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THE OVERTURE

ay of themonth and year, November thethir-

tieth, onethousand eight hundred and thirty-five.

London Timeby thegreat clock of Saint Paul’s,

tenat night. All thelesser London churchesgtraintheir metalic
throats. Some, flippantly begin beforethe heavy bell of the
great cathedral; some, tardily beginthree, four, half adozen,
strokesbehindit; al areinsufficiently near accord, toleavea
resonanceintheair, asif thewinged father who devourshis

3

children, had made asounding sweep with hisgigantic scythe
inflying over thecity.

What isthisclock lower than most of therest, and nearer to
the ear, that lags so far behind to-night asto strike into the
vibrationaone? Thisistheclock of theHospital for Foundling
Children. Timewas, when the Foundlingswerereceived with-
out questioninacradleat thegate. Timeis, wheninquiriesare
made respecting them, and they aretaken asby favour from
themotherswho reinquishdl natural knowledge of themand
clamtothemfor evermore.

Themoonisat thefull, andthenightisfair withlight clouds.
Theday hasbeen otherwisethanfair, for dush and mud, thick-
ened with thedroppingsof heavy fog, lieblack inthe streets.
Thevelled lady who flutters up and down near the postern-
gate of the Hospital for Foundling Children has need to be
well shod to-night.

She flutters to and fro, avoiding the stand of hackney-
coaches, and often pausing in the shadow of thewestern end
of thegreat quadranglewall, with her face turned towardsthe
gate. Asabove her thereisthe purity of the moonlit sky, and
below her there arethe defilements of the pavement, so may



No Thoroughfare

she, haply, bedivided in her mind between two vistas of re-
flection or experience. Asher footprintscrossing and recross-
ing oneanother have madealabyrinthinthe mire, somay her
track inlifehaveinvolveditsdlf inanintricateand unravellable
tangle.

The postern-gate of the Hospital for Foundling Children
opens, and ayoung woman comesout. Thelady standsaside,
observesclosdly, seesthat thegateisquietly closed againfrom
within, and followstheyoung woman.

Two or three streets have been traversed in silence before
she, following closebehind theobject of her attention, stretches
out her hand and touches her. Then the young woman stops
and looksround, startled.

“You touched melast night, and, when | turned my head,
you would not speak. Why do you follow me like asilent
ghost?’

“Itwasnot,” returned thelady, inalow voice, “that | would
not speak, but that | could not when | tried.”

“What do youwant of me?| havenever doneyou any harm?’

“Never.”

“Dol know you?’

“No.”

“Thenwhat can you want of me?’

“Here are two guineas in this paper. Take my poor little
present, and | will tell you.”

I nto the young woman’ sface, which ishonest and comely,
comesaflushasshereplies. “ Thereisneither grown person
nor childinal thelarge establishment that | belong to, who
hasn’'t agood word for Sally. | am Sally. Could | be sowell
thought of, if | wasto be bought?’

“1 do not meanto buy you; | mean only to reward you very
dightly.”

SAly firmly, but not ungently, closesand putsback the offer-
ing hand. “If thereisanything | candofor you, ma'am, that |
will not do for itsown sake, you are much mistakenin meif
youthink that | will doit for money. What isit you want?’

“You are one of the nurses or attendants at the Hospital; |
saw you leaveto-night andlast night.”

“Yes, | am.l am Sdly.”

“Thereisapleasant patiencein your face which makesme
believethat very young children would takereadily toyou.”

“God bless‘em! Sothey do.”
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Thelady liftsher veil, and showsafaceno older than the
nurse’s. A facefar morerefined and capable than hers, but
wild and wornwith sorrow.

“1 am the miserable mother of ababy lately received under
your care. | haveaprayer to maketoyou.”

I nstinctively repecting the confidencewhich hasdrawn aside
thevall, Sdly—whosewaysared| waysof smplicity and spon-
taneity—replacesit, and beginsto cry.

“Youwill listentomy prayer?’ thelady urges. “Youwill not
be deaf to the agonised entreaty of such abroken suppliant as
| am?’

“O dear, dear, dear!” criesSally. “What shall | say, or can
say! Don't talk of prayers. Prayers are to be put up to the
Good Father of All, and not to nursesand such. And there! |
amonly to hold my placefor half ayear longer, till another
young woman can betrained up toit. | am going to be mar-
ried. | shouldn’'t havebeen out last night, and | shouldn’t have
been out to-night, but that my Dick (heistheyoungman| am
goingto bemarriedto) liesill, and | help hismother and sister
towatch him. Don’t take on so, don’t take on so!”

“Ogood Sdly, dear Saly,” moansthelady, catching at her

dressentreatingly. “ Asyou arehopeful, and | an hopeless; as
afar way inlifeisbefore you, which can never, never, be
before me; asyou can aspireto becomearespected wife, and
as you can aspire to become a proud mother, asyou area
living loving woman, and must die; for God's sake hear my
distracted petition!”

“Deary, deary, deary me!” cries Sally, her desperation cul-
minating in the pronoun, “what am | ever todo? And there!
See how you turn my own words back uponme. | tell you |
am goingto be married, on purposeto makeit clearer to you
that | angoing to leave, and therefore couldn’t help youif |
would, Poor Thing, and you makeit seemto my own sdif asif
| wascruel ingoingto bemarried and not helping you. Itain’t
kind. Now, isit kind, Poor Thing?’

“Saly! Hear me, my dear. My entreaty isfor no helpinthe
future. It appliesto what ispast. It isonly to betold intwo
words.”

“There! Thisisworseandworse,” cries Saly, “ supposing
that | understand what two wordsyou mean.”

“You do understand. What are the namesthey havegiven
my poor baby? | ask no more than that. | have read of the
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customs of the place. He has been christened in the chapel,
and registered by somesurnamein thebook. Hewasreceived
last Monday evening. What havethey called him?’

Down upon her kneesin the foul mud of the by-way into
which they have strayed—an empty street without athorough-
faregiving onthedark gardensof the Hospita—thelady would
dropin her passionate entreaty, but that Sally preventsher.

“Don’t! Don’t! You makemefed asif | wassetting myself
up tobegood. Let melook inyour pretty faceagain. Put your
two handsinmine. Now, promise. Youwill never ask meany-
thing morethan thetwo words?’

“Never! Never!”

“Youwill never put themtoabad use, if | say them?’

“Never! Never!”

“Welter Wilding.”

Thelady laysher face upon the nurse' sbreast, draws her
closein her embrace with both arms, murmursablessing and
thewords, “Kisshimfor me!” andisgone.

DAY OF THE MONTH AND YEAR, thefirst Sunday in October,
onethousand eight hundred and forty-seven. London Timeby

thegreat clock of Saint Paul’s, half-past onein the afternoon.
Theclock of the Hospital for Foundling Childreniswell up
with the Cathedral to-day. Servicein the chapel isover, and
theFoundling children areat dinner.
Therearenumerouslookers-on at the dinner, asthe custom
is. Therearetwo or three governors, wholefamiliesfromthe
congregation, smaller groupsof both sexes, individual strag-
glersof variousdegrees. Thebright autumna sunstrikesfreshly
into thewards, and the heavy-framed windowsthrough which
it shines, and the panelled wallson whichit strikes, are such
windowsand such wallsas pervade Hogarth’s pictures. The
girls refectory (including that of theyounger children) isthe
principal attraction. Neat attendants silently glide about the
orderly and silent tables; thelookers-on move or stop asthe
fancy takesthem; commentsinwhispersonfacesuchanum-
ber from such awindow are not unfrequent; many of thefaces
areof acharacter tofix attention. Someof thevigtorsfromthe
outsdepublic areaccustomed visitors. They have established
aspeaking acquai ntance with the occupantsof particular seets
at thetables, and halt at those pointsto bend down and say a
word or two. It isno disparagement to their kindness that
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those pointsare generally pointswhere personal attractions
are. Themonotony of thelong spaciousroomsand thedouble
linesof facesisagreeably relieved by theseincidents, athough
sodight.

A veiledlady, who hasno companion, goesamong the com-
pany. It would seemthat curiosity and opportunity have never
brought her therebefore. Shehastheair of beingalittletroubled
by thesight, and, as shegoesthelength of thetables, itiswith
ahesitating step and an uneasy manner. At length shecomes
totherefectory of the boys. They are so much less popular
thanthegirlsthat it isbare of vistorswhen shelooksin at the
doorway.

But just within the doorway, chancesto stand, ingpecting, an
elderly fema eattendant: someorder of matron or housekeeper.
Towhomthelady addressesnatura questions: As, how many
boys? At what age arethey usually put out inlife? Do they
oftentakeafancy tothe sea? So, lower and lower intoneuntil
thelady putsthequestion: “WhichisWalter Wilding?’

Attendant’shead shaken. Againgt therules.

“You know whichisWalter Wilding?’

So keenly doesthe attendant feel the closenesswith which

thelady’seyesexamine her face, that shekeepsher own eyes
fast uponthefloor, lest by wandering intheright directionthey
should betray her.

“1 know whichisWalter Wilding, but it is not my place,
ma am, totell namestovisitors.”

“But you can show mewithout telling me.”

Thelady’shand movesquietly to theattendant’ shand. Pause
andslence.

“I am going to passround thetables,” saysthelady’sinter-
locutor, without seeming to addressher. “ Follow mewith your
eyes. Theboy that | stop at and speak to, will not matter to
you. But the boy that | touch, will be Walter Wilding. Say
nothing moreto me, and movealittleaway.”

Quickly acting onthehint, thelady passesoninto theroom,
and looksabout her. After afew moments, the attendant, ina
staid officia way, walksdown outsidetheline of tablescom-
mencing on her left hand. Shegoesthewholelength of theline,
turns, and comesback ontheinside. Very dightly glancingin
thelady’sdirection, she stops, bendsforward, and speaks.
The boy whom she addresses, liftshishead and replies. Good
humouredly and easily, asshelistensto what he says, shelays
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her hand upon the shoulder of the next boy on hisright. That
theaction may bewel| noted, she kegpsher hand on the shoul -
der while speaking inreturn, and patsit twiceor thrice before
moving away. She completes her tour of thetables, touching
no one el se, and passes out by adoor at the opposite end of
thelong room.

Dinner isdone, and thelady, too, walksdown outside the
line of tablescommencing on her left hand, goesthewhole
length of theline, turns, and comesback ontheinside. Other
peoplehavestrolledin, fortunately for her, and stand sprinkled
about. Sheliftsher vell, and, stopping at thetouched boy, asks
how old heis?

“l antwelve, ma am,” heanswers, with hisbright eyesfixed
onhers.

“Areyouwd | and happy?’

“Yes, maam.”

“May you takethese sweetmeatsfrom my hand?’

“If you pleaseto givethemtome.”

In stooping low for the purpose, the lady touchestheboy’s
facewith her forehead and with her hair. Then, lowering her
vell again, she passeson, and passes out without ooking back.

ACTI
THE CURTAIN RISES

nacourt-yardintheCity of London, whichwas
o Thoroughfare either for vehiclesor foot-pas
sengers; acourt-yard diverging from asteep, a
dlippery, and awinding street connecting Tower Street with
the Middlesex shore of the Thames; stood the place of busi-
nessof Wilding & Co., Wine Merchants. Probably asajo-
cose acknowledgment of the obstructive character of thismain
approach, the point nearest to its base at which one could
taketheriver (if soinodorousy minded) boretheappellation
Break-Neck-Stairs. The court-yard itself had likewise been
descriptively entitled in old time, Cripple Corner.
Yearsbeforetheyear onethousand eight hundred and sixty-
one, people had | eft off taking boat at Break-Neck-Stairs,
and watermen had ceased to ply there. Thedimy little cause-
way had dropped into theriver by asdow processof suicide,
and two or three ssumpsof pilesand arusty iron mooring-ring
wereall that remained of the departed Break-Neck glories.
Sometimes, indeed, aladen coa bargewould bumpitsalf into
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the place, and certain |aborious heavers, seemingly mud-en-
gendered, would arise, deliver the cargo inthe neighbourhood,
shoveoff, and vanish; but at most timesthe only commerce of
Break-Neck-Stairsarose out of the conveyance of casksand
bottles, both full and empty, both to and from the cellars of
Wilding & Co., Wine Merchants. Even that commercewas
but occasional, and through three-fourthsof itsrising tidesthe
dirty indecorousdrab of ariver would comesolitarily oozing
and lapping at therusty ring, asif it had heard of the Dogeand
the Adriatic, and wanted to be married to the great conserver
of itsfilthiness, the Right Honourablethe Lord Mayor.
Sometwo hundred andfifty yardson theright, up the oppo-
sitehill (approaching it from thelow ground of Break-Neck-
Stairs) was Cripple Corner. There was apump in Cripple
Corner, therewasatreein Cripple Corner. All Cripple Cor-
ner belonged to Wilding and Co., WineMerchants. Their cel-
larsburrowed under it, their mansiontowered over it. It really
had been amans oninthe dayswhen merchantsinhabited the
City, and had aceremonious shelter to the doorway without
visible support, like the sounding-board over an old pulpit. It
had al so anumber of long narrow strips of window, so dis-

posedinitsgravebrick front astorender it symmetricaly ugly.
It had also, onitsroof, acupolawithabell init.

“When aman a five-and-twenty can put hishat on, and can
say ‘thishat coversthe owner of thisproperty and of thebusi-
ness which is transacted on this property,” | consider, Mr.
Bintrey, that, without being boastful, hemay beallowedtobe
deeply thankful. | don’t know how it may appear to you, but
Soit appearstome.”

ThusMr. Water Wilding to hisman of law, in hisown count-
ing-house; taking hishat down fromitspegtosuit theactionto
theword, and hanging it up again when he had done so, not to
overstep themodesty of nature.

Aninnocent, open-spesking, unused-looking man, Mr. Walter
Wilding, witharemarkably pink andwhitecomplexion, andafigure
muchtoo bulky for soyoungamean, though of agood sature. With
crispy curling brown hair, and amiablebright blueeyes. Anex-
tremely communi cativeman: amanwithwhomloquecity wasthe
irrestrainableoutpouring of contentment and gratitude. Mr. Bintrey,
ontheother hand, acautiousman, withtwinkling beedsof eyesina
largeoverhanging bad head, whoinwardly butintensdly enjoyed
thecomicdlity of opennessof gpeech, or hand, or heart.
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“Yes,” said Mr. Bintrey. “Yes. Ha, ha!”

A decanter, two wine-glasses, and aplate of biscuits, stood
onthedesk.

“Youlikethisforty-fiveyear old port-wine?’ said Mr. Wild-
ing.

“Likeit?’ repeated Mr. Bintrey. “Rather, Sir!”

“It'sfrom the best corner of our best forty-five year old
bin,” said Mr. Wilding.

“Thank you, dir,” said Mr. Bintrey. “1t'smost excellent.”

Helaughed again, asheheld up hisglassand ogled it, at the
highly ludicrousideaof giving away suchwine.

“And now,” saild Wilding, with achildish enjoyment inthe
discussion of affairs, 1 think we havegot everything straight,
Mr. Bintrey.”

“Everything straight,” said Bintrey.

“A partner secured—"

“Partner secured,” said Bintrey.

“A housekeeper advertised for—"

“Housekeeper advertisedfor,” said Bintrey, “* gpply person-
aly at Cripple Corner, Great Tower Street, from ten to
twelve'—to-morrow, by thebye.”

10

“My late dear mother’saffairswound up—"

“Wound up,” said Bintrey.

“Andadl chargespaid.”

“Andall chargespaid,” said Bintrey, with achuckle: prob-
ably occasioned by thedroll circumstancethat they had been
paidwithout ahaggle.

“Themention of my late dear mother,” Mr. Wilding contin-
ued, hiseyesfilling with tears and his pocket-handkerchief
drying them, “ unmansmestill, Mr. Bintrey. You know how |
loved her; you (her lawyer) know how sheloved me. The
utmost love of mother and child was cherished between us,
and we never experienced onemoment’sdivision or unhappi-
nessfrom thetimewhen shetook meunder her care. Thirteen
yearsinall! Thirteen yearsunder my late dear mother’scare,
Mr. Bintrey, and eight of them her confidentialy acknowledged
son! You know the story, Mr. Bintrey, who but you, sir!” Mr.
Wilding sobbed and dried hiseyes, without attempt at con-
cealment, during theseremarks.

Mr. Bintrey enjoyed hiscomical port, and said, after rolling
itinhismouth: “I know thestory.”

“My latedear mother, Mr. Bintrey,” pursued thewine-mer-



CharlesDickensand WilkieCollins

chant, “had been deeply deceived, and had cruelly suffered.
But on that subject my late dear mother’slipswerefor ever
sealed. By whom deceived, or under what circumstances,
Heaven only knows. My late dear mother never betrayed her
betrayer.”

“Shehad madeup her mind,” said Mr. Bintrey, againturning
hiswine on hispalate, “and she could hold her peace.” An
amused twinklein hiseyespretty plainly added—" A devilish
deal better than you ever will!”

“*Honour,”” said Mr. Wilding, sobbing as he quoted from
the Commandments, “* thy father and thy mother, that thy days
may belongintheland.” When| wasin the Foundling, Mr.
Bintrey, | wasat such alosshow to doit, that | apprehended
my dayswould beshortintheland. But | afterwardscameto
honour my mother deeply, profoundly. And | honour and re-
vere her memory. For seven happy years, Mr. Bintrey,” pur-
sued Wilding, till with the sameinnocent catchingin hisbreeth,
and the same unabashed tears, “ did my excellent mother ar-
ticle me to my predecessors in this business, Pebbleson
Nephew. Her affectionateforethought likewiseapprenticed me
totheVintners Company, and mademeintimeafreeVintner,
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and—and—everything el se that the best of mothers could
desire. When | cameof age, shebestowed her inherited share
in thisbusiness upon me; it was her money that afterwards
bought out Pebbleson Nephew, and painted in Wilding and
Co.; it wasshewho left me everything she possessed, but the
mourning ring you wear. And yet, Mr. Bintrey,” withafresh
burst of honest affection, “ sheisnomore. Itislittieover hdf a
year since she cameinto the Corner to read on that door-post
with her own eyes, Wlding and Co., Wine Merchants. And
yet sheisnomore!”

“Sad. But thecommonlot, Mr. Wilding,” observed Bintrey.
“ At sometimeor other we must all be no more.” He placed
theforty-fiveyear old port-winein the universal condition,
withareishingsgh.

“So now, Mr. Bintrey,” pursued Wilding, putting away his
pocket-handkerchief, and smoothing hiseyelidswith hisfin-
gers, “now that | can no longer show my love and honour for
thedear parent to whom my heart wasmysterioudly turned by
Nature when shefirst spoketo me, astrangelady, | Sitting at
our Sunday dinner-tablein the Foundling, | can at least show
that | am not ashamed of having been aFoundling, andthat |,
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who never knew afather of my own, wishto beafather toall
inmy employment. Therefore,” continued Wilding, becoming
enthusiasticin hisloquacity, “therefore, | want athoroughly
good housekeeper to undertakethisdwel ling-house of Wild-
ing and Co., Wine Merchants, Cripple Corner, sothat | may
restoreinit some of the old relations betwixt employer and
employed! Sothat | may liveinit onthe spot wheremy money
ismade! So that | may daily sit at the head of the table at
whichthe peopleinmy employment egt together, and may eat
of the sameroast and boiled, and drink of the samebeer! So
that the peoplein my employment may lodge under the same
roof with me! So that we may oneand all—I beg your par-
don, Mr. Bintrey, but that old singing in my head hassuddenly
comeon, and | shall feel obliged if youwill lead meto the
pump.”

Alarmed by theexcessve pinknessof hisclient, Mr. Bintrey
lost not amoment in leading him forthinto the court-yard. It
waseasly done; for the counting-housein whichthey talked
together opened ontoit, at one side of the dwelling-house.
Theretheattorney pumped withawill, obedienttoasgnfrom
the client, and the client laved his head and face with both
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hands, and took ahearty drink. After theseremedies, hede-
clared himsalf much better.

“Don’t let your good feelingsexciteyou,” said Bintrey, as
they returned to the counting-house, and Mr. Wilding dried
himself on ajack-towel behind aninner door.

“No, no. l won't,” hereturned, looking out of thetowel. “I
won't. | have not been confused, havel?’

“Notat al. Perfectly clear.”

“Wheredid | leaveoff, Mr. Bintrey?’

“Well, you left off—but | wouldn’t excitemyself, if | was
you, by takingit upagainjust yet.”

“I’ll takecare. I’ ll take care. Thesingingin my head came
onat where, Mr. Bintrey?’

“Atroast, and boiled, and beer,” answered thelawyer,—
" prompting lodging under the sameroof—and oneand al—"

“Ah! And oneand all singinginthe head together—"

“Doyou know, | really would not let my good feelings ex-
citeme, if | wasyou,” hinted thelawyer again, anxioudy. “ Try
somemore pump.”

“No occasion, no occasion. All right, Mr. Bintrey. And one
and all forming akind of family! You see, Mr. Bintrey, | was
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not used in my childhood to that sort of individual existence
which most individualshaveled, moreor less, intheir child-
hood. After that timel becameabsorbed in my latedear mother.
Havinglost her, | findthat | ammorefit for being oneof abody
than oneby myself one. To bethat, and at the sametimeto do
my duty to those dependent on me, and attach themto me, has
apatriarchd and pleasant air about it. | don’t know how it may
appear toyou, Mr Bintrey, but soit appearstome.”

“Itisnot | who am all-important in the case, but you,” re-
turned Bintrey. “ Consequently, how it may appear to meisof
very smdl importance.”

“It appearstome,” said Mr. Wilding, inaglow, “hopeful,
useful, ddightful!”

“Doyouknow,” hinted thelawyer again, “| redly would not
v

“l amnot goingto. Thenthere' sHandd.”

“There'swho?’ asked Bintrey.

“Handel, Mozart, Haydn, Kent, Purcell, Doctor Arne,
Greene, Mendelssohn. | know the chorusesto those anthems
by heart. Foundling Chapd Collection. Why shouldn’'t welearn
themtogether?’
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“Wholearnthemtogether?’ askedthelawyer, rather shortly.

“Employer and employed.”

“Ay, ay,” returned Bintrey, mollified; asif hehad half ex-
pected the answer to be, Lawyer and client. “ That’sanother
thing.”

“Not another thing, Mr. Bintrey! Thesamething. A part of
thebond among us. Wewill formaChoir in somequiet church
near the Corner here, and, having sung together of a Sunday
with arelish, we will come home and take an early dinner
together with arelish. Theobject that | haveat heart now is, to
get this system well in action without delay, so that my new
partner may find it founded when he enters on his partner-
ship”

“All good bewithit!” exclamed Bintrey, risng. “May it pros-
per! IsJoey Ladletotakeasharein Handel, Mozart, Haydn,
Kent, Purcell, Doctor Arne, Greene, and Mendel ssohn?

“1 hopeso.”

“I wishthemall well out of it,” returned Bintrey, with much
heartiness. “ Good-bye, sir.”

They shook handsand parted. Then (first knocking with his
knucklesfor leave) entered to Mr. Wilding from adoor of
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communication between hisprivate counting-houseandthat in
which hisclerkssat, theHead Cellarman of thecdllarsof Wild-
ing and Co., WineMerchants, and erst Head Cellarman of the
cellarsof Pebbleson Nephew. The Joey Ladlein question. A
dow and ponderous man, of the drayman order of human ar-
chitecture, dressed in a corrugated suit and bibbed apron,
apparently acomposite of door-mat and rhinoceros-hide.

“Respecting thissame boarding and lodging, Young Master
Wilding,” saidhe.

“Yes, Joey?'

“Speaking for mysdlf, Young Master Wilding—and | never
did speak and | never do speak for no oneelse—I don’t want
no boarding nor yet no lodging. But if you wish to board me
and to lodge me, take me. | can peck aswell as most men.
Wherel peck ain’t so high aobject with measWhat | peck.
Nor even so high aobject with measHow Much | peck. Isdll
to liveinthe house, Young Master Wilding? Thetwo other
cellarmen, thethree porters, thetwo ‘ prentices, and the odd
men?’

“Yes. | hopeweshall al bean united family, Joey.”

“Ah!” said Joey. “| hopethey may be.”
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“They?Rather say we, Joey.”

Joey Ladle shook hisheld. “Don’t look to meto makewe
onit, Young Master Wilding, not at my timeof lifeand under
the circumstanceswhich hasformed my disposition. | have
said to Pebbleson Nephew many atime, whenthey havesaid
tome, ‘Put alivdier faceuponit, Joey’—I have saidto them,
‘Gentlemen, itisall wery well for you that has been accus-
tomed to take your wineinto your systemsby the conwivial
channel of your throttles, to put alively face uponit; but,’ |
says, ‘| have been accustomed to take MY winein at the
poresof the skin, and, took that way, it actsdifferent. It acts
depressing. It’sonething, gentlemen,’ | saysto Pebbleson
Nephew, ‘to chargeyour glassesinadining-roomwithaHip
Hurrah and a Jolly Companions Every One, and it’sanother
thing to be charged yoursdlf, through the pores, inalow dark
cellar and amouldy atmosphere. It makesall the difference
betwixt bubblesand wapours,” | tellsPebbleson Nephew. And
soitdo. I’ vebeenacelarman my lifethrough, with my mind
fully givento the business. What'sthe consequence?l’ mas
muddled aman aslives—you won'’t find amuddleder man
than me—nor yet youwon't find my equa inmolloncolly. Sing
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of Filling the bumper fair, Every drop you sprinkle, O’ er the
brow of care, Smoothsaway awrinkle?Yes. P rapsso. But
try filling yoursdlf through the pores, underground, whenyou
don'twanttoit!”

“l am sorry to hear this, Joey. | had even thought that you
might joinasinging-classinthehouse.”

“Me, sir?No, no, Young Master Wilding, youwon't catch
Joey Ladlemuddling the Armony. A pecking-machine, gir, is
all that | am capable of proving myself, out of my cellars; but
that you' rewelcometo, if you think it isworth your whileto
keep such athing onyour premises.”

“1 do, Joey.”

“Say nomore, Sr. TheBusiness swordismy law. Andyou're
agoing to take Young Master George Vendal e partner into
theold Business?’

“I am, Joey.”

“Morechanges, you see! But don’t changethe name of the
Firmagain. Don’'t doit, Young Master Wilding. It was bad
luck enough to makeit Yourself and Co. Better by far have
left it Pebbleson Nephew that good luck always stuck to. You
should never changeluck whenit'sgood, Sir.”
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“Atadl events, | have nointention of changing the name of
theHouseagain, Joey.”

“Glad to hear it, and wish you good-day, Young Master
Wilding. But you had better by half,” muttered Joey Ladle
inaudibly, as he closed the door and shook hishead, “ havelet
the name alone from thefirst. You had better by half have
followed theluck insgtead of crossingit.”

ENTER THE HOUSEKEEPER

@-——(hewi ne merchant sat in hisdining-room next
morning, to receive the personal applicantsfor

thevacant post in hisestablishment. It wasan old-
fashioned wai nscoted room; the panel sornamented with fes-
toonsof flowerscarvedinwood; with an oaken floor, awell-
worn Turkey carpet, and dark mahogany furniture, al of which
had seen service and polish under Pebbleson Nephew. The
great sideboard had assisted at many business-dinnersgiven
by Pebbleson Nephew to their connection, on the principle of
throwing sprats overboard to catch whal es; and Pebbleson
Nephew’'scomprehensivethree-sided plate-warmer, madeto
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fit thewholefront of thelargefireplace, kept watch beneathit
over asarcophagus-shaped cellaret that had initstime held
many adozen of Pebbleson Nephew’ swine. But thelittleru-
bicund old bachel or with apigtail, whoseportrait wasover the
sideboard (and who could easily beidentified asdecidedly
Pebbleson and decidedly not Nephew), had retired into an-
other sarcophagus, and the plate-warmer had grown ascold
as he. So, the golden and black griffinsthat supported the
candelabora, with black balsintheir mouthsat theend of gilded
chains, looked asif intheir old agethey had lost all heart for
playingat bal, and weredolefully exhibiting their chainsinthe
Missionary lineof inquiry, whether they had not earned eman-
cipation by thistime, and were not griffinsand brothers.

Such aColumbus of amorning wasthe summer morning,
that it discovered Cripple Corner. Thelight and warmth pierced
in at the open windows, and irradiated the picture of alady
hanging over the chimney-piece, theonly other decoration of
thewadlls.

“My mother at five-and-twenty,” said Mr. Wilding to him-
f, ashiseyesenthusadticaly followedthelight totheportrait's
face, “1 hang up here, in order that visitors may admire my
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mother in the bloom of her youth and beauty. My mother at
fifty | hangin the seclusion of my own chamber, asaremem-
brance sacredtome. O! It'syou, Jarvis!”

Theselatter words he addressed to aclerk who had tapped
at thedoor, and now looked in.

“Yes, gir. | merely wished to mentionthat it’'sgoneten, sir,
and that there are several femalesin the Counting-house.”

“Dear me!” said thewine-merchant, degpening inthe pink
of hiscomplexion and whiteninginthewhite, “ arethere sev-
eral? So many assevera? | had better begin beforethereare
more. I’ll seethem one by one, Jarvis, in the order of their
ariva.”

Hastily entrenching himsdlf inhiseasy-chair at thetable be-
hind agreat inkstand, having first placed achair on the other
side of thetable opposite hisown seat, Mr. Wilding entered
on histask with considerabl e trepidation.

Heran the gauntlet that must be run on any such occasion.
Therewerethe usual speciesof profoundly unsympathetic
women, and the usua speciesof much too sympatheticwomen.
Therewerebuccaneering widowswho cameto seizehim, and
who griped umbrellasunder their arms, asif each umbrella
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were he, and each griper had got him. Thereweretowering
maiden ladieswho had seen better days, and who camearmed
with clerica testimonialstother theology, asif hewere Saint
Peter with hiskeys. Therewere gentlemaidenladieswho came
tomarry him. Therewere professiona housekeepers, likenon-
commissioned officers, who put him through hisdomestic ex-
ercise, instead of submitting themselvesto catechism. There
were languid invalids, to whom salary was not so much an
object asthe comfortsof aprivate hospital. Therewere sens-
tive creatureswho burst into tears on being addressed, and
had to be restored with glasses of cold water. There were
somerespondentswho cametwo together, ahighly promising
oneand awholly unpromising one: of whomthepromisingone
answered al questionscharmingly, until it would at |ast appear
that shewasnot acandidate at all, but only thefriend of the
unpromising one, who had glowered in absol ute silence and
apparentinjury.

Atlast, when the good wine-merchant’ssimple heart was
failing him, there entered an applicant quitedifferent fromall
therest. A woman, perhapsfifty, but looking younger, witha
faceremarkablefor placid cheerfulness, and amanner noless
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remarkablefor itsquiet expression of equability of temper.
Nothing in her dress could have been changed to her advan-
tage. Nothing in the noisel ess salf-possession of her manner
could have been changed to her advantage. Nothing could
have beenin better unison with both, than her voicewhen she
answered the question: “What nameshall | havethe pleasure
of noting down?’ with the words, “My name is Sarah
Goldstraw. Mrs. Goldstraw. My husband has been dead many
years, and we had no family.”

Half-a-dozen questions had scarcely extracted asmuchto
the purposefrom any oneelse. Thevoice dwelt so agreeably
on Mr. Wilding's ear ashe made hisnote, that hewasrather
long about it. When helooked up again, Mrs. Goldstraw’s
glance had naturally gone round theroom, and now returned
to himfrom thechimney-piece. Itsexpresson wasoneof frank
readinessto be questioned, and to answer straight.

“Youwill excuse my asking you afew questions?’ said the
modest wine-merchant.

“O, surely, sir. Or | should have no businesshere.”

