THE HAUNTED MAN AND THE GHOST' S BARGAI N

CHAPTER | --The G ft Best owed

Everybody said so.

Far be it fromne to assert that what everybody says nust be true.
Everybody is, often, as likely to be wong as right. 1In the
general experience, everybody has been wong so often, and it has
taken, in nost instances, such a weary while to find out how w ong,
that the authority is proved to be fallible. Everybody nay
sonetinmes be right; "but THAT' S no rule,” as the ghost of Gles
Scroggi ns says in the ball ad.

The dread word, GHOST, recalls ne.

Everybody said he | ooked |ike a haunted man. The extent of ny
present claimfor everybody is, that they were so far right. He
di d.

Who coul d have seen his holl ow cheek; his sunken brilliant eye; his
bl ack-attired figure, indefinably grim although well-knit and
wel | - proportioned; his grizzled hair hanging, |ike tangled sea-

weed, about his face,--as if he had been, through his whole life, a
| onely mark for the chafing and beating of the great deep of
humani ty, --but m ght have said he | ooked |Iike a haunted man?

Who coul d have observed his manner, taciturn, thoughtful, gloony,
shadowed by habitual reserve, retiring always and jocund never,

with a distraught air of reverting to a bygone place and tine, or
of listening to sone old echoes in his mnd, but m ght have said it
was the manner of a haunted nman?



Who coul d have heard his voice, sl|low speaking, deep, and grave,
with a natural fulness and nelody in it which he seened to set

hi nsel f agai nst and stop, but mght have said it was the voice of a
haunt ed man?

Who that had seen himin his inner chanber, part library and part

| aboratory,--for he was, as the world knew, far and w de, a |earned
man in chemstry, and a teacher on whose |ips and hands a crowd of
aspiring ears and eyes hung daily,--who that had seen himthere,
upon a w nter night, alone, surrounded by his drugs and instrunents
and books; the shadow of his shaded | anp a nonstrous beetle on the
wal I, notionless anong a crowd of spectral shapes raised there by
the flickering of the fire upon the quaint objects around hin sone
of these phantons (the reflection of glass vessels that held

| iquids), trenbling at heart |ike things that knew his power to
unconbi ne them and to give back their conponent parts to fire and
vapour; --who that had seen himthen, his work done, and he
pondering in his chair before the rusted grate and red fl ane,
nmoving his thin nouth as if in speech, but silent as the dead,
woul d not have said that the man seened haunted and t he chanber

t 007

Who m ght not, by a very easy flight of fancy, have believed that
everything about himtook this haunted tone, and that he |ived on
haunt ed ground?

H s dwelling was so solitary and vault-like,--an old, retired part
of an anci ent endownrent for students, once a brave edifice, planted
i n an open place, but now the obsol ete whimof forgotten
architects; snoke-age-and-weat her-darkened, squeezed on every side
by the overgrowi ng of the great city, and choked, |ike an old well,
with stones and bricks; its small quadrangles, |ying dow in very
pits formed by the streets and buil dings, which, in course of tine,
had been constructed above its heavy chimey stalks; its old trees,
I nsul ted by the nei ghbouring snoke, which deigned to droop so | ow
when it was very feeble and the weat her very noody; its grass-
plots, struggling with the ml|dewed earth to be grass, or to wn
any show of conpromi se; its silent pavenents, unaccustoned to the
tread of feet, and even to the observation of eyes, except when a
stray face | ooked down fromthe upper world, wondering what nook it
was; its sun-dial in alittle bricked-up corner, where no sun had



straggled for a hundred years, but where, in conpensation for the
sun's neglect, the snow wuld [ie for weeks when it |ay nowhere
el se, and the black east wnd would spin |ike a huge hunm ng-top,
when in all other places it was silent and still.

Hs dwelling, at its heart and core--within doors--at his fireside-
-was so |lowering and old, so crazy, yet so strong, with its worn-
eaten beans of wood in the ceiling, and its sturdy floor shel ving
downward to the great oak chi mey-pi ece; so environed and hemmed in
by the pressure of the town yet so renote in fashion, age, and
custom so quiet, yet so thundering wth echoes when a di stant

voi ce was raised or a door was shut,--echoes, not confined to the
many | ow passages and enpty roons, but runbling and grunbling till
they were stifled in the heavy air of the forgotten Crypt where the
Nor man arches were half-buried in the earth.

You shoul d have seen himin his dwelling about twilight, in the
dead wi nter tine.

When the wnd was bl owi ng, shrill and shrewd, with the goi ng down
of the blurred sun. Wen it was just so dark, as that the forns of
things were indistinct and big--but not wholly lost. Wen sitters
by the fire began to see wld faces and figures, nountains and
abysses, anbuscades and armes, in the coals. Wen people in the
streets bent down their heads and ran before the weather. Wen

t hose who were obliged to neet it, were stopped at angry corners,
stung by wandering snow fl akes alighting on the |ashes of their
eyes,--which fell too sparingly, and were bl own away too qui ckly,
to | eave a trace upon the frozen ground. Wen w ndows of private
houses cl osed up tight and warm \Wen |ighted gas began to burst
forth in the busy and the quiet streets, fast blackeni ng ot herw se.
When stray pedestrians, shivering along the latter, | ooked down at
the glowing fires in kitchens, and sharpened their sharp appetites
by sniffing up the fragrance of whole mles of dinners.

When travellers by |and were bitter cold, and | ooked wearily on

gl oony | andscapes, rustling and shuddering in the blast. Wen
mariners at sea, outlying upon icy yards, were tossed and swung
above the how i ng ocean dreadfully. Wen |ighthouses, on rocks and
headl ands, showed solitary and watchful; and beni ghted sea-birds
breasted on agai nst their ponderous |anterns, and fell dead. Wen
little readers of story-books, by the firelight, trenbled to think



of Cassim Baba cut into quarters, hanging in the Robbers' Cave, or
had sone small msgivings that the fierce little old woman, with
the crutch, who used to start out of the box in the nerchant
Abudah's bedroom m ght, one of these nights, be found upon the
stairs, in the long, cold, dusky journey up to bed.

When, in rustic places, the last glimering of daylight died away
fromthe ends of avenues; and the trees, arching overhead, were
sul l en and bl ack. Wen, in parks and woods, the high wet fern and
sodden noss, and beds of fallen | eaves, and trunks of trees, were
| ost to view, in masses of i|Inpenetrable shade. Wen m sts arose
fromdyke, and fen, and river. Wen lights in old halls and in
cottage wi ndows, were a cheerful sight. Wen the mll stopped, the
wheel wri ght and the blacksm th shut their workshops, the turnpike-
gate cl osed, the plough and harrow were left lonely in the fields,
t he | abourer and team went hone, and the striking of the church

cl ock had a deeper sound than at noon, and the churchyard w cket
woul d be swung no nore that night.

When twi | ight everywhere rel eased the shadows, prisoned up all day,
that now cl osed in and gathered |i ke nustering swarns of ghosts.
When they stood lowering, in corners of roons, and frowned out from
behi nd hal f-opened doors. Wen they had full possession of
unoccupi ed apartnents. Wen they danced upon the floors, and
wal | s, and ceilings of inhabited chanbers, while the fire was | ow,
and wthdrew |Ii ke ebbing waters when it sprang into a blaze. Wen
they fantastically nocked the shapes of househol d objects, naking

t he nurse an ogress, the rocking-horse a nonster, the wonderi ng
child, half-scared and hal f-anused, a stranger to itself,--the very
tongs upon the hearth, a straddling giant wth his arns a-ki nbo,
evidently snelling the blood of Englishnen, and wanting to grind
peopl e's bones to make his bread.

When t hese shadows brought into the m nds of ol der people, other

t houghts, and showed them different imges. Wen they stole from
their retreats, in the |ikenesses of forns and faces fromthe past,
fromthe grave, fromthe deep, deep gulf, where the things that

m ght have been, and never were, are always wanderi ng.

When he sat, as already nentioned, gazing at the fire. Wen, as it
rose and fell, the shadows went and canme. Wen he took no heed of
them with his bodily eyes; but, let themcone or |let them go,



| ooked fixedly at the fire. You should have seen him then.

When the sounds that had arisen with the shadows, and cone out of
their |urking-places at the twilight summons, seened to nake a
deeper stillness all about him Wen the wnd was runbling in the
chi mey, and sonetines crooning, sonetines howing, in the house.
When the old trees outside were so shaken and beaten, that one
querul ous old rook, unable to sleep, protested now and then, in a
feebl e, dozy, high-up "Caw" \Wen, at intervals, the w ndow
trenbl ed, the rusty vane upon the turret-top conpl ained, the clock
beneath it recorded that another quarter of an hour was gone, or
the fire collapsed and fell in wth a rattle.

- Wien a knock cane at his door, in short, as he was sitting so,
and roused him

"Who's that?" said he. "Cone in!"

Surely there had been no figure |eaning on the back of his chair;
no face | ooking over it. It is certain that no gliding footstep
touched the floor, as he lifted up his head, with a start, and
spoke. And yet there was no mrror in the roomon whose surface
his own formcould have cast its shadow for a nonent; and,
Sonet hi ng had passed darkly and gone!

"I mhunbly fearful, sir," said a fresh-col oured busy man, hol di ng
t he door open with his foot for the adm ssion of hinself and a
wooden tray he carried, and letting it go again by very gentle and
careful degrees, when he and the tray had got in, lest it should
close noisily, "that it's a good bit past the tine to-night. But
Ms. WIIliam has been taken off her legs so often" -

"By the wnd? Ay! | have heard it rising."

"--By the wind, sir--that it's a nercy she got hone at all. Oh
dear, yes. Yes. It was by the wind, M. Redlaw. By the wnd."

He had, by this tine, put down the tray for dinner, and was
enployed in lighting the | anp, and spreading a cloth on the table.
Fromthis enpl oynent he desisted in a hurry, to stir and feed the
fire, and then resuned it; the lanp he had |ighted, and the bl aze

t hat rose under his hand, so quickly changi ng the appearance of the



room that it seened as if the nmere coming in of his fresh red face
and active manner had nade the pleasant alteration.

"Ms. WIlliamis of course subject at any tine, sir, to be taken
of f her bal ance by the elenents. She is not fornmed superior to
THAT. "

"No," returned M. Redl aw good-naturedly, though abruptly.

"No, sir. Ms. WIlliamnmy be taken off her bal ance by Earth; as
for exanple, |ast Sunday week, when sloppy and greasy, and she
going out to tea wth her newest sister-in-law, and having a pride
in herself, and wi shing to appear perfectly spotless though
pedestrian. Ms. WIlliammy be taken off her bal ance by Air; as
bei ng once over-persuaded by a friend to try a swng at Peckham
Fair, which acted on her constitution instantly |ike a steam boat.
Ms. WIliammy be taken off her balance by Fire; as on a false
al arm of engines at her nother's, when she went two mles in her
ni ghtcap. Ms. WIlliammy be taken off her bal ance by Water; as
at Battersea, when rowed into the piers by her young nephew,
Charl ey Sw dger junior, aged twelve, which had no idea of boats
whatever. But these are elenents. Ms. WIliamnust be taken out
of elenments for the strength of HER character to cone into play."

As he stopped for a reply, the reply was "Yes," in the sane tone as
bef ore.
"Yes, sir. Ch dear, yes!" said M. Swidger, still proceeding wth

his preparations, and checking themoff as he nade them "That's
where it is, sir. That's what | always say nyself, sir. Such a
many of us Sw dgers!--Pepper. Wy there's ny father, sir,

super annuat ed keeper and custodian of this Institution, eighty-
seven year old. He's a Sw dger!--Spoon."

"True, WIlliam" was the patient and abstracted answer, when he
st opped agai n.

"Yes, sir," said M. Swidger. "That's what | always say, sir. You
may call himthe trunk of the tree!--Bread. Then you cone to his
successor, ny unworthy self--Salt--and Ms. WIlliam Sw dgers

both. --Knife and fork. Then you cone to all ny brothers and their
famlies, Sw dgers, man and wonman, boy and girl. Wy, what wth



cousins, uncles, aunts, and relationships of this, that, and

t' other degree, and whatnot degree, and marriages, and |yings-in,
t he Sw dgers--Tunbl er--m ght take hold of hands, and nake a ring
round Engl and!"

Receiving no reply at all here, fromthe thoughtful man whom he
addressed, M. WIIliam approached, himnearer, and nade a feint of
accidentally knocking the table with a decanter, to rouse him The
nonment he succeeded, he went on, as if in great alacrity of

acqui escence.

