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CHAPTER XLV.

Turxing from the Temple gate as soon as
I had read the warning, I made the best of
my way to Fleet-street, and there got a late
hackney chariot and_drove to the Hummums in
Covent Garden. In those times a bed was
always to be got there at any hour of the night,
and the chamberlain, letting me in at his ready
wicket, lighted the candle mext in order on his
shelf, and showed me straight info the bedroom
next inorder on his list. It was a sort of vault on
the ground floor at the back, with a despotic
mouster of a four-post bedstead in it, straddling
over the whole place, putting one of his ar.
bitrary legs into the fireplace and another into
the doorway, and squeezing the wretched little
washing-stand in quite a Divinely _Righteous
manner. 2

As I had asked for anight-light, the chamber-
lain had brought me in, before he left me, the good
old constitutional rushlight of those virtuous
days—an object like the ghost of a walking-
cane, which instantly broke its back if it were
fouched, which nothing could ever be lighted at,
and which was placed in solitary confinement af
the bottom of a high tin tower, perforated with
round holes that made a staringly wide-awake
pattern on the walls. When I had got into bed,
and lay there footsore, weary, and wretched, I
found that I could no more “close my own eyes
than T could close the eyes of this foolish Argus.
And thus, in the gloom and death of the night,
we stared at one another.

What a doleful night! How anxious, how
dismal, how long! There was an inhospitable
smellin the room, of cold soot and hot dust ; and,
as I looked up info the corners of the tester over

|
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|

my head, I thought what a number of que»[

bottle flies from the butchers’, and earwigs from
the market, and grubs from the country, must
be holding on up there, lying by for next sum-
mer. This led me to speculate whether any of
them ever tumbled down, and then I fanojed
that T felt light falls on my face—a disagreeable
turn of thought, suggesting other and more
objectionable approaches up my back. When I
had lain awake a little while, those extraordinary
voices with which silence teems, began to make

themselves audible. The closet whispered, the
liveplace sighed, the little washing-stand ticked,
and one guitar-string played occasionally in the
chest of drawers. At about the same fime the
eyes on the wall acquired a new expression, and
in every one of those staring rounds I saw written,
Dox’r 6o moME.

Whatever night - fancies and night - noises
crowded on me, they never warded off this
Dox’r ¢o mome. It plaited itself into whatever
I thought of, as a bodily pain would have done.
Not long before, I had read in the newspapers
how a gentleman unknown had come to the
Hummums in the night, and had gone to bed,
and had destroyed himself, and had been found
in the morning weltering in blood. It came
into my head that he must have occupied this
very vault of mine, and T got out of bed to
assure myself that there were no red marks
about ; then opened the door to look out into
the passages, and cheer myself with the com-
panionship of a distant light, near which I knew
the chamberlain to he dozing. But all this
time, why I was not to go home, and what had
happened at home, and when I should go home,
and whether Provis was safe at home, were
questions occupying my mind so busily, that one
might have supposed there could be no room in
it for any other theme. Even when I thought
of Estella, and how we had parted that day for
ever, and when I recalled all the circumstances
of our parting, and all her looks and tones, and
the action of lher fingers while she knitted—even
then I was pursuing, here and there and every-
where, the caution Don’t go home. When at
last T dozed, in sheer exhaustion of mind and
body, it became a vast shadowy verb which I
had to conjugate. Imperative mood, present
tense: Do not thou go home, let him not 20
home, Let us not go home, do not ye or you
go home, let not them go home. Then, poten-
tially : T may not and I cannot go home; and I
might not, could not, would not, and should not
| go home; until I felt that I was going dis-
| tracted, and rolled over on the pillow, and looked
[ at the staring rounds upon the wall again.

{ I had left directions that I was to be called
|ab seven; for it was plain that I must see
| Wemmick before seeing any one else, and
’(‘quully plain that this was a case in which his
| Walworth sentiments, only, could be taken. It
{ was a relief to get out of the room where the
{night had been so miserable, and I needed no
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second knocking at the door to startle me from
my uneasy bed. X

“I'he Castle battlements arose upon my view at
eioht o’clock. The little servant happening to
be entering the fortress with two hot rolls, T
passed through the postern and crossed the
drawhridee, in her company, and so came with-
out announcement into the presence of Wem-
mick as he was making tea for himself and' the
Aced. An open door afforded a perspective view
of the Aged in bed.