“Haveyou filled the station of housekeeper before?’

“Only once. | havelived withthesamewidow lady for twelve
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years. Ever ancel lost my husband. Shewasaninvdid, andis
lately dead: whichisthe occasion of my now wearing black.”

“1 do not doubt that she hasleft you the best credential s?’
sadMr. Wilding.

“I hopel may say, thevery best. | thought it would savetrouble,
gr, if I wrote down the name and address of her representa-
tives, and brought it withme.” Laying acard onthetable.

“Yousingularly remind me, Mrs. Goldstraw,” said Wilding,
taking thecard besidehim, “ of amanner and tone of voicethat
| was once acquainted with. Not of anindividua—I fedl sure
of that, though | cannot recall what itisl haveinmy mind—»but
of agenera bearing. | ought to add, it wasakind and pleasant
one”

Sheamiled, asshergoined: “Atleast, | amvery glad of that,
ar”

“Yes,” said thewine-merchant, thoughtfully repesting hislast
phrase, withamomentary glanceat hisfuture housekeeper, “it
wasakind and pleasant one. But that isthemost | can make
of it. Memory issometimeslikeahaf-forgotten dream. | don’t
know how it may appear to you, Mrs. Goldstraw, but so it
appearstome.”
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Probably it appeared to Mrs. Goldstraw inasimilar light,
for shequietly assented to the proposition. Mr. Wilding then
offeredto put himself at oncein communicationwiththegentle-
men named uponthecard: afirm of proctorsin Doctors Com-
mons. Tothis, Mrs. Goldstraw thankfully assented. Doctors
Commonsnot being far off, Mr. Wilding suggested thefeas -
bility of Mrs. Goldstraw’slooking inagain, say inthreehours
time. Mrs. Goldstraw readily undertook to do so. Infine, the
result of Mr. Wilding'sinquiriesbeing eminently satisfactory,
Mrs. Goldstraw wasthat afternoon engaged (on her own per-
fectly fair terms) to come to-morrow and set up her rest as
housekeeper in Cripple Corner.

THE HOUSEKEEPER SPEAKS

nthenext day Mrs. Goldstraw arrived, to enter
on her domesticduties.

Having settled hersdf in her ownroom, with-
out troubling the servants, and without wasting time, the new
housekeeper announced hersdlf aswaiting to befavoured with
any ingtructionswhich her master might wishto giveher. The
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wine-merchant received Mrs. Goldstraw in thedining-room,
inwhich he had seen her on the previousday; and, theusua
preliminary civilitieshaving passed on either Side, thetwo sat
downto take counsel together ontheaffairsof the house.

“About themeds, Sr?’ sad Mrs. Goldstraw. “Havel alarge,
or asmall, number to providefor?’

“If | can carry out acertain old-fashioned plan of mine,”
replied Mr. Wilding, “youwill havealarge number to provide
for. | amaloney singleman, Mrs. Goldstraw; and | hopeto
livewith al the personsin my employment asif they were
membersof my family. Until that time comes, you will only
haveme, and the new partner whom | expect immediately, to
providefor. What my partner’shabitsmay be, | cannot yet
say. But | may describemysalf asaman of regular hours, with
aninvariableappetitethat you may depend uponto an ounce.”

“About bregkfast, Sr?” asked Mrs. Goldstraw. “ I sthereany-
thing particula—?’

She hesitated, and left the sentence unfinished. Her eyes
turned dowly away from her master, and looked towardsthe
chimney-piece. If she had been alessexcellent and experi-
enced housekeeper, Mr. Wilding might have fancied that her
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attention was beginning to wander at the very outset of the
interview.

“Eight o’ clock ismy breakfast-hour,” heresumed. “Itisone
of my virtuesto benever tired of broiled bacon, anditisone
of my vicesto behabitudly suspiciousof thefreshnessof eggs.”
Mrs. Goldstraw looked back at him, still alittle divided be-
tween her master’ schimney-pieceand her magter. “| taketea,”
Mr. Wilding went on; “and | am perhapsrather nervousand
fidgety about drinkingit, withinacertaintimeafter itismade.
If my teastandstoo long—"

Hehesitated, on hisside, and | eft the sentence unfinished. If
he had not been engaged in discussing asubject of such para-
mount interest to himself ashisbreakfast, Mrs. Goldstraw might
havefancied that hisattention wasbeginning to wander at the
very outset of theinterview.

“If your teastandstoo long, sir—7?" said the housekeeper,
politely taking up her master’slost thread.

“If my teastandstoo long,” repeated the wine-merchant
mechanically, hismind getting farther and farther away from
hisbreakfast, and hiseyesfixing themselvesmore and more
inquiringly on hishousekeeper’sface. “If my tea—Dear, dear
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me, Mrs. Goldstraw! what | Sthe manner and tone of voice
that you remind me of ? It strikes me even more strongly to-
day, thanit didwhen| saw you yesterday. What canit be?’

“What canit be?’ repeated Mrs. Goldstraw.

Shesaid thewords, evidently thinking while she spokethem
of something el se. Thewine-merchant, till looking at her in-
quiringly, observed that her eyeswandered towardsthe chim-
ney-pieceoncemore. They fixed ontheportrait of hismother,
which hungthere, and looked at it with that dight contraction
of the brow which accompaniesascarcely consciouseffort of
memory. Mr. Wilding remarked.

“My |late dear mother, when shewasfive-and-twenty.”

Mrs. Goldstraw thanked him with amovement of the head
for being at the painsto explain the picture, and said, witha
cleared brow, that it wasthe portrait of avery beautiful lady.

Mr. Wilding, faling back into hisformer perplexity, tried once
moreto recover that |ost recollection, associated so closdly,
and yet so undiscoverably, with hisnew housekeeper’svoice
and manner.

“Excusemy asking you aquestion which hasnothingto do
with meor my breskfast,” hesaid. “May | inquireif you have
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ever occupied any other situation than the situation of house-
keeper?’

“Oyes, dgir. | began lifeasone of the nurses at the Found-
ling”

“Why, thet'sit!” cried thewine-merchant, pushingbeck hischar.
“By heaven! Their manner isthemanner youremind meof!”

Inanastonished look a him, Mrs. Goldstraw changed colour,
checked hersdlf, turned her eyesupon theground, and sat il
anddlent.

“What isthematter?’ asked Mr. Wilding.

“Dol understand that you wereinthe Foundling, Sir?’

“Certainly. | amnot ashamedtoownit.”

“Under thenameyou now bear?’

“Under thenameof Walter Wilding.”

“And thelady—?’ Mrs. Goldstraw stopped short with a
look at the portrait which was now unmistakably alook of
dam.

“You meanmy mother,” interrupted Mr. Wilding.

“Your—mother,” repeated the housekeeper, alittle con-
strainedly, “removed you from the Foundling? At what age,
ar?
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“At between eleven and twelveyearsold. It'squitearo-
mantic adventure, Mrs. Goldstraw.”

Hetold thestory of thelady having spokento him, whilehe
sat at dinner with the other boysin the Foundling, and of all
that had followed in hisinnocently communicativeway. “My
poor mother could never havediscovered me,” headded, “if
she had not met with one of the matronswho pitied her. The
matron consented to touch the boy whose namewas * Walter
Wilding' as she went round the dinner-tables—and so my
mother discovered meagain, after having parted frommeas
aninfant at the Foundling doors.”

AtthosewordsMrs. Goldstraw’ shand, resting onthetable,
dropped helplessly into her lap. She sat, looking at her new
master, with aface that had turned deadly pale, and with eyes
that expressed an unutterabledismay.

“What doesthismean?’ asked thewine-merchant. “ Stop!”
hecried. “Istheresomething e seinthe past timewhich | ought
to associate with you? | remember my mother telling me of
another person at the Foundling, to whose kindness she owed
adebt of gratitude. When shefirst parted with me, asanin-
fant, oneof the nursesinformed her of the namethat had been
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givento meintheingtitution. You werethat nurse?’

“Godforgiveme, sr—I wasthat nurse!”

“Godforgiveyou?’

“We had better get back, sir (if | may make so bold asto
say 0), tomy dutiesinthehouse,” said Mrs. Goldstraw. “ Your
breakfast-hour iseight. Do you lunch, or dine, inthemiddle of
theday?’

Theexcessvepinknesswhich Mr. Bintrey had noticedin his
client’sface began to appear there once more. Mr. Wilding
put hishand to hishead, and mastered some momentary con-
fusioninthat quarter, before he spoke again.

“Mrs. Goldstraw,” he said, “ you are concealing something
fromme!”

The housekeeper obstinately repeated, “ Pleaseto favour
me, gr, by saying whether you lunch, or dine, inthe middle of
theday?’

“1 don’t know what | do in the middle of the day. | can’t
enter into my household affairs, Mrs. Goldstraw, till | know
why you regret an act of kindnessto my mother, which she
alwaysspoke of gratefully to theend of her life. You arenot
doing measerviceby your silence. You are agitating me, you
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aredarming me, you arebringing onthesinginginmy head.”

Hishand went up to hishead again, and the pink in hisface
deepened by ashade or two.

“It'shard, dir, onjust entering your service,” said the house-
keeper, “to say what may cost metheloss of your good will.
P easeto remember, end how it may, that | only speak because
you haveing sted on my speaking, and becausel seethat | am
alarming you by my slence. When | told the poor lady, whose
portrait you have got there, the name by which her infant was
chrisgenedinthe Foundling, | alowed myself toforget my duty,
and dreadful consequences, | am afraid, havefollowed fromit.
Ill tell youthetruth, asplainly asl can. A few monthsfromthe
timewhen | had informed thelady of her baby’sname, there
cameto our ingtitution inthe country ancther lady (astranger),
whose object wasto adopt oneof our children. Shebrought the
needful permissonwith her, and after looking a agreet many of
the children, without being ableto make up her mind, shetook
asudden fancy to one of the babies—aboy—under my care.
Try, pray try, to composeyoursdf, sir! It'sno usedisguising it
any longer. Thechild the stranger took away wasthe child of
that |ady whose portrait hangsthere!”
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Mr. Wilding started to hisfeet. “Impossible!” hecried out,
vehemently. “What areyou talking about? What absurd story
areyoutelling menow? There' sher portrait! Haven't | told
you so dready? The portrait of my mother!”

“Whenthat unhappy lady removed you from the Foundling,
inafter years,” said Mrs. Goldstraw, gently, “ shewasthevic-
tim, and you werethevictim, gir, of adreadful mistake.”

Hedropped back into hischair. “ Theroom goesround with
me,” hesaid. “My head! my head!” Thehousekeeper rosein
alarm, and opened thewindows. Before she could get to the
door to cal for help, asudden burst of tearsrelieved the op-
pressionwhich had at first amost gppeared to threaten hislife.
He signed entreatingly to Mrs. Goldstraw not to leave him.
Shewaited until the paroxysm of weeping had wornitself out.
Heraised hishead asherecovered himself, and looked at her
with the angry unreasoning suspicion of aweak man.

“Mistake?’ hesaid, wildly repeating her last word. “How
do | know you are not mistaken yourself?’

“Thereisno hopethat | ammistaken, sir. | will tell youwhy,
whenyou are better fit to hear it.”

“Now! now!”
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Thetoneinwhich he spokewarned Mrs. Goldstraw that it
would becrud kindnessto let him comfort himself amoment
longer with the vain hope that she might bewrong. A few
words more would end it, and those few words she deter-
mined to speak.

“I havetoldyou,” shesaid, “that the child of thelady whose
portrait hangsthere, wasadopted initsinfancy, and taken away
by astranger. | am ascertain of what | say asthat | am now
gtting here, obliged to distressyou, sir, sordly against my will.
Please to carry your mind on, now, to about three months
after that time. | wasthen at the Foundling, in London, waiting
to take some children to our ingtitution in the country. There
wasaquestion that day about naming aninfant—aboy—who
had just been received. We generally named them out of the
Directory. Onthisoccasion, one of the gentlemen who man-
aged the Hospital happened to belooking over the Register.
He noticed that the name of the baby who had been adopted
(*Walter Wilding') was scratched out—for the reason, of
course, that the child had been removed for good from our
care.‘Hereésanametolet, hesad. ‘ Giveit tothe new found-
ling who hasbeenrecelved to-day.” Thenamewasgiven, and
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thechild waschristened. You, sir, werethat child.”

Thewine-merchant’s head dropped on hisbreast. “1 was
that child!” hesaidto himsdlf, trying helplessly tofix theideain
hismind. “I wasthat child!”

“Not very long after you had been received into the Institu-
tion, ir,” pursued Mrs. Goldstraw, “1 left my situation there,
tobemarried. If youwill remember that, and if you can give
your mindtoit, youwill seefor yourself how the mistake hap-
pened. Between el even and twelve years passed beforethe
lady, whom you have believed to be your mother, returned to
the Foundling, to find her son, and to remove himto her own
home. Thelady only knew that her infant had been called
‘“Walter Wilding.” The matron who took pity on her, could but
point out theonly ‘Walter Wilding' knowninthelngtitution. I,
who might have set the matter right, wasfar away fromthe
Foundling and all that belonged toit. There was nothing—
therewasredlly nothing that could prevent thisterriblemistake
fromtaking place. | fedl for you—I doindeed, sir! You must
think—and with reason—that it wasinanevil hour that | came
here (innocently enough, I’'m sure), to apply for your
housekeeper’splace. | fed asif | wasto blame—I fed asif |
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ought to have had more self-command. If | had only been able
to keep my facefrom showing you what that portrait and what
your own words put into my mind, you need never, to your
dying day, have known what you know now.”

Mr. Wilding looked up suddenly. Theinbred honesty of the
man rosein protest against the housekeeper’slast words. His
mind seemed to steadly itself, for themoment, under the shock
that had fallenonit.

“Do you mean to say that you would have concealed this
frommeif you could?’ heexclaimed.

“1 hopel should alwaystell thetruth, sir, if | wasasked,”
said Mrs. Goldstraw. “And | know it is better for methat |
should not have asecret of thissort weighing onmy mind. But
isit better for you? What use can it serve now—?"

“What use? Why, good Lord! if your story istrue—"

“Should | havetoldit, Sir, as| am now Situated, if it had not
beentrue?’

“1 beg your pardon,” said the wine-merchant. “ You must
make allowancefor me. Thisdreadful discovery issomething
| can't rediseevenyet. Weloved each other so dearly—I felt
sofondly that | washer son. Shedied, Mrs. Goldstraw, inmy
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arms—she died blessing me as only a mother could have
blessed me. And now, after all theseyears, to betold shewas
not my mother! O me, O me! | don’t know what | am say-
ing!” hecried, astheimpul se of self-control under which he
had spoken amoment since, flickered, and died out. “1t was
not thisdreadful grief—it wassomething elsethat | haditinmy
mind to speak of . Yes, yes. You surprised me—you wounded
mejust now. You talked asif you would have hidden thisfrom
me, if you could. Don't talk inthat way again. It would have
been acrimeto havehiddenit. Youmeanwadll, | know. | don’t
want to distress you—you are akind-hearted woman. But
you don’t remember what my postionis. Sheleft meal that |
possess, inthefirm persuasion that | washer son. I amnot her
son. | havetakenthe place, | haveinnocently got theinherit-
anceof another man. Hemust befound! How do | know heis
not at thismoment in misery, without bread to eet? Hemust be
found! My only hope of bearing up against the shock that has
fdlenonme, isthe hopeof doing something which SHEwould
have approved. You must know more, Mrs. Goldstraw, than
you havetold meyet. Who wasthe stranger who adopted the
child?You must have heard thelady’sname?’
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“I never heard it, Sir. | have never seen her, or heard of her,
snce”

“Did shesay nothing when shetook the child away? Search
your memory. Shemust have said something.”

“Only onething, ir, that | can remember. It wasamiserably
bad season, that year; and many of the childrenweresuffering
fromit. When shetook the baby away, thelady said to me,
laughing, “Don’'t bea armed about hisheath. Hewill bebrought
up in abetter climate than this—I am going to take himto
Switzerland.”

“To Switzerland? What part of Switzerland?’

“Shedidn’'tsay, air.”

“Only that faint clue!” said Mr. Wilding. “ And aquarter of a
century has passed sincethe child wastaken away! What am
| todo?

“1 hope you won't take offence at my freedom, sir,” said
Mrs. Goldstraw; “but why should you distressyoursel f about
what isto bedone?He may not bealivenow, for anything you
know. And, if heisalive, it'snot likely hecanbeinany dis-
tress. The, lady who adopted himwasabred and born lady—
it waseasy to seethat. And shemust have satisfied them at the
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Foundling that she could providefor the child, or they would
never havelet her takehimaway. If | wasinyour place, Sr—
pleaseto excuse my saying so—I should comfort myself with
remembering that | had loved that poor lady whose portrait
you have got there—truly loved her asmy mother, and that
shehad truly loved me as her son. All she gaveto you, she
gavefor thesakeof that love. It never dtered whileshelived,
anditwon’t dter, I'msure, aslong asyou live. How canyou
have abetter right, sir, to keep what you have got than that?’

Mr. Wilding’'simmovablehonesty saw thefdlacy inhishouse-
keeper’spoint of view at aglance.

“You don’'t understand me,” hesaid. “It’'sbecause| loved
her that | fedl it aduty—asacred duty—to do justiceto her
son. If heisalivingman, | must find him: for my own sake, as
well asfor his. | shall break down under thisdreadful trial,
unless| employ mysdf—actively, ingantly employ mysef—in
doing what my consciencetellsme ought to be done. | must
speak to my lawyer; | must set my lawyer at work beforel
deepto-night.” Heapproached atubeinthewall of theroom,
and called downthroughit to the office below. “ Leave mefor
alittle, Mrs. Goldstraw,” heresumed; “1 shall be morecom-
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posed, | shall be better ableto speak to you later inthe day.
We shall get onwell—I hopewe shall get onwell together—
inspiteof what hashappened. Itisn't your fault; | knowitisn't
your fault. There! there! shake hands; and—and do the best
you caninthehouse—I can't talk about it now.”

Thedoor opened asMrs. Goldstraw advanced towardsit;
and Mr. Jarvis appeared.

“Sendfor Mr. Bintrey,” said thewine-merchant. “ Say | want
toseehimdirectly.”

Theclerk unconscioudy suspended the execution of theor-
der, by announcing “Mr. Vendale,” and showing inthe new
partner inthefirm of Wilding and Co.

“Pray excuse mefor onemoment, George Vendale,” said
Wilding. “I haveawordto say to Jarvis. Send for Mr. Bintrey,”
herepeated—"send at once.”

Mr. Jarvislaid aletter on thetable before heleft the room.

“From our correspondents at Neuchatel, | think, sir. The
letter has got the Swiss postmark.”
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NEW CHARACTERSON THE SCENE

mewords “The SwissPogtmark,” following so
soon upon the housekeeper’ sreferenceto Swit

zerland, wrought Mr. Wilding'sagitation to such
aremarkable height, that hisnew partner could not decently
make apretence of | etting it pass unnoticed.

“Wilding,” heasked hurriedly, and yet stopping short and
glancing around asif for some visible cause of his state of
mind: “what isthematter?’

“My good George Vendale,” returned the wine-merchant,
giving hishand with an appealing look, rather asif hewanted
help to get over some obstacle, than asif hegaveit in wel-
comeor sautation: “my good George Vendal e, so muchisthe
metter, that | shall never bemyself again. Itisimpossiblethat |
canever bemysdf again. For, infact, | am not myself.”

The new partner, a brown-cheeked handsome fellow, of
about hisown age, with aquick determined eyeand animpul-
sive manner, retorted with natural astonishment: “Not your-
df?

“Not what | supposed myself tobe,” said Wilding.
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“What, inthe name of wonder, did you supposeyoursdlf to
bethat you arenot?’ wastheregoinder, ddlivered with acheerful
frankness, inviting confidencefrom amorereticent man. “|
maly ask without impertinence, now that we are partners.”

“Thereagain!” cried Wilding, leaning back in hischair, with
alost ook at theother. “ Partners! | had no right to comeinto
thisbusiness. It was never meant for me. My mother never
meant it should be mine. | mean, hismother meant it should be
his—if | meananything—or if | amanybody.”

“Come, come,” urged hispartner, after amoment’s pause,
and taking possession of himwith that calm confidencewhich
inspiresastrong naturewhen it honestly desiresto aid aweak
one. “Whatever hasgonewrong, hasgonewrong through no
fault of yours, | amvery sure. | wasnot inthiscounting-house
with you, under the old regime, for threeyears, to doubt you,
Wilding. Wewere not younger men than we are, together, for
that. Let mebegin our partnership by being aserviceable part-
ner, and setting right whatever iswrong. Hasthat letter any-
thingtodowithit?’

“Hah!” sadWilding, withhishandto histemple. “ Thereagain!
My heed! | wasforgetting thecoincidence. The Swisspogtmark.”
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“Atasecond glance| seethat theletter isunopened, soitis
not very likely to have much to do with the matter,” said
Venda e, with comforting composure. “Isit for you, or for us?’

“Forus,” saild Wilding.

“Suppose | open it and read it aloud, to get it out of our
way?'

“Thank you, thank you.”

“Theletter isonly from our champagne-making friends, the
house at Neuchatel. ‘ Dear Sir. We arein receipt of yours of
the28th ult., informing usthat you havetakenyour Mr. Vendde
into partnership, whereon we beg you to receive the assur-
anceof our felicitations. Permit usto embracethe occasion of
specially commanding to you M. JulesObenreizer.” Impos-
shie”

Wilding looked upin quick apprenension, and cried, “Eh?’

“Impossiblesort of name,” returned hispartner, dightly—
" Obenreizer. *—Of specially commanding toyou M. Jules
Obenreizer, of Soho Square, London (north side), henceforth
fully accredited as our agent, and who has already had the
honour of making the acquaintance of your Mr. Vendale, inhis
(said M. Obenreizer’s) native country, Switzerland.” To be
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sure! pooh pooh, what have | been thinking of! | remember
now; ‘whentravellingwith hisniece.””

“With his—?" Vendale had so slurred thelast word, that
Wilding had not heard it.

“Whentravellingwith hisNiece. Obenreizer’sNiece,” said
Vendd e, inasomewhat superfluoudy lucid manner. “ Niece of
Obenreizer. (I mettheminmy first Swisstour, travelled alittle
with them, and lost them for two years; met them again, my
Swiss tour before last, and have lost them ever since.)
Obenreizer. Niece of Obenreizer. To be sure! Possiblesort of
name, after al! ‘M. Obenreizer isin possession of our abso-
|ute confidence, and we do not doubt you will esteem hismer-
its” Duly signed by theHouse, * Defresnier et Cie.” Very well.
| undertaketo see M. Obenreizer presently, and clear him out
of theway. That clearsthe Swisspostmark out of theway. So
now, my dear Wilding, tell mewhat | can clear out of your
way, and I’ [l find away to clear it.”

Morethan ready and grateful to bethustaken chargeof, the
honest wine-merchant wrung his partner’shand, and, begin-
ning histaeby patheticaly declaring himsalf anImpostor, told
it.
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“It was on thismatter, no doubt, that you were sending for
Bintrey when| camein?’ said hispartner, after reflecting.

“ltwas.”

“Hehasexperienceand ashrewd head; | shal beanxiousto
know hisopinion. It isbold and hazardousin meto giveyou
minebeforel know his, but | am not good at holding back.
Mainly, then, | do not seethese circumstances asyou seethem.
| do not seeyour position asyou seeit. Asto your being an
Impostor, my dear Wilding, that issmply absurd, becauseno
man can bethat without being aconsenting party to animpo-
sition. Clearly you never were so. Asto your enrichment by
thelady who believed you to be her son, and whom you were
forced to believe, on her showing, to be your mother, con-
sider whether that did not arise out of the personal relations
between you. You gradually became much attached to her;
shegradually became much attached to you. It wason you,
personally you, as | see the case, that she conferred these
worldly advantages; it wasfrom her, personaly her, that you
took them.”

“ She supposed me,” objected Wilding, shaking hishead,
“to haveanatura claim upon her, which | had not.”
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“I must admit that,” replied hispartner, “to betrue. Butif she
had made the discovery that you have made, six months be-
foreshedied, do you think it would have cancelled theyears
you weretogether, and the tendernessthat each of you had
concelved for the other, each onincreasing knowledge of the
other?’

“What | think,” said Wilding, smply but stoutly holding to
thebarefact, “ can no more changethetruth thanit can bring
downthesky. Thetruthisthat | stand possessed of what was
meant for another man.”

“Hemay bedead,” said Vendale.

“Hemay bedive,” saidWilding. “Andif heisalive, havel
not—innocently, | grant you innocently—robbed him of
enough?Have | not robbed him of all the happy timethat |
enjoyed in hisstead?Havel not robbed him of theexquisite
delight that filled my soul when that dear lady,” stretching his
hand towardsthepicture, “told meshewasmy mother?Have
| not robbed him of al the careshelavished on me?Havel not
evenrobbed him of al thedevotion and duty that | so proudly
gaveto her? Thereforeitisthat | ask myself, George Vendale,
and | ask you, whereishe?What has become of him?’
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“Who cantdl|!”

“I must try tofind out who cantell. | must ingtituteinquiries.
| must never desist from prosecuting inquiries. | will liveupon
theinterest of my share—I ought to say hisshare—inthisbus-
ness, and will lay up therest for him. When | find him, | may
perhapsthrow myself upon hisgenerosity; but | will yield up
al tohim. I will, | swear. Asl loved and honoured her,” said
Wilding, reverently kissing hishand towardsthepicture, and
then covering hiseyeswithit. “ Asl loved and honoured her,
and have aworld of reasonsto be grateful to her!” And so
broke down again.

Hispartner rosefrom the chair he had occupied, and stood
bes dehim with ahand softly laid upon hisshoulder. “Walter, |
knew you before to-day to be an upright man, with apure
conscienceand afine heart. It isvery fortunatefor methat |
havetheprivilegetotravel oninlifeso near to so trustworthy
aman. | amthankful for it. Usemeasyour right hand, and rely
upon meto thedeath. Don't think theworse of meif | protest
toyou that my uppermost fedling at present isaconfused, you
may call it an unreasonable, one. | feel far more pity for the
lady and for you, becauseyou did not stand in your supposed
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relations, than | canfed for theunknown man (if heever be-
cameaman), because hewas unconscioudly displaced. You
havedonewe| insending for Mr. Bintrey. What | think will be
apart of hisadvice, | know isthewholeof mine. Do not move
astepinthisserious matter precipitately. The secret must be
kept among uswith great strictness, for to part withit lightly
would betoinvitefraudulent claims, to encourage ahost of
knaves, tolet looseaflood of perjury and plotting. | haveno
moreto say now, Walter, than to remind you that you sold me
ashareinyour business, expressy to saveyourself frommore
work than your present healthisfit for, and that | bought it
expressly todowork, andmeantodoit.”

With thesewords, and aparting grip of hispartner’sshoul-
der that gave them the best emphasisthey could have had,
George Vendal e betook himself presently to the counting-
house, and presently afterwardsto the address of M. Jules
Obenreizer.

Asheturned into Soho Square, and directed his stepsto-
wardsits north side, adeepened colour shot acrosshissun-
browned face, whichWilding, if he had been abetter observer,
or had been less occupi ed with hisown trouble, might have

30

noticed when hispartner read aloud acertain passageintheir
Swiss correspondent’s|etter, which he had not read so dis-
tinctly astherest.

A curious colony of mountai neers haslong been enclosed
withinthat small flat London district of Soho. Swisswatch-
makers, Swisssver-chasers, Swissjewelers, Swissimport-
ersof Swissmusical boxesand Swisstoysof variouskinds,
draw closetogether there. Swiss professors of music, paint-
ing, and languages, Swissartificersin steady work; Swisscou-
riers, and other Swissservantschronically out of place; indus-
trious Swisslaundressesand clear-gtarchers, mysterioudy ex-
isting Swissof both sexes; Swiss creditableand Swissdis-
creditable; Swissto betrusted by al means, and Swissto be
trusted by no means, thesediverse Swissparticlesaredtracted
toacentreinthedistrict of Soho. Shabby Swisseating-houses,
coffee-houses, and lodging-houses, Swissdrinksand dishes,
Swissservicefor Sundays, and Swissschool sfor week-days,
aredl to befound there. Eventhenative-born English taverns
driveasort of broken-Englishtrade; announcingintheir win-
dows Swisswhetsand drams, and shdlteringintheir barsSwiss
skirmishesof loveand animosity on most nightsintheyear.
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Whenthe new partner in Wilding and Co. rang the bell of a
door bearing the blunt inscription Obenre zer onabrassplate—
theinner door of asubstantial house, whose ground story was
devoted to the sale of Swissclocks—he passed at onceinto
domestic Switzerland. A white-tiled sovefor winter-timefilled
thefireplace of theroom into which hewasshown, theroom’s
barefloor waslaid together in aneat pattern of several ordi-
nary woods, theroom had aprevaent air of surface bareness
and much scrubbing; and thelittlesquare of flowery carpet by
the sofa, and theve vet chimney-board with itscapaciousclock
and vasesof artificial flowers, contended with that tone, asif,
inbringing out thewholeeffect, aParisian had adapted adairy
to domestic purposes.

Mimicwater wasdropping off amill-whedl under theclock.
Thevistor had not stood beforeit, followingit withhiseyes, a
minute, when M. Obenreizer, at hiselbow, startled him by
saying, invery good English, very dightly clipped: “How do
youdo?Soglad!”

“1 beg your pardon. | didn’t hear you comein.”

“Notat al! Sit, please.”

Releasing hisvisitor’ stwo arms, which hehad lightly pin-
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ioned at the elbows by way of embrace, M. Obenreizer also
sat, remarking, withasmile: “You arewell? So glad!” and
touching hiselbowsagain.

“I don’'tknow,” said Vendal e, after exchange of salutations,
“whether you may yet have heard of mefrom your House at
Neuchatd?’

“Ah,yesl”

“In connection with Wilding and Co.?’

“Ah, surdy!”

“Isit not odd that | should cometo you, inLondon here, as
one of the Firm of Wilding and Co., to pay the Firm’'sre-
spects?”

“Not at all! What did | always observe when wewereon
themountains? Wecall them vast; but theworldissolittle. So
littleistheworld, that one cannot keep away from persons.
Thereare so few personsintheworld, that they continually
crossand re-cross. So very littleistheworld, that one cannot
get rid of aperson. Not,” touching hiselbowsagain, withan
ingratiatory smile, “that onewould desireto get rid of you.”

“I hopenot, M. Obenreizer.”

“Pleasecall me, inyour country, Mr. | call myself so, for |
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loveyour country. If | could be English! But | am born. And
you? Though descended from so fineafamily, you have had
the condescension to comeinto trade? Stop though. Wines?
Isit tradein England or professon?Not fineart?’

“Mr. Obenreizer,” returned Vendal e, somewhat out of coun-
tenance, “I wasbut aslly young felow, just of age, when first
had the pleasure of travelling with you, and whenyou and |
and Mademoisdlleyour niece—whoiswell?’

“Thank you. Whoiswell.”

“—Shared somedight glacier dangerstogether. If, withaboy’s
vanity, | rather vaunted my family, | hopel did so asakind of
introduction of mysdlf. It wasvery weak, andinvery bad taste;
but perhapsyou know our English proverb, ‘Liveand Learn.””

“You maketoo much of it,” returned the Swiss. “ And what
thedevil! After dl, yourswasafinefamily.”