"Yes, sir! That's just what | say nyself, sir. Ms. WIIliam and
nme have often said so. 'There's Sw dgers enough,' we say, 'wthout
OUR voluntary contributions,'--Butter. |In fact, sir, ny father is
a famly in hinself--Castors--to take care of; and it happens all
for the best that we have no child of our own, though it's nade
Ms. Wlliamrather quiet-like, too. Quite ready for the fow and
mashed potatoes, sir? Ms. Wlliamsaid she'd dish in ten m nutes
when | |eft the Lodge."

"I amquite ready," said the other, waking as froma dream and
wal king slowy to and fro.

"Ms. WIliamhas been at it again, sir!" said the keeper, as he
stood warm ng a plate at the fire, and pleasantly shading his face
wthit. M. Redlaw stopped in his wal king, and an expression of

| nterest appeared in him

"What | al ways say nyself, sir. She WLL do it! There's a
notherly feeling in Ms. WIlliam s breast that nust and wl
went . "

| have

"What has she done?"

"Why, sir, not satisfied wiwth being a sort of nother to all the
young gentlenen that cone up froma variety of parts, to attend
your courses of lectures at this ancient foundation--its surprising
how st one-chaney catches the heat this frosty weather, to be sure!”
Here he turned the plate, and cooled his fingers.

"Wl ?" said M. Redl aw.



"That's just what | say nyself, sir," returned M. WIIliam
speaki ng over his shoulder, as if in ready and delighted assent.
"That's exactly where it is, sir! There ain't one of our students
but appears to regard Ms. Wlliamin that light. Every day, right
t hrough the course, they puts their heads into the Lodge, one after
anot her, and have all got sonething to tell her, or sonething to
ask her. 'Swidge' is the appellation by which they speak of Ms.
WIlliamin general, anong thenselves, I'"'mtold; but that's what |
say, sir. Better be called ever so far out of your nanme, if it's
done in real liking, than have it nade ever so much of, and not
cared about! Wat's a nane for? To know a person by. If Ms.
WIlliamis known by sonething better than her name--1 allude to
Ms. WIlliams qualities and disposition--never m nd her nane,
though it IS Swidger, by rights. Let '"emcall her Sw dge, Wdge,
Bri dge--Lord! London Bridge, Blackfriars, Chelsea, Putney,

Wat erl oo, or Hammersmith Suspension--if they |ike."

The close of this triunphant oration brought himand the plate to
the table, upon which he half laid and half dropped it, with a
lively sense of its being thoroughly heated, just as the subject of
his praises entered the room bearing another tray and a | antern,
and followed by a venerable old man with long grey hair.

Ms. Wlliam like M. WIlliam was a sinple, innocent-I|ooking
person, in whose snooth cheeks the cheerful red of her husband's

of ficial waistcoat was very pleasantly repeated. But whereas M.
Wlliams light hair stood on end all over his head, and seened to
draw his eyes up with it in an excess of bustling readiness for
anything, the dark brown hair of Ms. WIlliamwas carefully

snoot hed down, and waved away under a trimtidy cap, in the nost
exact and qui et manner inagi nable. Wereas M. WIlliam s very
trousers hitched thenselves up at the ankles, as if it were not in
their iron-grey nature to rest w thout | ooking about them Ms.
Wlliam s neatly-flowered skirts--red and white, |ike her own
pretty face--were as conposed and orderly, as if the very w nd that
bl ew so hard out of doors could not disturb one of their folds.
Whereas his coat had sonething of a fly-away and hal f-off
appearance about the collar and breast, her little bodice was so

pl acid and neat, that there should have been protection for her, in
it, had she needed any, with the roughest people. Wo could have
had the heart to make so calma bosomswell with grief, or throb
wth fear, or flutter with a thought of shane! To whomwould its



repose and peace have not appeal ed agai nst di sturbance, |ike the
| nnocent sl unber of a child!

"Punctual, of course, MIly," said her husband, relieving her of
the tray, "or it wouldn't be you. Here's Ms. Wlliam sir!--He
| ooks lonelier than ever to-night," whispering to his wfe, as he
was taking the tray, "and ghostlier altogether."”

Wt hout any show of hurry or noise, or any show of herself even,
she was so calmand quiet, MIly set the dishes she had brought
upon the table,--M. WIlliam after nuch clattering and running
about, having only gai ned possession of a butter-boat of gravy,
whi ch he stood ready to serve.

"What is that the old man has in his arns?" asked M. Redl aw, as he
sat down to his solitary neal.

"Holly, sir," replied the quiet voice of MIly,

"That's what | say nyself, sir,"” interposed M. WIlliam striking
in with the butter-boat. "Berries is so seasonable to the tine of
year!--Brown gravy!"

"Anot her Christmas cone, another year gone!" nurnured the Chem st,
with a gloony sigh. "Mre figures in the |Iengthening sum of
recol l ection that we work and work at to our tornment, till Death
idly junbles all together, and rubs all out. So, Philip!" breaking
off, and raising his voice as he addressed the old nman, standing
apart, with his glistening burden in his arns, fromwhich the qui et
Ms. WIlliamtook small branches, which she noiselessly trimed
with her scissors, and decorated the roomw th, while her aged
father-in-law | ooked on much interested in the cerenony.

"My duty to you, sir," returned the old man. "Should have spoke
before, sir, but know your ways, M. Redlaw-proud to say--and wai't
till spoke to! Merry Christmas, sir, and Happy New Year, and many
of 'em Have had a pretty many of 'em nyself--ha, ha!--and may
take the liberty of wwshing '"em |'meighty-seven!"

"Have you had so many that were nerry and happy?" asked the other.

"Ay, sir, ever so many," returned the old nman.



"I's his nmenory inpaired with age? It is to be expected now," said
M. Redlaw, turning to the son, and speaking | ower.

"Not a norsel of it, sir," replied M. WIlliam "That's exactly
what | say nyself, sir. There never was such a nenory as

father's. He's the nost wonderful man in the world. He don't know
what forgetting neans. It's the very observation |I'm al ways naki ng
to Ms. Wlliam sir, if you'll believe ne!"

M. Swidger, in his polite desire to seemto acqui esce at all
events, delivered this as if there were no iota of contradiction in
it, and it were all said in unbounded and unqualified assent.

The Chem st pushed his plate away, and, rising fromthe table,
wal ked across the roomto where the old nan stood | ooking at a
little sprig of holly in his hand.

"It recalls the tinme when many of those years were old and new,
t hen?" he said, observing himattentively, and touching himon the
shoul der. "Does it?"

"Oh many, many!" said Philip, half awaking fromhis reverie. "I'm
ei ghty-seven!"

"Merry and happy, was it?" asked the Chem st in a | ow voi ce.
"Merry and happy, old man?"

"Maybe as high as that, no higher," said the old man, hol di ng out
his hand a little way above the I evel of his knee, and | ooking
retrospectively at his questioner, "when | first renmenber 'em
Col d, sunshiny day it was, out a-wal king, when sonme one--it was ny
not her as sure as you stand there, though |I don't know what her

bl essed face was |ike, for she took ill and died that Christnmas-
time--told ne they were food for birds. The pretty little fellow
t hought--that's nme, you understand--that birds' eyes were so

bri ght, perhaps, because the berries that they lived on in the
winter were so bright. | recollect that. And I'm eighty-seven!”

"Merry and happy!" nused the other, bending his dark eyes upon the
stooping figure, with a smle of conpassion. "Merry and happy--and
remenber wel | ?"



"Ay, ay, ay!" resuned the old nman, catching the last words. "I

remenber 'emwell in ny school tine, year after year, and all the
merry-maki ng that used to cone along with them | was a strong
chap then, M. Redlaw, and, if you'll believe nme, hadn't ny match
at football within ten mle. Were' s ny son Wllianf Hadn't ny
match at football, WIlliam within ten mle!"

"That's what | always say, father!" returned the son pronptly, and
Wi th great respect. "You ARE a Swidger, if ever there was one of
the fam|y!"

"Dear!" said the old man, shaking his head as he again | ooked at
the holly. "Hi s nother--ny son Wllianms ny youngest son--and |,
have sat anong '"emall, boys and girls, little children and babi es,
many a year, when the berries |like these were not shining half so
bright all round us, as their bright faces. Mny of 'em are gone;
she's gone; and ny son George (our eldest, who was her pride nore
than all the rest!) is fallen very low. but | can see them when |
| ook here, alive and healthy, as they used to be in those days; and
| can see him thank God, in his innocence. |It's a blessed thing
to ne, at eighty-seven."

The keen | ook that had been fixed upon himw th so nuch
ear nest ness, had gradually sought the ground.

"When ny circunstances got to be not so good as fornerly, through
not being honestly dealt by, and | first cone here to be
custodian," said the old man, "--which was upwards of fifty years
ago--where's ny son Wllianf? Mre than half a century ago,
WIlliam?"

"That's what | say, father," replied the son, as pronptly and
dutifully as before, "that's exactly where it is. Two tines
ought's an ought, and twice five ten, and there's a hundred of
1 em 1

"I't was quite a pleasure to know that one of our founders--or nore
correctly speaking," said the old man, with a great glory in his
subj ect and his knowl edge of it, "one of the | earned gentl enen that
hel ped endow us in Queen Elizabeth's tinme, for we were founded

af ore her day--left in his will, anong the other bequests he made



us, so nmuch to buy holly, for garnishing the walls and w ndows,
cone Christmas. There was sonething honely and friendly in it.
Bei ng but strange here, then, and comng at Christnmas tine, we took
a liking for his very picter that hangs in what used to be,
anciently, afore our ten poor gentlenen comuted for an annual

stipend in noney, our great Dinner Hall.--A sedate gentleman in a
peaked beard, with a ruff round his neck, and a scroll bel ow him
in old English letters, 'Lord! keep ny nenory green!' You know all

about him M. Redl aw?"
"I know the portrait hangs there, Philip."

"Yes, sure, it's the second on the right, above the panelling. |
was going to say--he has hel ped to keep MY nenory green, | thank
him for going round the building every year, as |I'ma doi ng now,
and freshening up the bare roons with these branches and berri es,
freshens up ny bare old brain. One year brings back another, and
t hat year another, and those others nunbers! At last, it seens to
me as if the birth-tinme of our Lord was the birth-tinme of all |
have ever had affection for, or nourned for, or delighted in,--and
they're a pretty many, for |I'meighty-seven!"”

"Merry and happy," murnured Redl aw to hinsel f.
The room began to darken strangely.

"So you see, sir," pursued old Philip, whose hale wintry cheek had
warned into a ruddi er gl ow, and whose bl ue eyes had bri ght ened
whi |l e he spoke, "I have plenty to keep, when | keep this present
season. Now, where's ny quiet Muse? Chattering' s the sin of
tinme of life, and there's half the building to do yet, if the cold
don't freeze us first, or the wind don't blow us away, or the

dar kness don't swal |l ow us up."

The qui et Mouse had brought her calmface to his side, and silently
taken his arm before he finished speaking.

"Cone away, ny dear," said the old man. "M . Redlaw won't settle
to his dinner, otherwise, till it's cold as the winter. | hope
you' || excuse ne ranbling on, sir, and I w sh you good ni ght, and,

once again, a nerry--"



"Stay!" said M. Redlaw, resum ng his place at the table, nore, it
woul d have seened from his manner, to reassure the old keeper, than

i n any renmenbrance of his own appetite. "Spare ne anot her nonent,
Philip. WIIliam you were going to tell ne sonething to your
excellent wwfe's honour. It wll not be disagreeable to her to

hear you praise her. Wat was it?"
"Wy, that's where it is, you see, sir," returned M. WIIliam
Swi dger, | ooking towards his wife in considerabl e enbarrassnent.
"Ms. WIlliam s got her eye upon ne."

"But you're not afraid of Ms. WIllians eye?"

"Why, no, sir," returned M. Swidger, "that's what | say nyself.
It wasn't nmade to be afraid of. It wouldn't have been nade so
mld, if that was the intention. But | wouldn't like to--MIIly!--
him you know. Down in the Buildings."

M. WIliam standing behind the table, and rummagi ng

di sconcertedly anong the objects upon it, directed persuasive

gl ances at Ms. WIlliam and secret jerks of his head and thunb at
M. Redlaw, as alluring her towards him

"Hm you know, ny love," said M. WIlliam "Down in the

Buil dings. Tell, ny dear! You're the works of Shakespeare in
conparison with nyself. Down in the Buildings, you know, ny |ove.-
- St udent . "

"Student ?" repeated M. Redlaw, raising his head.

"That's what | say, sir!" cried M. WIlliam in the utnost

ani mati on of assent. "If it wasn't the poor student down in the
Bui | di ngs, why should you wish to hear it fromMs. Wlliams |ips?
Ms. WIlliam ny dear--Buildings."