«Halloa, Mr. Pip!” said Wemmick. “You
did come home, then?”’

“Yes,” I returned ; “but I didn’t go home.”

«That’s all right,” said he, rubbing his hands.
«T left a note for you at each of the Temple
oates, on the chance. Which gate did you come
to?”

I told him.

« 1l go round to the others in the course of
the day and destroy the notes,” said Wemmick ;
a good rule never to leave documenfary
evidence if you can help it, because you don’t
know when it may be put in. I’m going to take
a liberty with you.—7#ould you mind toasting
this sausage for the Aged P.?”

1 said 1 should be delighted to do it.

«Then you can go about your work, Mary
Anne,” said Wemmick to the little servant;
< which leaves us to ourselves, don’t you see, Mr.
Pip?” he added, winking, as she disappeared.

I thanked him for his friendship and caution,
and our discourse proceeded in a low tone, while
I toasted the Aged’s sausage and he buttered
the crumb of the Aged’s roll.

“ Now, Mr. Pip, you know,” said Wemmick,
« you and I understand one another. We are
in our private and personal capacities, and we
have been engaged in a confidential transaction
before to-day. Official sentiments are one thing.
We are extra official.”’

I cordially assented. I was so very nervous,
that I had already lighted the Aged’s sausage
like a torch, and been obliged to blow it out.

T accidentally heard, yesterday morning,’
said Wemmick, “being in a certain place where
I once took you—even between you and me,
it’s as well not to mention names when avoid-
able——"

Tuch better not,” said I.. I understand

3

you.”

«T heard there, by chance, yesterday morn-
ing,” said Wemmick, “that a certain person not
altogether of uncolonial pursuits, and not un-
possessed of portable property—I don’t know
who it may really be—we won’t name this
person: 2

“ Not necessary,” said I.

“—had made some little stir in a certain part
of the world where a good many people go, not
always in gratification of their own inclinations,
and not quite irrespective of the government
expense >

In watching his face, T made quite a firework
of the Aged’s sausage, and greatly discomposed
hm,“ my own attention and Wemmick’s; for
which I apologised.

«“—by disappearing from such place, gnq
being no more heard of thereabouts. ,From
which,” said Wemmick, * conjectures had hegy
raised and theories formed. also heard thyt
you at your chambers in Garden-court, Temple,
had been watched, and might be watched agan*

¢« By whom £’ said L.

« Twouldn’t go-into that,” said Wemmick,

evasively, ““it might clash with official respon. |
sibilities. I heard it, as T have in my timg |

heard other curious things in the same place, T |

don’t tell it you on information recewed. I
heard it.”

He took the toasting-fork and sausage fron
me as he spoke, and set forth the Aged’s bresk-
fast neatly on a little tray. Previous to placig
it before him, he went into the Aged’s room
with a clean white cloth, and tied the same
under the old gentleman’s chin, and propped bim
up, and put his nightcap on one side, and gare
him quite a rakish air. Then he placed bis

breakfast before him with great care, and said, |

«All right, ain’t you, Aged P.?” To which the
cheerful Aged replied, « All right, Jolm, myboy,
all right 1" As there seemed to be a tacif unde
standing that the Aged was not in a presentable
state, and was therefore to be considered invi
sible, T made a pretence of being in complete
ignorance of these proceedings.

«This watching of me at my chambers (whic
T have once had reason to- suspect),” I saidto
Wemmick when he came back, ©is inseparable
from the person to whom you have adverted;
isiit P>

Wemmick looked very serious. T couldn
undertake to say that, of my own knowledge. I
mean, I couldn’t undertake to say it was ab firsh.
But it either is, or it will he, or if’s in:gres
danger of being.”

As T saw that he was restrained by fealtyfo

Little Britain from saying as much as he could

and as I knew with thankfulness to him:how

far out of his way he went. to say what he did, |

I could not press him. But T told him, afterd]

little meditation over the fire, that I would like
to ask him a question, subject to his answerl3
or not answering, as he deemed right, and sue
that his course would be right. He paus&_adl“
Lis breakfast, and crossing his arms, and pick
ing his:shirt-sleeves (his notion of in-door colk
fort was to sit without any coat), he nodded 0
me once, to put my question.

« You have heard of a man of bad characteh |

whose true name is Compeyson £”

He answered with one other nod.

“Ts he living

One other nod.

Ts he in London ?”