George Venda €' slaugh betrayed alittlevexation ashere-
joined: “Well! | wasstrongly attached to my parents, and when
wefirst travelled together, Mr. Obenrei zer, | wasinthefirst
flush of coming into what my father and mother left me. So|l
hopeit may have been, after al, moreyouthful openness of
gpeech and heart than boastfulness.”
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“All opennessof speech and heart! No boastfulness!” cried
Obenreizer. “You tax yourself too heavily. You tax yourself,
my faith! asif youwasyour Government taxing you! Besides,
it commenced withme. | remember, that evening in the boat
upon thelake, floating among thereflections of themountains
andvalleys, the cragsand pinewoods, whichweremy earliest
remembrance, | drew aword-picture of my sordid childhood.
Of our poor hut, by thewaterfall which my mother showedto
travellers; of the cow-shed wherel dept with the cow; of my
idiot half-brother alwayssitting at the door, or limping down
the Passto beg; of my half-sster dwaysspinning, and resting
her enormousgoitre on agreat stone; of my being afamished
naked littlewretch of two or threeyears, whenthey weremen
andwomen with hard handsto beat me, 1, theonly child of my
father’s second marriage—if it even wasamarriage. What
more natural than for you to compare noteswith me, and say,
‘Weareasoneby age; at that sametime| sat upon my mother’s
lapin my father’scarriage, rolling through therich English
streets, al luxury surrounding me, all squalid poverty kept far
from me. Such is my earliest remembrance as opposed to
yours’”
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Mr. Obenreizer was a black-haired young man of adark
complexion, through whose swarthy skin no red glow ever
shone. When colour would have comeinto another cheek, a
hardly discerniblebeat would comeinto his, asif themachin-
ery for bringing up the ardent blood were there, but the ma-
chinery weredry. Hewasrobustly made, well proportioned,
and had handsomefeatures. Many would have perceived that
some surface changein himwould have set them moreat their
easewith him, without being ableto definewhat change. If his
lips could have been made much thicker, and hisneck much
thinner, they would havefound their want supplied.

But thegreat Obenreizer peculiarity was, that acertain name-
lessfilmwould comeover hiseyes—apparently by theaction
of hisownwill—whichwouldimpenetrably vell, not only from
thosetellersof tales, but fromhisfaceat large, every expres-
sion save oneof attention. It by no meansfollowed that his
attention should bewholly given to the person withwhom he
spoke, or even wholly bestowed on present sounds and ob-
jects. Rather, it wasacomprehensive watchfulness of every-
thing hehad in hisown mind, and everything that he knew to
be, or suspected to be, inthe minds of other men.
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Atthisstageof theconversation, Mr. Obenreizer’sfilmcame
over him.

“The object of my present visit,” said Vendale, “is, | need
hardly say, to assureyou of thefriendliness of Wilding and
Co., and of the goodness of your credit with us, and of our
desireto be of serviceto you. We hope shortly to offer you
our hospitdity. Thingsarenot quiteintrain with usyet, for my
partner, Mr. Wilding, isreorganising the domestic part of our
establishment, andisinterrupted by someprivate affairs. You
don’t know Mr. Wilding, | believe?’

Mr. Obenreizer did not.

“You must cometogether soon. Hewill beglad to havemade
your acquaintance, and | think | may predict that youwill be
gladto have madehis. You have not beenlong establishedin
London, | suppose, Mr. Obenreizer?’

“Itisonly now that | have undertaken thisagency.”

“Mademoisdlleyour niece—is—not married?’

“Not married.”

George Vendale glanced about him, asif for any tokens of
her.

“ShehasbeeninLondon?’
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“SheisinLondon.”

“When, andwhere, might | havethehonour of recaling mysdlf
to her remembrance?’

Mr. Obenrei zer, discarding hisfilm and touching hisvisitor’s
elbowsasbefore, said lightly: “Comeup-stairs.”

Fluttered enough by the suddennesswith which theinter-
view he had sought was coming upon him after all, George
Vendalefollowed up-stairs. Inaroom over the chamber he
had just quitted—aroom aso Swiss-gppointed—ayoung lady
sat near one of three windows, working at an embroidery-
frame; and an older lady sat with her faceturned closeto an-
other white-tiled stove (though it was summer, and the stove
was not lighted), cleaning gloves. Theyoung lady worean
unusua quantity of fair bright hair, very prettily braided about
arather rounder whiteforehead thanthe average English type,
and so her face might have been a shade—or say alight—
rounder than the average English face, and her figuredightly
rounder than thefigure of theaverage English girl at nineteen.
A remarkableindication of freedom and grace of limb, in her
quiet attitude, and awonderful purity and freshness of colour
in her dimpled face and bright gray eyes, seemed fraught with
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mountain air. Switzerland too, though the general fashion of
her dresswas English, peeped out of thefanciful bodice she
wore, and lurked in the curious clocked red stocking, andin
itslittlesiIver-buckled shoe. Asto the elder lady, Sitting with
her feet apart upon the lower brass|edge of the stove, sup-
porting alap-full of gloveswhileshe cleaned one stretched on
her |eft hand, shewasatrue Swissimpersonation of another
kind; from the breadth of her cushion-like back, and the
ponderosity of her respectablelegs (if the word be admis-
sible), totheblack velvet band tied tightly round her throat for
therepression of arising tendency to goitre; or, higher till, to
her great copper-coloured gold ear-rings, or, higher till, to
her head-dress of black gauze stretched onwire.

“MissMarguerite,” said Obenreizer totheyoung lady, “do
yourecollect thisgentleman?’

“I think,” sheanswered, risng from her seet, surprisedand a
littleconfused: “itisMr. Vendde?’

“I thinkitis,” sald Obenreizer, dryly. “Permit me, Mr. Vendde.
MadameDor.”

Theeder lady by the stove, with the glove stretched on her
left hand, likeaglover’ssign, half got up, haf looked over her
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broad shoulder, and wholly plumped down again and rubbed
away.

“MadameDor,” said Obenreizer, smiling, “isso kind asto
keep mefreefrom stain or tear. Madame Dor humours my
weaknessfor being aways neat, and devotes her timetore-
moving every oneof my specksand spots.”

Madame Dor, with the stretched glovein theair, and her
eyesclosdy scrutinizing its palm, discovered atough spot in
Mr. Obenreizer at that instant, and rubbed hard at him. George
Vendal etook hisseat by the embroidery-frame (having first
taken thefair right hand that hisentrance had checked), and
glanced at the gold crossthat dipped into the bodice, with
something of the devotion of apilgrimwho had reached his
dhrineat last. Obenreizer stood inthemiddle of theroomwith
histhumbsin hiswai stcoat-pockets, and becamefilmy.

“Hewas saying down-stairs, Miss Obenreizer,” observed
Vendale, “that theworldisso small aplace, that people can-
not escape oneancther. | havefound it much too largefor me
sincel saw youlast.”

“Haveyoutravelled sofar, then?’ sheinquired.

“Not sofar, for | have only gone back to Switzerland each
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year; but | could have wished—and indeed | have wished
very often—that thelittleworld did not afford such opportuni-
tiesfor long escapesasit does. If it had beenless, | might have
found my follow-travellers sooner, you know.”

The pretty Marguerite coloured, and very dightly glancedin
thedirection of MadameDor.

“Youfind usat length, Mr. Vendale. Perhapsyou may lose
usagan.”

“I trust not. The curious coincidencethat hasenabled meto
find you, encouragesmeto hopenot.”

“What isthat coincidence, gir, if youplease?’ A dainty little
native touch in thisturn of speech, and initstone, madeit
perfectly captivating, thought George Venda e, whenagain he
noticed aninstantaneous glancetowardsMadameDor. A cau-
tion seemed to be conveyedinit, rapid flash thoughit was; so
he quietly took heed of Madame Dor from that timeforth.

“Itisthat | happen to have becomeapartner in aHouse of
businessin London, to which Mr. Obenreizer happensthis
very day to be expressly recommended: and that, too, by an-
other house of businessin Switzerland, inwhich (asit turns
out) weboth haveacommercid interest. Hehasnot told you?”



No Thoroughfare

“Ah!” cried Obenreizer, strikingin, filmless. “No. | had not
told MissMarguerite. Theworld isso small and so monoto-
nousthat asurpriseisworth having in such alittlejog-trot
place. Itisashetellsyou, MissMarguerite. He, of sofinea
family, and so proudly bred, has condescended to trade. To
trade! Likeus poor peasantswho haverisen fromditches!”

A cloud crept over the fair brow, and she cast down her
eyes.

“Why, itisgoodfor trade!” pursued Obenrei zer, enthusiasti-
caly. “It ennoblestrade! Itisthemisfortuneof trade, itisits
vulgarity, that any low people—for example, we poor peas-
ants—may taketoitand dimb by it. Seeyou, my dear Vendde!”
Hespokewith great energy. “ Thefather of MissMarguerite,
my el dest haf-brother, morethan twotimesyour ageor mine, if
living now, wandered without shoes, d most without rags, from
that wretched Pass—wandered—wandered—got tobefed with
themulesand dogsat anInninthemainvdley far avay—gotto
be Boy there—got to be Ostler—got to be Waiter—got to be
Cook—qgot to be Landlord. AsLandlord, hetook me (could
hetaketheidiot beggar hisbrother, or the Spinning monstrosity
his sister?) to put as pupil to the famous watchmaker, his
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neighbour and friend. Hiswifedieswhen MissMargueriteis
born. What ishiswill, and what are hiswordsto me, when he
dies, shebeing between girl andwoman?* All for Marguerite,
except somuch by theyear for you. You areyoung, but | make
her your ward, for you were of the obscurest and the poorest
peasantry, and so was|, and so was her mother; wewere ab-
ject peasantsall, and youwill remember it Thethingisequaly
true of most of my countrymen, now intradeinthisyour Lon-
don quarter of Soho. Peasantsonce; low-born drudging Swiss
Peasants. Then how good and greet for trade” here, from hav-
ing beenwarm, hebecame playfully jubilant, and touched the
youngwine-merchant'selbowsaganwith hislight embrace: “to
beexdted by gentlemen.”

“1 do not think s0,” said Marguerite, with aflushed cheek,
and alook away fromthevisitor, that wasamost defiant. “I
think itisasmuch exalted by uspeasants.”

“Fie, fie, MissMarguerite,” said Obenreizer. “ You speak in
proud England.”

“1 speak inproud earnest,” sheanswered, quietly resuming
her work, “and | am not English, but a Swiss peasant’ sdaugh-
ter”
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Therewasadismissal of the subject in her words, which
Vendal e could not contend against. Heonly said in an earnest
manner, “1 most heartily agreewith you, MissObenreizer, and
| haveaready said so, asMr. Obenreizer will bear witness,”
which heby nomeansdid, “inthishouse.”

Now, Vendale' seyeswere quick eyes, and sharply watch-
ing Madame Dor by times, noted something inthe broad back
view of that |ady. Therewas congderable pantomimic expres-
sonin her glove-cleaning. It had been very softly donewhen
he spokewith Marguerite, or it had altogether stopped, like
theaction of alistener. When Obenrei zer’ s peasant-speech
cameto an end, sherubbed most vigoroudy, asif applauding
it. And once or twice, asthe glove (which sheawaysheld
before her alittle above her face) turnedintheair, or asthis
finger went down, or that went up, heevenfancied that it made
sometel egraphic communication to Obenreizer: whose back
was certainly never turned uponit, though hedid not seem at
al toheedit.

Vendale observed too, that in Marguerite’ sdismissal of the
subject twiceforced upon him to hismisrepresentation, there
wasan indignant trestment of her guardian which shetriedto
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cheek: asthough shewould haveflamed out against him, but
for theinfluence of fear. He also observed—though thiswas
not much—that he never advanced within thedistance of her
at which hefirst placed himself: asthough therewerelimits
fixed between them. Neither had he ever spoken of her with-
out the prefix “Miss,” though whenever he utteredit, it was
with thefaintest trace of anair of mockery. And now it oc-
curredto Vendaefor thefirst timethat something curiousin
the man, which he had never before been ableto define, was
definable asacertain subtle essence of mockery that €l uded
touch or analysis. Hefelt convinced that Margueritewasin
some sort aprisoner asto her freewill—though she held her
own against those two combined, by theforceof her charac-
ter, whichwas neverthel essinadequateto her release. Tofedl
convinced of this, was not to feel less disposed to love her
than he had always been. In aword, he was desperately in
love with her, and thoroughly determined to pursuethe op-
portunity which had opened at | ast.

For the present, he merely touched upon the pleasure that
Wilding and Co. would soon havein entreating MissObenre zer
to honour their establishment with her presence—acurious
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old place, though abachel or house withal—and so did not
protract hisvisit beyond such avisit'sordinary length. Going
down-stairs, conducted by hishost, hefound the Obenrei zer
counting-house at the back of the entrance-hall, and several
shabby men in outlandish garments hanging about, whom
Obenreizer put asidethat he might pass, with afew wordsin
patois.

“Countrymen,” heexplained, ashe attended Venddeto the
door. “Poor compatriots. Grateful and attached, like dogs!
Good-bye. To meet again. Soglad!”

Two morelight toucheson hiselbowsdismissed himintothe
Street.

Sweet Marguerite at her frame, and Madame Dor’ sbroad
back at her telegraph, floated before himto Cripple Corner.
Onhisarrival there, Wilding was closeted with Bintrey. The
cellar doorshappening to be open, Vendalelighted acandlein
acleft stick, and went down for acellarousstroll. Graceful
Margueritefloated beforehim faithfully, but MadameDor’s
broad back remained outside.

Thevaultswerevery spacious, and very old. Therehad been
astone crypt down there, when bygoneswere not bygones;
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somesaid, part of amonkish refectory; somesaid, of achapd;
some said, of aPagan temple. It wasall one now. Let who
would makewhat heliked of acrumbled pillar and abroken
arch or so. Old Time had made what heliked of it, and was
quiteindifferent to contradiction.

Thecloseair, themusty smell, and thethunderousrumbling
inthe streetsabove, asbeing, out of theroutine of ordinary
life, went well enough with the picture of pretty Marguerite
holding her own against thosetwo. So Vendale went on until,
a aturninginthevaults, hesaw alight likethelight hecarried.

“O! You arehere, areyou, Joey?’

“Oughtn’tit rather togo, ‘' O! You're here, areyou, Master
George? Forit'smy businesstobehere. Butitain't yourn.”

“Don’t grumble, Joey.”

“O!'l don't grumble,” returned the Cellarman. “ If anything
grumbles, it'swhat I’ vetook in through the pores; itain’t me.
Have acare as something in you don’t begin agrumbling,
Master George. Stop here long enough for the wapoursto
work, andthey’ll beat it.”

Hispresent occupation cons sted of poking hishead intothe
bins, making measurementsand mental calculations, and en-



CharlesDickensand WilkieCollins

tering themin arhinoceros-hide-looking note-book, likeapiece
of himsdf.

“They’ll beatit,” heresumed, laying thewooden rod that he
measured with acrosstwo casks, entering hislast calculation,
and straightening hisback, “trust ‘em! And soyou’ veregu-
larly comeinto the business, Master George?’

“Regularly. I hopeyou don't object, Joey?’

“l don't, bless you. But Wapours objects that you' retoo
young. You' re both on you too young.”

“Weshall got over that objection day by day, Joey.”

“Ay, Master George; but | shall day by day get over the
objectionthat I'mtoo old, and so | shan’t be capabl e of see-
ingmuchimprovementinyou.”

Theretort sotickled Joey Ladlethat hegrunted forthalaugh
and delivered it again, grunting forth another laugh after the
second edition of “improvement inyou.”

“But what’snolaughing matter, Magter George,” heresumed,
graightening hisback oncemore, “is, that young Magter Wilding
has gone and changed the luck. Mark my words. He has
changed theluck, and he'll find it out. | ain’'t been down here
all my lifefor nothing! I know by what | noticesdown here,
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whenit'sa-goingto rain, whenit'sa-going to hold up, when
it'sa-going to blow, whenit’sa-going to be calm. | know, by
what | noticesdown here, when theluck’s changed, quite as
wdl.”

“Hasthisgrowth ontheroof anything to dowith your divi-
nation?’ asked Vendal e, holding hislight towardsagloomy
ragged growth of dark fungus, pendent from thearcheswitha
very disagreesbleand repellent effect. “Wearefamousfor this
growthinthisvault, aren't we?’

“WeareMaster George,” replied Joey Ladle, moving astep
ortwoaway, “andif you' |l beadvised by me, you'll Ietitdone.”

Taking up therod just now laid acrossthetwo casks, and
faintly moving thelanguid funguswithit, Vendaleasked, “ Ay,
indeed?Why s0?’

“Why, not so much becauseit risesfrom the casks of wine,
and may leave you to judge what sort of stuff aCellarman
takesinto himsdf whenhewaksinthesameal thedaysof his
life, nor yet so much because at astage of itsgrowthit’'smag-
gots, and you’ll fetch *em down upon you,” returned Joey
Ladle, still keeping away, “as for another reason, Master
George.”
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“What other reason?’

“(Iwouldn’'t keepontouchin'’ it, if | wasyou, sir.) I'll tell you
if you'll comeout of the place. First, takealook at itscolour,
Master George.”

“l andoing so.”

“Done, sir. Now, come out of the place.”

Hemoved away with hislight, and Vendal efollowed with
his. When Vendal e came up with him, and they were going
back together, Vendale, eyeing him asthey walked through
thearches, said: “Well, Joey? Thecolour.”

“Isit like clotted blood, Master George?’

“Likeenough, perhaps.”

“Morethan enough, | think,” muttered Joey Ladle, shaking
hishead solemnly.

“Well, say itislike; say itisexactly like. What then?’

“Master George, they do say—"

“Who?

“How should | know who?” rejoined the Cellarman, appar-
ently much exasperated by the unreasonablenature of theques-
tion. “ Them! Them assayspretty well everything, you know.
How should | know who They are, if you don't?’
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“True. Goon.”

“They do say that the man that getsby any accident apiece
of that dark growth right upon hisbreast, will, for sureand
certain, dieby murder.”

AsVenddelaughingly stopped to meet the Cdlarman’seyes,
which he had fastened on hislight whiledreamily saying those
words, he suddenly became conscious of being struck upon
hisown breast by aheavy hand. Instantly followingwith his
eyesthe action of the hand that struck him—which washis
companion’s—hesaw that it had beaten off hisbreast aweb
or clot of thefungus even then floating to theground.

For amoment heturned uponthe Cdlarman dmost asscared
alook asthe Cellarman turned upon him. But in another mo-
ment they had reached the daylight at thefoot of the cellar-
steps, and before he cheerfully sprang up them, he blew out
hiscandle and the supertition together.
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EXIT WILDING

nthe morning of the next day, Wilding went out

alone, after leaving amessagewith hisclerk. “If

Mr. Vendale should ask for me,” hesaid, “or if
Mr. Bintrey should cdll, tell them | am goneto the Foundling.”
All that hispartner had saidto him, all that hislawyer, follow-
ing on the same side, could urge, had left him persisting un-
shakenin hisown point of view. Tofind thelost man, whose
place he had usurped, was now the paramount interest of his
life, andtoinquireat the Foundling wasplainly totakethefirst
step inthedirection of discovery. To the Foundling, accord-
ingly, thewine-merchant now went.

Theoncefamiliar aspect of thebuilding wasatered to him,
asthelook of theportrait over the chimney-piecewasaltered
to him. Hisone dearest associ ation with the placewhich had
sheltered hischildhood had been broken away fromit for ever.
A strange reluctance possessed him, when he stated hisbusi-
ness at the door. Hisheart ached ashe sat alonein thewait-
ing-roomwhilethe Treasurer of theinstitution wasbeing sent
for to see him. When theinterview began, it wasonly by a
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panful effort that he could composehimse f sufficiently tomen-
tionthenatureof hiserrand.

The Treasurer listened with afacewhich promised all need-
ful attention, and promised nothing more.

“Weareobliged to be cautious,” hesaid, when it cameto
histurnto spesak, “ about dl inquirieswhicharemadeby strang-
es”

“You can hardly consider meastranger,” answered Wild-
ing, Ssmply. “1 wasoneof your poor lost children here, inthe
bygonetime.”

TheTreasurer politdy rejoined that thiscircumstanceinspired
himwithaspecia interestin hisvisitor. But he pressed, never-
thelessfor that vistor’smotivein making hisinquiry. Without
further preface, Wilding told him hismotive, suppressing noth-
ing. The Treasurer rose, and led theway into theroominwhich
theregistersof theingtitution werekept. “ All theinformation
which our bookscan giveisheartily at your service,” hesaid.
“After thetimethat haselgpsed, | amafraiditistheonly infor-
mation we haveto offer you.”

The books were consulted, and the entry was found ex-
pressed asfollows:
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“3dMarch, 1836. Adopted, and removed from the Found-
ling Hospitdl, amaleinfant, named Walter Wilding. Nameand
condition of the person adopting the child—Mrs. Jane Ann
Miller, widow. Address—Lime-Tree Lodge, Groombridge
Wels. References—the Reverend John Harker, Groombridge
WEells; and Messrs. Giles, Jeremie, and Giles, bankers,
Lombard Street.”

“Isthat al?’ asked thewine-merchant. “ Had you no after-
communicationwithMrs. Miller?’

“None—or somereferenceto it must have appearedinthis
book.”

“May | takeacopy of theentry?’

“Certanly! Youarealittleagitated. L et memakeacopy foryou.”

“My only chance, | suppose,” said Wilding, looking sadly at
thecopy, “istoinquireat Mrs. Miller’sresidence, andtotry if
her referencescan help me?’

“That isthe only chance | see at present,” answered the
Treasurer. “1 heartily wish | could have been of somefurther
assistancetoyou.”

With thosefarewel | wordsto comfort him Wilding set forth
onthejourney of investigation which began from the Found-
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ling doors. Thefirst stageto makefor, wasplainly thehouse of
business of the bankersin Lombard Street. Two of the part-
nersinthefirmwereinaccess bleto chance-vistorswhen he
asked for them. Thethird, after raising certaininevitablediffi-
culties, consented to let aclerk examinetheledger marked
withtheinitia letter “M.” Theaccount of Mrs. Miller, widow,
of Groombridge Wells, wasfound. Two long lines, in faded
ink, weredrawn acrossit; and at the bottom of the pagethere
appeared thisnote Account closed, September 30th, 1837.”

So thefirst stage of the journey was reached—and so it
endedin No Thoroughfare! After sending anoteto Cripple
Corner to inform his partner that his absence might be pro-
longed for somehours, Wilding took hisplaceinthetrain, and
started for the second stage on thejourney—Mrs. Miller’s
residenceat Groombridge Wells.

Mothersand childrentravelled with him; mothersand chil-
dren met each other at the station; mothersand children were
inthe shopswhen he entered themtoinquirefor Lime-Tree
Lodge. Everywhere, the nearest and dearest of humanrela-
tionsshowed itself happily inthe happy light of day. Every-
where, hewasreminded of thetreasured delusionfromwhich
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he had been awakened so cruelly—of thelost memory which
had passed from him like areflectionfromaglass.

Inquiring here, inquiring there, he could hear of no such place
asLime-TreeL odge. Passing ahouse-agent’soffice, hewent
inwearily, and put the question for thelast time. The house-
agent pointed acrossthe street to adreary mansion of many
windows, which might have been amanufactory, but which
wasan hotel. “ That'swhereLime-TreeLodgestood, sir,” said
theman, “tenyearsago.”

The second stage reached, and No Thoroughfare again!

But onechancewasleft. Theclerical reference, Mr. Harker,
il remained to befound. Customerscoming in at themoment
to occupy the house-agent’ sattention, Wilding went downthe
street, and entering abooksel ler’ sshop, asked if he could be
informed of the Reverend John Harker’spresent address.

Thebooksdller [ooked unaffectedly shocked and astonished,
and made no answer.

Wilding repested hisquestion.

Thebooksd ler took up from hiscounter aprimlittlevolume
inabinding of sober gray. Hehanded it to hisvisitor, open at
thetitle-page. Wilding read:
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“The martyrdom of the Reverend John Harker in New
Zedand. Related by aformer member of hisflock.”

Wilding put the book down on the counter. “1 beg your par-
don,” hesaidthinkingalittle, perhaps, of hisown present mar-
tyrdomwhile he spoke. Thesilent bookseller acknowledged
the apology by abow. Wilding went out.

Third and last stage, and No Thoroughfarefor thethird and
lasttime.

Therewas nothing moreto be done; there was absol utely
no choice but to go back to London, defeated at all points.
From timeto time on thereturn journey, the wine-merchant
looked at hiscopy of theentry inthe Foundling Register. There
Isone among the many forms of despair—perhapsthe most
pitiableof dl—which persgsindisguisngitsdf asHope. Wild-
ing checked himself intheact of throwing the usel essmorsd of
paper out of the carriage window. “1t may |ead to something
yet,” hethought. “Whilel live, | won't part withit. When| die,
my executorsshall find it seeled upwithmy will.”

Now, themention of hiswill set thegood wine-merchant on
anew track of thought, without diverting hismind fromits
engrossing subject. Hemust make hiswill immediately.
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Theapplication of the phrase No Thoroughfareto the case
had originated with Mr. Bintrey. Intheir first long conference
following the discovery, that sagacious personage had ahun-
dred times repeated, with an obstructive shake of the head,
“No Thoroughfare, Sir, No Thoroughfare. My belief isthat
thereisnoway out of thisat thistime of day, and my adviceis,
makeyoursalf comfortablewhereyou are.”

Inthe course of the protracted consultation, amagnum of
theforty-fiveyear old port-wine had been produced for the
wetting of Mr. Bintrey’slega whistle; but themoreclearly he
saw hisway through thewine, the moreemphatically hedid
not see hisway through the case; repeating as often ashe set
hisglassdown empty. “Mr. Wilding, No Thoroughfare. Rest
and bethankful.”

Itiscertain that the honest wine-merchant’ sanxiety to make
awill originated in profound conscientiousness, thoughitis
possible (and quite cons stent with hisrectitude) that he may
unconscioudy havederived somefeding of relief fromthepros-
pect of delegating hisown difficulty to two other menwho
wereto comeafter him. Bethat asit may, he pursued hisnew
track of thought with great ardour, and lost notimein begging

George Vendale and Mr. Bintrey to meet himin Cripple Cor-
ner and share hisconfidence.

“Being all three assembled with closed doors,” said Mr.
Bintrey, addressing the new partner ontheoccasion, “1 wish
to observe, before our friend (and my client) entrustsuswith
hisfurther views, that | haveendorsed what | understand from
him to have been your advice, Mr. Vendal e, and what would
bethe advice of every sensibleman. | havetold himthat he
positively must keep his secret. | have spoken with Mrs.
Goldstraw, bothin hispresenceandin hisabsence; andif any-
body isto betrusted (whichisavery largelF), | think sheisto
betrusted to that extent. | have pointed out to our friend (and
my client), that to set on foot random inquirieswould not only
betoraisetheDevil, inthelikenessof all theswindlersinthe
kingdom, but would also be to waste the estate. Now, you
see, Mr. Vendale, our friend (and my client) doesnot desireto
wastethe estate, but, onthe contrary, desiresto husband it for
what heconsiders—but | can’'t say | do—therightful owner, if
such rightful owner should ever befound. | am very much
mistakenif heever will be, but never mind that. Mr. Wilding
and | are, at least, agreed that the estate is not to be wasted.
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Now, | haveyielded to Mr. Wilding'sdesireto keep an ad-
vertisement at interval sflowing through the newspapers, cau-
tioudy inviting any personwho may know anything about that
adopted infant, taken from the Foundling Hospital, to cometo
my office; and | have pledged myself that such advertisement
shall regularly appear. | have gathered from our friend (and
my client) that | meet you hereto-day to take hisinstructions,
not to give himadvice. | am prepared to receive hisinstruc-
tions, and to respect hiswishes; but you will please observe
that thisdoes not imply my approval of either asamatter of
professond opinion.”

ThusMr. Bintrey; talking quiteismuch at Wilding asto Vendde
Andyet, inspiteof hiscarefor hisclient, hewassoamused by his
client’sQuixotic conduct, astoeyehimfromtimetotimewith
twinklingeyes inthelight of ahighly comical curiogty.

“Nothing,” observed Wilding, “can beclearer. | only wish
my head wereasclear asyours, Mr. Bintrey.”

“If youfed that Snginginitcomingon,” hinted thelawyer,
withan alarmed glance, “ put it off. —I meantheinterview.”

“Notatdl, | thank you,” sadWilding. “What was| goingto—"

“Don't exciteyoursdf, Mr. Wilding,” urged thelawyer.
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“No; | wasn'tgoingto,” saidthewine-merchant. “ Mr. Bintrey
and George Venda e, would you have any hesitation or objec-
tion to become my joint trusteesand executors, or canyou at
onceconsent?’

“1 consent,” replied George Vendale, readily.

“I consent,” said Bintrey, not soreadily.

“Thank you both. Mr. Bintrey, my instructionsfor my last
will and testament are short and plain. Perhapsyou will now
havethe goodnessto takethem down. | leavethewholeof my
real and persona estate, without any exception or reservation
whatsoever, to you two, my joint trustees and executors, in
trust to pay over thewholeto thetrue Walter Wilding, if he
shall befound and identified within two yearsafter the day of
my death. Failing that, in trust to you two to pay over the
whole asabenefaction andlegacy to the Foundling Hospital.”

“Thoseareal your ingructions, arethey, Mr. Wilding?’ de-
manded Bintrey, after ablank silence, during which nobody
had |ooked at anybody.

“Thewhole”

“And asto thoseinstructions, you have absolutely made up
your mind, Mr. Wilding?’
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“Absolutely, decidedly, finally.”

“Itonly remains,” saidthelawyer, with oneshrug of hisshoul-
ders, “to get theminto technical and binding form, and to ex-
ecute and attest. Now, does that press? Is there any hurry
aboutit?You arenot goingto dieyet, Sir.”

“Mr. Bintrey,” answered Wilding, gravely, “when| amgoing
todieiswithin other knowledgethan yoursor mine. | shal be
glad to havethismatter off my mind, if you please.”

“Wearelawyer and client again,” rejoined Bintrey, who, for
thenonce, had becomea most sympathetic. “ If thisday week—
here, at the same hour—will suit Mr. Vendale and yourself, |
will enterinmy Diary that | attend you accordingly.”

The gppointment was made, and in due sequence, kept. The
will wasformally signed, sedled, ddlivered, and witnessed, and
was carried off by Mr. Bintrey for safe storage among the
papersof hisclients, ranged in their respectiveiron boxes,
with their respective owners namesoutside, onirontiersin
hisconsulting-room, asif that legd sanctuary wereacondensed
Family Vault of Clients.

With more heart than he had lately had for former subjects
of interest, Wilding then set about completing his patriarchal
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establishment, being much assisted not only by Mrs. Goldstraw
but by Vendal e too: who, perhaps, had in hismind thegiving
of an Obenreizer dinner assoon as possible. Anyhow, thees-
tablishment being reported in sound working order, the
Obenreizers, Guardian and Ward, were asked to dinner, and
Madame Dor wasincludedintheinvitation. If Venda e had
been over head and earsin love before—aphrase not to be
taken as implying the faintest doubt about it—this dinner
plunged him downinlovetenthousand fathomsdeep. Yet, for
thelifeof him, hecould not get oneword alonewith charming
Marguerite. So surely asablessed moment seemed to come,
Obenreizer, inhisfilmy state, would stand at Vendal € selbow,
or the broad back of Madame Dor would appear before his
eyes. That speechlessmatron wasnever seeninafront view,
from themoment of her arrival to that of her departure—ex-
cept at dinner. And from theinstant of her retirement to the
drawing-room, after ahearty participationin that meal, she
turned her facetothewall again.