"I didn't know," said MIly, with a quiet frankness, free from any
haste or confusion, "that WIliam had said anything about it, or |
woul dn't have cone. | asked himnot to. |It's a sick young

gentl eman, sir--and very poor, | amafraid--who is too ill to go
home this holiday-tinme, and |lives, unknown to any one, in but a
common kind of |odging for a gentlenman, down in Jerusal em
Buildings. That's all, sir."



"Why have | never heard of hinf" said the Chemi st, rising
hurriedly. "Wy has he not made his situation known to ne? Sick!-
-give ne ny hat and cl oak. Poor!--what house?--what nunber ?"

"Oh, you nustn't go there, sir," said MIly, |eaving her father-in-
| aw, and calmy confronting himwith her collected |little face and
f ol ded hands.

"Not go there?"

"Oh dear, no!" said MIIly, shaking her head as at a nobst manifest
and self-evident inpossibility. "It couldn't be thought of!"

"What do you nean? Wy not ?"
"Why, you see, sir," said M. WIIliam Sw dger, persuasively and
confidentially, "that's what | say. Depend upon it, the young
gent| eman woul d never have made his situation known to one of his
own sex. Ms. WIllians has got into his confidence, but that's
quite different. They all confide in Ms. WIlliam they all trust
HER. A man, sir, couldn't have got a whisper out of hint but
woman, sir, and Ms. WIIliam conbi ned--!"

"There is good sense and delicacy in what you say, Wlliam"
returned M. Redlaw, observant of the gentle and conposed face at
his shoulder. And laying his finger on his lip, he secretly put
his purse into her hand.

"Oh dear no, sir!" cried MIly, giving it back again. "W rse and
worse!  Couldn't be dreaned of!"

Such a staid nmatter-of-fact housewi fe she was, and so unruffled by
the nmonentary haste of this rejection, that, an instant afterwards,
she was tidily picking up a few | eaves whi ch had strayed from

bet ween her scissors and her apron, when she had arranged the
hol | y.

Fi ndi ng, when she rose from her stooping posture, that M. Redl aw
was still regarding her with doubt and astonishnent, she quietly
repeat ed- -1 ooki ng about, the while, for any other fragnents that
m ght have escaped her observati on:



"Oh dear no, sir! He said that of all the world he would not be
known to you, or receive help fromyou--though he is a student in
your class. | have nade no terns of secrecy with you, but | trust
to your honour conpletely.™

"Wy did he say so?"

"Indeed | can't tell, sir," said MIly, after thinking a little,
"because | amnot at all clever, you know, and | wanted to be
useful to himin making things neat and confortable about him and
enpl oyed nyself that way. But | know he is poor, and lonely, and |
think he is somehow negl ected too.--How dark it is!"

The room had dar kened nore and nore. There was a very heavy gl oom
and shadow gat heri ng behind the Chem st's chair.

"What nore about hin?" he asked.

"He is engaged to be married when he can afford it," said Mlly,
"and is studying, | think, to qualify hinself to earn a living. |
have seen, a long tine, that he has studied hard and deni ed hi nsel f
much. - - How very dark it is!"

"It's turned colder, too," said the old man, rubbing his hands.
"There's a chill and dismal feeling in the room Were's ny son
Wllian? WIIliam ny boy, turn the |anp, and rouse the fire!"

MIly's voice resuned, like quiet nmusic very softly played:
"He nmuttered in his broken sleep yesterday afternoon, after talking

to me" (this was to herself) "about sone one dead, and sone great
wrong done that could never be forgotten; but whether to himor to

anot her person, | don't know. Not BY him | amsure."

"And, in short, Ms. WIlliam you see--which she wouldn't say
herself, M. Redlaw, if she was to stop here till the new year
after this next one--" said M. WIlliam comng up to himto speak

in his ear, "has done himworlds of good! Bless you, worlds of
good! AlIl at hone just the sane as ever--ny father nade as snug
and confortable--not a crunb of litter to be found in the house, if
you were to offer fifty pound ready noney for it--Ms. WIIliam



apparently never out of the way--yet Ms. WIIliam backwards and
forwards, backwards and forwards, up and down, up and down, a
nother to hin"

The room turned darker and col der, and the gl oom and shadow
gat heri ng behind the chair was heavier.

"Not content with this, sir, Ms. WIlliamgoes and finds, this very
ni ght, when she was comi ng hone (why it's not above a couple of
hours ago), a creature nore |ike a young wld beast than a young
child, shivering upon a door-step. What does Ms. WIIliamdo, but
brings it hone to dry it, and feed it, and keep it till our old
Bounty of food and flannel is given away, on Christmas norning! |If
it ever felt a fire before, it's as nuch as ever it did; for it's
sitting in the old Lodge chimey, staring at ours as if its
ravenous eyes woul d never shut again. |It's sitting there, at

| east,"” said M. WIliam correcting hinmself, on reflection,
"unless it's bolted!"

"Heaven keep her happy!" said the Chem st al oud, "and you t oo,

Philip! and you, Wlliam | nust consider what to do in this. |
may desire to see this student, I'll not detain you any |onger now.
Good- ni ght!'"

"I thank'ee, sir, | thank'ee!" said the old man, "for Muse, and

for my son Wlliam and for nyself. \Were's ny son WIlian?
WIlliam you take the lantern and go on first, through them I ong
dark passages, as you did |last year and the year afore. Ha ha!
| _ renmenber--though I'meighty-seven! 'Lord, keep ny nenory
green!" It's a very good prayer, M. Redlaw, that of the | earned
gentleman in the peaked beard, with a ruff round his neck--hangs
up, second on the right above the panelling, in what used to be,
af ore our ten poor gentlenen conmuted, our great Dinner Hall.
‘Lord, keep ny nenory green!' [|t's very good and pious, sir.
Amen!  Anmen!"

As they passed out and shut the heavy door, which, however
carefully wthheld, fired a long train of thundering reverberations
when it shut at last, the roomturned darker.,

As he fell a nusing in his chair alone, the healthy holly wthered
on the wall, and dropped--dead branches.



As the gl oom and shadow t hi ckened behind him in that place where
it had been gathering so darkly, it took, by slow degrees, --or out
of it there cane, by sone unreal, unsubstantial process--not to be
traced by any human sense,--an awful |ikeness of hinself!

Ghastly and cold, colourless in its | eaden face and hands, but wth
his features, and his bright eyes, and his grizzled hair, and
dressed in the gl oony shadow of his dress, it cane into his
terri bl e appearance of existence, notionless, wthout a sound. As
HE | eaned his arm upon the el bow of his chair, rum nating before
the fire, IT | eaned upon the chair-back, close above him with its
appal ling copy of his face |ooking where his face | ooked, and
bearing the expression his face bore.

This, then, was the Sonething that had passed and gone already.
This was the dread conpani on of the haunted nman!

It took, for some nonents, no nore apparent heed of him than he of
it. The Christnmas Waits were playing sonewhere in the distance,
and, through his thoughtful ness, he seened to listen to the nusic.
It seened to listen too.

At | ength he spoke; without noving or lifting up his face.

"Here again!" he said.

"Here again," replied the Phantom

"I see you in the fire," said the haunted man; "I hear you in
music, in the wind, in the dead stillness of the night."

The Phantom noved its head, assenting.

"Why do you cone, to haunt ne thus?"

"I come as | amcalled," replied the Giost.
"No. Unbidden," exclained the Chem st.

"Unbi dden be it," said the Spectre. "It is enough. | amhere.”



Hitherto the light of the fire had shone on the two faces--if the
dread lineanents behind the chair m ght be called a face--both
addressed towards it, as at first, and neither | ooking at the
other. But, now, the haunted man turned, suddenly, and stared upon
the Ghost. The CGhost, as sudden in its notion, passed to before
the chair, and stared on him

The living man, and the animated i mage of hinself dead, m ght so
have | ooked, the one upon the other. An awful survey, in a lonely
and renote part of an enpty old pile of building, on a wnter
night, with the |l oud w nd going by upon its journey of nystery--
whence or whither, no man knowi ng since the world began--and the
stars, in unimaginable millions, glittering through it, from
eternal space, where the world's bulk is as a grain, and its hoary
age i s infancy.

"Look upon ne!" said the Spectre. "I amhe, neglected in ny youth,
and m serably poor, who strove and suffered, and still strove and
suffered, until |I hewed out knowl edge fromthe m ne where it was

buried, and nade rugged steps thereof, for ny worn feet to rest and
rose on."

"I AMthat nan," returned the Chem st.

"No nother's self-denying |love," pursued the Phantom "no father's
counsel, aided ME. A stranger cane into ny father's place when |
was but a child, and | was easily an alien fromny nother's heart.
My parents, at the best, were of that sort whose care soon ends,
and whose duty is soon done; who cast their offspring |oose, early,
as birds do theirs; and, if they do well, claimthe nerit; and, if
i1, the pity."

|t paused, and seened to tenpt and goad himwth its | ook, and with
t he manner of its speech, and with its smle.

"I am he," pursued the Phantom "who, in this struggle upward,
found a friend. | nmade him-won him-bound himto ne! W worked
together, side by side. Al the |ove and confidence that in ny
earlier youth had had no outlet, and found no expression, |

best owed on him™

"Not all," said Redlaw, hoarsely.



"No, not all," returned the Phantom "I had a sister."

The haunted man, with his head resting on his hands, replied "I
had!" The Phantom wth an evil smle, drew closer to the chair,
and resting its chin upon its folded hands, its fol ded hands upon
t he back, and | ooking down into his face with searching eyes, that
seened instinct with fire, went on:

"Such glinpses of the |light of home as | had ever known, had
streaned fromher. How young she was, how fair, how | oving! I
took her to the first poor roof that | was master of, and nmade it
rich. She cane into the darkness of ny life, and nade it bright.--
She is before ne!"

"I saw her, in the fire, but now | hear her in nusic, in the
wind, in the dead stillness of the night," returned the haunted
man.

"DID he | ove her?" said the Phantom echoing his contenplative
tone. "I think he did, once. | amsure he did. Better had she
| oved himless--less secretly, less dearly, fromthe shall ower
depths of a nore divided heart!"”

"Let me forget it!" said the Chem st, with an angry notion of his
hand. "Let ne blot it fromny nmenory!"

The Spectre, without stirring, and with its unw nking, cruel eyes
still fixed upon his face, went on:

"A dream |ike hers, stole upon ny own life."
"I't did," said Redl aw.

"Alove, as like hers," pursued the Phantom "as ny inferior nature
m ght cherish, arose in nmy owmn heart. | was too poor to bind its
object to ny fortune then, by any thread of prom se or entreaty. |
| oved her far too well, to seek to do it. But, nore than ever |
had striven inny life, | strove to clinb! Only an inch gai ned,
brought ne sonething nearer to the height. | toiled up! 1In the

| at e pauses of ny | abour at that tine,--ny sister (sweet
conpanion!) still sharing wwth ne the expiring enbers and the



cooling hearth, --when day was breaking, what pictures of the future
did | see!"

"I sawthem in the fire, but now," he nmurnured. "They cone back
to nme in nmusic, in the wind, in the dead stillness of the night, in
t he revol ving years."

"--Pictures of ny own donestic life, in aftertine, wth her who was
the inspiration of ny toil. Pictures of ny sister, nade the wfe
of ny dear friend, on equal terns--for he had sone inheritance, we
none--pi ctures of our sobered age and nel | owed happi ness, and of

t he gol den |inks, extending back so far, that should bind us, and
our children, in a radiant garland," said the Phantom

"Pictures," said the haunted man, "that were delusions. Wy is it
my doomto renenber themtoo well!"

"Del usions," echoed the Phantomin its changel ess voice, and
glaring on himwith its changel ess eyes. "For ny friend (in whose
breast ny confidence was | ocked as in ny own), passing between ne
and the centre of the system of ny hopes and struggles, won her to
hi nsel f, and shattered ny frail universe. M sister, doubly dear,
doubly devoted, doubly cheerful in ny honme, lived on to see ne
fanous, and ny old anbition so rewarded when its spring was broken,
and t hen--"

"Then died," he interposed. "D ed, gentle as ever; happy; and wth
no concern but for her brother. Peace!"

The Phantom wat ched himsilently.

"Renenbered!" said the haunted nman, after a pause. "Yes. So well
remenbered, that even now, when years have passed, and nothing is
nore idle or nore visionary to ne than the boyish |ove so | ong
outlived, I think of it with synpathy, as if it were a younger
brother's or a son's. Sonetines | even wonder when her heart first
inclined to him and how it had been affected towards ne.--Not
lightly, once, | think.--But that is nothing. Early unhappiness, a
wound froma hand | |oved and trusted, and a | oss that nothing can
repl ace, outlive such fancies."