He gave me one other nod, compressed the
post-office exceedingly, gave me oné Last 1%
and went on with his breakfast..

“ Now,” said Wemmick, * questioning
over;” which he emphasised and 1‘?{})
for my guidance; “I come to what I did ait®
hearing what I heard. I went to Gm’den-comr.
to find you; not finding you, I went to U

eated

riker’s to find Mr. Herbert.”

after |

being |

|
Il
Il
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“ And him you found ?” said I, with great
anxiety.

““And him I found. Without mentioning any
names or going into any details, I gave him to
understand that if he was aware of anybody—
Tom, Jack, or Richard—being about the cham-
bers, or about the immediate neighbourhood,
{| he had better get Tom, Jack, or Richard, out of
| the way while you were out of the way.”

“ He would be greatly puzzled what to do #”

““He was puzzled what to do; not the less,
| because I gave him my opinion that it was
not safe to try to get Tom, Jack, or Richard,
too far out of the way at present. Mr. Pip,
Tll tell you something. Under existing cir-
cumstances there is no place like a. great city
when you are once in it. Don’t break cover too
soon. Lie close. Wait till things slacken, before
you try the open, even for foreign air.”

I thanked him for his valuable advice, and
asked him what Herbert had done.

¢ Mr. Herbert,” said Wemmick, “aft erbeing
all of a heap for half an hour, struck out a plan.
He mentioned to me as a secret, that he is
courting a young lady who has, as no doubt you
are aware, a bedridden Pa. Which Pa, having
been in the Purser line of life, lies a-bed in a
bow-window where he can see the ships sail up
and down the river. You are acquainted with
the young lady, most probably ?*

“ Not personally,” said L.

The truth was, that she had objected to me as
an expensive companion who did Herbert no
good, and that when Herbert had first proposed
to present me to her she had received the pro-
posal with such very moderate warmth, that
Herbert; had felt himself obliged to confide the
state of the case to me, with a view 1o the
passage of a little time before I made her ac-
quaintance. When I had begun to advance
Herbert’s prospects by stealth, I had been able
to bear this with cheerful philosophy ; he and
his affianced, for their part, had naturally not
been very anxious to introduce a third person
into their interviews ; and thus, although I was
assured that I had risen in Clara’s esteem, and
although the young lady and I had long regu-
larly interchanged messages and remembrances
by Herbert, I had never seen her. However,
I did not trouble. Wemmick with these parti-
culars.

“The house with the bow-window,” said
Wemmick, “being by the river-side, down the
Pool there between Limehouse and Greenwich,
and being kept, it seems, by a very respectable
widow who has a furnished upper floor to let,
Mzr. Herbert put it to me, what did I think of
that as.a temporary tenement for Tom, Jack; or
Richard? Now, I thought very well of i, for
three reasons T’ll give you. That is to say.
Firstly. It’s altogether out of all your beats, and
is well away from the usual heap of streets great
and small. * Secondly. Without gaing near it
}\'Qursclf', you could always hear of the safety of
,1,01.“’, Jack, or lilclm}*d, through Mr. Herbert,
Thirdly. After a while and when it might be
/' prudent, if you should want to slip Tom, Jack,

or Richard, on board a foreign packet-hoat, there
he is—ready.”

Much comforted by these considerations, I
thanked Wemmick again and again, and begged
him to proceed.

“ Well, sir! Mr. Herbert threw himself into
the business with a will, and by nine o’clock last
night he housed Tom, Jack; or Richard—which-
ever it may be—you and I don’t want to know—
quite successfully. At the old lodgings it was
understood. that he was summoned to Dover,
and in fact he was taken down the Dover road
and cornered out of it. Now, another great
advantage of all this, is, that it was done with-
out you, and when, if any one was concerning
himself about your movements, you must be
known to be ever so many miles off and quite
otherwise engaged. This diverts suspicion and
confuses it ; and for the same reason I recom-
mended that even if you came back last night,
you should not go home. It brings in more
confusion, and you want confusion.”

Wemmick, having finished his breakfast, here
looked at his wateh, and began to get his
coat on.