Yet, through four or fiveddightful though distracting hours,
Margueritewasto be seen, Margueritewasto be heard, Mar-
gueritewasto be occasionally touched. Whenthey madethe
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round of the old dark cellars, Vendale led her by the hand;
when shesang to himinthelighted room at night, Vendale,
standing by her, held her relinquished gloves, and would have
bartered against them every drop of theforty-fiveyear old,
thoughit had beenforty-fivetimesforty-fiveyearsold, andits
nett priceforty-fivetimesforty-five pounds per dozen. And
still, when shewas gone, and agreat gap of an extinguisher
was clapped on Cripple Corner, he tormented himself by
wondering, Did shethink that headmired her! Did shethink
that he adored her! Did she suspect that she had won him,
heart and soul! Did she careto think at all about it! And so,
Did sheand Didn’t she, up and down the gamut, and above
thelineand below theline, dear, dear! Poor restlessheart of
humanity! To think that the men who were mummiesthou-
sands of years ago, did the same, and ever found the secret
how to bequiet after it!

“What do you think, George,” Wilding asked him next day,
“of Mr. Obenreizer? (I won't ask youwhat you think of Miss
Obenreizer.)’

“1 don’'t know,” said Vendale, “and | never did know, what
tothink of him.”
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“Heiswdl informed and clever,” said Wilding.

“Certainly clever.”

“A goodmusician.” (Hehad played very well, and sung very
well, overnight.)

“Unquestionably agood musician.”

“Andtakswell.”

“Yes” said George Vendae, ruminating, “andtalkswell. Do
you know, Wilding, it oddly occursto me, as| think about
him, that he doesn’t keep silencewel|!”

“How do you mean?Heisnot obtrusively talkative.”

“No, and | don’t mean that. But when heissilent, you can
hardly help vaguely, though perhapsmost unjustly, mistrusting
him. Take peoplewhomyou know and like. Takeany oneyou
know andlike.”

“Soon done, my good fellow,” said Wilding. “| takeyou.”

“I didn’t bargain for that, or foreseeit,” returned Vendale,
laughing. “However, take me. Reflect for amoment. Isyour
approving knowledge of my interesting face mainly founded
(however variousthe momentary expressionsit may include)
onmy facewhen| amdlent?’

“I'thinkitis,” saidWilding.
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“I think so too. Now, you see, when Obenreizer speaks—in
other words, when heisalowed to explain himself avay—he
comesout right enough; but when he has not the opportunity
of explaining himsdlf away, hecomesout rather wrong. There-
foreitis, that | say hedoesnot keep silencewell. And passing
hastily inreview such facesas| know, and don’t trust, | am
inclined tothink, now | givemy mindtoit, that none of them
keepsilencewel.”

Thispropositionin Physiognomy being new to Wilding, he
wasat first dow to admit it, until asking himself the question
whether Mrs. Goldstraw kept silencewell, and remembering
that her facein repose decidedly invited trustfulness, hewas
asglad asmenusually areto believewhat they desireto be-
lieve

But, ashewasvery dow toregain hisspiritsor hishedth, his
partner, asanother meansof setting him up—and perhapsaso
with contingent Obenreizer views—reminded him of those
musi cal schemesof hisin connectionwith hisfamily, and how
asinging-classwasto beformedinthehouse, andaChoirina
nei ghbouring church. The classwas established speedily, and,
two or three of the people having already somemusical knowl-
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edge, and singing tolerably, the Choir soon followed. Thelat-
ter wasled, and chiefly taught, by Wilding himself: who had
hopes of converting hisdependentsinto so many Foundlings,
inrespect of their capacity to sing sacred choruses.

Now, the Obenreizersbeing skilled musicians, it waseasly
brought to passthat they should beasked tojointhesemusica
unions. Guardian and Ward consenting, or Guardian consent-
ing for both, it was necessarily brought to passthat Vendae's
lifebecamealifeof absol utethraldom and enchantment. For,
inthemouldy Christopher-Wren church on Sundays, withits
dearly bel oved brethren assembled and met together, five-and-
twenty strong, was not that Her voicethat shot likelight into
thedarkest places, thrilling thewallsand pillarsasthough they
were piecesof hisheart! What time, too, MadameDor ina
corner of the high pew, turning her back upon everybody and
everything, could not fail to be Ritualistically right at some
moment of the service; liketheman whom the doctorsrecom-
mended to get drunk once amonth, and who, that he might
not overlook it, got drunk every day.

But, even those seraphic Sundayswere surpassed by the
Wednesday concertsestablished for the patriarchal family. At
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those concertsshewould sit downto the piano and sing them,
in her owntongue, songsof her own land, songscalling from
themountain-topsto Vendae, “ Riseabovethegroveling level
country; comefar away fromthecrowd; pursuemeas| mount
higher; higher, higher, meltinginto the azure distance; riseto
my supremest height of al, andlovemeherel” Thenwouldthe
pretty bodice, the clocked stocking, and the silver-buckled
shoebe, likethe broad forehead and the bright eyes, fraught
withthe spring of avery chamois, until thestrainwasover.
Not even over Venda e himself did these songsof herscast
amore potent spell than over Joey Ladlein hisdifferent way.
Steadily refusing to muddlethe harmony by taking any sharein
it, and evincing the supremest contempt for scalesand such-
likerudimentsof music—which, indeed, seldom captivatemere
listeners—Joey did at first give up thewhole businessfor a
bad job, and thewhole of the performersfor aset of howling
Dervishes. But, descrying tracesof unmuddied harmony ina
part-song oneday, hegave histwo under cdlarmenfaint hopes
of getting ontowardssomething in courseof time. Ananthem
of Handd’sled to further encouragement from him: though he
objected that that great mus cian must have been downinsome
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of themforeign cellarspretty much, for to go and say thesame
thing so many timesover; which, took itin how you might, he
considered acertain sign of your having took it in somehow.
Onathird occasion, the public appearance of Mr. Jarviswith
aflute, and of an odd manwith aviolin, and the performance
of aduet by thetwo, did so astonish himthat, solely of hisown
impulseand motion, hebecameinspired withthewords, “Ann
Koar!” repeatedly pronouncingthemasif calinginafamiliar
manner for somelady who had distinguished hersdlf intheor-
chestra. But thiswashisfinal testimony to the meritsof his
mates, for, theinstrumental duet being performed at thefirst
Wednesday concert, and being presently followed by thevoice
of Marguerite Obenrei zer, he sat with hismouth wide open,
entranced, until she had finished; when, risnginhisplacewith
much solemnity, and prefacing what hewas about to say with
abow that specially included Mr. Wildinginit, hedelivered
himsdlf of thegratifying sentiment: “ Arter thet, yemay dl onye
gettobed!” And ever afterwards declined to render homage
inany other wordsto themusical powersof thefamily.
Thusbegan aseparate persona acquai ntance between Mar-
guerite Obenreizer and Joey Ladle. Shelaughed so heartily at
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hiscompliment, and yet was so abashed by it, that Joey made
bold to say to her, after the concert was over, he hoped he
wasn't so muddled in hishead asto havetook aliberty? She
made himagraciousreply, and Joey ducked inreturn.

“You'll changetheluck timeabout, Miss,” said Joey, duck-
ing again. “It’ssuch asyouin the place that can bring round
theluck of theplace.”

“Can|?Roundtheluck?’ sheanswered, in her pretty En-
glish, and with apretty wonder. “I fear | do not understand. |
amsostupid.”

“Young Master Wilding, Miss,” Joey explained confiden-
tidly, though not muchto her enlightenment, “ changed theluck,
aforehetook inyoung Master George. So say, and sothey’ [l
find. Lord! Only comeintothe placeand sing over theluck a
few times, Miss, anditwon't beableto helpitsalf!”

With this, and with awhole brood of ducks, Joey backed
out of the presence. But Joey being aprivileged person, and
even an involuntary conguest being pleasant to youth and
beauty, Marguerite merrily looked out for him next time.

“Whereismy Mr. Joey, please?’ sheasked Vendale.

So Joey was produced, and shaken hands with, and that
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becamean Indtitution.

Another Ingtitution aroseinthiswise. Joey wasalittlehard
of hearing. Hehimself said it was* Wapours,” and perhapsit
might have been; but whatever the cause of the effect, there
the effect was, upon him. On thisfirst occasion he had been
seento sidleaong thewall, with hisleft hand to hisleft ear,
until hehad sidled himsalf into aseat pretty near thesinger, in
which place and position he had remained, until addressing to
hisfriendsthe amateursthe compliment before mentioned. It
was observed on thefollowing Wednesday that Joey’ saction
as a Pecking Machine was impaired at dinner, and it was
rumoured about thetablethat thiswasexplainableby hishigh-
strung expectationsof MissObenreizer’ ssinging, and hisfears
of not getting a place where he could hear every note and
syllable. Therumour reaching Wilding'sears, hein hisgood
nature called Joey to thefront at night before Marguerite be-
gan. ThustheInstitution cameinto being that on succeeding
nights, Marguerite, running her handsover the keysbefore
singing, always said to Vendale, “Where is my Mr. Joey,
please?’ and that Vendale dwaysbrought him forth, and sta-
tioned him near by. That he should then, when all eyeswere
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upon him, expressin hisfacethe utmost contempt for the ex-
ertionsof hisfriendsand confidencein Marguerited one, whom
hewould stand contemplating, not unlike therhinocerous out
of thespelling-book, tamed and on hishind legs, wasapart of
thelngtitution. Also that when heremained after thesingingin
hismost ecstatic state, some bold spirit from the back should
say, “What doyou think of it, Joey?’ and he should be goaded
toreply, ashaving that instant conceived theretort, “ Arter that
yemay all onyegetto bed!” Thesewere other partsof the
Indtitution.

But, the smple pleasuresand small jestsof Cripple Corner
werenot destined to havealong life. Underlying them from
thefirst wasaserious matter, which every member of the pa-
triarcha family knew of, but which, by tacit agreement, dl for-
boreto speak of. Mr. Wilding'shealth wasin abad way.

Hemight have overcomethe shock hehad sustainedinthe
onegrest affection of hislife, or he might have overcomehis
consciousnessof being intheenjoyment of another man’sprop-
erty; but the two together were too much for him. A man
haunted by twin ghosts, he became deeply depressed. The
inseparabl e spectres sat at the board with him, atefrom his
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platter, drank from hiscup, and stood by hisbedside at night.
When herecdlled hissupposed mother’slove, hefet asthough
hehad stolenit. When herallied alittle under therespect and
attachment of hisdependants, hefelt asthough hewereeven
fraudulent in making them happy, for that should havebeenthe
unknown man’sduty and gratification.

Gradudly, under the pressureof hisbrooding mind, hisbody
stooped, hisstep lost itseladticity, hiseyeswere seldom lifted
from the ground. He knew he could not help the deplorable
mistake that had been made, but he knew he could not mend
it; for the days and weeks went by, and no one claimed his
nameor hispossessions. And now therebeganto creep over
himacloudy consciousnessof often-recurring confusoninhis
head. Hewould unaccountably lose, sometimeswhole hours,
sometimes awhole day and night. Once, hisremembrance
stopped as he sat at the head of the dinner-table, and was
blank until daybreak. Another time, it topped ashewasbegting
timetother singing, and went on again when heand hispart-
ner werewakinginthecourtyard by thelight of themoon, half
thenight later. Heasked Vendd e (dwaysfull of consderation,
work, and help) how thiswas?Venda e only replied, “You
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havenot been quitewd|; that’sal.” Helooked for explanation
into the faces of his people. But they would put it off with
“Glad to seeyou looking so much better, Sir;” or “Hopeyou're
doing nicely now, Sir;” inwhichwasnoinformationat al.

Atlength, whenthepartnershipwashbut fivemonthsold, Walter
Wilding took to hisbed, and hishousekeeper becamehisnurse,

“Lying here, perhapsyou will not mind my calingyou Sally,
Mrs. Goldstraw?’ said the poor wine-merchant.

“It sounds morenatura to me, sir, than any other name, and
| likeit better.”

“Thank you, Sally. I think, Sally, | must of late have been
subject tofits. Isthat so, Saly? Don’t mind telling me now.”

“It hashappened, sir.”

“Ah! Thatistheexplanation!” he quietly remarked. “Mr.
Obenreizer, Sally, talks of theworld being so small that itis
not strange how often the same people come together, and
cometogether at variousplaces, andinvarious stagesof life.
But it does seem strange, Sally, that | should, as| may say,
comeround to the Foundlingto die.”

He extended hishand to her, and she gently took it.

“Youarenot goingtodie, dear Mr. Wilding.”
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“So Mr. Bintrey said, but | think hewaswrong. The old
child-fedingiscoming back uponme, Sdly. Theold hushand
rest, asl usedtofall aseep.”

After aninterva hesaid, inaplacidvoice, “Pleasekissme,
Nurse,” and, it wasevident, believed himsdlf tobelyinginthe
old Dormitory.

Asshehad been used to bend over thefatherlessand moth-
erlesschildren, Sally bent over thefatherlessand motherless
man, and put her lipsto hisforehead, murmuring:

“God blessyou!”

“God blessyou!” hereplied, inthesametone.

After another interval, he opened hiseyesin hisown char-
acter, and said: “ Don’'t moveme, Sally, because of what | am
goingtosay; | liequiteeasily. | think my timeiscome, | don’t
know how it may appear toyou, Sally, but—"

Insensibility fell upon himfor afew minutes; heemerged from
itoncemore.

“—I don’t know how it may appear toyou, Saly, but soit
appearstome.”

When he had thus conscientioudly finished hisfavourite sen-
tence, histimecame, and hedied.
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ACT I
VENDALE MAKESLOVE

@_—-ésummer and the autumn passed. Christmas
and the New Year were at hand.

'Asexecutorshonestly bent on performing their duty
towardsthe dead, Vendale and Bintrey had held more than
oneanxious consultation onthesubject of Wilding'swill. The
lawyer had declared, fromthefirgt, that it wassimply impos-
sibleto take any useful actioninthematter at all. Theonly
obviousinquiriesto make, inrelaiontothelost man, had been
maded ready by Wilding himsdlf; withthisresult, that timeand
death together had not left atrace of him discoverable. To
advertisefor the claimant to the property, it would be neces-
sary to mention particulars—a course of proceeding which
would invite haf theimpostorsin England to present them-
selvesinthecharacter of thetrueWalter Wilding. “If wefinda
chanceof tracing thelost man, wewill takeit. If wedon't, let
us meet for another consultation on thefirst anniversary of
Wilding'sdeath.” So Bintrey advised. And so, with the most
earnest desireto fulfil hisdead friend’ swishes, Vendalewas
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faintolet thematter rest for the present.

Turning from hisinterest inthe past to hisinterest inthefu-
ture, Vendd e still found himself confronting adoubtful pros-
pect. Monthson monthshad passed since hisfirst visit to Soho
Square—and through dll that time, the onelanguageinwhich
he had told Margueritethat heloved her wasthe language of
theeyes, asssted, at convenient opportunities, by thelanguage
of thehand.

What wasthe obstaclein hisway? The oneimmovable ob-
staclewhich had beenin hisway fromthefirst. No matter how
fairly theopportunitieslooked, Venda € seffortsto speak with
Marguerite aloneended invariably in oneand the sameresuilt.
Under themost accidenta circumstances, inthemaost innocent
manner possible, Obenrei zer wasalwaysintheway.

Withthelast daysof theold year camean unexpected chance
of spending an evening with Marguerite, which Vendaere-
solved should beachance of speaking privately to her aswell.
A cordial notefrom Obenreizer invited him, on New Year’s
Day, toalittlefamily dinner in Soho Square. “Weshall beonly
four,” thenotesaid. “Weshall beonly two,” Vendale deter-
mined, “ beforetheeveningisout!”
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New Year’sDay, among the English, isassociated with the
giving and receiving of dinners, and with nothing more. New
Year’sDay, among theforeigners, isthegrand opportunity of
theyear for thegiving and recelving of presents. Itisoccasion-
ally possibleto acclimatiseaforeign custom. Inthisinstance
Vendal efelt no hesitation about making the attempt. Hisone
difficulty wasto decidewhat hisNew Year’sgift to Marguer-
iteshould be. Thedefensive pride of the peasant’ sdaughter—
morbidly sengtivetotheinequality between her socid position
and his—would be secretly roused against him if heventured
onarichoffering. A gift, whichapoor man’spurse might pur-
chase, wastheonegift that could betrusted to find itsway to
her heart, for thegiver’ssake. Stoutly resisting temptation, in
theform of diamondsand rubies, Venda e bought abrooch of
thefilagree-work of Genoa—the simplest and most unpre-
tending ornament that he could find in thejewe ler’ sshop.

Hedipped hisgift into Marguerite’'shand assheheld it out
towelcome him ontheday of thedinner.

“Thisisyour first New Year’sDay in England,” he said.
“Will you let me help to makeit likeaNew Year’'s Day at
home?’
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Shethanked him, alittle constrainedly, as shelooked at the
jewdler’sbox, uncertainwhet it might contain. Opening thebox,
and discovering thestudioudy smpleformunder whichVendde's
little keepsake offered itsdlf to her, she penetrated hismotiveon
the spot. Her face turned on him brightly, with alook which
sad, “I ownyouhavepleased andflattered me.” Never had she
been so charming, in Vendal€' s eyes, as shewas at that mo-
ment. Her winter dress—apetticoat of dark silk, withabodice
of black velvet risng to her neck, andenclosingit softly inalittle
circleof swansdown—nheightened, by dl theforceof contrast,
thedazzling fairessof her hair and her complexion. It wasonly
when sheturned asidefromhimtotheglass, and, taking out the
brooch that shewore, put hisNew Year’sgift initsplace, that
Venda € sattention wandered far enough away from her todis-
cover the presence of other personsintheroom. He now be-
came consciousthat the hands of Obenrei zer were affection-
ately in possession of hiselbows. He now heard the voice of
Obenreizer thanking himfor hisattentionto Marguerite, withthe
faintest possiblering of mockery initstone. (* Suchasimple
present, dear Sir! and showing such nicetact!”) Henow discov-
ered, for thefirst time, that there was one other guest, and but
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one, besideshimself, whom Obenrei zer presented asacom-
patriot and friend. Thefriend’ sfacewasmouldy, and thefriend's
figurewasfat. Hisagewas suggestive of theautumnal period
of human life. Inthe course of the evening he devel oped two
extraordinary capacities. Onewasacapacity for silence; the
other wasacapacity for emptying bottles.

Madame Dor was not in theroom. Neither wasthere any
visible place reserved for her when they sat down to table.
Obenrei zer explained that it was* thegood Dor’ssimplehabit
to dineawaysin themiddle of the day. Shewould make her
excuseslater intheevening.” Venda ewondered whether the
good Dor had, on thisoccasion, varied her domestic employ-
ment from cleaning Obenreizer’s gloves to cooking
Obenreizer’sdinner. This at |east was certain—the dishes
served were, oneand al, as achievementsin cookery, high
abovethereach of therude elementary art of England. The
dinner wasunobtrusively perfect. Asfor thewine, theeyesof
the speechlessfriendrolled over it, asin solemn ecstasy. Some-
timeshesaid“ Good!” when abottle cameinfull; and some-
timeshesaid“Ah!” when abottlewent out empty—and there
hiscontributionsto thegaiety of the evening ended.
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Silenceisoccasondly infectious. Oppressed by privateanxi-
etiesof their own, Marguerite and Vendal e appeared to feel
theinfluence of the speechlessfriend. Thewholeresponsbility
of keeping thetalk going rested on Obenrei zer’ sshoulders,
and manfully did Obenreizer sustainit. Heopened hisheartin
thecharacter of an enlightened foreigner, and sang the praises
of England. When other topicsran dry, he returned to this
inexhaustible source, and always set the stream running again
ascopioudy asever. Obenreizer would havegivenanarm, an
eye, or aleg to have been born an Englishman. Out of England
there was no such institution asahome, no such thing asa
fireside, no such object asabeautiful woman. Hisdear Miss
Margueritewould excuse him, if heaccounted for her attrac-
tionson thetheory that English blood must havemixed at some
former timewith their obscureand unknown ancestry. Survey
thisEnglish nation, and behold atall, clean, plump, and solid
people! Look at their cities! What magnificenceinther public
buildings! What admirableorder and propriety intheir Sreets!
Admiretheir laws, combining the eternal principleof justice
withtheother eternd principleof pounds, shillings, and pence;
and applying theproduct todl civil injuries, fromaninjury toa
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man’shonour, to aninjury toaman’snose! You haveruined
my daughter—pounds, shillings, and pence! You haveknocked
medownwithablow inmy face—pounds, shillings, and pence!
Wherewasthe material prosperity of such acountry asthat
to stop? Obenrei zer, projecting himsalf into thefuture, failed
to seetheend of it. Obenreizer’ senthusiasm entreated per-
missiontoexhdeitsdf, Englishfashion, inatoast. Hereisour
modest littledinner over, hereisour fruga dessert onthetable,
and hereistheadmirer of England conforming to national cus-
toms, and making a speech! A toast to your white cliffs of
Albion, Mr. Vendale! to your national virtues, your charming
climate, and your fascinating women! to your Hearths, toyour
Homes, to your Habeas Corpus, and to al your other institu-
tions! In oneword—to England! Heep-heep-heep! hooray!
Obenreizer’ svoice had barely chanted thelast note of the
English cheer, the speechlessfriend had barely drained thelast
drop out of hisglass, when thefestive proceedingswereinter-
rupted by amodest tap at the door. A woman-servant came
in, and approached her master with alittle notein her hand.
Obenrei zer opened the notewith afrown; and, after reading it
with an expression of genuine annoyance, passed it onto his
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compatriot and friend. Vendal € s spiritsrose as he watched
these proceedings. Had hefound an ally intheannoying little
note?Wasthelong-looked-for chanceactualy coming at last?

“l am afraid thereisno helpfor it?’ said Obenrei zer, ad-
dressing hisfellow-countryman. “1 am afrad wemust go.”

The speechlessfriend handed back theletter, shrugged his
heavy shoulders, and poured himself out alast glassof wine.
Hisfat fingerslingered fondly round the neck of the bottle.
They pressed it with alittle amatory squeeze at parting. His
globular eyeslooked dimly, asthrough anintervening haze, at
Vendaleand Marguerite. Hisheavy articulation laboured, and
brought forthawhole sentenceat abirth. “I think,” hesaid, “I
should haveliked alittlemorewine.” Hisbreath failed him
after that effort; he gasped, and walked to the door.

Obenrei zer addressed himself to Vendal e with an appear-
ance of the degpest distress.

“1 am so shocked, so confused, so distressed,” he began.
“ A misfortune has happened to one of my compatriots. Heis
aone, heisignorant of your language—I and my good friend,
here, have no choice but to go and help him. What can| say in
my excuse?How can | describemy affliction at depriving mysdlf
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inthisway of the honour of your company?’

He paused, evidently expecting to see Venda etake up his
hat and retire. Discerning hisopportunity at last, Vendalede-
termined to do nothing of thekind. Hemet Obenreizer dexter-
oudly, with Obenrei zer’ sown weapons.

“Pray don’'t distressyoursdlf,” hesaid. “1’ll wait herewith
thegreatest pleasuretill you comeback.”

Marguerite blushed deeply, and turned away to her embroi-
dery-frameinacorner by thewindow. Thefilm showed itself
in Obenreizer’ seyes, and the smile came something sourly to
Obenreizer’slips. To havetold Venda ethat therewasnorea
sonable prospect of hiscoming back ingood time, would have
been to risk offending aman whosefavourable opinion was of
solid commercid importanceto him. Accepting hisdefeat with
the best possible grace, he declared himself to be equally
honoured and delighted by Venda € sproposal. “ So frank, so
friendly, so English!” Hebustled about, apparently looking for
something hewanted, disappeared for amoment through the
folding-doors communicating with the next room, came back
with hishat and coat, and protesting that hewould return at
the earliest poss blemoment, embraced Vendal € selbows, and
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vanished from the scenein company with the speechlessfriend.

Vendal eturned to the corner by thewindow, inwhich Mar-
guerite had placed herself with her work. There, asif shehad
dropped fromthecelling, or comeup through thefloor—there,
intheold attitude, with her face to the ssove—sat an Obstacle
that had not been foreseen, in the person of Madame Dor!
Shehdf got up, half looked over her broad shoulder a Vendale,
and plumped down again. Was she at work? Yes. Cleaning
Obenreizer’'sgloves, asbefore? No; darning Obenreizer’s
stockings.

The case was now desperate. Two serious considerations
presented themsel vesto Vendale. Wasit possibleto put Ma-
dame Dor into the stove? Thestovewouldn’t hold her. Wasit
possibleto treat Madame Dor, not asaliving woman, but as
anarticleof furniture? Could the mind be brought to contem-
plate thisrespectable matron purely in thelight of achest of
drawers, with ablack gauze held-dressaccidentally left onthe
top of it? Yes, themind could be brought to do that. With a
comparatively trifling effort, Venda e smind did it. Ashetook
his place on the ol d-fashioned window-sest, close by Mar-
gueriteand her embroidery, adight movement appearedinthe
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chest of drawers, but no remark issued fromit. Let it bere-
membered that solid furnitureisnot easy to move, andthat it
hasthisadvantagein consequence—thereisno fear of upset-
tingit.

Unusudly slent and unusualy constrained—uwith thebright
colour fast fading from her face, with afeverish energy pos-
sessing her fingers—the pretty Marguerite bent over her em-
broidery, and worked asif her lifedepended onit. Hardly less
agitated himself, Vendalefelt theimportance of leading her
very gently totheavowa which hewaseager to make—tothe
other sweeter avowal still, which hewaslonging to hear. A
woman'sloveisnever to betaken by storm; it yieldsinsens -
bly to asystem of gradua approach. It ventures by theround-
about way, and listensto thelow voice. Venddeled her memory
back to their past meetingswhen they weretravelling together
in Switzerland. They revived theimpressons, they recalled the
events, of the happy bygonetime. Littleby little, Marguerite's
congraint vanished. Shesmiled, shewasinterested, shelooked
at Vendale, she grew idle with her needle, she made false
stitchesin her work. Their voicessank lower and lower; their
facesbent nearer and nearer to each other asthey spoke. And
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Madame Dor?Madame Dor behaved likean angdl. Shenever
looked round; she never said a word; she went on with
Obenreizer’ sstockings. Pulling each stocking up tight over her
left arm, and holding that arm a oft from timeto time, to catch
thelight on her work, therewere moments—delicateand in-
describable moments—when Madame Dor appeared to be
sitting upside down, and contemplating one of her ownre-
spectablelegs, elevated intheair. Asthe minuteswore on,
these elevationsfollowed each other at longer and longer in-
tervals. Now and again, the black gauze head-dress nodded,
dropped forward, recovereditsalf. A little heap of stockings
did softly from Madame Dor’slap, and remained unnoticed
onthefloor. A prodigiousball of worsted followed the stock-
ings, androlled lazily under thetable. The black gauze head-
dress nodded, dropped forward, recovered itself, nodded
again, dropped forward again, and recovered itself no more.
A composite sound, partly asof the purring of animmense
cat, partly as of the planing of a soft board, rose over the
hushed voicesof thelovers, and hummed at regular intervals
through the room. Nature and Madame Dor had combined
together in Vendal € sinterests. The best of womenwasad eep.
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Marguerite rose to stop—not the snoring—Il et us say, the
audiblerepose of Madame Dor. Venda elaid hishand on her
arm, and pressed her back gently into her chair.

“Don’'tdisturb her,” hewhispered. “| have been waiting to
tell you asecret. Let metell it now.”

Margueriteresumed her seat. Shetriedtoresumeher needle.
It was useless; her eyesfailed her; her hand failed her; she
couldfind nothing.

“Wehavebeentalking,” said Vendale, “ of the happy time
whenwefirst met, and first travelled together. | haveaconfes-
sionto make. | have been concealing something. Whenwe
spokeof my first visit to Switzerland, | told you of al theim-
pressions| had brought back with meto England—except
one. Canyou guesswhat that oneis?’

Her eyeslooked stedfastly at the embroidery, and her face
turned alittleaway from him. Signsof disturbance began to
gppear in her neat velvet bodice, round theregion of thebrooch.
She made no reply. Vendal e pressed the question without
mercy.

“Canyou guesswhat theone Swissimpressioniswhich|
havenot told you yet?’
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Her faceturned back towardshim, and afaint smiletrembled
onherlips.

“Animpression of themountains, perhaps?’ shesaid dyly.

“No; amuch more preciousimpression thanthat.”

“Of thelakes?’

“No. The lakes have not grown dearer and dearer in re-
membrance to me every day. The lakes are not associated
with my happinessin the present, and my hopesinthefuture.
Marguerite! al that makeslifeworth having hangs, for me, on
aword fromyour lips. Marguerite! | loveyou!”

Her head drooped ashetook her hand. Hedrew her tohim,
and looked at her. Thetears escaped from her downcast eyes,
andfell dowly over her cheeks.

“O, Mr.Vendde,” shesaid sadlly, “it would have been kinder
to have kept your secret. Have you forgotten the distance be-
tween us?It can never, never be!”

“There can be but one distance between us, Marguerite—a
disanceof your making. My love, my darling, thereisno higher
rank in goodness, thereisno higher rank inbeauty, thanyours!
Come! whisper theonelittleword whichtellsmeyou will be
my wifel”
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Shesighed bitterly. “ Think of your family,” shemurmured,
“andthink of mine!”

Vendaledrew her alittlenearer tohim.

“1f you dwell on such an obstacleasthat,” hesaid, | shall
think but onethought—I shal think | have offended you.”

She started, and looked up. “O, no!” sheexclaimed inno-
cently. Theinstant thewords passed her lips, she saw the con-
struction that might be placed on them. Her confession had
escaped her in spite of herself. A lovely flush of colour over-
spread her face. She made amomentary effort to disengage
herself from her lover’sembrace. Shelooked up at him en-
treatingly. Shetried to speak. Thewordsdied onher lipsinthe
kissthat VVendal e pressed onthem. “Let mego, Mr. Vendale!”
shesadfaintly.

“Cal meGeorge.”

Shelaid her head on hisbosom. All her heart went out to
himat last. “ Georgel” shewhispered.

“Say youloveme!”

Her armstwined themsalvesgently round hisneck. Her lips,
timidly touching hischeek, murmured the deliciouswords—"|
loveyou!”
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In the moment of silencethat followed, the sound of the
opening and closing of the house-door came clear to them
through thewintry stillnessof the street.

Marguerite started to her feet.

“Let mego!” shesaid. “Hehascomeback!”

She hurried from the room, and touched Madame Dor’s
shoulder in passing. Madame Dor woke up with aloud snort,
looked first over one shoulder and then over the other, peered
downinto her lap, and discovered neither stockings, worsted,
nor darning-needleinit. At the same moment, footsteps be-
cameaudibleascendingthedairs. “MonDieu!” said Madame
Dor, addressing herself to the stove, and trembling violently.
Vendal e picked up the stockings and the ball, and huddled
them all back in aheap over her shoulder. “Mon Dieu!” said
Madame Dor, for the second time, asthe aval anche of wor-
sted poured into her capacious|ap.

Thedoor opened, and Obenreizer camein. Hisfirst glance
round theroom showed him that Marguerite was absent.

“What!” heexclaimed, “my nieceisaway? My nieceisnot
hereto entertain you in my absence? Thisisunpardonable. |
shdll bring her back instantly.”
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Vendal e stopped him.

“1 beg youwill not disturb MissObenreizer,” hesaid. “You
havereturned, | see, without your friend?’

“My friend remains, and consoles our afflicted compatriot.
A heart-rending scene, Mr. Vendale! The household godsat
the pawnbroker’s—thefamily immersed intears. Weadll em-
bracedin silence. My admirablefriend alone possessed his
composure. He sent out, on the spot, for abottle of wine.”

“Can|l say awordtoyouin private, Mr. Obenreizer?’

“Assuredly.” Heturned to Madame Dor. “My good crea
ture, you aresinking for want of repose. Mr. Vendaewill ex-
cuseyou.”