"Thus," said the Phantom "I bear within ne a Sorrow and a W ong.



Thus | prey upon nyself. Thus, nenory is ny curse; and, if | could
forget ny sorrow and ny wong, | would!"

"Mocker!" said the Chem st, |eaping up, and nmaking, with a wat hful
hand, at the throat of his other self. "Wy have |I always that
taunt in nmy ears?"

"Forbear!" exclained the Spectre in an awful voice. "Lay a hand on
Me, and die!"

He stopped mdway, as if its words had paral ysed him and stood

| ooking on it. It had glided fromhim it had its armraised high
in warning; and a smle passed over its unearthly features, as it
reared its dark figure in triunph.

"I'f I could forget ny sorrow and wong, | would," the Ghost
repeated. "If | could forget ny sorrow and ny wong, | would!"

"Evil spirit of nyself,"” returned the haunted man, in a | ow,
trenbling tone, "ny life is darkened by that incessant whisper."

"'t 1s an echo," said the Phant om

"If it be an echo of ny thoughts--as now, indeed, | knowit is,"
rej oi ned the haunted nman, "why should |, therefore, be tornented?
It is not a selfish thought. | suffer it to range beyond nyself.

Al men and wonen have their sorrows, --nost of themtheir wongs;
i ngratitude, and sordid jeal ousy, and interest, besetting all
degrees of life. Wwo would not forget their sorrows and their

wr ongs ?"

"Who woul d not, truly, and be happier and better for it?" said the
Phant om

"These revolutions of years, which we commenorate," proceeded

Redl aw, "what do THEY recall! Are there any mnds in which they do
not re-awaken sone sorrow, or sone trouble? What is the
remenbrance of the old man who was here to-night? A tissue of
sorrow and trouble."
"But commobn natures," said the Phantom with its evil smle upon
its glassy face, "unenlightened m nds and ordinary spirits, do not



feel or reason on these things |ike nmen of higher cultivation and
pr of ounder t hought."

"Tenpter," answered Redl aw, "whose hollow | ook and voice |I dread
nore than words can express, and from whom sone di m foreshadow ng
of greater fear is stealing over ne while | speak, | hear again an
echo of ny own mnd."

"Receive it as a proof that | ampowerful,"” returned the CGhost.
"Hear what | offer! Forget the sorrow, wong, and trouble you have
known! "

"Forget them " he repeated.

"I have the power to cancel their renmenbrance--to | eave but very
faint, confused traces of them that will die out soon," returned
the Spectre. "Say! Is it done?"

"Stay!" cried the haunted man, arresting by a terrified gesture the

uplifted hand. "I trenble wth distrust and doubt of you; and the
di m fear you cast upon ne deepens into a naneless horror | can
hardly bear.--1 would not deprive nyself of any kindly

recoll ection, or any synpathy that is good for ne, or others. Wat
shall | lose, if |I assent to this? Wat else wll pass from ny

r emenbr ance?"

"No know edge; no result of study; nothing but the intertw sted
chain of feelings and associations, each in its turn dependent on,
and nourished by, the banished recollections. Those wll go."
"Are they so many?" said the haunted nman, reflecting in alarm
"They have been wont to show thenselves in the fire, in nusic, in
the wwnd, in the dead stillness of the night, in the revolving
years," returned the Phantom scornfully.

"I'n nothing el se?"

The Phantom held its peace.

But having stood before him silent, for alittle while, it noved
towards the fire; then stopped.



"Decide!" it said, "before the opportunity is lost!"

"A noment! | call Heaven to witness," said the agitated man, "t hat
| have never been a hater of any kind,--never norose, indifferent,
or hard, to anything around ne. |If, living here alone, | have nade
too nmuch of all that was and m ght have been, and too little of
what is, the evil, |I believe, has fallen on ne, and not on others.
But, if there were poison in ny body, should I not, possessed of
anti dotes and knowl edge how to use them use then? |If there be

poi son in ny mnd, and through this fearful shadow | can cast it
out, shall | not cast it out?"

"Say," said the Spectre, "is it done?"
"A nonent |longer!" he answered hurriedly. "I WOULD FORGET IT IF |
COULD! Have | _ thought that, alone, or has it been the thought of

t housands upon thousands, generation after generation? Al human
menory is fraught with sorrow and trouble. M nenory is as the
menory of other nen, but other nen have not this choice. Yes, |

cl ose the bargain. Yes! | WLL forget ny sorrow, wong, and
troubl e!”

"Say," said the Spectre, "is it done?"

"It 1s!”

"ITIS. And take this with you, man whom | here renounce! The
gift that I have given, you shall give again, go where you wll,

Wt hout recovering yourself the power that you have yiel ded up, you
shall henceforth destroy its like in all whom you approach. Your

w sdom has di scovered that the nenory of sorrow, wong, and trouble
is the ot of all mankind, and that manki nd woul d be the happi er,
inits other nenories, without it. God! Be its benefactor! Freed
fromsuch renenbrance, fromthis hour, carry involuntarily the

bl essing of such freedomw th you. Its diffusion is inseparable
and inalienable fromyou. Go! Be happy in the good you have won,
and in the good you do!"

The Phantom which had held its bl oodl ess hand above himwhile it
spoke, as if in sone unholy invocation, or sone ban; and which had
gradual | y advanced its eyes so close to his, that he could see how



they did not participate in the terrible smle upon its face, but
were a fixed, unalterable, steady horror nelted before himand was
gone.

As he stood rooted to the spot, possessed by fear and wonder, and
i magi ni ng he heard repeated in nel ancholy echoes, dying away
fainter and fainter, the words, "Destroy its like in all whom you
approach!" a shrill cry reached his ears. It canme, not fromthe
passages beyond the door, but from another part of the old
bui I di ng, and sounded |like the cry of sone one in the dark who had
| ost the way.

He | ooked confusedly upon his hands and linbs, as if to be assured
of his identity, and then shouted in reply, loudly and wildly; for
there was a strangeness and terror upon him as if he too were

| ost.

The cry respondi ng, and being nearer, he caught up the |lanp, and
rai sed a heavy curtain in the wall, by which he was accustoned to
pass into and out of the theatre where he | ectured, --which adjoi ned
his room Associated with youth and ani mati on, and a high

anphi theatre of faces which his entrance charned to interest in a
nmonment, it was a ghostly place when all this |[ife was faded out of
it, and stared upon himlike an enbl em of Deat h.

"Halloa!" he cried. "Halloa! This way! Cone to the light!"

When, as he held the curtain with one hand, and with the other
raised the lanp and tried to pierce the gloomthat filled the

pl ace, sonething rushed past himinto the roomlike a wld-cat, and
crouched down in a corner.

"What is it?" he said, hastily.

He m ght have asked "What is it?" even had he seen it well, as
presently he did when he stood |looking at it gathered up in its
corner,

A bundle of tatters, held together by a hand, in size and form

al nost an infant's, but in its greedy, desperate little clutch, a
bad old man's. A face rounded and snoot hed by sone hal f-dozen
years, but pinched and tw sted by the experiences of a life.

Bri ght eyes, but not youthful. Naked feet, beautiful in their



childish delicacy,--ugly in the blood and dirt that cracked upon
them A baby savage, a young nonster, a child who had never been a
child, a creature who mght live to take the outward form of man,
but who, within, would Iive and perish a nere beast.

Used, already, to be worried and hunted |Ii ke a beast, the boy
crouched down as he was | ooked at, and | ooked back agai n, and
i nterposed his armto ward off the expected bl ow

"I'"ll bite," he said, "if you hit ne!"

The tinme had been, and not nmany m nutes since, when such a sight as
this would have wung the Chem st's heart. He | ooked upon it now,
coldly; but with a heavy effort to renenber sonething--he did not
know what - - he asked the boy what he did there, and whence he cane.

"Where's the woman?" he replied. "I want to find the woman."
1] \N]O?"

"The woman. Her that brought ne here, and set ne by the |arge
fire. She was so |long gone, that I went to | ook for her, and | ost
myself. | don't want you. | want the woman."

He made a spring, so suddenly, to get away, that the dull sound of
his naked feet upon the floor was near the curtain, when Redl aw
caught him by his rags.

"Cone! you let ne go!"™ nuttered the boy, struggling, and clenching

his teeth. "I've done nothing to you. Let nme go, wll you, to the
worman! "

"That is not the way. There is a nearer one," said Redl aw,
detaining him in the sane blank effort to renenber sone
associ ation that ought, of right, to bear upon this nonstrous
object. "Wat is your nane?"

"ot none."

"Where do you |ive?

"Live!l Waat's that?"



The boy shook his hair fromhis eyes to | ook at himfor a nonent,
and then, twisting round his legs and westling with him broke
again into his repetition of "You let ne go, wll you? | want to
find the woman. "

The Chem st led himto the door. "This way," he said, |ooking at
himstill confusedly, but with repugnance and avoi dance, grow ng
out of his coldness. "I'lIl take you to her."

The sharp eyes in the child' s head, wandering round the room
| ighted on the table where the remmants of the di nner were.

"@ve ne sone of that!" he said, covetously.
"Has she not fed you?"

"I shall be hungry again to-norrow, sha'n't 1? Ant | hungry
every day?"

Fi ndi ng hinself rel eased, he bounded at the table |ike sone snall
ani mal of prey, and hugging to his breast bread and neat, and his
own rags, all together, said:

"Ther e! Now take ne to the woman!"

As the Chem st, with a newborn dislike to touch him sternly
notioned himto follow, and was going out of the door, he trenbl ed
and st opped.

"The gift that | have given, you shall give again, go where you
will!”

The Phantonmis words were blowing in the wind, and the w nd bl ew
chill upon him

"I'"ll not go there, to-night," he murnured faintly. "I'lIl go
nowhere to-night. Boy! straight down this |ong-arched passage, and
past the great dark door into the yard,--you see the fire shining
on the w ndow there."

"The woman's fire?" inquired the boy.



He nodded, and the naked feet had sprung away. He cane back wth
his | anp, |ocked his door hastily, and sat down in his chair,
covering his face |ike one who was frightened at hinself.

For now he was, indeed, alone. Alone, alone.

CHAPTER Il --The G ft D ffused

A small man sat in a small parlour, partitioned off froma snall
shop by a small screen, pasted all over with small scraps of
newspapers. |In conpany with the small man, was al nbst any anount
of small children you may please to nane--at |east it seened so;
they made, in that very limted sphere of action, such an inposing
effect, in point of nunbers.

O these small fry, two had, by sone strong machi nery, been got
into bed in a corner, where they m ght have reposed snugly enough
in the sleep of innocence, but for a constitutional propensity to
keep awake, and also to scuffle in and out of bed. The imedi ate
occasi on of these predatory dashes at the waking world, was the
construction of an oyster-shell wall in a corner, by two other
yout hs of tender age; on which fortification the two in bed nade
har assi ng descents (like those accursed Picts and Scots who

bel eaguer the early historical studies of npbst young Britons), and
then wthdrew to their own territory.

In addition to the stir attendant on these inroads, and the retorts
of the invaded, who pursued hotly, and nade | unges at the bed-

cl ot hes under which the marauders took refuge, another little boy,
in another little bed, contributed his mte of confusion to the
famly stock, by casting his boots upon the waters; in other words,
by | aunching these and several small objects, inoffensive in

t hensel ves, though of a hard substance considered as mi ssiles, at
the disturbers of his repose,--who were not slowto return these
conpl i ment s.

Besi des which, another little boy--the biggest there, but still



little--was tottering to and fro, bent on one side, and
considerably affected in his knees by the wei ght of a | ar ge baby,
whi ch he was supposed by a fiction that obtains sonetines in
sanguine famlies, to be hushing to sleep. But oh! the

| nexhausti bl e regi ons of contenplation and wat chful ness into which
this baby's eyes were then only beginning to conpose thenselves to
stare, over his unconscious shoul der!