 And now, Mr. Pip,” said he, with his hands
still in the sleeves, “I have probably done the
most I can do; but if I can ever do more—
from a Walworth point of view, and in a strictly
private and personal capacity—L shall be glad
to do it. Here’s the address. There can be no
harm in your going here to-night and seeing for
yourself that all is. well with Tom, Jack or
Richard, before you go home—which is another
reason for your not going home last night. But
after you have gone home, don’t go back here.
You are very welcome, I am sure, Mr. Pip ;” his
hands were now out of his sleeves, and I was
shaking them; “and let me finally impress one
important: point upon you.” He laid his hands
upon my shoulders, and added in a solemn whis-
er: “Avail yourself of this evening to lay
hold of his portable property. You don’t know
what may happen to_him. Don’t let anything
happen to the portable property.”

Quite despairing of making my mind clear to
Wemmick on this point, I forbore to try.

“Time’s up,” said Wemmick, “and T must
be off. If you had nothing more pressing to
do than to keep here till dark, that’s what I
should advise. You look very much worried, and
it would do you good to have a perfectly quiet day
with the Aged—he’ll be up presently—and a
little bit of——you remember the pig ¥’

“Of course,” said I.

 Well ; and a little bit of 4izm. That sausage
you toasted was his, and he was in all respects a
ficst-rater. Do try him, if it is only for old ac-
quaintance’ sake. Good-hy, Aged Parent!” in a
cheery shout,

¢ All right, John ; all right, my boy 1’ piped
the old man from within.

I soon fell asleep before Wemmick’s fire, and
the Aged and I enjoyed one another’s society
by falling asleep before it more or less all day.
We Lad loin of pork for dinner, and greens
grown on. the estate, and I nodded at the Aged

|
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with a good intention whenever I failed to do it
accidentally. When it was quite dark, I left the
Aged preparing the fire for toast ; and I inferred
from the number of teacups,as well as from his
glances at the two little doors in the wall, that
Miss Skiffins was expected.

CHAPTER XLVL

Ereut o’clock had struck before I got mto the
air that was scented, not disagreeably, by the
chips and shavings of the long-shore boat-
builders, and mast oar and block makers. All
that water-side region of the upper and lower
Pool below Bridge, was unknown ground to me,
and when T struck down by the river, I found
that the spot I wanted was not where I had
supposed it to be, and was anything but easy to
find. It was called Mill Pond Bank, Chinks’s
3asin; and I had no other guide to Chinks’s
Basin than the Old Green Copper Rope-Walk.

Tt matters not what stranded ships repairing
in dry docks I lost myself among, what old
Lulls “of ships in course of being knocked to
pieces, what ocze and slime and other dregs of
tide, what yards of ship-builders and ship-
breakers, what rusty anchors blindly biting into
the ground though for years off duty, what
mountainous country of accumulated casks and
timber, and how many rope-walks that were not
the Old Green Copper. After several times
falling short of my destination and as often over-
shooting it, I came unexpectedly round a corner,
upon Mill Pond Bank. It was a fresh kind of
place, all circumstances considered, where the
wind from the river had room to turn itself
round ; and there were two or three trees in if,
and there was the stump of a ruined windmill,
anid there was the Old Green Copper Rope-
Walk—whose long and narrow vista I could
trace in the moonlight, along a series of
wooden frames set in the ground, that looked
like superannuated haymaking-rakes which lLad
grown old and lost most of their teeth

Selecting from the few queer houses upon
Mill Pond Bank, a house with a wooden front
and three stories of bow-window (not bay-
windows, which is another thing), I looked at
the plate upon the door, and read there, Mus.
Whimple. That being the name I wanted, I
knocked, and an elderly woman of a pleasant
and thriving appearance responded. She was
immediately deposed, however, by Herbert, who
silently led me into the parlour and shut the
door. It was an odd sensation to see his very
familiar face established quite at home in that
very unfamiliar room and region; and I found
myself looking at him, much as I looked at the
corner-cupboard with the glass and china, the
shells upon the chimney-piece, and the coloured
engravings on {he wall, representing the death
of Captain Cook, a ship-launch, and his Majesty
King George Third in a state-coachman’s wig,
luz}}luzr»lnccclws, and top-hoots, on the terrace at
‘Windsor.
 “Allis well, Handel,” said Herbert, “and he
1s quite satisfied, though eager to see you. My
dear girl is with her father; and if yow’ll wait

i

*l
till she comes dc,nvn, Tl make you krown f §=
her, and then we'll go up-stairs.——Thats her |
father !”’

I had become aware of an alarming grol
overhead, and had probably expressed the
in my countenance.