Madame Dor rose, and set forth sidewayson her journey
fromthestoveto bed. Shedropped astocking. Vendal e picked
it up for her, and opened one of the folding-doors. She ad-
vanced a step, and dropped three more stockings. Vendale
stooping to recover them asbefore, Obenreizer interfered with
profuse apologies, and with awarning look at Madame Dor.
Madame Dor acknowledged thelook by dropping thewhole
of the stockingsin aheap, and then shuffling away panic-
stricken from the scene of disaster. Obenreizer swept up the
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completecollectionfiercdy inboth hands. “Gol” hecried, giving
hisprodigioushandful apreparatory swinginthear. Madame
Dor said, “Mon Dieu,” and vanished into the next room, pur-
sued by ashower of stockings.

“What must you think, Mr. Vendde,” said Obenreizer, clos-
ing thedoor, “ of thisdeplorableintrusion of domestic details?
For myself, | blush at it. We are beginning the New Year as
badly as possible; everything has gonewrong to-night. Be
seated, pray—and say, what may | offer you? Shall we pay
our best respectsto another of your noble Englishinstitutions?
Itismy study to be, what you call, jolly. | proposeagrog.”

Vendal e declined the grog with all needful respect for that
nobleinditution.

“1 wishto speak to you on asubject inwhich | am deeply
interested,” hesaid. * You must have observed, Mr. Obenreizer,
that | have, fromthefirgt, felt no ordinary admiration for your
charming niece?’

“You arevery good. In my niece’ sname, | thank you.”

“Perhapsyou may havenoticed, latterly, that my admiration
for Miss Obenreizer has grown into atenderer and deeper

feding—?
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“Shall wesay friendship, Mr. Vendale?’

“Say love—and we shall be nearer to thetruth.”

Obenreizer started out of hischair. Thefaintly discernible
beat, which was his nearest approach to achange of colour,
showed itself suddenly inhischeeks.

“YouareMissObenreizer’sguardian,” pursued Vendae. “I
ask you to confer upon methe greatest of all favours—I ask
youtogivemeher handinmarriage.”

Obenreizer dropped back into hischair. “Mr. Vendale,” he
said, “you petrify me.”

“l will wait,” rgjoined Vendale, “until you haverecovered
yoursdf.”

“Oneword beforel recover myself. You have said nothing
about thistomy niece?’

“1 have opened my whole heart to your niece. And | have
reason to hope—"

“What!” interposed Obenreizer. “ You have madeaproposa
tomy niece, without first asking for my authority to pay your
addressesto her?” He struck hishand on thetable, and | ost
hishold over himself for thefirst timein Vendal€ sexperience
of him.“Sir!” heexclamed, indignantly, “what sort of conduct
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isthis? Asaman of honour, speaking to aman of honour, how
canyoujudtify it?’

“I canonly justify it asoneof our Englishingtitutions,” said
Vendaequietly. “ Youadmireour Englishingtitutions. | can’t
honestly tell you, Mr. Obenreizer, that | regret what | havedone.
| canonly assureyouthat | havenot actedinthe matter with any
intentiond disrespect towardsyoursdf. Thissaid, may | ask you
totdl meplainly what objectionyou seetofavouring my suit?’

“| seethisimmenseobjection,” answered Obenrei zer, “that
my niece and you arenot on asocia equality together. My
nieceisthe daughter of apoor peasant; and you arethe son of
agentleman. You do usan honour,” he added, lowering him-
self again gradudly to hiscustomary politeleve, “which de-
serves, and has, our most grateful acknowledgments. But the
inequality istoo glaring; the sacrificeistoo great. You English
areaproud people, Mr. Vendale. | have observed enough of
thiscountry to seethat such amarriage asyou proposewould
be a scandal here. Not a hand would be held out to your
peasant-wife; and al your best friendswould desert you.”

“Onemoment,” said Vendde, interposngonhissde. “1 may
clam, without any greet arrogance, to know moreof my country
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peoplein general, and of my own friendsin particular, than
youdo. Intheestimation of everybody whose opinionisworth
having, my wifehersdf would bethe one sufficient judtification
of my marriage. If | did not feel certain—observe, | say cer-
tain—that | am offering her aposition which she can accept
without so much asthe shadow of ahumiliation—I would never
(cost mewhat it might) have asked her to bemy wife. Isthere
any other obstaclethat you see? Have you any personal ob-
jectiontome?’

Obenreizer spread out both hishandsin courteous protest.
“Persond objection!” heexclaimed. “ Dear sir, thebareques-
tionispainful tome.”

“Weareboth men of business,” pursued Vendale, “and you
naturally expect meto satisfy you that | have the means of
supporting awife. | can explain my pecuniary positionintwo
words. | inherit from my parentsafortune of twenty thousand
pounds. In half of that sum | haveonly alife-interest, towhich,
if I die, leaving awidow, my widow succeeds. If | die, leaving
children, themoney itsdf isdivided among them, asthey come
of age. Theother haf of my fortuneisat my owndisposa, and
isinvested in thewine-business. | seemy way to greatly im-
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proving that business. Asit stands at present, | cannot state
my returnfrommy capital embarked at morethan twelve hun-
dred ayear. Add theyearly vaue of my life-interet—and the
total reachesapresent annua incomeof fifteen hundred pounds.
| havethefairest prospect of soon makingit more. Inthemean-
time, do you obj ect to me on pecuniary grounds?’

Driven back to hislast entrenchment, Obenreizer rose, and
took aturn backwards and forwards in the room. For the
moment, hewasplainly at alosswhat to say or do next.

“Beforel answer that last question,” hesaid, after alittle
closeconsideration with himself, “1 beg leavetorevert for a
moment to Miss Marguerite. You said something just now
which seemedtoimply that shereturnsthe sentiment withwhich
you arepleased to regard her?’

“I havetheinestimable happiness,” said Vendde, * of know-
ingthat shelovesme.”

Obenreizer stood silent for amoment, withthefilmover his
eyes, and thefaintly perceptiblebeat becomingvisbleagainin
hischeeks.

“If youwill excusemefor afew minutes,” hesaid, with cer-
emoniouspoliteness, “| should liketo havethe opportunity of
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speaking tomy niece.” With thosewords, hebowed, and quit-
ted theroom.

Left by himsdf, Venda € sthoughts (asanecessary result of
theinterview, thusfar) turnedingtinctively totheconsideration
of Obenreizer’smotives. He had put obstaclesin theway of
the courtship; hewasnow putting obstaclesintheway of the
marriage—amarriage offering advantageswhich even hisin-
genuity could not dispute. Onthefaceof it, hisconduct was
incomprehensible. What did it mean?

Seeking, under the surface, for theanswer to that question—
and remembering that Obenreizer wasaman of about hisown
age; dso, that Margueritewas, gtrictly speaking, hishaf-niece
only—Venda e asked himsdlf, with alover’sready jea ousy,
whether hehad arival tofear, aswell asaguardianto concili-
ate. Thethought just crossed hismind, and nomore. Thesense
of Marguerite'skisstill lingering on hischeek reminded him
gently that eventhejealousy of amoment wasnow atreason
to her.

Onreflection, it seemed most likely that apersonal motive
of another kind might suggest the true explanation of
Obenreizer’sconduct. Marguerite'sgrace and beauty were
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preciousornamentsinthat little household. They gaveitaspe-
cial social attraction and aspecial social importance. They
armed Obenreizer with acertaininfluenceinreserve, whichhe
could always depend upon to make hishouse attractive, and
which he might always bring more or lessto bear onthefor-
warding of hisown private ends. Was he the sort of manto
resign such advantagesaswere hereimplied, without obtain-
ing thefullest possible compensation for theloss? A connec-
tion by marriage with Vendal e offered him solid advantages,
beyond all doubt. But therewere hundredsof meninLondon
with far greater power and far wider influencethan Vendale
possessed. Wasit possible that thisman’sambition secretly
looked higher than the highest prospectsthat could be offered
to him by the alliance now proposed for his niece? Asthe
guestion passed through Venda € smind, theman himself re-
appeared—to answer it, or not to answer it, astheevent might
prove.

A marked changewasvisiblein Obenreizer when here-
sumed hisplace. Hismanner waslessassured, and therewere
plain tracesabout hismouth of recent agitation which had not
been successfully composed. Had he said something, refer-
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ring either to Vendale or to himself, which had raised
Marguerite' sspirit, and which had placed him, for thefirst time,
faceto face with aresolute assertion of hisniece’'swill? It
might or might not be. Thisonly wascertain—helookedlikea
man who had met with arepul se.

“I have spokentomy niece,” hebegan. “1 find, Mr. Vendale,
that even your influence has not entirely blinded her to the
socia objectionsto your proposal.”

“May | ask,” returned Vendale, “if that isthe only result of
your interview with MissObenreizer?’

A momentary flash legpt out through the Obenreizer film.

“You aremaster of thesituation,” heanswered, inatone of
sardonic submission. “If you insist on my admittingiit, | do
admit itinthosewords. My niece’swill and mineused to be
one, Mr. Vendale. You have come between us, and her will is
now yours. |nmy country, we know when we are beaten, and
we submit with our best grace. | submit, with my best grace,
on certain conditions. L et usrevert to the statement of your
pecuniary position. | have an objectionto you, my dear Sr—
amost amazing, amost audacious objection, fromamanin
my positiontoamaninyours.”
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“Whatisit?’

“You havehonoured meby making aproposd for my niece's
hand. For the present (with best thanksand respects), | begto
declineit.”

“Why?'

“Becauseyou arenot rich enough.”

The objection, asthe speaker had foreseen, took Vendale
completely by surprise. For the moment hewas speechless.

“Your incomeisfifteenhundred ayear,” pursued Obenreizer.
“Inmy miserable country | should fall on my kneesbefore
your income, and say, ‘What aprincely fortune!” Inwealthy
England, | Sitasl am, and say, * A modest independence, dear
sir; nothing more. Enough, perhaps, for awifein your own
rank of lifewho hasno socid prejudicesto conquer. Not more
than half enough for awifewho isameanly born foreigner,
andwho hasall your socia prejudicesagainst her.” Sir! if my
nieceisever to marry you, shewill havewhat you call uphill
work of itintaking her place at starting. Yes, yes; thisisnot
your view, but it remains, immovably remains, my view for dl
that. For my niece' ssake, | claimthat thisuphill work shall be
made as smooth as possible. Whatever material advantages
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shecan haveto help her, ought, incommon justice, to behers.
Now, tell me, Mr. Vendd e, on your fifteen hundred ayear can
your wifehaveahousein afashionable quarter, afootman to
open her door, abutler towait at her table, and acarriageand
horsesto drive about in?1 seetheanswer in your face—your
facesays, No. Very good. Tell meonemorething, and | have
done. Take the mass of your educated, accomplished, and
lovely country-women, isit, or isit not, thefact that alady
who hasahousein afashionable quarter, afootman to open
her door, abutler towait at her table, and acarriageand horses
todriveabout in, isalady who hasgained four steps, infemde
estimation, at starting? Yes?or No?’

“Cometothepoint,” said Vendale. “ You view thisquestion
asaquestion of terms. What areyour terms?’

“Thelowest terms, dear sir, on which you can provideyour
wifewith thosefour stepsat starting. Double your present
income—the most rigid economy cannot doit in England on
less. You saidjust now that you expected greatly toincrease
thevalueof your business. Towork—andincreaseit! | ana
good devil after all! Onthe day whenyou satisfy me, by plain
proofs, that your income hasrisen to three thousand ayear,
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ask mefor my niece’'shand, anditisyours.”

“May | inquireif you have mentioned thisarrangement to
MissObenreizer?”’

“Certainly. Shehasalast littlemorsel of regard still left for
me, Mr. Vendale, whichisnot yoursyet; and she acceptsmy
terms. In other words, she submits to be guided by her
guardian’sregardfor her welfare, and by her guardian’ ssupe-
rior knowledge of theworld.” Hethrew himself back in his
chair,infirmrelianceon hispostion, andinfull possession of
hisexcellent temper.

Any open assertion of hisowninterests, inthesituationin
which Vendale was now placed, seemed to be (for the present
at least) hopeless. Hefound himsdlf literdly left with no ground
to stand on. Whether Obenrei zer’ s objectionswerethe genu-
ine product of Obenreizer’sown view of the case, or whether
hewassmply delaying themarriagein the hope of ultimately
bresking it off together—in either of theseevents, any present
resistance on Vendal€' spart would beequally useless. There
wasno helpfor it but to yield, making the best termsthat he
couldonhisownside.

“| protest againgt theconditionsyouimposeonme,” hebegan.
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“Naturally,” said Obenreizer; “| daresay | should protest,
mysdlf, inyour place.”

“Say, however,” pursued Vendde, “that | accept your terms.
Inthat case, | must be permitted to make two stipulationson
my part. Inthefirst place, | shall expect to beallowed to see
your niece.”

“Ahal to seemy niece?andto makeher inasgreat ahurry
to be married asyou are yourself? Suppose | say, No?you
would see her perhapswithout my permisson?’

“Decidedly!”

“How ddightfully frank! How exquisitdly English! You shall
seeher, Mr. Vendal e, on certain days, which wewill appoint
together. What next?’

“Your objectionto my income,” proceeded Vendale, “has
taken me completely by surprise. | wishto beassured against
any repetition of that surprise. Your present viewsof my quali-
fication for marriage require meto have anincome of three
thousand ayear. Can | becertain, inthefuture, asyour expe-
rience of England enlarges, that your estimate will riseno
higher?

“Inplain English,” said Obenrei zer, “ you doubt my word?’
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“Doyou purposeto take myword for it when | informyou
that | have doubled my income?’ asked Vendale. “1f my
memory does not deceive me, you stipulated, aminutesince,
for plain proofs?’

“Well played, Mr. Vendale! You combinetheforeignquick-
nesswith the English solidity. Accept my best congratul ations.
Accept, also, my written guarantee.”

Herose; seated himself at awriting-desk at aside-table,
wroteafew lines, and presented them to Vendalewith alow
bow. The engagement was perfectly explicit, and wassigned
and dated with scrupulouscare.

“Areyou satisfied with your guarantee?’

“l amsdtisfied.”

“Charmed to hear it, | am sure. We have had our little skir-
mish—wehaveredly beenwonderfully dever onbothsdes. For
thepresent our affairsare settled. | bear nomalice. You bear no
malice. Come, Mr. Vendd e, agood English shakehands.”

Vendale gave hishand, alittle bewildered by Obenreizer’'s
sudden transitionsfrom one humour to another.

“When may | expect to see Miss Obenreizer again?’ he
asked, asheroseto go.
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“Honour mewithavisit to-morrow,” said Obenreizer, “and
we will settle it then. Do have a grog before you go! No?
Well! well! wewill reservethegrogtill you haveyour three
thousand ayear, and areready to bemarried. Ahal Whenwill
that be?’

“1 madean estimate, somemonthssince, of the capacitiesof
my business,” said Vendale. “If that estimateiscorrect, | shall
doublemy presentincome—"

“Andbemarried!” added Obenreizer.

“Andbemarried,” repeated Vendale, “within ayear from
thistime. Good-night.”

VENDALE MAKESMISCHIEF

hen Vendale entered his office the next

morning, the dull commercial routine at

Cripple Corner met him with anew face.

Marguerite had aninterest init now! Thewhole machinery
whichWilding' sdesth had set inmotion, toredisethevaueof
thebus ness—the baancing of ledgers, theestimating of debts,
thetaking of stock, and therest of it—wasnow transformed
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into machinery which indicated the chancesfor and against a
speedy marriage. After looking over results, as presented by
hisaccountant, and checking additions and subtractions, as
rendered by the clerks, Vendal e turned his attention to the
stock-taking department next, and sent amessageto thecel-
lars, desiring to seethereport.

The Cedlarman’s appearance, the moment he put hishead in
at thedoor of hismaster’sprivateroom, suggested that some-
thing very extraordinary must have happened that morning.
Therewasan approachto dacrity in Joey Ladle’' smovements!
Therewassomething which actualy smulated cheerfulnessin
Joey Ladle'sface

“What'sthe matter?’ asked Vendale. “ Anything wrong?’

“I shouldwishtomentiononething,” answered Joey. “ Young
Mr. Vendale, | have never set myself up for aprophet.”

“Whoever saidyou did?’

“No prophet, asfar asl’veheard | tell of that profession,”
proceeded Joey, “ever lived principally underground. No
prophet, whatever else he might take in at the pores, ever
took in wine from morning to night, for anumber of years
together. When | said to young Master Wilding, respecting his
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changing thename of thefirm, that one of thesedayshemight
find he’ d changed the luck of thefirm—did | put myself for-
ward asaprophet?No, | didn’'t. Haswhat | said to him come
true? Yes, it has. In the time of Pebbleson Nephew, Young
Mr. Vendale, no suchthing wasever known asamistakemade
inaconsignment delivered at thesedoors. There' samistake
been made now. Please to remark that it happened before
MissMargaret camehere. For which reasonit don’'t go againgt
what I’ vesaid respecting MissMargaret snging round theluck.
Readthat, Sir,” concluded Joey, pointing attentionto aspecia
passagein thereport, with aforefinger which appeared to be
in process of taking in through the pores nothing morere-
markablethandirt. “ 1t sforeignto my natureto crow over the
housel serve, but | fed it akind of solemn duty to ask you to
read that.”

Venda eread asfollows:- “ Note, respecting the Swisscham-
pagne. Anirregularity hasbeen discoveredinthelast consign-
ment received from thefirm of Defresnier and Co.” Vendale
stopped, and referred to amemorandum-book by hisside.
“That wasinMr. Wilding'stime,” hesaid. “ Thevintagewasa
particularly good one, and hetook thewhole of it. The Swiss
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champagne hasdonevery well, hasn'tit?’

“l don’'t say it’sdone badly,” answered the Cellarman. “ It
may havegot sick inour customers' bins, or it may have bust
inour customers hands. But | don’t say it’'sdone badly with
=

Venda eresumed thereading of the note: “Wefind thenum-
ber of the casesto be quite correct by the books. But six of
them, which present adight differencefromtherestinthebrand,
have been opened, and have been found to containared wine
instead of champagne. The similarity inthe brands, we sup-
pose, caused a mistake to be made in sending the consign-
ment from Neuchatel. The error hasnot been found to extend
beyond six cases.”

“Isthat dl!” exclamed Vendal e, tossing thenoteaway from
him.

Joey Ladle’ seyefollowed theflying morsel of paper drea-
rily.

“I"'mgladto seeyoutakeit easy, Sir,” hesaid. “Whatever
happens, it will be alwaysacomfort to you to remember that
you took it easy at first. Sometimesone mistakeleadsto an-
other. A man dropsabit of orange-peel on the pavement by
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mistake, and another man treadsonit by mistake, and there's
ajobat thehospital, and aparty crippledfor life. I’'mgladyou
takeit easy, sir. In Pebbleson Nephew’stime we shouldn’t
havetakenit easy till we had seen theend of it. Without desir-
ing to crow over the house, young Mr. Vendale, | wish you
well throughit. No offence, Sir,” said the Cellarman, opening
the door to go out, and looking in again ominoudy before he
shutit. “1’mmuddled and molloncolly, | grant you. ButI’'man
old servant of Pebbleson Nephew, and | wishyouwd |l through
them six casesof red wine.”

Left by himself, Vendalelaughed, and took up hispen. “I
may aswell send alineto Defresnier and Company,” hethought,
“beforel forgetit.” Hewroteat onceintheseterms:

“Dear Sirs. We are taking stock, and atrifling mistake has
been discoveredinthelast consggnment of champagne sent by
your houseto ours. Six of the casescontain red wine—which
we hereby return to you. The matter can easily be set right,
either by your sending ussix cases of thechampagne, if they
can beproduced, or, if not, by your crediting uswith thevaue
of six casesontheamount last paid (five hundred pounds) by
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our firmtoyours. Your faithful servants,
“WIding and Co.”

Thisletter despatched to the post, the subject dropped at
onceout of Venda € smind. He had other and far moreinter-
esting mattersto think of. Later intheday hepaid thevisitto
Obenreizer which had been agreed on betweenthem. Certain
eveningsin theweek were set apart which hewas privileged
to spend with Marguerite—always, however, in the presence
of athird person. On this stipulation Obenreizer politely but
positively insisted. The one concession hemadewasto give
Vendal e hischoice of who thethird person should be. Confid-
ing in past experience, hischoicefell unhesitatingly uponthe
excellent woman who mended Obenrei zer’ s stockings. On
hearing of theresponsibility entrusted to her, MadameDor’s
intellectua nature burst suddenly into anew stage of devel op-
ment. Shewaited till Obenreizer’ seyewas off her—and then
shelooked at Vendale, and dimly winked.

Thetime passed—the happy eveningswith Margueritecame
and went. It wasthetenth morning since Vendal e had written
to the Swissfirm, when the answer appeared, on his desk,
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withthe other |ettersof theday:

“Dear Sirs. We beg to offer our excusesfor thelittle mistake
which hashappened. At the sametime, weregret to add that
the statement of our error, with which you havefavoured us,
hasled to avery unexpected discovery. The affair isamost
seriousonefor you andfor us. Theparticularsareasfollows:
“Having no more champagne of thevintagelast sent toyou,
we made arrangementsto credit your firmto thevalue of six
cases, assuggested by yourself. On taking thisstep, certain
formsobserved in our mode of doing businessnecessitated a
referenceto our bankers' book, aswell asto our ledger. The
resultisamoral certainty that no such remittance asyou men-
tion can havereached our house, and alitera certainty that no
such remittance has been paid to our account at the bank.
“Itisneedless, at thisstage of the proceedings, to trouble
youwith details. Themoney hasunquestionably beenstolenin
the course of itstransit from you to us. Certain peculiarities
which we observe, relating to the manner in which thefraud
has been perpetrated, lead usto conclude that the thief may
have cal culated on being ableto pay the missing sum to our
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bankers, before an inevitablediscovery followed the annual
striking of our balance. Thiswould not have happened, inthe
usud course, for another three months. During that period, but
for your letter, wemight haveremained perfectly unconscious
of therobbery that has been committed.

“Wementionthislast circumstance, asit may help to show
you that we haveto do, inthiscase, with no ordinary thief.
Thusfar we have not even asuspicion of whothat thief is. But
webdieveyouwill assist usin making someadvancetowards
discovery, by examining thereceipt (forged, of course) which
has no doubt purported to cometo you from our house. Be
pleased tolook and seewhether itisareceipt entirely in manu-
script, or whether it isanumbered and printed form which
merely requiresthefillingin of theamount. The settlement of
thisapparently trivia questionis, weassureyou, amatter of
vital importance. Anxioudy awaiting your reply, weremain,
with high esteem and consideration,

“Defresnier & Cie”

Vendale had theletter on hisdesk, and waited amoment to
steady hismind under the shock that had fallenonit. At the
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timeof al otherswhenitwasmostimportant tohimtoincrease
thevalue of hisbusiness, that businesswasthreatened witha
loss of five hundred pounds. Hethought of Marguerite, ashe
took the key from hispocket and opened theiron chamber in
thewall inwhich thebooksand papersof thefirm were kept.

Hewasdtill inthe chamber, searching for theforged receipt,
when hewas startled by avoi ce speaking close behind him.

“A thousand pardons,” saidthevoice; “1 amafraid | disturb
you.”

Heturned, and found himself faceto facewith Marguerite's
guardian.

“I havecdled,” pursued Obenreizer, “to know if | can be of
any use. Businessof my own takesmeaway for somedaysto
Manchester and Liverpool. Can | combine any business of
yourswithit?l amentirely at your disposd, inthe character of
commercid traveler for thefirm of Wilding and Co.”

“Excusemefor onemoment,” said Vendde; “1 will spesk to
youdirectly.” Heturned round again, and continued hissearch
among the papers. “ You comeat atimewhen friendly offers
aremorethan usualy preciousto me,” heresumed. “| have
had very bad newsthismorning from Neuchatdl .
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“Bad news,” exclaimed Obenreizer. “ From Defresnier and
Company?’

“Yes. A remittance we sent to them hasbeen stolen. | am
threatened with aloss of five hundred pounds. What’sthat?’

Turning sharply, and looking into the room for the second
time, Vendal e discovered hisenvel ope case overthrown on
thefloor, and Obenreizer on hisknees picking up the con-
tents.

“All my awkwardness” said Obenreizer. “ Thisdreadful news
of yoursstartled me; | epped back—" Hebecametoo deeply
interested in collecting the scattered envel opesto finish the
sentence.

“Don'ttroubleyoursdlf,” said Vendae. “ Theclerk will pick
thethingsup.”

“Thisdreadful news” repeated Obenre zer, perastingin col-
lecting the envel opes. “ Thisdreadful news!”

“If youwill read theletter,” said Vendale, “youwill find |
have exaggerated nothing. Thereitis, open onmy desk.”

Heresumed hissearch, andin amoment more discovered
theforged receipt. It was on the numbered and printed form,
described by the Swissfirm. Venda e madeamemorandum of
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the number and the date. Having replaced the receipt and
locked up theiron chamber, hehad leisureto notice Obenrei zer,
reading theletter intherecessof awindow at thefar end of the
room.

“Cometothefire,” said Vendale. “ You look perished with
thecold out there. | will ring for somemore cods.”

Obenreizer rose, and camedowly back to thedesk. “Mar-
gueritewill beassorry to hear of thisasl am,” hesaid, kindly.
“What do you meanto do?’

“l aminthehandsof Defresnier and Company,” answered
Vendale. “In my total ignorance of the circumstances, | can
only do what they recommend. Thereceipt which | havejust
found, turnsout to be the numbered and printed form. They
seem to attach some specia importanceto itsdiscovery. You
have had experience, when you werein the Swiss house, of
their way of doing business. Can you guesswhat object they
haveinview?’

Obenreizer offered asuggestion.

“Suppose| examinethereceipt?’ hesaid.

“Areyouill?’ asked Vendale, startled by thechangeinhis
face, which now showeditsdlf plainly for thefirsttime. * Pray
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gotothefire. You seem to be shivering—I hopeyou are not
goingtobeill?’

“Not I'” said Obenrel zer. “ Perhaps| have caught cold. Your
English climate might have spared an admirer of your English
ingtitutions. Let melook at thereceipt.”

Vendal e opened theiron chamber. Obenrei zer took achair,
anddrew it closetothefire. Heheld both handsover theflames.
“Let melook at thereceipt,” herepeated, eagerly, asVendde
reappeared with the paper in hishand. At thesamemoment a
porter entered theroomwith afresh supply of coas. Vendae
told himto makeagoodfire. Theman obeyed theorder witha
disastrousaacrity. Ashestepped forward and raised thescuittle,
hisfoot caught inafold of therug, and hedischarged hisentire
cargo of codsintothegrate. Theresult wasan ingtant smother-
ing of theflame, and the production of astream of yellow smoke,
without avisblemorsd of fireto account for it.

“Imbecile!” whispered Obenrei zer to himsalf, with alook at
the man which the man remembered for many along day af-
terwards.

“Will youcomeintotheclerks room?’ asked Vendde. “ They
haveastovethere.”
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“No, no. No matter.”

Venda e handed himthereceipt. Obenreizer’sinterest in ex-
amining it appeared to have been quenched as suddenly and
aseffectudly asthefireitsdlf. Hejust glanced over the docu-
ment, and said, “No; | don’t understandit! | am sorry to be of
nouse.”

“1 will writeto Neuchatel by to-night’spost,” said Vendale,
putting away thereceipt for the second time. “We must wait,
and seewhat comesof it.”

“By to-night’spost,” repeated Obenreizer. “Let mesee. You
will get theanswer ineight or ninedays’ time. | shall beback
beforethat. If | can beof any service, ascommercial traveller,
perhapsyouwill let meknow between thisand then. You will
send mewritteninstructions? My best thanks. | shall bemost
anxiousfor your answer from Neuchatel . Who knows?1t may
beamistake, my dear friend, after al. Courage! courage! cour-
age!” Hehad entered the room with no appearance of being
pressed for time. He now snatched up his hat, and took his
leavewith theair of aman who had not another moment to
lose.

Left by himsdlf, Vendd etook aturn thoughtfully intheroom.
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Hispreviousimpression of Obenreizer was shaken by what
he had heard and seen at theinterview which had just taken
place. Hewasdisposed, for thefirst time, to doubt whether, in
thiscase, he had not been alittle hasty and hard in hisjudg-
ment on another man. Obenreizer’ s surprise and regret, on
hearing the newsfrom Neuchatel, bore the plainest marks of
being honestly felt—not politdy assumed for theoccason. With
troublesof hisownto encounter, suffering, to all appearance,
fromthefirst ingdiousattack of aseriousillness, hehad looked
and spoken likeamanwho really deplored the disaster that
had fallen on hisfriend. Hitherto Vendale had tried vainly to
dter hisfirst opinion of Marguerite’ sguardian, for Marguerite's
sake. All the generousinstinctsin hisnature now combined
together and shook the evidence which had seemed unan-
swerableup tothistime. “Who knows?” hethought. “| may
haveread that man’sfacewrongly, after al.”

Thetime passed—the happy eveningswith Margueritecame
and went. It was agai n the tenth morning since Vendal e had
written to the Swissfirm; and again the answer appeared on
hisdesk with the other |etters of the day:
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“Dear Sir. My senior partner, M. Defresnier, hasbeen called
away, by urgent business, to Milan. In hisabsence (and with
hisfull concurrenceand authority), | now writetoyouagainon
the subject of themissing five hundred pounds.

“Your discovery that theforged receipt isexecuted upon
oneof our numbered and printed formshas caused inexpress-
iblesurpriseand distressto my partner and to myself. Atthe
timewhen your remittancewas stolen, but threekeyswerein
existence opening the strong-box in which our receipt-forms
areinvariably kept. My partner had one key; | had the other.
Thethird wasin the possession of agentleman who, at that
period, occupied aposition of trust in our house. We should
assoon havethought of suspecting one of ourselvesasof sus-
pecting this person. Suspicion now pointsat him, neverthe-
less. | cannot prevail on myself toinformyou who the person
IS, so long as there is the shadow of a chance that he may
comeinnocently out of theinguiry which must now beinsti-
tuted. Forgivemy silence; themotiveof itisgood.

“Theform our investigation must now takeissmpleenough.
Thehandwriting of your recei pt must be compared, by com-
petent personswhom we have at our disposal, with certain
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specimensof handwritingin our possession. | cannot sendyou
the specimensfor business reasons, which, when you hear
them, you aresureto approve. | must beg youto send methe
recel pt to Neuchatel—and, in making thisrequest, | must ac-
company it by aword of necessary warning.

“If the person, at whom suspicion now points, realy proves
to be the person who has committed thisforger and theft, |
havereason to fear that circumstancesmay have already put
him on hisguard. Theonly evidence against himistheevi-
dencein your hands, and hewill move heaven and earth to
obtain and destroy it. | strongly urgeyou not to trust there-
ceipt to the post. Send it to me, without loss of time, by a
private hand, and choose nobody for your messenger but a
person long established in your own employment, accustomed
totravelling, capable of speaking French; aman of courage, a
man of honesty, and, abovedl things, amanwho can betrusted
tolet no stranger scrape acquai ntance with him on theroute.
Tell no one—absol utely no one—but your messenger of the
turn thismatter hasnow taken. The safetransit of thereceipt
may depend on your interpreting literally theadvicewhich|
giveyou at theend of thisletter.
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“I haveonly to add that every possiblesaving of timeisnow
of thelast importance. Morethan oneof our receipt-formsis
missing—and itisimpossibleto say what new fraudsmay not
becommitted if wefail tolay our handsonthethief.

Your faithful servant Rolland, (Signing for Defresnier and
Cie)

Who was the suspected man? In Vendale's position, it
seemed uselesstoinquire.