It was a very Mdl och of a baby, on whose insatiate altar the whole
exi stence of this particular young brother was offered up a daily
sacrifice. |Its personality may be said to have consisted in its
never being quiet, in any one place, for five consecutive m nutes,
and never going to sleep when required. "Tetterby's baby" was as
wel I known in the nei ghbourhood as the postman or the pot-boy. It
roved from door-step to door-step, in the arnms of |little Johnny
Tetterby, and | agged heavily at the rear of troops of juveniles who
foll owed the Tunbl ers or the Monkey, and cane up, all on one side,
alittle too late for everything that was attractive, from Monday
nmorni ng until Saturday night. \Werever chil dhood congregated to
play, there was little Ml och naking Johnny fag and toil. \Werever
Johnny desired to stay, little Ml och becane fractious, and would
not remain. \Wenever Johnny wanted to go out, Ml och was asl eep,
and nust be watched. Whenever Johnny wanted to stay at hone,

Mol och was awake, and nust be taken out. Yet Johnny was verily
persuaded that it was a faultless baby, wthout its peer in the
real m of England, and was quite content to catch neek glinpses of
things in general frombehind its skirts, or over its linp flapping
bonnet, and to go staggering about with it like a very little
porter wwth a very large parcel, which was not directed to anybody,
and coul d never be delivered anywhere.

The small man who sat in the small parlour, making fruitless
attenpts to read his newspaper peaceably in the mdst of this

di sturbance, was the father of the famly, and the chief of the
firmdescribed in the inscription over the little shop front, by
the nane and title of A TETTERBY AND CO., NEWSMEN. | ndeed,
strictly speaking, he was the only personage answering to that
designation, as Co. was a nere poetical abstraction, altogether
basel ess and i npersonal .

Tetterby's was the corner shop in JerusalemBuildings. There was a
good show of literature in the wndow, chiefly consisting of



pi cture- newspapers out of date, and serial pirates, and footpads.
Wal ki ng-sticks, |ikew se, and marbles, were included in the stock
in trade. It had once extended into the |ight confectionery I|ine;
but it would seemthat those elegancies of |ife were not in denmand
about Jerusal em Buil dings, for nothing connected with that branch
of commerce renmained in the wi ndow, except a sort of small gl ass

| antern containing a | angui shing nmass of bull's-eyes, which had
melted in the summer and congealed in the winter until all hope of
ever getting themout, or of eating themw thout eating the |antern
too, was gone for ever. Tetterby's had tried its hand at several
things. It had once nade a feeble little dart at the toy business;
for, in another lantern, there was a heap of m nute wax dolls, all
sticking together upside down, in the direst confusion, with their
feet on one another's heads, and a precipitate of broken arns and

| egs at the bottom It had nade a nove in the mllinery direction,
which a few dry, wiry bonnet-shapes remained in a corner of the

wi ndow to attest. It had fancied that a living mght lie hidden in
t he tobacco trade, and had stuck up a representation of a native of
each of the three integral portions of the British Enpire, in the
act of consumng that fragrant weed; with a poetic | egend attached,
i nporting that united in one cause they sat and j oked, one chewed

t obacco, one took snuff, one snoked: but nothing seened to have
cone of it--except flies. Tinme had been when it had put a forlorn
trust inimtative jewellery, for in one pane of glass there was a
card of cheap seals, and anot her of pencil-cases, and a nysterious
bl ack amul et of inscrutable intention, |abelled ninepence. But, to
t hat hour, Jerusal em Buil di ngs had bought none of them In short,
Tetterby's had tried so hard to get a |ivelihood out of Jerusal em
Bui | dings in one way or other, and appeared to have done so
indifferently in all, that the best position in the firmwas too
evidently Co.'s; Co., as a bodiless creation, being untroubled wth
t he vul gar i nconveni ences of hunger and thirst, being chargeable
neither to the poor's-rates nor the assessed taxes, and having no
young famly to provide for.

Tetterby hinself, however, in his little parlour, as already

nmenti oned, having the presence of a young famly inpressed upon his
mnd in a manner too clanorous to be disregarded, or to conport
with the quiet perusal of a newspaper, |laid down his paper,

wheeled, in his distraction, a fewtines round the parlour, Iike an
undeci ded carri er-pigeon, nmade an ineffectual rush at one or two
flying little figures in bed-gowns that skimed past him and then,



beari ng suddenly down upon the only unoffendi ng nenber of the
famly, boxed the ears of little Mloch's nurse.

"You bad boy!" said M. Tetterby, "haven't you any feeling for your
poor father after the fatigues and anxieties of a hard winter's
day, since five o' clock in the norning, but nust you wither his
rest, and corrode his latest intelligence, with YOUR w ci ous
tricks? 1Isn't it enough, sir, that your brother 'Dol phus is
toiling and nmoiling in the fog and cold, and you rolling in the |ap
of luxury with a--with a baby, and everything you can wi sh for,"
said M. Tetterby, heaping this up as a great clinmax of bl essings,
"but nust you nake a wi | derness of hone, and nmani acs of your
parents? Mist you, Johnny? Hey?" At each interrogation, M.
Tetterby nmade a feint of boxing his ears again, but thought better
of it, and held his hand.

"Oh, father!" whinpered Johnny, "when I wasn't doing anything, I'm
sure, but taking such care of Sally, and getting her to sleep. On,
father!"

"I wsh ny little woman woul d cone hone!" said M. Tetterby,
relenting and repenting, "I only wish ny little wonman woul d cone
honme! | ain't fit to deal wwth "em They nake ny head go round,
and get the better of ne. GCh, Johnny! Isn't it enough that your
dear not her has provided you with that sweet sister?" indicating
Mol och; "isn't it enough that you were seven boys before w thout a
ray of gal, and that your dear nother went through what she DI D go
t hr ough, on purpose that you mght all of you have a little sister,
but nust you so behave yourself as to make ny head sw nf"

Softening nore and nore, as his own tender feelings and those of
his injured son were worked on, M. Tetterby concl uded by enbracing
him and i medi ately breaking away to catch one of the real

del i nquents. A reasonably good start occurring, he succeeded,
after a short but smart run, and sone rather severe cross-country
wor kK under and over the bedsteads, and in and out anong the
intricacies of the chairs, in capturing this infant, whom he

condi gnly puni shed, and bore to bed. This exanple had a powerful,
and apparently, nmesneric influence on himof the boots, who
instantly fell into a deep sl eep, though he had been, but a nonent
bef ore, broad awake, and in the highest possible feather. Nor was
it lost upon the two young architects, who retired to bed, in an



adjoining closet, with great privacy and speed. The conrade of the
| ntercepted One also shrinking into his nest with sim|lar

di scretion, M. Tetterby, when he paused for breath, found hinself
unexpectedly in a scene of peace.

My little woman herself,"” said M. Tetterby, wping his flushed
face, "could hardly have done it better! | only wish ny little
woman had had it to do, | do indeed!"

M. Tetterby sought upon his screen for a passage appropriate to be
| npressed upon his children's mnds on the occasion, and read the
fol | ow ng.

"It is an undoubted fact that all renmarkable nen have had

remar kabl e not hers, and have respected themin after life as their
best friends.' Think of your own renmarkabl e nother, ny boys," said
M. Tetterby, "and know her value while she is still anong you!"

He sat down again in his chair by the fire, and conposed hinsel f,
cross-1| egged, over his newspaper.

"Let anybody, | don't care who it is, get out of bed again," said
Tetterby, as a general proclamation, delivered in a very soft-
hearted manner, "and astoni shnent will be the portion of that
respected contenporary!"--which expression M. Tetterby sel ected
fromhis screen. "Johnny, ny child, take care of your only sister,
Sally; for she's the brightest gemthat ever sparkled on your early
br ow. "

Johnny sat down on a little stool, and devotedly crushed hinself
beneat h t he wei ght of Mbdl och.

"Ah, what a gift that baby is to you, Johnny!" said his father,
"and how t hankful you ought to be! 'It is not generally known,
Johnny,'" he was now referring to the screen again, "'but it is a
fact ascertained, by accurate cal culations, that the foll ow ng

| mense percentage of babies never attain to tw years old; that is
to say--'"

"Oh, don't, father, please!" cried Johnny. "I can't bear it, when
| think of Sally."



M. Tetterby desisting, Johnny, with a profound sense of his trust,
w ped his eyes, and hushed his sister.

"Your brother 'Dol phus,"” said his father, poking the fire, "is late
t o-ni ght, Johnny, and will conme hone like a lunp of ice. Wat's
got your precious nother?"

"Here's nother, and ' Dol phus too, father!" exclained Johnny, "I
t hi nk. "

"You're right!" returned his father, listening. "Yes, that's the
footstep of ny little woman."

The process of induction, by which M Tetterby had cone to the
conclusion that his wife was a little woman, was his own secret.
She woul d have made two editions of hinself, very easily.

Consi dered as an individual, she was rather remarkable for being
robust and portly; but considered with reference to her husband,
her di nensi ons becane nmagnificent. Nor did they assune a |ess

| Nnposi ng proportion, when studied with reference to the size of her
seven sons, who were but dimnutive. |In the case of Sally,
however, Ms. Tetterby had asserted herself, at |ast; as nobody
knew better than the victimJohnny, who wei ghed and neasured t hat
exacting idol every hour in the day.

Ms. Tetterby, who had been marketing, and carried a basket, threw
back her bonnet and shawl, and sitting down, fatigued, commanded
Johnny to bring his sweet charge to her straightway, for a kiss.
Johnny havi ng conplied, and gone back to his stool, and again
crushed hinself, Master Adol phus Tetterby, who had by this tine
unwound his torso out of a prismatic conforter, apparently

I nterm nabl e, requested the sane favour. Johnny havi ng again
conplied, and again gone back to his stool, and again crushed

hi nself, M. Tetterby, struck by a sudden thought, preferred the
sane claimon his own parental part. The satisfaction of this
third desire conpletely exhausted the sacrifice, who had hardly
breath enough left to get back to his stool, crush hinmself again,
and pant at his rel ations.

"What ever you do, Johnny," said Ms. Tetterby, shaking her head,
"take care of her, or never |ook your nother in the face again."



"Nor your brother," said Adol phus.

"Nor your father, Johnny," added M. Tetterby.

Johnny, nuch affected by this conditional renunciation of him

| ooked down at Mol och's eyes to see that they were all right, so
far, and skilfully patted her back (which was uppernost), and
rocked her wwth his foot.

"Are you wet, 'Dol phus, ny boy?" said his father. "Cone and take
my chair, and dry yourself."

"No, father, thank'ee," said Adol phus, snoothing hinself down wth
his hands. "I an't very wet, | don't think. Does ny face shine
much, father?"

"Well, it DOES | ook waxy, ny boy," returned M. Tetterby.
"It's the weather, father," said Adol phus, polishing his cheeks on
the worn sleeve of his jacket. "What wth rain, and sleet, and

wi nd, and snow, and fog, ny face gets quite brought out into a rash
sonetines. And shines, it does--oh, don't it, though!"

Mast er Adol phus was also in the newspaper line of |ife, being

enpl oyed, by a nore thriving firmthan his father and Co., to vend
newspapers at a railway station, where his chubby little person,

| i ke a shabbily-di sgui sed Cupid, and his shrill little voice (he
was not much nore than ten years old), were as well known as the
hoarse panting of the |oconotives, running in and out. H's
juvenility m ght have been at sone loss for a harm ess outlet, in
this early application to traffic, but for a fortunate di scovery he
made of a neans of entertaining hinself, and of dividing the | ong
day into stages of interest, w thout neglecting business. This

I ngeni ous invention, remarkable, |ike many great discoveries, for
its sinplicity, consisted in varying the first vowel in the word
"paper,"” and substituting, in its stead, at different periods of
the day, all the other vowels in grammatical succession. Thus,
before daylight in the winter-tinme, he went to and fro, in his
little oilskin cap and cape, and his big conforter, piercing the
heavy air with his cry of "Mdrn-ing Pa-per!" which, about an hour
bef ore noon, changed to "Mrn-ing Pepper!" which, at about two,
changed to "Morn-ing Pip-per!" which in a couple of hours changed



to "Morn-ing Pop-per!"” and so declined with the sun into "Eve-ning
Pup-per!" to the great relief and confort of this young gentleman's
spirits.

Ms. Tetterby, his |[ady-nother, who had been sitting with her
bonnet and shawl thrown back, as aforesaid, thoughtfully turning
her weddi ng-ring round and round upon her finger, now rose, and

di vesting herself of her out-of-door attire, began to lay the cloth
for supper.

"Ah, dear ne, dear ne, dear ne!" said Ms. Tetterby. "That's the
way the world goes!™

"Which is the way the world goes, ny dear?" asked M. Tetterby,
| ooki ng round.

"Oh, nothing," said Ms. Tetterhby.

M. Tetterby elevated his eyebrows, folded his newspaper afresh,
and carried his eyes up it, and down it, and across it, but was
wandering in his attention, and not reading it.

Ms. Tetterby, at the sane tine, laid the cloth, but rather as if
she were punishing the table than preparing the famly supper;
hitting it unnecessarily hard with the knives and forks, sl apping
it with the plates, dinting it with the salt-cellar, and com ng
heavily down upon it with the | oaf.