«T am afraid he is a sad old rascal” wij |

oy tl
Herbert, smiling, “but I have never seen hip
Don’t you smell rum ?  He is always at it i

« At rum P said L. I

“Yes,” returned Herbert, “and you my |
suppose how mild it makes his gout. He per
sists, too, in keeping all the provisions up-stairs |
in his room, and serving them out. He kegpys ‘
them on shelves over his head, and will weigh
them all. His room must be like a chandlers
shop.”

‘While le thus spoke, the growling noise be-
came a prolonged roar, and then died away,

«“What else can be the consequence,” sid
Herbert, in explanation, “if le will cuf fhe
cheese ? A man with the gout in his right had
—and everywhere else—can’t expect fo g
{hrough a Double Gloucester without hutting
himself.” |

He seemed to have hurt himself very muek,
for he gave another furious roar.

«To have Provis for an upper lodger is quie
a godsend to Mrs. Whimple,” said Herbet
“for of course people in general wor't st
that noise. A curious place, Handel; isn'tit®

Tt was a curious place, indeed; bub remark-
ably well kept and clean.

¢ Mrs. Whimple,” said Herbert, when T told
him so, “is the best of housewives, and 1 really
do not, know what my Clara would do withou
her motherly help. For, Clara has no mother
of her own, Handel, and no relation in the world
but old Gruffandgrim.”

«Surely that’s not his name, Herbert?”

“No, no,” said Herbert, *“that’s my nme
for him, His name is Mr. Barley. Bub it
a blessing it is for the son of my father ad
mother to love a girl who has no relafions, il
who can never hother herself, or anybody else
about her family !’ ;

Herbert had told me on former oceasions, il
now reminded me, that he first knew Miss Clan
Barley when she was completing her educattt
ab an establishment at Fammersmith ¢
that on her being recalled home to ure
her father, he and she had confided ihi)”
affection to the motherly Mrs. Whimple, i
whom it had been fostered and regu]a'red wil
equal kindness and discretion, ever sice
was understood that nothing of a tender nafur?
could be confided to Old Barley, by l'Fﬁsf";.on
his being totally unequal to the consldelﬂll‘;
of any subject more psychological than GOt
Rum, and Purser’s stores. font

As we were thus conversing in allow doiﬂ
while Old Barley’s sustained growl \'1b1‘at€d p
the beam that crossed the ceiling, the roonyi’of
opened, and a very pretty slight darlg-eycd g"u :
twenty or so, came in with a basket 1 her ]aket
whom Herbert tenderly relieved of’the askey
and presented blushing, as “Clara.

ing |
fact
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was a most charming girl, and might have
passed for a captive fairy whom that truculent
Ogre, Old Barley, had pressed into his service.
““TLook here,” said Herbert, showing me the
basket with a compassionate and tender smile
after we had talked alittle; ““lhere’s poor Clara’s
supper, served out every night. Here’s her
allowance of bread, and here’s her slice of cheese,
and here’s her rum—which I drink. This is Mr.
Barley’s breakfast for to-morrow, served out to
be cooked. Two mutton chops, three potatoes,
some split peas, a little flour, two ounces of
butter, a pineh of salt, and all this black pepper.
It’s stewed up together and taken hot, and it’s
a nice thing for the gout, I should think !”
There was something so natural and winning

in Clara’s resigned way of looking at these |

stores in detail, as Herbert pointed them out,—
and something so confiding, Ln ing, and innocent,
in her modest manner of yielding herself

Herbert’s embracing arm—and somethine so
gentle in her, so much needing protection on
Mill Pond Bank, by Chinks’s Basin, and the
Old Green Copper Rope-Walk, with Old Barley
growling in the beam—that I would not have
undone the engagement between her and Her-

bert, for all the money in the pocket-hook I had |

never opened.
I was looking at her with pleasure an

a roar
heard ve, as if a giant with a wooden leg
were trying to bore it through the ceiling tc
come at us. Upon this Clara said to Herbert,
“ Papa wants me, darling !> and ran away.

“There’s an unconscionable old shark for
you!” said Herbert. “What do you suppose
he wants now, Handel ?”

“I don’t know,” said I, «
drink ?”