Who wasto be sent to Neuchatel with the receipt? Men of
courage and men of honesty wereto behad at Cripple Corner
for the asking. But where wasthe man who was accustomed
toforeigntravelling, who could speak the French language,
and who could bereally relied onto let no stranger scrape
acquai ntancewith him on hisroute? Therewasbut oneman at
hand who combined dl thoserequisitesinhisown person, and
that manwasVendaehimsdf.

It wasasacrificetoleave hisbusiness; it wasagreater sac-
rificetoleaveMarguerite. But amatter of five hundred pounds
wasinvolvedinthependinginquiry; and aliterd interpretation
of M. Rolland’sadvicewasinsisted onintermswhich there
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wasnotriflingwith. Themore Vendd e thought of it, themore
plainly the necessity faced him, and said, “ Go!”

Ashelocked up theletter with therecei pt, the associ ation of
ideasreminded him of Obenreizer. A guessat theidentity of
the suspected man |ooked more possible now. Obenreizer
might know.

Thethought had barely passed through hismind, whenthe
door opened, and Obenreizer entered the room.

“They told meat Soho Square you were expected back |ast
night,” said Vendd e, greeting him. “Haveyou donewel inthe
country? Areyou better?’

A thousand thanks. Obenreizer had done admirably well;
Obenreizer wasinfinitely better. And now, what news? Any
letter from Neuchatel ?

“A very strangeletter,” answered Vendae. “ Thematter has
takenanew turn, and theletter ing sis—without excepting any-
body—on my keeping our next proceedingsaprofound se-
cret.”

“Without excepting anybody?’ repeated Obenreizer. Ashe
sadthewords, hewaked away again, thoughtfully, tothewin-
dow at the other end of the room, looked out for amoment,
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and suddenly came back to Vendale. “ Surely they must have
forgotten?’ heresumed, “or they would have excepted me?’

“ItisMonseur Rollandwhowrites,” said Vendadle. “And, as
you say, he must certainly haveforgotten. That view of the
matter quite escaped me. | wasjust wishing | had you to con-
sult, when you cameinto theroom. And herel amtried by a
forma prohibition, which cannot possibly have beenintended
toincludeyou. How very annoying!”

Obenreizer’sfilmy eyesfixed on Vendd eattentively.

“Perhapsitismorethan annoying!” hesaid. “I camethis
morning not only to hear the news, but to offer mysaf asmes-
senger, negotiator—what you will. Would you believeit?1
haveletterswhich obligemeto goto Switzerland immediately.
M essages, documents, anything—I could havetakenthemal
to Defresnier and Rolland for you.”

“You arethevery man | wanted,” returned Vendae. “| had
decided, most unwillingly, on going to Neuchatel myself, not
fiveminutessince, becausel could find no one here capable of
takingmy place. Let melook at theletter again.”

He opened the strong room to get at the letter. Obenrei zer,
after first glancing round himto make surethat they wereaone,
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followed astep or two and waited, measuring Vendal ewith
hiseye. Vendale wasthetallest man, and unmistakably the
strongest man al so of thetwo. Obenreizer turned away, and
warmed himsdlf at thefire.

Meanwhile, Vendaleread thelast paragraph intheletter for
thethird time. Therewasthe plain warning—therewasthe
closing sentence, whichinssted onaliterd interpretation of it.
Thehand, whichwasleading Vendaleinthedark, ledhimon
that conditiononly. A largesum wasat stake: aterrible suspi-
cionremainedto beverified. If heacted on hisown respons-
bility, and if anything happened to defeat the object in view,
who would be blamed? Asaman of business, Vendale had
but one courseto follow. Helocked theletter up again.

“Itismost annoying,” hesaidto Obenreizer—"itisapiece
of forgetfulnesson Monsieur Rolland’s part which putsmeto
seriousinconvenience, and placesmein an absurdly false po-
sition towardsyou. What am | to do?1 am actingin avery
serious matter, and acting entirely inthedark. | haveno choice
but to be guided, not by the spirit, but by the letter of my
instructions. You understand me, | am sure? You know, if |
had not been fettered in thisway, how gladly | should have
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accepted your services?’

“Say nomore!” returned Obenreizer. “Inyour placel should
have done the same. My good friend, | take no offence. |
thank you for your compliment. We shall betravelling com-
panions, at any rate,” added Obenreizer. “You go, asl go, at
once?’

“Atonce. | must speak to Margueritefirst, of course!”

“Surely! surely! Speak to her thisevening. Come, and pick
me up on theway to the station. We go together by the mail
tranto-night?’

“By themail trainto-night.”

It waslater than Venda e had anticipated when hedrove upto
thehousein Soho Square. Businessdifficulties, occas oned by
hissudden departure, had presented themselvesby dozens. A
cruelly large share of thetimewhich he had hoped to devote
to Marguerite had been claimed by dutiesat hisofficewhichit
wasimpossibleto neglect.

To hissurpriseand delight, shewasaonein thedrawing-
roomwhen heenteredit.

“Wehave only afew minutes, George,” shesaid. “But Ma
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dame Dor has been good to me—and we can havethosefew
minutesalone.” Shethrew her aamsround hisneck, andwhis-
pered eagerly, “Have you done anything to offend Mr.
Obenreizer?”’

“I" exclaimed Vendd e, in amazement.

“Hush!” shesaid, “1 want towhisper it. You know thelittle
photograph | have got of you. Thisafternoon it happened to
be on the chimney-piece. Hetook it up and looked at it—and
| saw hisfaceintheglass. | know you have offended him! He
ismerciless, heisrevengeful; heisassecret asthegrave. Don't
gowith him, George—don’'t gowithhim!”

“My ownlove,” returned Vendde, “ you arel etting your fancy
frighten you! Obenreizer and | werenever better friendsthan
weareat thismoment.”

Beforeaword more could be said, the sudden movement of
some ponderous body shook thefloor of the next room. The
shock was followed by the appearance of Madame Dor.
“Obenreizer” exclamedthisexcdlent personinawhisper, and
plumped down instantly in her regular place by the stove.

Obenreizer cameinwith acourier’shig strapped over his
shoulder. “ Areyou ready?’ he asked, addressing Vendale.
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“Can | take anything for you? You have no travelling-bag. |
have got one. Hereisthe compartment for papers, open at
your service.”

“Thank you,” said Vendale. “1 have only one paper of im-
portance with me; and that paper | am bound to take charge
of mysdf. Hereitis,” headded, touching the breast-pocket of
hiscoat, “and hereit must remain till we get to Neuchatel.”

Ashesaidthosewords, Marguerite’ shand caught his, and
pressed it significantly. Shewaslooking towards Obenrel zer.
Before Venddecould ook, in histurn, Obenreizer had wheded
round, and wastaking leave of Madame Dor.

“Adieu, my charming niecel” hesaid, turningto Marguerite
next. “Enroute, my friend, for Neuchatel!” Hetapped Vendde
lightly over the breast-pocket of hiscoat and led theway to
thedoor.

Vendale'slast ook wasfor Marguerite. Marguerite'slast
wordsto himwere, “Don’t go!”
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ACT 111
INTHEVALLEY

t was about the middle of themonth of February

when Vendal e and Obenreizer set forth ontheir

expedition. Thewinter being ahard one, thetime

wasbad for travellers. So bad wasit that thesetwo travellers,

coming to Strasbourg, found itsgreat innsamost empty. And

even thefew peoplethey did encounter inthat city, who had

started from England or from Parison businessjourneysto-
wardstheinterior of Switzerland, wereturning back.

Many of therailroadsin Switzerland that touristspasseasily
enoughnow, weredmogt or quiteimpracticablethen. Somewere
not begun; more were not completed. On such aswere open,
thereweredlill largegapsof old road wherecommunicationinthe
winter season was often stopped; on others, there were weak
pointswherethenew work wasnot safe, either under conditions
of severefrogt, or of rapid thaw. Therunning of trainsonthislast
classwasnot to be counted onintheworst timeof theyear, was
contingent upon wesether, or waswholly abandoned throughthe
monthscons dered themost dangerous.
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At Strasbourg thereweremoretravellers storiesafloat, re-
specting thedifficultiesof theway further on, than therewere
travellerstordatethem. Many of thesetaleswereaswild as
usud; but themoremodestly marvellousdid derive somecolour
from the circumstance that peoplewereindisputably turning
back. However, as the road to Basle was open, Vendale's
resolution to push on wasin nowisedisturbed. Obenreizer’s
resol ution was necessarily Vendal€'s, seeing that he stood at
bay thus desperately: He must beruined, or must destroy the
evidencethat Venda e carried about him, evenif hedestroyed
Vendadewithit.

The state of mind of each of thesetwo fellow-travellersto-
wardsthe other wasthis. Obenrei zer, encircled by impending
ruinthrough Venda € squicknessof action, and seeingthecircle
narrowed every hour by Venda €' senergy, hated himwiththe
animosity of afiercecunning lower anima. Hehad wayshad
instinctive movementsin hisbreast against him; perhaps, be-
cause of that old sore of gentleman and peasant; perhaps, be-
cause of the openness of hisnature, perhaps, because of his
better |ooks; perhaps, because of hissuccesswith Marguer-
ite; perhaps, on all those grounds, the two last not the least.
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And now hesaw in him, besi des, the hunter whowastracking
him down. Vendal e, on the other hand, always contending
generoudly againgt hisfirst vague mistrust, now felt boundto
contend against it morethan ever: reminding himself, “Heis
Marguerite sguardian. We areon perfectly friendly terms; he
ismy companion of hisown proposal, and can havenointer-
ested motivein sharing thisundesirablejourney.” Towhich
pleasin behalf of Obenreizer, chance added one consider-
ation more, when they cameto Bad e after ajourney of more
than twicethe averageduration.

They had had alate dinner, and were alonein aninnroom
there, overhanging the Rhine: at that placerapid and deep,
swollen and loud. Vendale lounged upon a couch, and
Obenreizer walked to and fro: now, stopping at thewindow,
looking at the crooked reflection of thetown lightsinthe dark
water (and peradventurethinking, “If | could fling himinto
it!"); now, resuming hiswalk with hiseyesuponthefloor.

“Whereshdl | robhim, if | can?Whereshdl | murder him, if
I must?’ So, ashepaced theroom, rantheriver, rantheriver,
rantheriver.

The burden seemedto him, at last, to begrowing so plain,
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that he stopped; thinking it aswell to suggest another burden
to hiscompanion.

“TheRhinesoundsto-night,” hesaidwithasmile, “likethe
oldwaterfal a home. That waterfdl which my mother showed
totravellers(l told you of it once). The sound of it changed
withtheweather, as doesthe sound of al falling watersand
flowing waters. When | was pupil of the watchmaker, | re-
membered it assometimes saying to mefor wholedays, *Who
areyou, my littlewretch?Who areyou, my littlewretch? |
remembered it assaying, other times, when its sound washol-
low, and storm was coming up the Pass. * Boom, boom, boom.
Beat him, beat him, beat him.” Likemy mother enraged—if
shewasmy mother.”

“If shewas?’ said Venda e, gradually changing hisattitude
toagttingone. “If shewas?Why doyou say ‘if’ ?’

“What do | know?” replied the other negligently, throwing
up hishandsand | etting them fal asthey would. “What would
you have?| am so obscurely born, that how can | say?| was
very young, and dl therest of thefamily weremen and women,
and my so-called parentswereold. Anythingispossibleof a
caselikethat.”
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“Didyou ever doubt—"

“1 told you once, | doubt the marriage of those two,” he
replied, throwing up hishandsagain, asif hewerethrowing
the unprofitable subject away. “ But herel amin Creation. |
comeof nofinefamily. What doesit matter?’

“Atleast youare Swiss,” said Vendale, after following him
with hiseyestoandfro.

“How do | know?’ heretorted abruptly, and stopping to
look back over hisshoulder. “I say to you, at least you are
English. How do you know?’

“By what | have beentold frominfancy.”

“Ah! | know of mysdlf that way.”

“And,” added Vendale, pursuing the thought that he could
not drive back, “by my earliest recollections.”

“I dso. | know of mysdlf that way—if that way satisfies.”

“Doesit not satisfy you?’

“Itmust. Thereisnothinglike*itmust’ inthislittleworld. It
must. Two short wordsthose, but stronger than long proof or
reasoning.”

“You and poor Wilding were born in the same year. You
werenearly of anage,” said Vendae, again thoughtfully look-
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ing after him asheresumed his pacing up and down.

“Yes. Very nearly.”

Could Obenrei zer bethe missing man?Intheunknown as-
sociationsof things, wasthere asubtler meaning than hehim-
s f thought, in that theory so often on hislipsabout thesmall-
ness of theworld? Had the Swiss|etter presenting himfol-
lowed so close on Mrs. Goldstraw’ srevel ation concerning
theinfant who had been taken away to Switzerland, because
hewasthat infant grown aman? In aworld where so many
depthslieunsounded, it might be. The chances, or thelaws—
cal them either—that had wrought out therevivd of Vendale's
own acquaintance with Obenreizer, and had ripened it into
intimacy, and had brought them heretogether thispresent win-
ter night, werehardly lesscurious; whileread by such alight,
they were seen to cohere towardsthe furtherance of acon-
tinuousand anintdligible purpose.

Vendal € sawakened thoughtsran highwhilehiseyesmus-
ingly followed Obenrei zer pacing up and down theroom, the
river ever runningtothetune: “Whereshall | robhim, if | can?
Whereshall | murder him, if | must?’ The secret of hisdead
friendwasinno hazard from Vendd€'slips; but just ashisfriend
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had died of itsweight, sodid hein hislighter successonfed the
burden of thetrust, and the obligation to follow any clue, how-
ever obscure. Herapidly asked himsdlf, would helikethisman
tobethered Wilding?No. Arguedownhismigtrust ashemight,
hewasunwilling to put such asubgtituteintheplaceof hislate
guildess, outspoken childlike partner. Hergpidly asked himsdif,
would helikethismanto berich?No. Hehad more power than
enough over Margueriteasit was, and wed th might investhim
withmore. Would helikethismanto be Marguerite sGuardian,
and yet proved to stand in no degree of relationship towards
her, however disconnected and distant? No. But thesewerenot
considerationsto come between him and fiddlity to the dead.
Let him seetoit that they passed him with no other noticethan
theknowledgethat they had passed him, and left him bent on
thedischarge of asolemn duty. And hedid seetoit, so soonthat
hefollowed hiscompanionwith ungrudging eyes, whileheill
paced the room; that companion, whom he supposed to be
moodily reflecting on hisown birth, and not on another man's—
least of dl what man’s—violent Desth.

Theroad in advance from Basle to Neuchatel was better
than had been represented. The latest weather had done it
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good. Drivers, both of horses and mules, had comein that
evening after dark, and had reported nothing moredifficult to
be overcomethantrialsof patience, harness, wheels, axles,
and whipcord. A bargain was soon struck for acarriageand
horses, to take them on in the morning, and to start before
daylight.

“Doyou lock your door at night when travelling?’ asked
Obenreizer, standing warming hishands by thewoodfirein
Vendal €' schamber, before going to hisown.

“Not 1.1 deeptoo soundly.”

“Youareso sound adeeper?’ heretorted, with an admiring
look. “What ablessing!”

“Anything but ablessingto therest of thehouse,” rgjoined
Vendale, “if | had to be knocked up inthe morning fromthe
outside of my bedroom door.”

“1,t00,” said Obenrei zer, “leave open my room. But let me
adviseyou, asaSwvisswho knows: aways, whenyoutravel in
my country, put your papers—and, of course, your money—
under your pillow. Alwaysthe sameplace.”

“You are not complimentary to your countrymen,” laughed
Vendde.
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“My countrymen,” said Obenreizer, with that light touch of
hisfriend’ selbowsby way of Good-Night and benediction, “I
supposearelikethemagority of men. Andthemgjority of men
will takewhat they can get. Adieu! Atfourinthemorning.”

“Adieu! Atfour.”

Left to himself, Vendal e raked thelogstogether, sprinkled
over them thewhitewood-asheslying on the hearth, and sat
down to compose histhoughts. But they still ran highontheir
latest theme, and therunning of theriver tendedto agitaterather
thanto quiet them. Ashesat thinking, what littledispostionhe
had had to deep departed. Hefdt it hopelesstoliedown yet,
and sat dressed by thefire. Marguerite, Wilding, Obenrei zer,
the business he was then upon, and a thousand hopes and
doubtsthat had nothing to do with it, occupied hismind at
once. Everything seemed to have power over him but Slum-
ber. The departed disposition to sleep kept far away.

Hehad sat for along timethinking, on the hearth, when his
candleburned down and itslight went out. It wasof littlemo-
ment; therewaslight enough in thefire. He changed hisatti-
tude, and, leaning hisarm onthechair-back, and hischinupon
that hand, sat thinking till.
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But he sat between the fire and the bed, and, asthefire
flickeredintheplay of air fromthefast-flowing river, hisen-
larged shadow fluttered onthewhitewall by thebedside. His
attitude gaveit anair, haf of mourning and half of bending
over thebed imploring. Hiseyeswere observant of it, when
he becametroubled by the disagreeablefancy that it waslike
Wilding'sshadow, and not hisown.

A dlight change of placewould causeit to disappear. He
made the change, and the apparition of hisdisturbed fancy
vanished. Henow sat in the shade of alittle nook besidethe
fire, and the door of theroom wasbefore him.

It had along cumbrousiron latch. He saw thelatch dowly
and softly rise. The door opened avery little, and cameto
again, asthough only theair had movedit. But he saw that the
latch was out of the hasp.

Thedoor opened againvery dowly, until it openedwideenough
to admit someone. It afterwardsremained ill for awhile, as
though cautiously held open ontheother side. Thefigureof a
man then entered, with its face turned towards the bed, and
stood quiet just withinthedoor. Until it said, inalow haf-whis-
per, a thesametimetaking onestop forward: “Vendde!”

84

“What now?’ heanswered, springing from hisseat; “whois
it?

It was Obenreizer, and he uttered acry of surpriseasVendde
cameupon him from that unexpected direction. “Not in bed?’
hesad, catching him by both shoulderswithaningtinctiveten-
dency toastruggle. “ Then something ISwrong!”

“What doyoumean?’ said Vendale, releasing himsdlf.

“Frgttell me; youarenotill?’

“IlI?No.”

“1 have had abad dream about you. How isit that | seeyou
up and dressed?”’

“My good fellow, | may aswell ask you how itisthat | see
you up and undressed?’

“1 havetold you why. I have had abad dream about you. |
triedtorest after it, but it wasimpossible. | could not make up
my mind to stay wherel waswithout knowing you were safe;
and yet | could not make up my mindto comein here. | have
been minutes hesitating at thedoor. Itissoeasy tolaugh at a
dream that you have not dreamed. Whereisyour candle?’

“Burntout.”

“I haveawholeoneinmy room. Shall | fetchit?’
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“Doso.”

Hisroom wasvery near, and he was absent for but afew
seconds. Coming back withthe candlein hishand, heknedled
downonthehearthandlightedit. Asheblew with hisbreatha
charred billetintoflamefor the purpose, Vendde, looking down
at him, saw that hislipswerewhite and not easy of control.

“Yed” said Obenreizer, setting thelighted candleonthetable,
“itwasabad dream. Only look at me!”

Hisfeet werebare; hisred-flannd shirt wasthrown back at
thethroat, anditssleeveswererolled abovethe elbows; his
only other garment, apair of under pantaloonsor drawers,
reachingtotheankles fitted him closeandtight. A certainlithe
and savage appearance was on hisfigure, and hiseyeswere
very bright.

“If there had been awrestle with arobber, as| dreamed,”
said Obenreizer, “you see, | wasstripped for it.”

“And armedtoo,” said Vendde, glancing at hisgirdle.

“A traveller’sdagger, that | alwayscarry ontheroad,” he
answered cardesdy, haf drawingit fromitssheathwith hisleft
hand, and putting it back again. “Doyou carry no suchthing?’

“Nothing of thekind.”
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“Nopigtols?’ said Obenreizer, glancing a thetable, and from
it to theuntouched pillow.

“Nothing of thesort.”

“You Englishmen are so confident! Youwishto deep?’

“I havewished to deepthislongtime, but| can'tdoit.”

“1 neither, after thebad dream. My firehasgonetheway of
your candle. May | come and sit by yours? Two o’ clock! It
will so soon befour, that itisnot worth thetroubleto goto
bed again.”

“1 shall not take thetroubleto goto bed at al, now,” said
Vendale; “ st hereand keep me company, and welcome.”

Going back to hisroom to arrange his dress, Obenreizer
soon returned in aloose cloak and dippers, and they sat down
on opposite sides of the hearth. Intheinterval Vendal e had
replenished the fire from the wood-basket in hisroom, and
Obenreizer had put upon thetableaflask and cup from his.

“Common cabaret brandy, | am afraid,” he said, pouring
out; “ bought upon theroad, and not like yoursfrom Cripple
Corner. But yoursisexhausted; so much theworse. A cold
night, acold time of night, acold country, and acold house.
Thismay bebetter than nothing; try it.”
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Vendaletook the cup, and did so.

“How doyoufindit?’

“It hasacoarseafter-flavour,” said Vendale, giving back the
cupwithadight shudder, “and | don't likeit.”

“Youareright,” said Obenreizer, tasting, and smacking his
lips, “it hasacoarse after-flavour, and | don't likeit. Booh! It
burns, though!” He had flung what remained in the cup upon
thefire.

Each of them|eaned an elbow onthetable, reclined hishead
upon hishand, and sat |ooking at theflaring logs. Obenrei zer
remained watchful and till; but Vendale, after certain nervous
twitchesand garts, in oneof which heroseto hisfeet andlooked
wildly about him, fdl into thestrangest confusion of dreams. He
carried hispapersin aleather case or pocket-book, inaninner
breast-pocket of hisbuttoned travel ling-coat; and whatever he
dreamed of, in thelethargy that got possession of him, some-
thing importunatein those paperscaled him out of that dream,
though hecould not wakefromit. Hewasberated onthe teppes
of Russia(some shadowy person gavethat nameto the place)
with Marguerite; and yet the sensation of ahand at hisbreast,
softly feeling the outline of the packet-book ashelay asdeep
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beforethefire, waspresent to him. Hewas ship-wreckedinan
open boat at sea, and having lost hisclothes, had no other cov-
eringthananold sall; and yet acregping hand, tracing outsidedl
theother pocketsof thedressheactudly wore, for papers, and
finding noneanswer itstouch, warned himtorousehimsdf. He
wasintheancient vault at Cripple Corner, towhich wastrans-
ferred thevery bed substantia and presentin that very room at
Bade; and Wilding (not dead, as he had supposed, and yet he
did not wonder much) shook him, and whispered, “L ook at that
man! Don't you seehehasrisen, andisturning thepillow?Why
should heturnthepillow, if not to seek those papersthat arein
your breast? Awake!” Andyet hedept, and wandered off into
other dreams.

Watchful and still, with hiselbow onthetable, and hishead
upon that hand, hiscompanion at length said: “Vendale! We
arecalled. Past Four!” Then, opening hiseyes, he saw, turned
sidewayson him, thefilmy face of Obenreizer.

“You havebeeninaheavy deep,” hesaid. “ Thefatigue of
congtant travelling and thecold!”

“1 am broad awake now,” cried Vendale, springing up, but
withan unsteady footing. “Haven't youdept at all?’
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“1 may havedozed, but | seem to have been patiently |ook-
ing at thefire. Whether or no, we must wash, and breakfast,
and turn out. Past four, Vendale; past four!”

Itwassaidin atoneto rouse him, for already he was half
asleep again. In his preparation for the day, too, and at his
breakfast, hewas often virtually asleep whilein mechanical
action. Itwasnot until the cold dark day wasclosingin, that he
had any distincter impressionsof theridethan jingling bells,
bitter weather, slipping horses, frowning hill-sides, bleak
woods, and astoppage at some wayside house of entertain-
ment, where they had passed through acow-houseto reach
thetravellers room above. He had been conscious of little
more, except of Obenreizer sitting thoughtful at hissideal
day, and eyeing him much.

But when he shook off his stupor, Obenrei zer wasnot at his
side. The carriage was stopping to bait at another wayside
house; and aline of long narrow carts, laden with casks of
wine, and drawn by horseswith aquantity of bluecollar and
head-gear, were baiting too. Thesecamefromthedirectionin
whichthetravelersweregoing, and Obenreizer (not thought-
ful now, but cheerful and alert) wastalking with theforemost
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driver. AsVendale stretched hislimbs, circulated hisblood,
and cleared off theleesof hislethargy, withasharp runto and
frointhebracing air, thelineof cartsmoved on: thedriversall
saluting Obenreizer asthey passed him.

“Who arethose?’ asked Vendale.

“They areour carriers—Defresnier and Company’s,” re-
plied Obenreizer. “ Thoseareour casksof wine” Hewassing-
ingtohimsdf, and lightingacigar.

“1 have been drearily dull company to-day,” said Vendale.
“1 don’t know what has been the matter with me.”

“You had no deep last night; and akind of brain-congestion
frequently comes, at first, of such cold,” said Obenreizer. “|
have seen it often. After al, we shall have our journey for
nothing, it seems.”

“How for nothing?’

“TheHouseisat Milan. You know, weareaWineHouse at
Neuchatel, and aSilk House at Milan?Well, Silk happening
to pressof asudden, morethan Wine, Defresnier was sum-
moned to Milan. Rolland, the other partner, hasbeentakenill
since hisdeparture, and the doctorswill allow himto seeno
one. A letter awaitsyou at Neuchatel totell you so. | haveit
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from our chief carrier whom you saw metalkingwith. Hewas
surprised to see me, and said he had that word for you if he
met you. What do you do? Go back?’

“Goon,” said Vendae.

“on?

“On?Yes. Acrossthe Alps, and downto Milan.”

Obenreizer stopped in hissmokingtolook at Vendale, and
then smoked heavily, looked up the road, |ooked down the
road, looked down at the stonesin theroad at hisfeet.

“I haveavery seriousmatter incharge,” said Vendde; “more
of these missing forms may be turned to as bad account, or
worse: | anurgedtolosenotimein helpingtheHousetotake
thethief; and nothing shall turn meback.”

“No?’ cried Obenreizer, taking out hiscigar to smile, and
giving hishandto hisfelow-traveller. “ Then nothing shall turn
me back. Ho, driver! Despatch. Quick there! Let us push
on!”

They travelled through the night. There had been snow, and
therewasapartial thaw, and they mostly travelled at afoot-
pace, and dwayswith many stoppagesto breathethe splashed
and floundering horses. After an hour’sbroad daylight, they
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drew reinat theinn-door a Neuchatel , having been somee ght-
and-twenty hoursin conquering someeighty English miles.

Whenthey had hurriedly refreshed and changed, they went
together to the house of businessof Defresnier and Company.
There they found the letter which the wine-carrier had de-
scribed, enclosing the testsand comparisons of hand-writing
essentia to thediscovery of the Forger. Vendal € sdetermina-
tionto pressforward, without resting, being aready taken, the
only questionto delay them wasby what Passcould they cross
the Alps? Respecting the state of the two Passes of the St.
Gotthard and the Simplon, the guides and mule-driversdif-
fered gresatly; and both passesweretill far enough off, to pre-
vent thetrave lersfrom having the benefit of any recent expe-
rience of either. Besideswhich, they well knew that afall of
snow might altogether change the described conditionsina
single hour, evenif they were correctly stated. But, on the
whole, the Simplon appearing to be the hopefuller route,
Vendal edecided to takeit. Obenreizer borelittleor nopartin
thediscussion, and scarcely spoke.

To Geneva, to Lausanne, long thelevel margin of thelake
to Vevay, so into thewinding valley between the spursof the



CharlesDickensand WilkieCollins

mountains, andinto thevalley of the Rhone. Thesound of the
carriage-whesdls, asthey rattled on, through the day, through
thenight, becameasthewhed sof agreat clock, recording the
hours. No change of weather varied thejourney, after it had
hardenedintoasullenfrost. Inasombre-yellow sky, they saw
the Alpineranges; and they saw enough of snow on nearer
and much lower hill-topsand hill-sides, to sully, by contrast,
the purity of lake, torrent, and waterfal, and makethevillages
look discoloured and dirty. But no snow fell, nor wasthere
any snow-drift ontheroad. The stalking along thevalley of
moreor lessof whitemist, changing on their hair and dress
intoicicles, wastheonly variety between them and thegloomy
sky. And still by day, and still by night, thewheels. And still
they rolled, inthe hearing of one of them, to the burden, al-
tered from the burden of the Rhine: “ Thetimeisgonefor rob-
bing himdive, and | must murder him.”

They came, at length, to the poor littletown of Brieg, at the
foot of the Simplon. They camethereafter dark, but yet could
see how dwarfed men’sworksand men becamewiththeim-
mense mountainstowering over them. Herethey must liefor
thenight; and herewaswarmth of fire, and lamp, and dinner,
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and wine, and after-conference resounding, with guidesand
drivers. No human creature had come acrossthe Passfor four
days. The snow abovethe snow-linewastoo soft for wheeled
carriage, and not hard enough for dedge. Therewassnow in
the sky. Therehad been snow inthe sky for days past, and the
marvel wasthat it had not fallen, and the certainty wasthat it
must fall. No vehiclecould cross. Thejourney might betried
onmules, or it might betried onfoot; but the best guides must
be paid danger-pricein either case, and that, too, whether
they succeeded intaking thetwo travellersacross, or turned
for safety and brought them back.

Inthisdiscussion, Obenrei zer bore no part whatever. Hesat
silently smoking by thefire until the room was cleared and
Vendaereferredtohim.

“Bah! | amweary of these poor devilsand their trade,” he
said, inreply. “Alwaysthe same story. It isthe story of their
tradeto-day, asit wasthe story of their tradewhen | wasa
ragged boy. What do you and | want?\We want aknapsack
each, and amountain-gtaff each. Wewant no guide; weshould
guide him; hewould not guide us. Weleave our portmanteaus
here, and we crosstogether. We have been on the mountains
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together before now, and | am mountain-born, and | know
thisPass—Passl—rather High Road'—by heart. Wewill leave
these poor devils, in pity, to trade with others; but they must
not delay usto makeapretence of earning money. Whichisall
they mean.”

Vendale, glad to be quit of the dispute, and to cut the knot:
active, adventurous, bent on getting forward, and therefore
very susceptibletothelast hint: readily assented. Withintwo
hours, they had purchased what they wanted for the expedi-
tion, had packed their knapsacks, and lay down to sleep.

At break of day, they found half thetown collected inthe
narrow street to seethem depart. The peopletaked together
ingroups, theguidesand driverswhispered apart, and looked
up at the sky; no onewished them agood journey.

Asthey began the ascent, agleam of run shonefrom the
otherwise undtered sky, and for amoment turned thetin spires
of thetowntodlver.

“A good omen!” said Vendal e (though it died out while he
spoke). “ Perhaps our examplewill openthe Passonthisside.”

“No; weshdl not befollowed,” returned Obenrei zer, looking up
a thesky andback a thevaley. “Weshd| bed oneupyonder.”
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ONTHE MOUNTAIN

@-——g road wasfair enough for stout walkers, and
theair grew lighter and easier to breathe asthe

two ascended. But the settled gloom remained
asit had remained for days back. Nature seemed to have
cometo apause. The sense of hearing, nolessthan the sense
of sght, wastroubled by having towait solong for the change,
whatever it might be, that impended. Thesilencewasaspal-
pableand heavy asthelowering clouds—or rather cloud, for
there seemed to be but onein all the sky, and that one cover-
ingthewholeof it.