"Ah, dear ne, dear ne, dear ne!" said Ms. Tetterby. "That's the
way the world goes!™

"My duck," returned her husband, |ooking round again, "you said
that before. Wich is the way the world goes?"

"Oh, nothing!" said Ms. Tetterhby.

"Sophia!" renonstrated her husband, "you said THAT before, too.

"Well, I'll say it again if you like," returned Ms. Tetterby. "Oh
not hi ng--there! And again if you like, oh nothing--there! And
again if you like, oh nothing--nowthen!"



M. Tetterby brought his eye to bear upon the partner of his bosom
and said, in mld astoni shnment:

"My little wonman, what has put you out?"

"I"'msure | _don't know," she retorted. "Don't ask nme. Wo said
| was put out at all? | _never did."

M. Tetterby gave up the perusal of his newspaper as a bad job,
and, taking a slow wal k across the room wth his hands behi nd him
and his shoulders raised--his gait according perfectly with the
resignation of his manner--addressed hinself to his two el dest

of f spri ng.

"Your supper wll be ready in a mnute, 'Dol phus,"” said M.
Tetterby. "Your nother has been out in the wet, to the cook's
shop, to buy it. It was very good of your nother so to do. YQU

shal | get sone supper too, very soon, Johnny. Your nother's
pl eased with you, ny nan, for being so attentive to your precious
sister.”

Ms. Tetterby, wthout any remark, but with a deci ded subsi dence of
her aninosity towards the table, finished her preparations, and

t ook, from her anple basket, a substantial slab of hot pease
puddi ng wrapped in paper, and a basin covered with a saucer, which,
on bei ng uncovered, sent forth an odour so agreeable, that the
three pair of eyes in the two beds opened wi de and fi xed thensel ves
upon the banquet. M. Tetterby, wthout regarding this tacit
invitation to be seated, stood repeating slowy, "Yes, yes, your
supper will be ready in a mnute, 'Dol phus--your nother went out in
the wet, to the cook's shop, to buy it. |t was very good of your
not her so to do"--until Ms. Tetterby, who had been exhibiting
sundry tokens of contrition behind him caught himround the neck,
and wept .

"Oh, Dol phus!" said Ms. Tetterby, "how could | go and behave so?"

This reconciliation affected Adol phus the younger and Johnny to

t hat degree, that they both, as with one accord, raised a disnal
cry, which had the effect of imediately shutting up the round eyes
in the beds, and utterly routing the two remaining little
Tetterbys, just then stealing in fromthe adjoining closet to see



what was going on in the eating way.

"I am sure, 'Dolphus," sobbed Ms. Tetterby, "comng hone, | had no
nore idea than a child unborn--"

M. Tetterby seened to dislike this figure of speech, and observed,
"Say than the baby, ny dear."

"--Had no nore idea than the baby," said Ms. Tetterby.--"Johnny,

don't |look at ne, but |ook at her, or she'll fall out of your Iap
and be killed, and then you'll die in agonies of a broken heart,
and serve you right.--No nore idea | hadn't than that darling, of
bei ng cross when | cane hone; but sonehow, ' Dol phus--" Ms.

Tetterby paused, and again turned her wedding-ring round and round
upon her finger.

"I see!" said M. Tetterby. "I understand! M/ little wonman was
put out. Hard tines, and hard weat her, and hard work, make it
trying now and then. | see, bless your soul! No wonder! Dolf, ny

man, " continued M. Tetterby, exploring the basin with a fork,
"here's your nother been and bought, at the cook's shop, besides
pease puddi ng, a whole knuckle of a lovely roast Ieg of pork, wth
| ots of crackling left upon it, and with seasoning gravy and
mustard quite unlimted. Hand in your plate, ny boy, and begin
while it's simrering."

Mast er Adol phus, needing no second sunmons, received his portion
with eyes rendered noist by appetite, and withdrawing to his
particular stool, fell upon his supper tooth and nail. Johnny was
not forgotten, but received his rations on bread, |est he shoul d,
in a flush of gravy, trickle any on the baby. He was required, for
simlar reasons, to keep his puddi ng, when not on active service,

i n his pocket.

There m ght have been nore pork on the knuckl ebone, --which

knuckl ebone the carver at the cook's shop had assuredly not
forgotten in carving for previous custoners--but there was no stint
of seasoning, and that is an accessory dream |y suggesting pork,
and pleasantly cheating the sense of taste. The pease puddi ng,

too, the gravy and nustard, like the Eastern rose in respect of the
nightingale, if they were not absolutely pork, had lived near it;
so, upon the whole, there was the flavour of a m ddl e-sized pig.



It was irresistible to the Tetterbys in bed, who, though professing
to sl unber peacefully, crawl ed out when unseen by their parents,
and silently appealed to their brothers for any gastronom c token
of fraternal affection. They, not hard of heart, presenting scraps
in return, it resulted that a party of I|ight skirm shers in

ni ght gowns were careering about the parlour all through supper,

whi ch harassed M. Tetterby exceedingly, and once or twce |nposed
upon himthe necessity of a charge, before which these guerilla
troops retired in all directions and in great confusion.

Ms. Tetterby did not enjoy her supper. There seened to be
sonething on Ms. Tetterby's mnd. At one tinme she | aughed w t hout
reason, and at another tinme she cried without reason, and at | ast
she | aughed and cried together in a manner so very unreasonabl e

t hat her husband was conf ounded.

"My little woman," said M. Tetterby, "if the world goes that way,
it appears to go the wong way, and to choke you."

"Gve ne a drop of water," said Ms. Tetterby, struggling wth
herself, "and don't speak to ne for the present, or take any notice
of ne. Don't doit!"

M. Tetterby having adm nistered the water, turned suddenly on the
unl ucky Johnny (who was full of synpathy), and denmanded why he was
wal l ow ng there, in gluttony and idleness, instead of com ng
forward with the baby, that the sight of her mght revive his

not her. Johnny i medi ately approached, borne down by its weight;
but Ms. Tetterby holding out her hand to signify that she was not
in a condition to bear that trying appeal to her feelings, he was

i nterdi cted from advanci ng anot her inch, on pain of perpetual
hatred fromall his dearest connections; and accordingly retired to
his stool again, and crushed hinself as before.

After a pause, Ms. Tetterby said she was better now, and began to
| augh.

"My little woman," said her husband, dubiously, "are you quite sure
you're better? O are you, Sophia, about to break out in a fresh

directi on?"

"No, 'Dol phus, no," replied his wife. "lI'maquite nyself." Wth



that, settling her hair, and pressing the palns of her hands upon
her eyes, she | aughed agai n.

"What a wi cked fool | was, to think so for a nonent!" said Ms.
Tetterby. "Conme nearer, 'Dol phus, and let ne ease ny m nd, and
tell you what | nean. Let ne tell you all about it."

M. Tetterby bringing his chair closer, Ms. Tetterby | aughed
agai n, gave hima hug, and w ped her eyes.

"You know, Dol phus, ny dear," said Ms. Tetterby, "that when | was
single, I mght have given nyself away in several directions. At
one tine, four after ne at once; two of them were sons of Mars."

"We're all sons of Ma's, ny dear," said M. Tetterby, "jointly wth
Pa's."

"I don't nean that," replied his wwfe, "I nean soldiers--
serjeants.”

"Oh!" said M. Tetterby.

"Well, 'Dol phus, I"'msure | never think of such things now, to
regret them and |I'msure |'ve got as good a husband, and woul d do
as nmuch to prove that | was fond of him as--"

"As any little wonman in the world," said M. Tetterby. "Very good.
VERY good. "

|f M. Tetterby had been ten feet high, he could not have expressed
a gentler consideration for Ms. Tetterby's fairy-like stature; and
if Ms. Tetterby had been two feet high, she could not have felt it
nore appropriately her due.

"But you see, 'Dol phus," said Ms. Tetterby, "this being Christnas-
time, when all people who can, nake holiday, and when all people
who have got noney, |like to spend sone, | did, sonehow, get a
little out of sorts when | was in the streets just now. There were
so many things to be sold--such delicious things to eat, such fine
things to | ook at, such delightful things to have--and there was so
much cal cul ati ng and cal cul ati ng necessary, before | durst |ay out
a sixpence for the commonest thing; and the basket was so |arge,



and wanted so nuch in it; and ny stock of noney was so snmall, and
woul d go such a little way;--you hate ne, don't you, ' Dol phus?"

"Not quite," said M. Tetterby, "as yet."

"Well! 1'Il tell you the whole truth," pursued his wfe,
penitently, "and then perhaps you will. | felt all this, so nmuch,
when | was trudgi ng about in the cold, and when | saw a | ot of

ot her calculating faces and | arge baskets trudgi ng about, too, that
| began to think whether | mghtn't have done better, and been
happier, if--1--hadn't--" the wedding-ring went round again, and
Ms. Tetterby shook her downcast head as she turned it.

"I see," said her husband quietly; "if you hadn't married at all,
or if you had marri ed sonebody el se?"

"Yes," sobbed Ms. Tetterby. "That's really what | thought. Do
you hate nme now, ' Dol phus?"

"Why no," said M. Tetterby. "I don't find that |I do, as yet."
Ms. Tetterby gave hima thankful kiss, and went on.

"I begin to hope you won't, now, 'Dolphus, though I'mafraid I
haven't told you the worst. | can't think what cane over ne. |
don't know whether | was ill, or mad, or what | was, but | couldn't
call up anything that seened to bind us to each other, or to
reconcile me to ny fortune. Al the pleasures and enjoynents we
had ever had--THEY seened so poor and insignificant, | hated them
| could have trodden on them And | could think of nothing el se,
except our being poor, and the nunber of nouths there were at
hone. "

"Well, well, ny dear," said M. Tetterby, shaking her hand
encouragingly, "that's truth, after all. W ARE poor, and there
ARE a nunmber of nouths at hone here.”

"Ah! but, Dolf, Dolf!" cried his wfe, |laying her hands upon his
neck, "ny good, kind, patient fellow, when | had been at hone a

very little while--how different! Ch, Dolf, dear, how different it
was! | felt as if there was a rush of recollection on ne, all at
once, that softened ny hard heart, and filled it up till it was



bursting. Al our struggles for a livelihood, all our cares and
wants since we have been married, all the tinmes of sickness, all

t he hours of watching, we have ever had, by one another, or by the
children, seened to speak to ne, and say that they had made us one,
and that | never m ght have been, or could have been, or would have
been, any other than the wife and nother | am Then, the cheap
enjoynents that | could have trodden on so cruelly, got to be so
precious to ne--0Ch so priceless, and dear!--that | couldn't bear to
t hi nk how much | had wonged them and | said, and say again a
hundred tinmes, how could | ever behave so, 'Dol phus, how could |
ever have the heart to do it!"

The good wonman, quite carried away by her honest tenderness and
renorse, was weeping wth all her heart, when she started up with a
scream and ran behi nd her husband. Her cry was so terrified, that
the children started fromtheir sleep and fromtheir beds, and
clung about her. Nor did her gaze belie her voice, as she pointed
to a pale man in a black cloak who had cone into the room

"Look at that nan! Look there! What does he want ?"

"My dear," returned her husband, "I'll ask himif you'll let ne go.
VWhat's the matter! How you shake!"

"I saw himin the street, when | was out just now He | ooked at
me, and stood near ne. | amafraid of him"

"Afraid of him  \Why?"

"I don't know why--1--stop! husband!" for he was goi ng towards the
st ranger.

She had one hand pressed upon her forehead, and one upon her
breast; and there was a peculiar fluttering all over her, and a
hurri ed unsteady notion of her eyes, as if she had | ost sonething.
"Are you ill, ny dear?"

"What is it that is going fromne again?' she nuttered, in a | ow
voice. "What IS this that is going away?"

Then she abruptly answered: "I'N'l? No, | amquite well," and



st ood | ooki ng vacantly at the fl oor.

Her husband, who had not been altogether free fromthe infection of
her fear at first, and whomthe present strangeness of her nmanner
did not tend to reassure, addressed hinself to the pale visitor in
t he bl ack cl oak, who stood still, and whose eyes were bent upon the
gr ound.

"What may be your pleasure, sir," he asked, "with us?"

"I fear that my coming in unperceived," returned the visitor, "has

al armed you; but you were talking and did not hear ne."

"My little woman says--perhaps you heard her say it," returned M.
Tetterby, "that it's not the first tinme you have al arned her to-
ni ght . "

"I amsorry for it. | renmenber to have observed her, for a few
nmonments only, in the street. | had no intention of frightening
her."

As he raised his eyes in speaking, she raised hers. It was

extraordinary to see what dread she had of him and with what dread
he observed it--and yet how narrowy and cl osely.