“That’s it 1" cried Herbert, as if I had made
a guess of extraordinary merit. * He ke ps his
grog ready-mixed in a little tub on the table
Wait a moment, and you’ll hear Clara lift him
up to take some.—There he goes!” Anothes
roar, with a prolonged shake at the end.
“ Now,” said Herbert, as it was succeeded by
silence, *le’s drinking. Now,” said Herbert,
as the growl resounded in the heam once more,
“he’s down again on his back 1

Clara returning soon afterwards, Herbert
companied me up-stairs
we passed Mr. Barle
hoarse

Something to

ac-
to see our charge. As
y’s door, he was heard
y muttering within, in a strain that rose
and fell like wind, the following Refrain; in
which T substitute good wishes for something
quite the reverse. i
“ Ahoy! Bless your eyes, here’s old Bill Barley.
Here’s old Bill Barley, bless your ey Here’s
old Bill Barley on the flat of bis be k, by the
Lord. Lying ‘on the flat of his back, like a
drifting old dead flounder, here’s your old Bil]
Barley, bless your eyes. Ahoy! Bless you.”
Tn this strain of consolation, Herbert in.
formed me the invisible Jarley would commune
with himself by the day and night together ;
often, while it ‘was light, having, at the same

to

d ad- | just
miration, when suddenly the growl swelled into | had
iin, and a frightful bumping noise was | officers or prisoners 1 could not say), that he w

time, one eye at a telescope which was fitted
on his bed for the convenience of sweeping the
river.

In his two cabin rooms at the top of the
house, which were fresh and airy, and 1 which
Mcr. Barley was less audible than below, T found
Provis comfortably settled. He expressed
no alarm, and seemed to feel none that was
worth mentioning ; but it struck me that he was
softened—indefinably, for I could not have said
how, and could never afterwards recal how,
when I tried ; but certainly.

The opportunity that the day’s rest had eiven
me for reflection, had resulted in my fully deter-
mining to say nothing to him respecting Com-
peyson. For anything I knew, his animosity
towards the man might otherwise lead to his
seeking him out and rushing on his own destruc-
tion. Therefore, when Herbert and I sat down
with him by his fire, T asked him first of all
whether he relied on Wemmick’s judgment and
sources of information ?

“Ay, ay, dear
grave nod, “ Jaggers’s knows.

“Then I have talked with Wemmick,” said T,
“and have come to tell you what caution he
gave me, and what

This 1

boy !”

he answered, with a

»

advice.”

did accurately, with t
menfioned; and I told him 1
heard, in Newgate

1
e

reservation
w Wemmick
hether from

prison (
vas
under some suspicion, and that chambers
had been watched; how Wemmick ‘had recom-
mended his keeping close for a time, and my
keeping away from him; and what Wemmick
had said about getting him abroad. I added,
that of course, when the time came, I should go
with him, or should follow close upon him, as
might be safest in Wemmick’s judgment. What
was to follow that, I did not touch upon; neither
indeed was I at all clear or comfortable about it
in my own mind, now that I saw him in that
softer condition, and in declared peril for my

As to alteringe my way of living, i).\'n|i~
larging my expenses, I put 1t to him whether
n our present unsettled and difficult eircum-
stances, it would not be simply ridiculous, if
1t were no worse ?

IHe could not deny this, and indeed was very
reasonable throughout. His comine back was a
venture, he said, and he had always known it
tobe aventure.  He would do nothing to make
it a desperate venture, and he had very little
fear of his safety with such good he Ip.

Herbert, who had been looking at the fire
and pondering, here said that something had
come info his thoughts arising out of Wemmick’s
suggestion, which it might be worth while to
pursue. “We are both cood Y\.‘l[l‘l‘lll(‘l), Han-
del, and could take him down the river ourselves
when the right time comes. No hoat would
then be hired for the purpose, and no hoatmen :
that would save at least a chance of suspicion,
and any chance is worth saving. Never mind
the season; don’t you think it might be a good
thing if you began at once to keep a boat af the
Temple stairs, and were in the habit ol rowing
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up *m\l Jm\n the rive \uu ‘i.ux into that