Although thelight wasthusdismally shrouded, the prospect
was not obscured. Downinthevalley of the Rhone behind
them, the stream could betraced through all its many wind-
ings, oppressively sombreand solemninitsoneleadenhue, a
colourlesswaste. Far and high abovethem, glaciersand sus-
pended aval anches overhung the spotswherethey must pass,
by-and-by; deep and dark below them on their right, were
awful precipice and roaring torrent; tremendous mountains
aroseinevery vista. Thegigantic landscape, uncheered by a
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touch of changing light or asolitary ray of sun, wasyet terribly
diginctinitsferocity. Theheartsof two loney menmight shrink
alittle, if they had towintheir way for milesand hoursamong
alegion of silent and motionlessmen—mere men likethem-
selves—dl looking at them with fixed and frowning front. But
how much more, whenthelegionisof Nature smightiest works,
and thefrown may turntofury inaninstant!

Asthey ascended, theroad became gradually morerugged
and difficult. But the spiritsof Vendal erose asthey mounted
higher, leaving so much more of the road behind them con-
quered. Obenrei zer spokelittle, and held onwith adetermined
purpose. Both, inrespect of agility and endurance, werewell
qualified for the expedition. Whatever the born mountaineer
read inthe weather-tokensthat wasillegibleto the other, he
kept to himself.

“Shall weget acrossto-day?” asked Vendale.

“No,” replied theother. * You see how much deeper the snow
liesherethanitlay half aleaguelower. The higher we mount
the deeper thesnow will lie. Walkingishalf wading even now.
Andthedaysareso short! If weget ashigh asthefifth Refuge,
andlieto-night at the Hospice, we shal dowell.”
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“Isthereno danger of thewesather risinginthenight,” asked
Vendale, anxioudy, “ and snowing usup?’

“Thereisdanger enough about us,” said Obenreizer, witha
cautious glance onward and upward, “to render silence our
best palicy. You have heard of the Bridge of the Ganther?’

“I havecrossed it once.”

“Inthesummer?’

“Yes, inthetravelling season.”

“Yes, but it isanother thing at thisseason;” with asneer, as
though hewere out of temper. “Thisisnot atimeof year, or a
gate of things, onan Alpine Pass, that you gentlemen holiday-
travellersknow much about.”

“Youaremy Guide,” said Vendale, good humouredly. “I
trusttoyou.”

“l amyour Guide,” said Obenreizer, “and | will guideyouto
your journey’send. Thereisthe Bridge beforeus.”

They had made aturn into adesolate and dismal ravine,
wherethe snow lay deep below them, deep abovethem, deep
on every side. While speaking, Obenrei zer stood pointing at
the Bridge, and observing Vendal € sface, with avery singular
expressiononhisown.
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“If 1, as Guide, had sent you over there, in advance, and
encouraged youto giveashout or two, you might havebrought
down uponyoursdf tonsand tonsand tons of snow, that would
not only havestruck you dead, but buried you deep, at ablow.”

“Nodoubt,” said Vendale.

“No doubt. But that isnot what | haveto do, asGuide. So
passsilently. Or, going aswego, our indiscretion might el se
crush and bury me. Let usget on!”

Therewasagreat accumulation of snow ontheBridge; and
such enormous accumulations of snow overhung them from
protecting masses of rock, that they might have been making
their way through astormy sky of whiteclouds. Using hisstaff
skilfully, sounding ashewent, and looking upward, with bent
shoulders, asit weretoresst themereideaof afal from above,
Obenrei zer softly led. Vendal e closely followed. They were
yet inthe midst of their dangerousway, when therecamea
mighty rush, followed by asound as of thunder. Obenreizer
clapped hishand on Venda € smouth and pointed to thetrack
behind them. Its aspect had been wholly changed in amo-
ment. An avalanche had swept over it, and plunged into the
torrent at the bottom of the gulf below.

92

Their gppearanceat thesolitary Innnot far beyondthisterrible
Bridge, didted many expressonsof astonishment fromthepeople
shutupinthehouse. “Wedtay buttorest,” said Obenreizer, shek-
ingthesnow fromhisdressat thefire. “ Thisgentleman hasvery
pressing occasionto get across; tdl them, Vendde.”

“Assuredly, | havevery pressing occasion. | must cross.”

“You hear, dl of you. My friend hasvery pressing occasion
to get across, and we want no advice and no help. | am as
good aguide, my fellow-countrymen, asany of you. Now,
giveustoeat and drink.”

Inexactly thesameway, and in nearly the samewords, when
itwascoming ondark andthey had struggled throughthegrestly
increased difficultiesof theroad, and had at | ast reached their
destination for the night, Obenreizer said to the astonished
peopl e of the Hospice, gathering about them at thefire, while
they were yet in the act of getting their wet shoes off, and
shaking thesnow fromtheir clothes:

“Itiswell to understand one another, friendsadl. Thisgentle-
man—"

“—Has,” said Vendale, readily taking him up withasmile,
“very pressing occasion to get across. Must cross.”
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“You hear>—hasvery pressing occas onto get across, must
cross. Wewant no advice and no help. | am mountain-born,
and act as Guide. Do not worry us by talking about it, but | et
us have supper, and wine, and bed.”

All through theintense cold of thenight, the sameawful till-
ness. Again at sunrise, no sunny tingeto gild or redden the
snow. Thesameinterminablewaste of deathly white; thesame
immovableair; the same monotonousgloominthesky.

“Travellerd” afriendly voice called to them from the door,
after they were afoot, knapsack on back and staff in hand, as
yesterday; “recollect! Therearefive placesof shelter, near
together, on the dangerousroad beforeyou; and thereisthe
wooden cross, and thereis the next Hospice. Do not stray
fromthetrack. If the Tourmente comeson, take shelter in-
Santly!”

“Thetradeof thesepoor devild” said Obenreizer tohisfriend,
with acontemptuous backward wave of hishand towardsthe
voice. “How they stick totheir trade! You Englishmensay we
Swissaremercenary. Truly, it doeslook likeit.”

They had divided between the two knapsacks such refresn-
ments asthey had been ableto obtain that morning, and as
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they deemed it prudent to take. Obenreizer carried thewine
ashisshare of the burden; Vendal e, the bread and meat and
cheese, and theflask of brandy.

They had for some time laboured upward and onward
through the snow—uwhich wasnow abovetheir kneesinthe
track, and of unknown depth el sewhere—and they weretill
labouring upward and onward through the most frightful part
of that tremendous desolation, when snow begintofal. At
firgt, but afew flakes descended dowly and steadily. After a
littlewhilethefall grew much denser, and suddenly it began
without apparent causeto whirl itself into spiral shapes. In-
santly ensuing uponthislast change, anicy blast cameroaring
at them, and every sound and forceimprisoned until now was
letloose.

Oneof thedismd gdleriesthroughwhichtheroadiscarried
at that perilous point, a cave eked out by arches of great
strength, wasnear a hand. They struggledintoit, and thestorm
raged wildly. Thenoiseof thewind, the noise of thewater, the
thundering down of displaced masses of rock and snow, the
awful voiceswith which not only that gorge but every gorgein
thewhole monstrousrange seemed to be suddenly endowed,



No Thoroughfare

thedarknessasof night, theviolent revolving of thesnow which
beat and brokeit into spray and blinded them, the madness of
everything around insatiatefor destruction, therapid substitu-
tion of furiousviolencefor unnatural cam, and hostsof appall-
ing soundsfor silence: these were things, on the edge of a
deep abyss, to chill the blood, though the fiercewind, made
actualy solid by iceand snow, had failedto chill it.

Obenreizer, walkingto and froin the gallery without ceas-
ing, Sgned to Venda eto hel p him unbuckle hisknapsack. They
could see each other, but could not have heard each other
speak. Venda e complying, Obenrel zer produced hisbottle of
wine, and poured some out, motioning Vendaleto take that
for warmth’ssake, and not brandy. Vendal e again complying,
Obenreizer seemed to drink after him, and the two walked
backwardsand forwardsside by side; both well knowing that
torest or leepwould beto die.

Thesnow camedriving heavily intothe gdlery by the upper
end at which they would passout of it, if they ever passed out;
for greater dangerslay on theroad behind them than before.
The snow soon began to chokethearch. An hour more, and it
lay so high asto block out half thereturning daylight. But it
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frozehard now, asit fell, and could be clambered through or
over. Theviolence of themountain sormwasgradualy yield-
ingto steady snowfall. Thewind till raged at intervas, but not
incessantly; and when it paused, thesnow fell in heavy flakes.

They might havebeentwo hoursintheir frightful prison, when
Obenre zer, now crunching into themound, now creeping over
it with hishead bowed down and hisbody touching thetop of
thearch, madehisway out. Vendaefollowed closeuponhim,
but followed without clear motiveor caculation. For theleth-
argy of Badewascregping over him again, and mastering his
Senses.

How far he had followed out of the gallery, or with what
obstacles he had since contended, he knew not. He became
roused to the knowledge that Obenreizer had set upon him,
and that they were struggling desperately inthe snow. Hebe-
cameroused to the remembrance of what hisassailant carried
inagirdle. Hefdtfor it, drew t, struck at him, struggled again,
struck at him again, cast him off, and stood face to facewith
him.

“1 promised to guide you to your journey’s end,” said
Obenreizer, “and | havekept my promise. Thejourney of your
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lifeendshere. Nothing can prolongit. You aredeeping asyou
gand.”

“You areavillain. What haveyou doneto me?’

“Youareafool. | havedrugged you. You aredoubly afool,
for | drugged you once before upon thejourney, to try you.
Youaretrebly afool, for | anthethief andforger, andinafew
moments| shall takethose proofsagainst thethief and forger
fromyour insensiblebody.”

Theentrgpped mantried to throw off thelethargy, but itsfatal
hold uponhimwasso surethat, evenwhileheheard thosewords,
he stupidly wondered which of them had been wounded, and
whoseblood it wasthat he saw sprinkled onthe snow.

“What havel donetoyou,” heasked, heavily and thickly,
“that you should be—so base—amurderer?’

“Doneto me?You would have destroyed me, but that you
have cometo your journey’send. Your cursed activity inter-
posed between me, and thetime | had counted oninwhich|
might have replaced themoney. Doneto me?You have come
in my way— not once, not twice, but again and again and
again. Did | try to shakeyou off in the beginning, or no? You
werenot to be shaken off. Thereforeyou die here.”
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Vendal etried to think coherently, tried to speak coherently,
tried to pick up theiron-shod staff he had let fall; failing to
touchit, tried to stagger onwithout itsaid. All invain, al in
van! Hestumbled, andfell heavily forward onthebrink of the
deep chasm.

Stupefied, dozing, unableto stand upon hisfeet, avell be-
forehiseyes, hissense of hearing deadened, hemadesucha
vigorousraly that, supporting himsdf on hishands, hesaw his
enemy standing camly over him, and heard him speak. “ You
cal memurderer,” said Obenreizer, with agrim laugh. “ The
name mattersvery little. But at least | have set my lifeagainst
yours, for | am surrounded by dangers, and may never make
my way out of thisplace. The Tourmenteisrisingagain. The
snow isonthewhirl. | must have the papers now. Every mo-
ment hasmy lifeinit.”

“Stop!” cried Vendale, inaterriblevoice, staggering upwith
alast flash of firebreaking out of him, and clutching thethiev-
ishhandsat hisbreast, in both of his. “ Stop! Stand away from
me! God blessmy Marguerite! Happily shewill never know
how I died. Stand off from me, and let melook at your mur-
derousface. Let it remind me—of something—Ileftto say.”
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Thesght of himfighting so hard for hissenses, and thedoulbt
whether hemight not for theingtant be possessed by thestrength
of adozen men, kept hisopponent till. Wildly glaring at him,
Vendal efaltered out the broken words:

“It shall not be—thetrust—of the dead—Dbetrayed by me—
reputed parents—mis nherited fortune—seetoit!”

Ashishead dropped on hisbreast, and he stumbled on the
brink of thechasm asbefore, thethievish handswent oncemore,
quick and busy, to hisbreast. Hemadeaconvulsve atempt to
cry “No!” desperately rolled himsdlf over intothegulf; and sank
away from hisenemy’stouch, likeaphantominadreadful dream.

Themountain storm raged again, and passed again. Theawful
mountai n-voicesdied away, the moon rose, and the soft and
dlent snow fell.

Two men and two large dogs came out at the door of the
Hospice. The men looked carefully around them, and up at
the sky. The dogsrolled in the snow, and took it into their
mouths, and cast it up with their paws.

Oneof themen saidto the other: “Wemay venture now. We
may findtheminoneof thefiveRefuges” Eachfastenedonhis
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back a basket; each took in his hand a strong spiked pole;
each girded under hisarmsalooped end of astout rope, so
that they weretied together.

Suddenly the dogs desisted from their gambol sin the snow,
stood looking down the ascent, put their noses up, put their
noses down, became greatly excited, and brokeinto adeep
loud bay together.

Thetwo men looked inthefaces of thetwo dogs. Thetwo
dogslooked, with at least equad intelligence, inthefacesof the
two men.

“Ausecours, then! Help! Totherescuel” cried thetwo men.
The two dogs, with aglad, deep, generous bark, bounded
away.

“Twomoremad ones!” said the men, stricken motionless,
and looking away in the moonlight. “Isit possiblein such
weather! And one of themawoman!”

Each of the dogs had the corner of awoman’sdressinits
mouth, and drew her along. Shefondled their heads as she
came up, and she came up through the snow with an accus-
tomed tread. Not so the large man with her, who was spent
and winded.
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“Dear guides, dear friendsof travellers! | am of your coun-
try. We seek two gentlemen crossing the Pass, who should
have reached the Hospicethisevening.”

“They havereachedit, ma amsdle.”

“Thank Heaven! O thank Heaven!”

“But, unhappily, they have gone on again. We are setting
forthto seek them even now. Wehad towait until the Tourmente
passed. It hasbeenfearful up here.”

“Dear guides, dear friendsof travellers! Let megowithyou.
Let megowithyoufor theloveof God! Oneof thosegentle-
menisto bemy husband. | lovehim, O, sodearly. O sodearly!
You see | am not faint, you seel am not tired. | am born a
peasant girl. | will show youthat | know well how to fasten
myself to your ropes. | will doit with my own hands. | will
swear to bebraveand good. But let megowithyou, let mego
withyou! If any mischance should havebefalenhim, my love
would find him, when nothing el se could. Onmy knees, dear
friendsof travellers! By theloveyour dear mothershad for
your fathersl”

Thegood roughfellowsweremoved. “ After dl,” they mur-
mured to one another, “ she speaks but thetruth. Sheknows
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thewaysof themountains. Seehow marvelloudy shehascome
here. But asto Monsieur there, ma amselle?”’

“Dear Mr. Jogy,” sald Marguerite, addressng himinhisown
tongue, “youwill remain at thehouse, and wait for me; will you
not?’

“If I know’dwhich o’ youtwo recommendedit,” growled
Joey Ladle, eyeing thetwo menwith great indignation, “1’d
fight you for sxpence, and giveyou haf-a-crown towardsyour
expenses. No, Miss. I'll stick by you aslong asthere’ sany
stickingleftinme, and I’ [l diefor youwhen | can’'t do better.”

The state of the moon rendering it highly important that no
time should belogt, and the dogs showing signsof great un-
easiness, thetwo men quickly took their resolution. Therope
that yoked them together wasexchanged for alonger one; the
party were secured, Marguerite second, and the Cellarman
last; and they set out for the Refuges. The actual distance of
those placeswas nothing: thewholefive, and the next Hospice
to boot, being within two miles; but the ghastly way waswhit-
ened out and sheeted over.

They made no missinreaching the Gallery wherethetwo
had taken shelter. The second storm of wind and snow had so
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wildly swept over it Since, that their tracksweregone. But the
dogswent to and fro with their noses down, and were confi-
dent. Theparty stopping, however, at thefurther arch, where
the second storm had been especidlly furious, and wherethe
drift was deep, the dogs became troubled, and went about
and about, in quest of alost purpose.

Thegreat abyssbeing knowntolieon theright, they wan-
dered too much to the left, and had to regain the way with
infinitelabour through adeep field of snow. Theleader of the
line had stopped it, and was taking note of the landmarks,
when oneof thedogsfell totearing up the snow alittlebefore
them. Advancing and stooping tolook at it, thinking that some
onemight be overwhelmed there, they saw that it was stained,
and that the stain wasred.

The other dog was now seento look over the brink of the
gulf, with hisforelegsstraightened out, lest heshould fal into
it, and to tremblein every limb. Then the dog who had found
the stained snow joined him, and then they ran to and fro,
distressed and whining. Findly, they both stopped onthebrink
together, and setting up their heads, howled dolefully.

“Thereissomeonelying below,” said Marguerite.
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“I think s0,” said theforemost man. “ Stand well inward, the
two last, and let uslook over.”

Thelast man kindled two torchesfrom hisbasket, and handed
them forward. Theleader taking one, and Margueritethecother,
they looked down; now shading thetorches, now moving them
totheright or left, now raising them, now depressing them, as
moonlight far below contended with black shadows. A pierc-
ing cry from Margueritebrokealong silence.

“My God! Onaprojecting point, whereawal of icestretches
forward over thetorrent, | seeahumanform!”

“Where, ma amsdlle, where?’

“See, there! Onthe shelf of ice below thedogs!”

Theleader, with asickened aspect, drew inward, and they
wereadl slent. But they werenot al inactive, for Marguerite,
with swift and skilful fingers, had detached both herself and
him from theropein afew seconds.

“Show methebaskets. Thesetwo arethe only ropes?’

“Theonly ropeshere, ma amselle; but at the Hospice—"

“If heisaive—I know itismy lover—hewill be dead be-
foreyou can return. Dear Guides! Blessed friendsof travel-
lers! Look at me. Watch my hands. If they falter or gowrong,
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make me your prisoner by force. If they are steady and go
right, helpmeto savehim!”

Shegirded herself with acord under the breast and arms,
sheformeditinto akind of jacket, shedrew it into knots, she
laid itsend side by side with the end of the other cord, she
twisted and twined the two together, she knotted them to-
gether, sheset her foot upon theknots, she strained them, she
held themfor thetwo mento strain at.

“Sheisinspired,” they saidto oneanother.

“By the Almighty’smercy!” sheexclamed. “ You both know
that | am by far thelightest here. Givemethe brandy and the
wine, and lower medown to him. Then go for assistanceand
astronger rope. You seethat whenitislowered to me—l ook
at thisabout me now—I can makeit fast and safeto hisbody.
Aliveor dead, | will bring himup, or diewithhim. | lovehim
passionately. Can| say more?’

They turned to her companion, but hewaslying senseless
onthe snow.

“Lower medownto him,” shesaid, taking two little kegs
they had brought, and hanging them about her, “or | will dash
myself to pieces! | am apeasant, and | know no giddinessor
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fear; and thisisnothing to me, and | passionately love him.
Lower medown!”

“Mad amsdlle, ma amselle, hemust bedying or dead.”

“Dying or dead, my husband’shead shal lieuponmy bresst,
or | will dashmysdlf to pieces.”

They yidded, overborne. With such precautionsastheir kill
and thecircumstancesadmitted, they let her dipfrom thesum-
mit, guiding hersdlf downthe precipitousicy wall with her hand,
and they lowered down, and lowered down, and lowered
down, until thecry cameup: “Enough!”

“Isitreally he, andishedead?’ they called down, looking
over.

Thecry cameup: “Heisinsensible; but hisheart beats. It
beatsagaing mine.”

“How doeshelie?’

Thecry cameup: “Upon aledgeof ice. It hasthawed be-
neath him, andit will thaw beneath me. Hagten. If wedie, | am
content.”

One of thetwo men hurried off with the dogs at such top-
most speed as he could make; the other set up the lighted
torchesinthe snow, and applied himsalf to recovering the En-
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glishman. Much snow-chafing and somebrandy got himonhis
legs, but deliriousand quite unconsciouswherehewas.

Thewatch remained upon the brink, and hiscry went down
continualy: “ Courage! They will soon behere. How goesit?’
And the cry came up: “His heart still beats against mine. |
warmhiminmy arms. | have cast off therope, for theicemdits
under us, and theropewould separate mefrom him; but | am
not afraid.”

Themoon went down behind the mountain tops, and dl the
abysslay indarkness. The cry went down: “How goesit?’
Thecry came up: “We are sinking lower, but hisheart still
beatsagainst mine.”

At length the eager barking of thedogs, and aflare of light
upon the snow, proclaimed that help was coming on. Twenty
or thirty men, lamps, torches, litters, ropes, blankets, wood to
kindleagreat fire, restoratives and stimulants, cameinfast.
Thedogsran from oneman to another, and fromthisthing to
that, and ranto theedge of the abyss, dumbly entreating Speed,
speed, speed!

Thecry went down: “Thanksto God, al isready. How goes
it?

Thecry cameup: “Wearesinking still, and we are deadly
cold. Hisheart nolonger beatsagainst mine. Let no onecome
down, to add to our weight. Lower theropeonly.”

Thefirewaskindled high, agreat glare of torcheslighted the
sidesof the precipice, lampswerelowered, astrong ropewas
lowered. She could be seen passing it round him, and making
it secure.

Thecry cameupintoadegathly slence: “Rase! Softly!” They
could see her diminished figure shrink, ashewas swunginto
theair.

They gave no shout when some of them laid him on alitter,
and otherslowered another strong rope. Thecry again came
upinto adeathly slence: “Raise! Softly!” But whenthey caught
her at the brink, then they shouted, then they wegpt, then they
gavethanksto Heaven, then they kissed her feet, then they
kissed her dress, then the dogs caressed her, licked her icy
hands, and with their honest faceswarmed her frozen bosom!

Shebrokefrom them all, and sank over him on hislitter,
with both her loving hands upon the heart that stood till.
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ACTIV
THE CLOCK-LOCK

@_—1 pleasant scene was Neuchatel; the pleasant
monthwasApril; thepleasant placewasanctary’'s

office; the pleasant personinit wasthenotary: a
rosy, hearty, handsome old man, chief notary of Neuchatel,
knownfar and widein thecanton asMaitreVoigt. Professon-
aly and persondly, thenotary wasapopular citizen. Hisinnu-
merablekindnessesand hisinnumerableodditieshad for years
madehim oneof therecognised public charactersof thepleas-
ant Swisstown. Hislong brown frock-coat and hisblack skull-
cap, wereamong theingtitutions of theplace: and hecarrieda
snuff-box which, in point of sze, waspopularly believedto be
without apardld in Europe.

Therewasanother personinthenotary’soffice, not so pleas-
ant asthenotary. Thiswas Obenrei zer.

Anoddly pastora kind of officeit was, and onethat would
never haveanswered in England. It stood in aneat back yard,
fenced off from apretty flower-garden. Goatsbrowsedinthe
doorway, and acow waswithin half-a-dozen feet of keeping

company withtheclerk. Maitre Voigt’sroomwasabright and
varnishedlittleroom, with pandled walls, likeatoy-chamber.
According to the seasons of theyear, roses, sunflowers, hol-
lyhocks, peeped in at the windows. Maitre Voigt's bees
hummed through the office al the summer, inat thiswindow
and out at that, taking it frequently intheir day’swork, asif
honey wereto be made from Maitre Voigt's sweet disposi-
tion. A largemusical box on the chimney-pieceoftentrilled
away at the Overtureto FraDiavolo, or aSelection from Wil-
liam Tdl, withachirruping livelinessthat had to be stopped by
force ontheentrance of aclient, and irrepressibly broke out
again themoment hisback wasturned.

“Courage, courage, my goodfellow!” said Maitre Voigt, pat-
ting Obenreizer ontheknee, inafatherly and comforting way.
“Youwill beginanew lifeto-morrow morninginmy officehere”

Obenrei zer—dressedin mourning, and subdued in manner—
lifted hishand, withawhite handkerchief init, totheregion of
hisheart. “Thegratitudeishere,” hesaid. “But thewordsto
expressit arenot here.”

“Tarta-tal Don't talk to meabout gratitude!” said Maitre
Voigt. “1 hate to see aman oppressed. | seeyou oppressed,
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and | hold out my hand to you by instinct. Besides, | am not
too old yet, to remember my young days. Your father sent me
my first client. (It wasonaquestion of half anacreof vineyard
that seldom boreany grapes.) Dol owenothingtoyour father’s
son?| owe him adebt of friendly obligation, and | pay it to
you. That’srather neatly expressed, | think,” added Maitre
Voigt, in highgood humour with himsalf. “ Permit metoreward
my own merit with apinch of snuff!”

Obenreizer dropped hiseyesto the ground, asthough he
were not even worthy to seethe notary take snuff.

“Do meonelast favour, sir,” he said, when heraised his
eyes. “Do not act onimpulse. Thusfar, you haveonly agen-
eral knowledge of my position. Hear the casefor and against
me, initsdetails, beforeyoutake meinto your office. Let my
claim on your benevol ence be recognised by your sound rea-
sonaswell asby your excellent heart. In THAT case, | may
hold up my head against the bitterest of my enemies, and build
myself anew reputation on the ruins of the character | have
logt.”

“Asyouwill,” said Maitre Voigt. “ You speak well, my son.
You will beafinelawyer oneof thesedays.”

“Thedetailsarenot many,” pursued Obenreizer. “My troubles
beginwith the accidental death of my latetravelling compan-
ion, my lost dear friend Mr. Vendale.”

“Mr. Vendale,” repeated the notary. “ Just so. | have heard
and read of the name, several timeswithin thesetwo months.
Thenameof theunfortunate English gentlemanwhowaskilled
on the Simplon. When you got that scar upon your cheek and
neck.”

“—Frommy own knife,” said Obenreizer, touching what
must have been an ugly gash a thetimeof itsinfliction.

“Fromyour ownknife,” assented thenotary, “andintrying
to save him. Good, good, good. That wasvery good. Vendae.
Yes. | have severa times, lately, thought it droll that | should
once have had aclient of that name.”

“But theworld, sir,” returned Obenreizer, “is SO small!”
Neverthelesshe made amental notethat the notary had once
had aclient of that name.

“Asl wassaying, Sir, the death of that dear travelling com-
rade beginsmy troubles. What follows?| save myself. | go
downto Milan. | amreceived with coldnessby Defresnier and
Company. Shortly afterwards, | am discharged by Defresnier
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and Company. Why?They giveno reasonwhy. | ask, do they
assail my honour?No answer. | ask, what isthe imputation
against me? No answer. | ask, wherearetheir proofsagainst
me?No answer. | ask, what am | tothink? Thereply is, ‘M.
Obenreizer isfreeto think what hewill. What M. Obenrei zer
thinks, isof noimportanceto Defresnier and Company.” And
thatisal.”

“Perfectly. That isall,” asserted the notary, taking alarge
pinch of snuff.

“Butisthat enough, Sr?’

“That is not enough,” said Maitre Voigt. “ The House of
Defresnier are my fellow townsmen—much respected, much
esteemed—but the House of Defresnier must not silently de-
stroy aman’scharacter. You can rebut assertion. But how can
you rebut silence?’

“Your sense of justice, my dear patron,” answered
Obenrei zer, “ statesin aword the cruelty of the case. Doesit
stop there? No. For, what follows upon that?’

“True, my poor boy,” said the notary, withacomforting nod
or two; “your ward rebelsupon that.”

“Rebdsistoo soft aword,” retorted Obenrei zer. “My ward

revoltsfrom mewith horror. My ward defiesme. My ward
withdraws hersdlf from my authority, and takes shelter (Ma
dame Dor with her) inthe house of that English lawyer, Mr.
Bintrey, who repliesto your summonsto her to submit herself
to my authority, that shewill not doso.”

“—Andwho afterwardswrites,” said the notary, moving his
large snuffbox to look among the papersunderneathit for the
|etter, “ that heiscoming to confer withme.”

“Indeed?’ replied Obenreizer, rather checked. “Well, sir.
Havel nolegal rights?’

“ Assuredly, my poor boy,” returned thenotary. “ All but fel-
onshavetherr legd rights.”

“Andwho calsmefeon?’ said Obenrei zer, fiercely.

“No one. Be calm under your wrongs. If the House of
Defresnier would call you felon, indeed, we should know how
todeal withthem.”

While saying these words, he had handed Bintrey’svery
short letter to Obenreizer, who now read it and gaveit back.

“Insaying,” observed Obenreizer, with recovered compo-
sure, “that heiscoming to confer with you, thisEnglish lawyer
meansthat heiscoming to deny my authority over my ward.”
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“Youthink so?’

“llamsureof it. | know him. Heisobstinateand contentious.
Youwill tell me, my dear sir, whether my authority isunassail-
able, until my wardisof age?’

“Absolutely unassalable.”

“1 will enforceit. | will make her submit hersdlf toit. For,”
said Obenrei zer, changing hisangry toneto one of grateful
submission, “I oweit toyou, Sir; to you, who have so confid-
ingly taken aninjured man under your protection, and into
your employment.”

“Makeyour mind easy,” said MaitreVoigt. “No moreof this
now, and no thanks! Be hereto-morrow morning, beforethe
other clerk comes—between seven and eight. You will find
meinthisroom; and | will mysdlf initiateyouinyour work. Go
away! goaway! | haveletterstowrite. | won't hear aword
more.”

Dismissed with thisgenerous abruptness, and satisfied with
thefavourableimpression he had |eft onthe old man’smind,
Obenreizer wasat leisureto revert to the mental note he had
made that Maitre Voigt once had a client whose name was
Vendde.

“I ought to know England well enough by thistime;” sohis
meditationsran, ashesat onabenchintheyard; “anditisnot
anamel ever encountered there, except—" helooked invol-
untarily over hisshoulder—"ashisname. Istheworld sosmall
that | cannot get away from him, even now when heisdead?
He confessed at thelast that he had betrayed the trust of the
dead, and misinherited afortune. And | wasto seetoit. And|
wasto stand off, that my facemight remind him of it. Why my
face, unlessit concerned me?1 am sure of hiswords, for they
have beenin my earsever since. Can there be anything bear-
ingonthem, inthekeeping of thisoldidiot? Anything torepair
my fortunes, and blacken his memory? He dwelt upon my
earliest remembrances, that night at Bade. Why, unlesshehad
apurposeinit?’

Maitre Voigt'stwo largest he-goatswere butting at himto
butt him out of theplace, asif for that disrespectful mention of
their master. So he got up and | eft the place. But hewalked
alonefor along timeonthe border of thelake, with hishead
drooped in deep thought.

Between seven and elght next morning, he presented himself
again at the office. Hefound the notary ready for him, at work
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on some paperswhich had comein onthe previousevening.
Inafew clear words, Maitre Voigt explained theroutine of the
office, and the duties Obenrei zer would be expected to per-
form. It ill wanted fiveminutesto eight, whentheprdiminary
instructionswere declared to becomplete.

“I will show you over thehouseand theoffices,” said Maitre
Voigt, “but | must put away these papersfirst. They come
fromthemunicipa authorities, and they must betaken specia
careof.”

Obenreizer saw hischance, here, of finding out thereposi-
tory inwhich hisemployer’sprivate paperswere kept.

“Can't| saveyouthetrouble, sir?” heasked. “Can’'t | put
those documentsaway under your directions?’

Maitre Voigt laughed softly to himsdlf; closed theportfolioin
which the papershad been sent to him; handed it to Obenrei zer.

“Supposeyoutry,” hesaid. “ All my papersof importance
arekept yonder.”

He pointed to a heavy oaken door, thickly studded with
nails, at thelower end of the room. Approaching the door,
withthe portfolio, Obenreizer discovered, to hisastonishment,
that therewere no meanswhatever of opening it from the out-

side. Therewas no handle, no bolt, no key, and (climax of
passive obgtruction!) no keyhole.

“Thereisasecond door to thisroom?’ said Obenrei zer,
appedling to the notary.

“No,” saidMaitreVoigt. “Guessagain.”

“Thereisawindow?’

“Nothing of the sort. Thewindow hasbeen bricked up. The
only way in, istheway by that door. Doyougiveit up?’ cried
MaitreVoigt, in hightriumph. “Listen, my good fellow, and tell
meif you hear nothingina de?’