"My nane," he said, "is Redlaw. | cone fromthe old college hard
by. A young gentleman who is a student there, |odges in your
house, does he not ?"

"M . Denhan®?" said Tetterby.
]| Yes. ]|

It was a natural action, and so slight as to be hardly noticeabl e;
but the little man, before speaking again, passed his hand across

his forehead, and | ooked quickly round the room as though he were
sensi bl e of sone change in its atnosphere. The Chem st, instantly
transferring to himthe | ook of dread he had directed towards the

w fe, stepped back, and his face turned paler.

"The gentleman's room" said Tetterby, "is upstairs, sir. There's
a nore convenient private entrance; but as you have cone in here,



it wll save your going out into the cold, if you'll take this
little staircase,” show ng one communicating directly with the
parlour, "and go up to himthat way, if you wish to see him"

"Yes, | wsh to see him" said the Chemst. "Can you spare a
| i ght ?"

The wat chful ness of his haggard | ook, and the inexplicable distrust
t hat darkened it, seened to trouble M. Tetterby. He paused; and

| ooking fixedly at himin return, stood for a mnute or so, like a
man stupefied, or fascinated.

At length he said, "I'Il light you, sir, if you'll follow ne."
"No," replied the Chemst, "I don't wish to be attended, or
announced to him He does not expect ne. | would rather go al one.
Pl ease to give ne the light, if you can spare it, and I'll find the
way. "

In the qui ckness of his expression of this desire, and in taking
the candle fromthe newsman, he touched himon the breast.

Wt hdrawi ng his hand hastily, alnost as though he had wounded him
by accident (for he did not know in what part of hinself his new
power resided, or how it was comruni cated, or how the manner of its
reception varied in different persons), he turned and ascended the
stair.

But when he reached the top, he stopped and | ooked down. The wfe
was standing in the sanme place, twsting her ring round and round
upon her finger. The husband, with his head bent forward on his
breast, was nusing heavily and sullenly. The children, still
clustering about the nother, gazed timdly after the visitor, and
nest| ed toget her when they saw hi m | ooki ng down.

"Cone!" said the father, roughly. "There's enough of this. Get to
bed here!"

"The place is inconvenient and small enough,"” the nother added,
"W thout you. Get to bed!"

The whol e brood, scared and sad, crept away; little Johnny and the
baby | agging last. The nother, glancing contenptuously round the



sordid room and tossing fromher the fragnents of their neal,

st opped on the threshold of her task of clearing the table, and sat
down, pondering idly and dejectedly. The father betook hinself to
t he chi mey-corner, and inpatiently raking the small fire together,
bent over it as if he would nonopolise it all. They did not

| nt er change a word.

The Chem st, paler than before, stole upward |ike a thief; | ooking
back upon the change bel ow, and dreading equally to go on or
return.

"What have | done!" he said, confusedly. "Wat am| going to do!"

"To be the benefactor of mankind," he thought he heard a voice
reply.

He | ooked round, but there was nothing there; and a passage now
shutting out the little parlour fromhis view, he went on,
directing his eyes before himat the way he went.

"It is only since last night," he nuttered gloomly, "that | have
remai ned shut up, and yet all things are strange to ne. | am
strange to nyself. | amhere, as in a dream \Wat interest have |
in this place, or in any place that | can bring to ny renmenbrance?
My mind is going blind!"

There was a door before him and he knocked at it. Being invited,
by a voice wwthin, to enter, he conpli ed.

"I's that ny kind nurse?" said the voice. "But | need not ask her.
There is no one else to cone here.™

|t spoke cheerfully, though in a languid tone, and attracted his
attention to a young man |lying on a couch, drawn before the

chi mey-piece, with the back towards the door. A neagre scanty
stove, pinched and hollowed like a sick man's cheeks, and bri cked
into the centre of a hearth that it could scarcely warm contai ned
the fire, to which his face was turned. Being so near the w ndy
house-top, it wasted quickly, and with a busy sound, and the
bur ni ng ashes dropped down fast.

"They chi nk when they shoot out here," said the student, smling,



"so, according to the gossips, they are not coffins, but purses. |
shall be well and rich yet, sone day, if it please God, and shall

| ive perhaps to | ove a daughter MIly, in renmenbrance of the

ki ndest nature and the gentlest heart in the world."

He put up his hand as if expecting her to take it, but, being
weakened, he lay still, wth his face resting on his other hand,
and did not turn round.

The Chem st gl anced about the room--at the student's books and
papers, piled upon a table in a corner, where they, and his
exti ngui shed readi ng-1anp, now prohi bited and put away, told of the

attentive hours that had gone before this illness, and perhaps
caused it;--at such signs of his old health and freedom as the
out-of -door attire that hung idle on the wall;--at those

remenbrances of other and less solitary scenes, the little

m ni at ures upon the chi mey-pi ece, and the drawi ng of hone; --at

t hat token of his enulation, perhaps, in sone sort, of his personal
attachnent too, the franmed engraving of hinself, the |ooker-on.

The tinme had been, only yesterday, when not one of these objects,
in its renotest association of interest wwth the living figure
before him would have been | ost on Redlaw. Now, they were but
objects; or, if any gleam of such connexion shot upon him it
per pl exed, and not enlightened him as he stood |ooking round wth
a dull wonder.

The student, recalling the thin hand which had remai ned so | ong
unt ouched, raised hinself on the couch, and turned his head.

"M. Redlaw " he exclainmed, and started up.
Redl aw put out his arm

"Don't cone nearer to ne. | wll sit here. Remain you, where you
are! ™

He sat down on a chair near the door, and having glanced at the
young man standing |leaning with his hand upon the couch, spoke with
his eyes averted towards the ground.

"I heard, by an accident, by what accident is no matter, that one
of ny class was ill and solitary. | received no other description



of him than that he lived in this street. Beginning ny inquiries
at the first house init, I have found him"

"I have been ill, sir," returned the student, not nerely with a
nodest hesitation, but wwth a kind of awe of him "but amgreatly
better. An attack of fever--of the brain, | believe--has weakened
me, but | am nuch better. | cannot say | have been solitary, in ny
i1l ness, or |I should forget the mnistering hand that has been near
-

"You are speaking of the keeper's wfe," said Redl aw

"Yes." The student bent his head, as if he rendered her sone
sil ent homage.

The Chemist, in whomthere was a cold, nonotonous apathy, which
rendered himnore like a marble image on the tonb of the man who
had started fromhis dinner yesterday at the first nention of this
student's case, than the breathing man hinsel f, glanced again at
the student |leaning with his hand upon the couch, and | ooked upon
the ground, and in the air, as if for light for his blinded m nd.
"I renmenbered your nane," he said, "when it was nentioned to ne
down stairs, just now, and | recollect your face. W have held but
very little personal comuni cation together?"

"Very little."

"You have retired and wthdrawn fromne, nore than any of the rest,
| think?"

The student signified assent.

"And why?" said the Chem st; not wth the | east expression of

i nterest, but wth a noody, wayward kind of curiosity. "Wwy? How
cones it that you have sought to keep especially fromne, the

know edge of your remaining here, at this season, when all the rest
have di spersed, and of your being ill? | want to know why this

| s?"

The young man, who had heard himw th increasing agitation, raised
hi s downcast eyes to his face, and clasping his hands together,



cried with sudden earnestness and with trenbling |ips:
"M . Redlaw You have di scovered ne. You know ny secret!"
"Secret?" said the Chem st, harshly. "I know?"

"Yes! Your manner, so different fromthe interest and synpathy

whi ch endear you to so many hearts, your altered voice, the
constraint there is in everything you say, and in your | ooks,"
replied the student, "warn ne that you know ne. That you would
conceal it, even now, is but a proof to ne (God knows | need none!)
of your natural kindness and of the bar there is between us."

A vacant and contenptuous | augh, was all his answer.

"But, M. Redlaw," said the student, "as a just man, and a good
man, think how innocent | am except in nane and descent, of
participation in any wong inflicted on you or in any sorrow you
have borne."

"Sorrow " said Redlaw, |aughing. "Wong! Wat are those to ne?"

"For Heaven's sake," entreated the shrinking student, "do not | et
the nmere interchange of a few words with ne change you like this,
sir! Let ne pass again fromyour know edge and notice. Let ne
occupy ny old reserved and di stant place anong those whom you
instruct. Know ne only by the nane | have assuned, and not by that
of Longford--"

"Longford!" exclained the other.

He cl asped his head with both his hands, and for a nonent turned
upon the young man his own intelligent and thoughtful face. But
the Iight passed fromit, |like the sun-beamof an instant, and it
cl ouded as before.

"The nanme ny not her bears, sir," faltered the young man, "the nane
she took, when she m ght, perhaps, have taken one nore honoured.

M. Redlaw," hesitating, "I believe |I know that history. Were ny
i nformation halts, ny guesses at what is wanting nmay supply
sonet hing not renote fromthe truth. | amthe child of a marriage

t hat has not proved itself a well-assorted or a happy one. From



i nfancy, | have heard you spoken of with honour and respect--wth
sonet hing that was al nost reverence. | have heard of such
devotion, of such fortitude and tenderness, of such rising up

agai nst the obstacles which press nen down, that ny fancy, since |
learnt ny little lesson fromny nother, has shed a lustre on your
nanme. At last, a poor student nyself, fromwhomcould | |earn but
you?"

Redl aw, unnoved, unchanged, and | ooking at himwth a staring
frown, answered by no word or sign.

"I cannot say," pursued the other, "I should try in vain to say,
how much it has inpressed ne, and affected ne, to find the gracious
traces of the past, in that certain power of w nning gratitude and
confidence which is associ ated anong us students (anong the

hunbl est of us, nost) with M. Redlaw s generous nane. Qur ages
and positions are so different, sir, and I am so accustoned to
regard you froma distance, that | wonder at nmy own presunption
when | touch, however lightly, on that thene. But to one who--|
may say, who felt no common interest in ny nother once--it may be
sonething to hear, nowthat all is past, with what indescribable
feelings of affection | have, in ny obscurity, regarded him wth
what pain and reluctance | have kept al oof from his encouragenent,
when a word of it would have made ne rich; yet how | have felt it
fit that I should hold ny course, content to know him and to be
unknown. M. Redlaw," said the student, faintly, "what | would
have said, | have said ill, for nmy strength is strange to ne as
yet; but for anything unworthy in this fraud of m ne, forgive ne,
and for all the rest forget ne!"

The staring frown remai ned on Redlaw s face, and yielded to no

ot her expression until the student, wth these words, advanced
towards him as if to touch his hand, when he drew back and cried
to him

“"Don't cone nearer to ne!”

The young man st opped, shocked by the eagerness of his recoil, and
by the sternness of his repul sion; and he passed his hand,

t houghtfully, across his forehead.

"The past is past," said the Chemst. "It dies like the brutes.



Who talks to ne of its traces in ny life? He raves or lies! Wat
have | to do with your distenpered dreans? |f you want noney, here
it is. | cane to offer it; and that is all | canme for. There can
be nothing else that brings ne here,"” he nmuttered, holding his head
again, with both his hands. "There CAN be nothing el se, and yet--"

He had tossed his purse upon the table. As he fell into this dim
cogitation with hinself, the student took it up, and held it out to
hi m

"Take it back, sir," he said proudly, though not angrily. "I w sh
you could take fromne, wwth it, the renenbrance of your words and
offer."

"You do?" he retorted, with a wild light in his eyes. "You do?"

"I do!"

The Cheni st went close to him for the first time, and took the
purse, and turned himby the arm and | ooked himin the face.

"There is sorrow and trouble in sickness, is there not?" he
demanded, with a | augh.

The wonderi ng student answered, "Yes."

"Inits unrest, inits anxiety, in its suspense, in all its train
of physical and nental mseries?" said the Chemst, with a wld
unearthly exultation. "All best forgotten, are they not?"

The student did not answer, but again passed his hand, confusedly,
across his forehead. Redlaw still held himby the sleeve, when
MIly's voice was heard out si de.

"I can see very well now," she said, "thank you, Dolf. Don't cry,
dear. Father and nother wll be confortable again, to-norrow, and
home will be confortable too. A gentleman with him is there!"

Redl aw rel eased his hold, as he |i stened.

"I have feared, fromthe first monent," he nmurnured to hinself, "to

neet her. There is a steady quality of goodness in her, that |



dread to influence. | nmay be the nurderer of what is tenderest and
best within her bosom"”

She was knocking at the door.

"Shall | dismss it as an idle foreboding, or still avoid her?" he
muttered, |ooking uneasily around.

She was knocki ng at the door again.

