon that shines above him. He is pres-
ently reassured on these subjects, by the un-
challengeable reality of Mrs. Snagsby, sitting up
with her head in a perfect beehive of curl-papers
and nightcap; who has dispatched Guster to the
police station with official intelligence of her
husband’s being made away with, and who, with-
in the last two hours, has passed through every
stage of swooning with the greatest decorum.
But, as the little woman feelingly says, many
thanks she gets for it!

MONSTERS OF FAITH.
WE people in this western world, have, in
our time, not less than those who went
before us, been witnesses of many acts of eccen-
tric and exaggerated faith. We have seen this
virtue dressed in many a guise, tricked out in
many a hue. ‘We have seen it in the meanest
and the highest.

But what is cold, dwarfed, European faith,
when compared with the huge monstrous faith
of the barbarous land of the sun? The two
will no more bear comparison than will the Sur-
rey Hills compare with the Himalayas, or the
Thames and the Garonne bear being mention-
ed beside the Ganges and the Burrumpootra.
The scenes I am about to relate are not select-
ed for their rarity or for any peculiarity about
them ; they may be met with at any of the many
festivals, or Poojahs, throughout India proper.

The village at which the festival I witnessed
was held, was not very far distant from one of
the leading cities of Bengal, a city numbering
possibly half a million of inhabitants, with a
highly populous country round about it for
many a league. The reader will, therefore,
readily imagine the crowding and rushing which
took place from all sides, to witness the festival
of a deity in whom 2l believed, for, away from
the south, there are comparatively but few of
any other faith than Hindooism.

It was high noon when I arrived on the
ground in my palanquin; and by favor of the
friendship of the British collector of Howdah-

pore [ was admitted within the most privileged

’

circle, and took up my stand beneath the pleas-
ant shade of a wide-spreading Jambo tree. I
had time and opportunity to note the place and
the people ; for:the sacred operations had not
as yet.commenced. Thé spot we were assem-
bled in was in an extensive valley lightly wood-

| ed at intervals, and commanding a picturesque

view of a rather wide river which flowed on to
Howdahpore, and was now busy with many
boats loaded with passengers. On the river
bank nearest to us, a number of bamboo and
lcaf sheds had been hastily erected, in which
carousals and amusements of various kinds were
in progress or preparation. Flowers decorated
the ample doorways, and hung festooned from
many a roof ; while high above, wooing in vain
a passing breeze and brightly glaring in the
noon-day tropic sun, gay streamers drooped in
burning listlessness. From the topmost sum-
mits of some of the loftiest trees—and they are
lofty here—long tapering poles extended other
flags and strips of colored cloth. In cool, shady
nooks, where clumps of spreading jungle kind-
ly grew, at other times the haunts of fiercest
tigers, or worse, of cruel Thugs, small knots of
Hindoo families of rank were grouped in silent
watchfulness. The lordly Zemindar of the dis-
trict ; the exacting Tulukdhar, the terror of
village ryots; the grinding Putindhar: all these
were there in eastern feudal pomp.

Far as the eye could reach, the rich green
valley teemed with human life. Thousands on
thousands flocked from many a point, and press-
ed to where the gaudy flags and beating drums
told of the approaching Poojah. The steady
hum of the vast multitude seemed like the
ocean’s fall on some far distant shore. Grief,
joy, pain, pleasure, prayers and songs, blended
with howling madness, or cries of devotees, in
one strange, stormy discord ; the heat and glare,
the many new and striking garbs, the sea of
dusky visages and brightly glaring eyes, mixed
with the varied gorgeous foliage, and flinging
into contrast the lovely gentleness of distant
hills and woods, made up a whole not easy to
forget, yet difficult to paint.

But my attention was before long directed
to some preparations in progress not far from
where T stood. I had observed several huge
poles standing at a great height, with ropes and
some apparatus attached to them, the use of
which I knew from report alone. Here I now
remarked a great deal of bustling activity; a
number of attendants were beating back the
crowd in order to clear a space around one of
the loftiest of the poles I have mentioned. This
was a work of much difficulty, for the mob was
both excited and dense. At length, however,
they succeeded in the task, and finding the
ground before me pretty clear, I advanced close
to the scene of action. Round about the pole
were a number of Fakirs or Ascetics, a sort of
self-mutilated hermits, who hope and firmly be-
lieve that, by distorting their limbs into all sorts
of impossible positions and shapes, they have
insured the favor of some unpronounceable di-