]lxhl‘ and then who mnotices or minds Do it

twenty times or [m\ times, and the nothing
ial in your doing it the twe first or |
iked this scheme, and Provis was quite |

elated by it. We acreed that it shou d be car- |
ition, and that l rovis should never |

ried into exec

AR ROUN ooty

\
twice or ﬂnwv before I deseended the stes
{hat were between me and my rooms, hutlwgs ‘
quite alone. Herbert coming to my bedsid
when he came in—for I\\(nT straight to bed,
dispirits ‘l and fatigned—made the same repor,
Opening one of the windows after that, s
ooked out into the moonlight, and fold memﬂ
the pavement \\m as solemnly empty as fh

recognise us if We camg below Bridge and rowed | t of any Cathedral at that Same hour,
past Mil “ Pond Bank lm we further agreed | Next day, 1 ~~!‘1||}>L11 to get the boat, Tt
that he should pull ‘1 ywn the blind that part | was soon done, and the boat was brouglit rom{
his window which gave upon the east, when- | to th I tairs, ‘and lay where I coud
ever he saw us and all was right | reach her a minute or two. Then,]
Our conierence bel el and every- | b 1 to go out, as 1'm'.11':uni1'.z and Pfaﬁtite:
oed, I rose T neto He alone, sometimes with Herberf, [
e and I not g ne tog often out in cold, rain, and sleet, hi
ther, and that I would I t { mueh note of me after T lud
him. I don’t like to leave y 1 few time first, T kept abore
to Provis, ¢ though I cannot ¢ Bl X 1 as the hours of ik
safer here than near m | t I towards LundonBridge,
‘Dear boy,” he answ Is, | 1 Old ge in those days, ai
«T don’t kn I ) I certain the tide there was ane
don’t like i of there which gave ita badre
“ Good rly b 1t well -enough bowth
tween u~ i YO may I I r seeing it done, and®
shall be ready. G G began to row ¢ among the shipping in iie
g 3 | Pool, and down to Erith. The ‘first time [
“IWe thoueht it best that he should stay in his | { Mill Pond Bank, Herbert and Iiyee
own rooms, and we left him on the landing out cap ars ; and, both in igoing al
side his door, holding a light over the st | returr we sa blind towards theesi
to light us down stairs. Looking back at hi e ( Herbert was rarely there les
I thoueht of that first ni of his refi ( three times in a week,adl
our positions were reversed, and wl rl sit word of intelligene
supposed my heart could ever be as heavy a W all ala Still, I }\_nym that
.m\1 us at parting from him as it was no was ( nd I could notge
Old Barley was growling a1 d swearing 1 of t notion of | g atehed.  Onee &
we hlmml his door, with no appearance of | celve is idea ; how many U
o ceased, or of meaning to cease. When | designing I
we got to the foot of the stairs, I | ould be 1
bert whether he had preserved the name ol
Provis? He replied, certainly n
lodger was Mr. Campbell. He uned 1\““1 it plemm 14

that the utmost known of Mr.

was, that he (Herber t) had Mr. con
signed to him, and felt a >r1~n; personal inte
rest in his being \wll cared for, and living a

So, when we went into the
lowr where Mrs. Whimple and Clara
seated at work, 1 said nothing of my own inte-
rest in Mr. Campbell, but kept it to myself.
\\'hvn [ had taken leave ul the pretty gentle
dark-eyed girl, and the motherly woman who had
not outlived her honest sympathy with a little
affair of true love, I felt as if the old Green
Copper Rope Walk had grown quite a
0ld Barley might be as old as
the hills, and might swear like a whole field of
troopers, but there were re deeming youth and
trust and hope enough in ( hinks’s ‘Basin, to fill
it to overflowing. And then 1 thought of Xs-
tella, and of our parting, and went home very
sadly. ; F
All things were as quiet in the Temple as
ever I had seen them. The windows of the
rooms on that side, lately oceupied by Provis,
were dark and still, and there was no lounger
in Garden-court. I walked past the fountain

secluded life par-

dif-

were | m

ndows .n[(‘l dark, wien
111 ywn, and Iothmklhw
th everything it bore, towars
with dread /that bW
tch, and that any bt
ht in his pm~uers,g01ﬂa
to take him.

l\llul

THROUGHOUT the whole of the great dssd
from the elcplnn[ dow?
sort of tool™

E\en the

animals heade dl y man,
to the shrew mouse, there is one
the sweet tooth—common to all
canary-bird understands sugar, while 2
ants and the flies, they will “die for it an
\\ hether or not it be dxxtmrrmalmbc I
aste, some kind of sugar is known {0 exs
nearly every kind of food taken: by 'mlma]&;‘
oinning with the mother’s milk, whicluis aot"f
ctened to the p.uucuLu want of eacl 5

sue l\mw

So great is the ‘enjoyment produced yu Ehe

aste I many animals that, although 1oW! d
\ulik, of wit, they soon begin to recog
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