Obenreizer listened for amoment, and started back from
thedoor.

“1 know! “ heexclaimed. “I heard of thiswhen | was ap-
prenticed here at thewatchmaker’s. Perrin Brothershavefin-
ished their famous clock-lock at last—and you havegot it?’

“Bravol” said MaitreVoigt. “Theclock-lockitis! There, my
son! Thereyou have one more of what the good peopleof this
towncall, ‘ Daddy Voigt'sfollies” Withal my heart! Let those
laughwhowin. Nothief can steal MY keys. No burglar can
pick MY lock. No power on earth, short of abattering-ram
or abarrel of gunpowder, can movethat door, till my little

105



No Thoroughfare

sentinel insde—my worthy friend who goes‘ Tick, Tick, asl
tell him—says, ‘Open!” The big door obeysthelittle Tick,
Tick, andthelittle Tick, Tick, obeysme. That!” cried Daddy
Voigt, sngpping hisfingers, “for dl thethievesin Christendom!”

“May | seeitinaction?’ asked Obenreizer. “Pardon my
curiogity, dear Sir! You know that | wasonceatolerableworker
intheclock trade.”

“Certainly youshdl seeitinaction,” sadMaitreVoigt. “What
isthetimenow?Oneminuteto eight. Watch, and inoneminute
youwill seethedoor open of itself.”

Inoneminute, smoothly and dowly and silently, asif invis-
iblehandshad set it free, the heavy door opened inward, and
disclosed adark chamber beyond. On three sides, shelves
filled thewalls, fromfloor to celling. Arranged ontheshelves,
wererowsupon rowsof boxesmadeinthepretty inlaid wood-
work of Switzerland, and bearing inscribed on their fronts (for
themost part in fanciful coloured |etters) the names of the
notary’sclients.

Maitre Voigt lighted ataper, and led theway into theroom.

“You shall seetheclock,” hesaid proudly. “1 possessthe
greatest curiosity in Europe. Itisonly aprivileged few whose

eyescanlook atit. | givethe privilegeto your good father’s
son—you shdl beoneof thefavoured few who enter theroom
withme. See! hereitis, ontheright-hand wall at thesideof the
door.”

“Anordinary clock,” exclaimed Obenreizer. “No! Not an
ordinary clock. It hasonly onehand.”

“Ahal” said MaitreVoigt. “ Not an ordinary clock, my friend.
No, no. That one hand goesround thedial. Asl putit, soit
regulatesthehour at which thedoor shal open. See! Thehand
pointsto eight. At eight the door opened, asyou saw for your-
«df”

“Doesit open morethan oncein thefour-and-twenty hours?’
asked Obenreizer.

“Morethan once?’ repeated the notary, with great scorn.
“You don't know my good friend, Tick-Tick! Hewill openthe
door asoftenas| ask him. All hewantsishisdirections, and
he getsthem here. Look below thedid. Hereisahdf-circle of
stedl let into thewall, and hereisahand (called theregulator)
that travel sround it, just asmy hand chooses. Notice, if you
please, that there arefiguresto guide meonthe half-circle of
ged. Figurel. means. Open onceinthefour-and-twenty hours.
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Figurell. means: Opentwice; and soontotheend. | setthe
regulator every morning, after | haveread my letters, and when
| know what my day’swork isto be. Would you liketo see
me set it now?What isto-day?Wednesday. Good! Thisisthe
day of our rifle-club; thereislittlebusnesstodo; | grant ahalf-
holiday. Nowork hereto-day, after three o’ clock. Let usfirst
put away this portfolio of municipal papers. There! No need
to trouble Tick-Tick to open the door until eight tomorrow.
Good! | leavethedia-hand at eight; | put back the regulator
tol.; | closethedoor; and closed the door remains, past all
opening by anybody, till to-morrow morning at eight.”

Obenreizer’ squicknessinstantly saw the meansby which
he might makethe clock-lock betray itsmaster’s confidence,
and placeitsmaster’spapersat hisdisposal.

“Stop, sir!” hecried, at the moment when the notary was
closing thedoor. “Don’t | see something moving among the
boxes—onthefloor there?’

(MaitreVoigt turned hisback for amoment to look. Inthat
moment, Obenreizer’ sready hand put theregul ator on, from
thefigure“l.” tothefigure®ll.” Unlessthenotary looked again
at the half-circle of steel, the door would open at eight that

evening, aswell asat eight next morning, and nobody but
Obenreizer would know it.)

“Thereisnothing!” said Maitre Voigt. Your troubles have
shaken your nerves, my son. Some shadow thrown by my
taper; or some poor little beetle, who lives among the old
lawyer’s secrets, running away fromthelight. Hark! | hear
your fellow-clerk in the office. Towork! to work! and build
to-day thefirst step that leadsto your new fortunes!”

He good-humouredly pushed Obenreizer out before him;
extinguished thetaper, with alast fond glanceat hisclock which
passed harmlessy over theregulator beneath; and closed the
oaken door.

At three, the officewas shut up. The notary and everybody
inthe notary’s employment, with one exception, went to see
therifle-shooting. Obenrei zer had pleaded that hewasnot in
spiritsfor apublicfestival. Nobody knew what had become
of him. It wasbelieved that he had dipped away for asolitary
walk.

The house and offices had been closed but afew minutes,
when the door of ashining wardrobein the notary’sshining
room opened, and Obenrei zer stopped out. Hewakedto a
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window, unclosed the shutters, satisfied himself that he could
escape unseen by way of the garden, turned back into the
room, and took hisplaceinthe notary’seasy-chair. Hewas
locked upinthe house, and there werefive hoursto wait be-
foreeight o’ clock came.

Heworehisway through thefive hours: sometimesreading
the books and newspapersthat lay on thetable: sometimes
thinking: sometimeswalking to and fro. Sunset cameon. He
closed the window-shutters before he kindled alight. The
candlelighted, and thetimedrawing nearer and nearer, he s,
watch in hand, with hiseyes on the oaken door.

At eight, smoothly and softly and silently the door opened.

One after another, he read the names on the outer rows of
boxes. No such nameasVendale! Heremoved the outer row,
and looked at the row behind. These were older boxes, and
shabbier boxes. Thefour first that heexamined, wereinscribed
with French and German names. Thefifth boreanamewhich
wasamostillegible. He brought it out into theroom, and ex-
aminedit closaly. There, covered thickly withtime-stainsand
dust, wasthename: “Vendae.”

Thekey hung to the box by astring. He unlocked the box,

took out four loose papersthat werein it, spread them open
onthetable, and began to read them. He had not so occupied
aminute, when hisfacefell fromitsexpression of eagerness
and avidity, to one of haggard astonishment and di sappoi nt-
ment. But, after alittle consideration, he copied the papers.
He then replaced the papers, replaced the box, closed the
door, extinguished the candle, and stole away.

Ashismurderousand thievish footfal passed out of thegar-
den, the steps of the notary and some one accompanying him
stopped at thefront door of thehouse. Thelampswerelighted
inthelittle street, and the notary had hisdoor-key in hishand.

“Pray do not passmy house, Mr. Bintrey,” hesaid. “Dome
the honour to comein. Itisoneof our town half-holidays—
our Tir—but my peoplewill beback directly. Itisdroll that
you should ask your way to the Hotel of me. Let useat and
drink beforeyou gothere.”

“Thank you; notto-night,” said Bintrey. “ Shdl | cometoyou
at tento-morrow?”’

“1 shall beenchanted, Sir, to take so early an opportunity of
redressing thewrongsof my injured client,” returned thegood

notary.
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“Yes” retorted Bintrey; “your injured clientisall very well—
but—awordinyour ear.”

He whispered to the notary and walked off. When the
notary’shousekeeper came home, shefound him standing at
hisdoor motionless, withthekey ill in hishand, and thedoor
unopened.

OBENREIZER'SVICTORY

@_—-h(escmeshiftsaga n—tothefoot of the Smplon,
onthe Swissside.

Inoneof thedreary roomsof thedreary little
inn at Brieg, Mr. Bintrey and Maitre Voigt sat together at a
professiona council of two. Mr. Bintrey wassearchinginhis
despatch-box. Maitre Voigt was looking towards a closed
door, painted brown toimitate mahogany, and communicating
withaninner room.

“lsn’tittimehewashere?’ asked the notary, shifting his
position, and glancing at asecond door at the other end of the
room, painted yellow toimitate dedl.

“Heishere,” answered Bintrey, after listening for amomen.

Theyellow door was opened by awaiter, and Obenrei zer
walkedin.

After greeting Maitre Voigt with acordidity which appeared
to causethenotary nolittleembarrassment, Obenreizer bowed
with grave and distant politenessto Bintrey. “ For what reason
have | been brought from Neuchatel to thefoot of the moun-
tain?’ heinquired, taking the seat which the English lawyer
had indicated to him.

“You shall be quite satisfied on that head before our inter-
view isover,” returned Bintrey. “ For the present, permit meto
suggest proceeding a onceto business. There hasbeen acor-
respondence, Mr. Obenreizer, between you and your niece. |
am hereto represent your niece.”

“In other words, you, alawyer, are here to represent an
infraction of thelaw.”

“Admirably put!” said Bintrey. “1f all the people| haveto
deal withwereonly likeyou, what an easy profession mine
would be! | am hereto represent an infraction of thelaw—
that isyour point of view. | am hereto make acompromise
between you and your niece—that ismy point of view.”

“There must be two parties to a compromise,” rejoined
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Obenreizer. 1 decline, inthiscase, to beoneof them. Thelaw
givesmeauthority to control my niece sactions, until shecomes
of age. Sheisnot yet of age; and | clammy authority.”

At thispoint Maitre attempted to speak. Bintrey silenced
himwith acompass onateindulgence of toneand manner, asif
hewasslencing afavouritechild.

“No, my worthy friend, not aword. Don’'t exciteyourself un-
necessarily; leaveittome.” Heturned, and addressed himself
againto Obenreizer. 1 canthink of nothing comparabletoyou,
Mr. Obenrei zer, but granite—and eventhat wearsout in course
of time. Intheinterestsof peace and quietness—for thesake of
your owndignity—relax alittle. If youwill only del egateyour
authority to another personwhom | know of, that person may
betrusted never tolosesight of your niece, night or day!”

“You arewasting your timeand mine,” returned Obenreizer.
“1f my nieceisnot rendered up to my authority within one
week fromthisday, | invokethelaw. If you resist thelaw, |
take her by force.”

Heroseto hisfeet as he said the last word. Maitre Voigt
looked round again towards the brown door which led into
theinner room.

“Have some pity onthe poor girl,” pleaded Bintrey. “ Re-
member how lately shelost her lover by adreadful death! Will
nothing moveyou?’

“Nothing.”

Bintrey, inhisturn, roseto hisfeet, and looked at Maitre
Voigt. Maitre Voigt's hand, resting on the table, began to
tremble. Maitre Voigt'seyesremained fixed, asif by irresist-
iblefascination, on the brown door. Obenreizer, suspicioudy
observing him, looked that way too.

“Thereissomebody ligeninginthere!” heexclamed, witha
sharp backward glanceat Bintrey.

“Therearetwo peoplelistening,” answered Bintrey.

“Who arethey?’

“Youshall see”

With this answer, he raised hisvoice and spoke the next
words—the two common wordswhich are on everybody’s
lips, at every hour of theday: “Comein!”

Thebrown door opened. Supported on Marguerite sarm—
his sun-burnt colour gone, hisright arm bandaged and clung
over hisbreast—\Vendal e stood before the murderer, aman
risen from the dead.
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Inthemoment of sllencethat followed, thesinging of acaged
birdinthe courtyard outside wasthe one sound stirring in the
room. Maitre Voigt touched Bintrey, and pointed to Obenrei zer.
“Look at him!” said thenotary, in awhisper.

The shock had paralysed every movement inthevillain's
body, but the movement of the blood. Hisfacewaslikethe
faceof acorpse. Theonevestigeof colour leftinitwasalivid
purple streak which marked the course of the scar wherehis
victim had wounded him on the cheek and neck. Speechless,
breathless, motionlessdikeineyeand limb, it seemed asif, a
thesight of Vendd e, the desth towhich hehad doomed VVendde
had struck him where he stood.

“Somebody ought to speek tohim,” saild MaitreVoigt. “ Shall
1?7’

Even at that moment Bintrey persisted in silencing the no-
tary, and in keeping thelead in the proceedingsto himself.
Checking Maitre Voigt by agesture, hedismissed Marguerite
and Vendaleinthesewords:- “ The object of your appearance
hereisanswered,” hesaid. “If youwill withdraw for the present,
it may help Mr. Obenreizer to recover himsalf.”

It did help him. Asthe two passed through the door and

closed it behind them, he drew a deep breath of relief. He
looked round himfor the chair fromwhich hehad risen, and
droppedintoit.

“Givehimtime!” pleaded MaitreVoigt.

“No,” said Bintrey. “1 don’t know what use he may make of
itif 1 do.” Heturned once moreto Obenreizer, and went on. “|
oweittomysdf,” hesaid—"1 don’'t admit, mind, that | oweit
to you—to account for my appearancein these proceedings,
and to state what has been done under my advice, and on my
soleresponsbility. Canyoulistentome?’

“I canligtentoyou.”

“Recdll thetimewhen you started for Switzerland with Mr.
Vendae,” Bintrey begin. “You had not | eft England four-and-
twenty hours before your niece committed an act of impru-
dence which not even your penetration could foresee. She
followed her promised husband on hisjourney, without asking
anybody’ sadviceor permission, and without any better com-
panion to protect her than aCellarmanin Mr. Vendale sem-
ployment.”

“Why did shefollow meonthejourney?and how camethe
Cellarmanto bethe person who accompanied her?’
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“Shefollowed you onthejourney,” answered Bintrey, “ be-
cause she suspected there had been some serious collision be-
tween you and Mr. Vendal e, which had been kept secret from
her; and because sherightly believed you to be capabl e of serv-
ing your interests, or of satisfying your enmity, at thepriceof a
crime. Asfor the Cdlarman, hewasone, anong theother people
inMr. Vendal € sestablishment, to whom she had applied (the
moment your back wasturned) to know if anything had hap-
pened between their master and you. The Cellarman donehad
something totell her. A sensel esssuperstition, and acommon
accident which had happened to hismagter, inhismaster’scel-
lar, had connected Mr. Vendd ein thisman’smind with theidea
of danger by murder. Your niece surprised himinto aconfes-
sion, which aggravated tenfold theterrorsthat possessed her.
Arousedto asenseof themischief hehad done, theman, of his
own accord, madetheoneatonement in hispower. ‘ If my mas-
terisindanger, miss,” hesad, ‘it'smy duty tofollow him, too;
and it’smore than my duty to take care of you.” Thetwo set
forth together—and, for once, asuperstition hashaditsuse. It
decided your nieceontaking thejourney; andit led theway to
savingaman'slife. Doyou understand me, sofar?’

“l understand you, sofar.”

“My first knowledge of the crimethat you had committed,”
pursued Bintrey, “ cameto mein theform of aletter fromyour
niece. All you need know isthat her love and her courage
recovered the body of your victim, and aided the after-efforts
which brought himback tolife. Whilehelay helplessat Brieg,
under her care, shewrote to meto come out to him. Before
garting, | informed Madame Dor that | knew MissObenreizer
to be safe, and knew where shewas. Madame Dor informed
me, inreturn, that aletter had comefor your niece, which she
knew to beinyour handwriting. | took possession of it, and
arranged for theforwarding of any other |etterswhich might
follow. Arrived at Brieg, | found Mr. Venda e out of danger,
and at once devoted myself to hastening theday of reckoning
with you. Defresnier and Company turned you off on suspi-
cion; acting oninformation privately supplied by me. Having
stripped you of your false character, the next thingto dowas
to strip you of your authority over your niece. Toreach this
end, | not only had no scrupleindigging the pitfall under your
feetinthedark—I felt acertain professiond pleasureinfight-
ing you with your own weapons. By my advicethetruth has
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been carefully concealed fromyou uptothisday. By my advice
thetrapintowhichyou havewa ked was set for you (you know
why, now, aswell as| do) in this place. There was but one
certainway of shaking thedevilish sdf-control which hashith-
erto madeyou aformidable man. That way hasbeentried, and
(look at measyou may) that way hassucceeded. Thelast thing
that remainsto bedone,” concluded Bintrey, producing two
littledipsof manuscript from hisdespatch-box, “isto set your
niecefree. You have attempted murder, and you have commit-
ted forgery and theft. Wehavetheevidenceready aganst youin
both cases. If you are convicted asafelon, you know aswell as
| do what becomesof your authority over your niece. Person-
ally, | should have preferred taking that way out of it. But con-
dderationsare pressed onmewhich | amnot abletoresist, and
thisinterview must end, asl havetold you dready, inacompro-
mise. Sign those lines, resigning all authority over Miss
Obenreizer, and pledging yoursdlf never to beseenin England
or in Switzerland again; and | will sgnanindemnity which se-
curesyou againgt further proceedingson our part.”
Obenreizer took the penin silence, and signed hisniece's
release. Onrecealving theindemnity inreturn, herose, but made

no movement to leavetheroom. He stood looking at Maitre
Voigt with astrange smilegathering at hislips, and astrange
light flashinginhisfilmy eyes.

“What areyouwaiting for?” asked Bintrey.

Obenreizer pointed to the brown door. “ Call them back,”
heanswered. “1 have something to say intheir presence be-
forel go.”

“Say itinmy presence,” retorted Bintrey. “1 declineto call
them back.”

Obenreizer turned to Maitre Voigt. “ Do you remember tell-
ing methat you once had an English client named Vendal €?’
he asked.

“Well,” answered thenotary. “ And what of that?’

“MaitreVoigt, your clock-lock hasbetrayed you.”

“What do you mean?’

“I haveread thelettersand certificatesinyour client’sbox. |
havetaken copiesof them. | havegot the copieshere. Isthere,
or istherenot, areason for calling them back?’

For a moment the notary looked to and fro, between
Obenreizer and Bintrey, in hel pless astonishment. Recovering
himsdlf, hedrew hisbrother-lawyer asde, and hurriedly spoke
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afew wordscloseat hisear. Thefaceof Bintrey—after first
faithfully reflecting the astoni shment on the face of Maitre
Voigt—suddenly atered itsexpression. He sprang, with the
activity of ayoung man, to the door of theinner room, entered
it, remained inside for aminute, and returned followed by
Margueriteand Vendae. “Now, Mr. Obenreizer,” said Bintrey,
“thelast moveinthegameisyours. Play it.”

“Beforel resgnmy position asthat young lady’ sguardian,”
said Obenreizer, “| have asecret to reveal inwhich sheis
interested. Inmaking my disclosure, | am not claiming her at-
tention for anarrativewhich she, or any other person present,
isexpected to takeon trust. | am possessed of written proofs,
copiesof originds, theauthenticity of whichMaitreVoigt him-
self can attest. Bear that inmind, and permit meto refer you,
at starting, to adatelong past—the month of February, inthe
year onethousand elght hundred and thirty-six.”

“Mark thedate, Mr. Vendale,” said Bintrey.

“My first proof,” said Obenreizer, taking apaper from his
pocket-book. “ Copy of aletter, written by an English lady
(married) to her sster, awidow. The nameof the personwrit-
ing theletter | shall keep suppressed until | have done. The

nameof the persontowhomtheletter iswritten | amwillingto
reveal. It is addressed to ‘Mrs. Jane Anne Miller, of
GroombridgeWdls, England.’”

Vendal e started, and opened hislipsto speak. Bintrey in-
stantly stopped him, as he had stopped Maitre Voigt. “No,”
said the pertinaciouslawyer. “Leaveittome.”

Obenrei zer went on:

“Itisneedlesstotroubleyouwiththefirst haf of theletter,”
he said. “I can give the substance of it in two words. The
writer’sposition at thetimeisthis. Shehasbeenlonglivingin
Switzerland with her husband—obliged to livetherefor the
sake of her husband’s health. They are about to moveto a
new residence on the Lake of Neuchatel in aweek, and they
will beready toreceive Mrs. Miller asvisitor in afortnight
fromthat time. Thissaid, thewriter next entersinto animpor-
tant domestic detail. She hasbeen childlessfor years—she
and her husband have now no hopeof children; they arelondly;
they want aninterest inlife; they have decided on adopting a
child. Heretheimportant part of theletter begins; and here,
therefore, | read it to youword for word.”

Hefolded back thefirst pageof theletter and read asfollows.
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“WII you help us, my dear sister, torealiseour new project?
As English people, wewish to adopt an English child. This
may be done, | believe, at the Foundling: my husband’s
lawyersin London will tell you how. | leave the choice to
you, with only these conditions attached to it—that the
childisto beaninfant under ayear old, and isto bea boy.
Wl you pardon the trouble | am giving you, for my sake;
and will you bring our adopted child to us, with your own
children, when you come to Neuchatel ?

“1 must add a word as to my husband’'s wishes in this
matter. He is resolved to spare the child whom we make
our own any future mortification and loss of self-respect
which might be caused by a discovery of his true origin.
He will bear my husband’'s name, and he will be brought
up inthebelief that heisreally our son. Hisinheritance of
what we have to leave will be secured to him—not only
according to the laws of England in such cases, but ac-
cording to the laws of Switzerland also; for we have lived
so long in this country, that there is a doubt whether we
may not be considered as| domiciled, in Snitzerland. The

one precaution left to take is to prevent any after-discov-
ery at the Foundling. Now, our nameis a very uncommon
one; and if we appear on the Register of the Institution as
the persons adopting the child, thereisjust a chance that
something might result fromit. Your name, my dear, isthe
name of thousands of other people; and if you will con-
sent to appear on the Register, there need be no fear of
any discoveries in that quarter. We are moving, by the
doctor’s orders, to a part of Switzerland in which our cir-
cumstances are quite unknown; and you, as | understand,
are about to engage a new nursefor the jour ney when you
come to see us. Under these circumstances, the child may
appear as my child, brought back to me under my sister’s
care. The only servant we take with us fromour old home
IS my own maid, who can be safely trusted. As for the
lawyersin England and in Switzerland, it istheir profes-
sion to keep secrets—and we may feel quite easy in that
direction. So thereyou have our harmlesslittle conspiracy!
Write by return of post, my love, and tell me you will join
it.”
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“Doyou till conceal the name of thewriter of that letter?”
asked Vendale.

“1 keep the name of the writer till the last,” answered
Obenreizer, “and | proceed to my second proof—ameredip
of paper thistime, asyou see. Memorandum givento the Swiss
lawyer, who drew the documentsreferred to in the letter |
have just read, expressed as follows:- “ Adopted from the
Foundling Hospital of England, 3d March, 1836, amalein-
fant, called, intheInstitution, Walter Wilding. Person appear-
ingontheregister, asadopting thechild, Mrs. JaneAnneMiller,
widow, acting inthismeatter for her married Sster, domiciledin
Switzerland.” Patience!” resumed Obenreizer, asVendale,
breaking loose from Bintrey, started to hisfeet. “1 shall not
keep the name conced ed much longer. Two morelittledipsof
paper, and | have done. Third proof! Certificate of Doctor
Gangz, still living in practice at Neuchatel, dated July, 1838.
Thedoctor certifies(you shal read it for yourselvesdirectly),
first, that he attended the adopted child initsinfant maladies;
second, that, three months before the date of the certificate,
the gentleman adopting the child ashisson died; third, that on
thedate of the certificate, hiswidow and her maid, taking the

adopted child with them, left Neuchatel ontheir returnto En-
gland. Onemorelink now added to this, and my chain of evi-
denceiscomplete. Themaid remained with her mistresstill
her mistress'sdeath, only afew yearssince. Themaid can
swear to theidentity of the adopted infant, from hischildhood
to hisyouth—from hisyouth to hismanhood, as heisnow.
Thereisher addressin England—and there, Mr. Vendale, is
thefourth, andfinal proof!”
“Why do you address yourself to me?’ said Vendale, as
Obenreizer threw thewritten addresson thetable.
Obenreizer turned on him, inasudden frenzy of triumph.
“Because you are the man! If my niece marries you, she
marries abastard, brought up by public charity. If my niece
marriesyou, shemarriesanimpostor, without nameor lineage,
disguisedinthe character of agentleman of rank and family.”
“Bravo!” cried Bintrey. “ Admirably put, Mr. Obenreizer! It
only wantsoneword moreto completeit. Shemarries—thanks
entirely to your exertions—aman who inheritsahandsome
fortune, and aman whose origin will make him prouder than
ever of hispeasant-wife. George Vendal e, as brother-execu-
tors, let us congratul ate each other! Our dear dead friend's
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last wish on earth isaccomplished. We have found thelost
Walter Wilding. AsMr. Obenreizer said just now—yYou are
theman!”

Thewords passed by Vendal e unheeded. For the moment
hewas consciousof but one sensation; he heard but onevoice.
Marguerite' shand was clasping his. Marguerite' svoicewas
whisperingtohim:

THE CURTAINFALLS

“1 never loved you, George, as| loveyou now!”
-day. Thereismerry-makingin Cripple
Corner, the chimneys smoke, the patriar

/ cha dining-hal ishungwith garlands, and

Mrs. Goldstraw, the respected housekeeper, isvery busy. For,
onthisbright morning theyoung master of Cripple Corner is
marriedtoitsyoung mistress, far away: towit, inthelittletown
of Brieg, in Switzerland, lying at thefoot of the Simplon Pass
whereshesaved hislife.

Thebellsringgaily inthelittletown of Brieg, and flagsare
dretched acrossthe street, and rifle shotsare heard, and sound-

ing music from brassinstruments. Streamer-decorated casks
of winehavebeenrolled out under agay awninginthe public
way beforethelnn, and therewill befreefeasting and revelry.
What with bellsand banners, dragperieshanging fromwindows,
explosion of gunpowder, and reverberation of brassmusic,
thelittletown of Briegisall in aflutter, likethe hearts of its
smplepeople.

It wasastormy night last night, and the mountains are cov-
ered with snow. But the sunisbright to-day, thesweet air is
fresh, thetin spiresof thelittletown of Brieg are burnished
slver, andthe Alpsarerangesof far-off whitecloudinadeep
blue sky.

The primitive people of thelittletown of Brieg havebuilta
greenwood arch acrossthe street, under which the newly mar-
ried pair shall passin triumph fromthechurch. Itisinscribed,
onthat side, “Honour and loveto Marguerite Viendale!” for
thepeopleare proud of her to enthusiasm. Thisgreeting of the
bride under her new nameis affectionately meant asasur-
prise, and therefore the arrangement has been madethat she,
unconsciouswhy, shall betaken to the church by atortuous
back way. A schemenot difficult to carry into executioninthe
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crooked littletown of Brieg.

So, all thingsarein readiness, and they areto go and come
onfoot. Assembledinthelnn’sbest chamber, festively adorned,
arethe brideand bridegroom, the Neuchatel notary, theLon-
donlawyer, Madame Dor, and acertain large mysterious En-
glishman, popularly knownasMonsieur Zhoe-Ladelle. And
behold Madame Dor, arrayed in aspotless pair of gloves of
her own, with no handintheair, but both hands clasped round
the neck of the bride; to embrace whom Madame Dor has
turned her broad back onthe company, consistent to thelast.

“Forgiveme, my beautiful,” pleedsMadameDor, “for that |
ever washisshe-cat!”

“She-cat, Madame Dor?

“Engaged to it watching my so charming mouse,” arethe
explanatory wordsof Madame Dor, ddlivered with apeniten-
tial sob.

“Why, you wereour best friend! George, dearest, tell Ma-
dame Dor. Was she not our best friend?’

“Undoubtedly, darling. What should we have donewithout
her?’

“You areboth so generous,” criesMadame Dor, accepting

consolation, andimmediately relgpsing. “ But | commenced as
ashe-cat.”

“Ah! Butlikethecat inthefairy-story, good MadameDor,”
saysVendale, saluting her cheek, “you were atrue woman.
And, being atrue woman, the sympathy of your heart was
withtruelove.”

“1 don’t wish to deprive Madame Dor of her shareinthe
embracesthat aregoing on,” Mr. Bintrey putsin, watchin
hand, “and | don’t presume to offer any objection to your
having got yoursalves mixed together, inthe corner there, like
the three Graces. | merely remark that | think it’stime we
were moving. What areyour sentimentson that subject, Mr.
Ladle?

“Clear, dir,” replies Joey, withagraciousgrin. “1’m clearer
atogether, sir, for having lived so many weeks upon the sur-
face. | never washalf solong uponthesurfaceafore, andit’'s
done meapower of good. At Cripple Corner, | wastoo much
below it. Atop of the Simpleton, | wasadeal too high above
it. I’ve found the medium here, sir. And if ever | takeit in
convivial,inal therest of my days, | meantodoit thisday, to
thetoast of ‘ Bless‘emboth.””
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“1,too!” saysBintrey. “And now, Monsieur Voigt, let you
and mebetwo men of Marsailles, and alons, marchons, arm-
inram!”

They go down to the door, where others are waiting for
them, and they go quietly to the church, and the happy mar-
riagetakesplace. Whilethe ceremony isyet in progress, the
notary iscalled out. Whenit isfinished, he hasreturned, is
standing behind Venda e, and touches him on the shoul der.

“Gotothesdedoor, onemoment, Mongeur Vendale. Alone.
LeaveMadametome.”

At thesidedoor of the church, arethe sametwo menfrom
the Hospice. They are snow-stained and travel -worn. They
wish himjoy, and then each layshisbroad hand upon Vendale's
breast, and onesaysinalow voice, whiletheother steadfastly
regardshim:

“Itishere, Mongieur. Your litter. Thevery same.”

“My litter ishere?Why?’

“Hush! For the sake of Madame. Your companion of that
day—"

“What of him?’

Themanlooksat hiscomrade, and hiscomradetakeshim

up. Each keepshishandlaid earnestly on Vendal €' sbreast.

“Hehad beenliving at thefirst Refuge, monsieur, for some
days. Theweather was now good, now bad.”

“Veg?'

“Hearrived at our Hospicethe day beforeyesterday, and,
having refreshed himsalf with deep onthefloor beforethefire,
wrapped in hiscloak, wasresoluteto go on, beforedark, to
the next Hospice. He had agreat fear of that part of theway,
and thought it would beworseto-morrow.”

“Veg?'

“Hewent on done. Hehad passed the galery when an ava-
lanche—likethat which fell behind you near the Bridge of the
Ganther—"

“Killedhim?’

“We dug him out, suffocated and broken all to pieces! B,
monsieur, asto Madame. We have brought him hereon the
litter, to be buried. We must ascend the street outside. Ma-
dame must not see. It would be an accursed thing to bring the
litter through the arch across the street, until Madame has
passed through. Asyou descend, wewho accompany thelit-
ter will setit down on the stonesof the street thesecond tothe
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right, and will stand beforeit. But do not let Madameturn her
head towardsthe street the second to theright. Thereisno
timetolose. Madamewill bedarmed by your absence. Adieu!”

Venddereturnsto hisbride, and drawsher hand through his
unmainied arm. A pretty procession awaitsthemat themain
door of the church. They taketheir stationinit, and descend
the street amidst theringing of thebells, thefiring of theguns,
thewaving of theflags, theplaying of themusic, theshouts, the
smiles, and tears, of the excited town. Heads are uncovered
asshe passes, handsarekissed to her, al the peopleblessher.
“Heaven’sbenediction onthedear girl! Seewhereshegoesin
her youth and beauty; shewho so nobly saved hislife!”

Near the corner of the street the second to the right, he
speaksto her, and calls her attention to thewindows on the
oppositeside. The corner well passed, he says. “ Do not |ook
round, my darling, for areasonthat | have,” andturnshishead.
Then, looking back along the street, he seesthelitter andits
bearers passing up alone under the arch, ashe and sheand
their marriagetrain go down towardsthe shining valley.
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