"OF all the visitors who could cone here," he said, in a hoarse
al arnmed voice, turning to his conpanion, "this is the one | should

desire nost to avoid. Hide ne!"

The student opened a frail door in the wall, communicating where
the garret-roof began to slope towards the floor, with a snall

I nner room Redl aw passed in hastily, and shut it after him

The student then resunmed his place upon the couch, and called to
her to enter.

"Dear M. Edmund," said MIIly, |ooking round, "they told ne there
was a gentleman here.”

"There is no one here but I."

"There has been sone one?"

"Yes, yes, there has been sone one."

She put her little basket on the table, and went up to the back of
the couch, as if to take the extended hand--but it was not there.
Alittle surprised, in her quiet way, she |eaned over to | ook at
his face, and gently touched hi mon the brow

"Are you quite as well to-night? Your head is not so cool as in
t he afternoon.”

"Tut!" said the student, petulantly, "very little ails ne."

Alittle nore surprise, but no reproach, was expressed in her face,
as she withdrew to the other side of the table, and took a snall



packet of needlework from her basket. But she laid it down again,
on second thoughts, and goi ng noi sel essly about the room set
everything exactly in its place, and in the neatest order; even to
t he cushions on the couch, which she touched with so |ight a hand,
that he hardly seened to know it, as he lay |ooking at the fire,
When all this was done, and she had swept the hearth, she sat down,
in her nodest |ittle bonnet, to her work, and was quietly busy on
It directly.

"I't'"s the new nuslin curtain for the wndow, M. Ednund," said
MIly, stitching away as she talked. "It will |ook very clean and
nice, though it costs very little, and will save your eyes, too,
fromthe light. M WIIliam says the room should not be too |ight

j ust now, when you are recovering so well, or the glare m ght nake
you gi ddy. "

He said nothing; but there was sonething so fretful and inpatient
in his change of position, that her quick fingers stopped, and she
| ooked at hi m anxi ously.

"The pillows are not confortable," she said, laying down her work
and rising. "I will soon put themright."

"They are very well,"” he answered. "Leave them alone, pray. You
make so much of everything."

He raised his head to say this, and | ooked at her so thankl essly,
that, after he had thrown hinself down again, she stood timdly
pausi ng. However, she resuned her seat, and her needle, wthout
having directed even a nmurnuring | ook towards him and was soon as
busy as before.

"I have been thinking, M. Ednmund, that YQOU have been often

t hi nking of late, when |I have been sitting by, how true the saying
I's, that adversity is a good teacher. Health will be nore precious
to you, after this illness, than it has ever been. And years
hence, when this tine of year cones round, and you renenber the
days when you lay here sick, alone, that the know edge of your

i1l ness mght not afflict those who are dearest to you, your hone
wi ||l be doubly dear and doubly blest. Now, isn't that a good, true
t hi ng?"



She was too intent upon her work, and too earnest in what she said,
and too conposed and quiet altogether, to be on the watch for any

| ook he m ght direct towards her in reply; so the shaft of his
ungrateful glance fell harnless, and did not wound her.

"Ah!" said MIly, with her pretty head inclining thoughtfully on
one side, as she | ooked down, follow ng her busy fingers with her
eyes. "Even on ne--and | amvery different fromyou, M. Ednund,
for | have no learning, and don't know how to think properly--this
view of such things has nade a great inpression, since you have
been lying ill. Wwen | have seen you so touched by the kindness
and attention of the poor people down stairs, | have felt that you
t hought even that experience sone repaynent for the | oss of health,
and | have read in your face, as plain as if it was a book, that
but for sone trouble and sorrow we shoul d never know half the good
there is about us.™

His getting up fromthe couch, interrupted her, or she was goi ng on
to say nore.

"We needn't magnify the nerit, Ms. WIlliam" he rejoined

slightingly. "The people down stairs wll be paid in good tine |
dare say, for any little extra service they may have rendered ne;
and perhaps they anticipate no less. | amnuch obliged to you,

t 0o."

Her fingers stopped, and she | ooked at him

"I can't be made to feel the nore obliged by your exaggerating the
case," he said. "I amsensible that you have been interested in
me, and | say | am nuch obliged to you. Wat nore would you have?"

Her work fell on her lap, as she still |ooked at himwal king to and
fro wth an intolerant air, and stopping now and then.

"I say again, | amnmuch obliged to you. Wy weaken ny sense of
what is your due in obligation, by preferring enornous clains upon
me? Trouble, sorrow, affliction, adversity! One m ght suppose |
had been dying a score of deaths here!"

"Do you believe, M. Edmund," she asked, rising and going nearer to
him "that | spoke of the poor people of the house, with any



reference to nyself? To nme?" |aying her hand upon her bosomwth a
sinple and i nnocent smle of astonishnent.

"Oh! | think nothing about it, ny good creature," he returned. "I
have had an indisposition, which your solicitude--observe! | say
solicitude--makes a great deal nore of, than it nerits; and it's
over, and we can't perpetuate it."

He coldly took a book, and sat down at the table.

She watched himfor a little while, until her smle was quite gone,
and then, returning to where her basket was, said gently:

"M . Ednmund, would you rather be al one?"

"There is no reason why | should detain you here," he replied.
"Except--" said MIly, hesitating, and show ng her work.
"Oh! the curtain,”" he answered, with a supercilious laugh. "That's

not worth staying for."

She made up the little packet again, and put it in her basket.
Then, standing before himw th such an air of patient entreaty that
he coul d not choose but | ook at her, she said:

"I'f you should want ne, | wll conme back willingly. Wen you did
want ne, | was quite happy to cone; there was no nerit init. |

t hink you nust be afraid, that, now you are getting well, | nay be
troubl esone to you; but | should not have been, indeed. | should

have cone no | onger than your weakness and confinenent |asted. You
owe ne nothing; but it is right that you should deal as justly by
me as if | was a | ady--even the very lady that you love; and if you
suspect ne of neanly nmaking nuch of the little | have tried to do
to confort your sick room you do yourself nore wong than ever you
can do ne. That is why | amsorry. That is why | amvery sorry."

| f she had been as passionate as she was quiet, as indignant as she
was calm as angry in her | ook as she was gentle, as |oud of tone
as she was | ow and clear, she m ght have |l eft no sense of her
departure in the room conpared with that which fell upon the

| onel y student when she went away.



He was gazing drearily upon the place where she had been, when
Redl aw canme out of his conceal nent, and cane to the door.

"When sickness lays its hand on you again," he said, |ooking
fiercely back at him "--may it be soon!--Die here! Rot here!"

"What have you done?" returned the other, catching at his cloak.
"What change have you wought in ne? Wat curse have you brought
upon ne? G ve ne back Mysel f!"

"Ave ne back nyself!" exclained Redlaw |li ke a madnman. "I am
infected! | aminfectious! | amcharged with poison for ny own

m nd, and the mnds of all mankind. Were | felt interest,
conpassi on, synpathy, | amturning into stone. Selfishness and

i ngratitude spring up in ny blighting footsteps. | amonly so nuch
| ess base than the wetches whom | make so, that in the nonent of
their transformation | can hate them"

As he spoke--the young man still holding to his cloak--he cast him
off, and struck him then, wldly hurried out into the night air
where the wi nd was blow ng, the snow falling, the cloud-drift
sweepi ng on, the noon dimy shining; and where, blowng in the
wind, falling wwth the snow, drifting with the clouds, shining in

t he noonlight, and heavily loomng in the darkness, were the
Phantonmis words, "The gift that | have given, you shall give again,
go where you wll!"

Wi t her he went, he neither knew nor cared, so that he avoi ded
conpany. The change he felt wthin himnmde the busy streets a
desert, and hinself a desert, and the nultitude around him in
their manifold endurances and ways of |life, a mghty waste of sand,
which the winds tossed into unintelligible heaps and nade a rui nous
confusion of. Those traces in his breast which the Phant om had
told hi mwould "die out soon," were not, as yet, so far upon their
way to death, but that he understood enough of what he was, and
what he nade of others, to desire to be al one.

This put it in his mnd--he suddenly bethought hinself, as he was

goi ng along, of the boy who had rushed into his room And then he
recol |l ected, that of those with whom he had communi cated since the
Phant oml s di sappearance, that boy al one had shown no sign of being



changed.

Monstrous and odious as the wild thing was to him he determned to
seek it out, and prove if this were really so; and also to seek it
with another intention, which cane into his thoughts at the sane
tinme.

So, resolving wwth sone difficulty where he was, he directed his
steps back to the old college, and to that part of it where the
general porch was, and where, alone, the pavenent was worn by the
tread of the students' feet.

The keeper's house stood just within the iron gates, form ng a part
of the chief quadrangle. There was a little cloister outside, and
fromthat sheltered place he knew he could | ook in at the w ndow of
their ordinary room and see who was within. The iron gates were
shut, but his hand was famliar with the fastening, and drawing it
back by thrusting in his wist between the bars, he passed through
softly, shut it again, and crept up to the wi ndow, crunbling the
thin crust of snowwth his feet.

The fire, to which he had directed the boy last night, shining
brightly through the glass, nmade an illum nated place upon the
ground. Instinctively avoiding this, and going round it, he | ooked
in at the wwindow. At first, he thought that there was no one
there, and that the blaze was reddening only the old beans in the
celllng and the dark walls; but peering in nore narrowy, he saw

t he obj ect of his search coi | ed asl eep before it on the floor. He
passed quickly to the door, opened it, and went in.

The creature lay in such a fiery heat, that, as the Chem st stooped
to rouse him it scorched his head. So soon as he was touched, the
boy, not half awake, clutching his rags together with the instinct
of flight upon him half rolled and half ran into a di stant corner
of the room where, heaped upon the ground, he struck his foot out
to defend hinself.

"Get up!" said the Chemist. "You have not forgotten ne?"

"You let ne alone!" returned the boy. "This is the woman's house- -
not yours."



The Chem st's steady eye controlled himsonmewhat, or inspired him
wi t h enough subm ssion to be raised upon his feet, and | ooked at.

"Who washed them and put those bandages where they were bruised
and cracked?" asked the Chem st, pointing to their altered state.

"The worman did."

"And is it she who has made you cleaner in the face, too?"

"Yes, the woman."

Redl aw asked these questions to attract his eyes towards hinself,
and with the sane intent now held himby the chin, and threw his
wi | d hair back, though he |loathed to touch him The boy watched
his eyes keenly, as if he thought it needful to his own defence,

not know ng what he m ght do next; and Redl aw could see well that
no change cane over him

"Where are they?" he inquired.

"The wonman's out."

"I know she is. Wiere is the old man with the white hair, and his
son?"

"The woman's husband, d'ye nean?" inquired the boy.
"Ay. \Where are those two?"

"Qut. Sonething's the matter, somewhere. They were fetched out in
a hurry, and told ne to stop here.”

"Cone with ne," said the Chemst, "and |'Il give you noney."
"Cone where? and how nmuch wll you give?"
"I'"'ll give you nore shillings than you ever saw, and bring you back

soon. Do you know your way to where you cane fron®"

"You let ne go," returned the boy, suddenly twi sting out of his
grasp. "lI'mnot a going to take you there. Let ne be, or I|'l]



heave sone fire at you!"

He was down before it, and ready, with his savage little hand, to
pl uck the burning coals out.

What the Chemist had felt, in observing the effect of his charned

i nfl uence stealing over those with whom he cane in contact, was not
nearly equal to the cold vague terror with which he saw this baby-

nonster put it at defiance. It chilled his blood to | ook on the

| movabl e i npenetrable thing, in the |ikeness of a child, with its
sharp malignant face turned up to his, and its al nost infant hand,

ready at the bars.

"Listen, boy!" he said. "You shall take ne where you please, so
that you take ne where the people are very m serable or very

wi cked. | want to do them good, and not to harmthem You shall
have noney, as | have told you, and I wll bring you back. Get up!
Conme quickly!™ He made a hasty step towards the door, afraid of
her returning.

"WIIl you let ne walk by nyself, and never hold ne, nor yet touch
nme?" said the boy, slowy wthdraw ng the hand wth which he
t hreat ened, and begi nning to get up.

"I owill!"

"And | et ne go, before, behind, or anyways | |ike?"
"I owill!"

"A@ve ne sone noney first, then, and go."

The Chemist laid a few shillings, one by one, in his extended hand.
To count them was beyond the boy's know edge, but he said "one,"
every tinme, and avariciously | ooked at each as it was given, and at
t he donor. He had nowhere to put them out of his hand, but in his
nmout h; and he put themthere.

Redl aw then wote with his pencil on a leaf of his pocket-book,
that the boy was with him and laying it on the table, signed to
himto follow Keeping his rags together, as usual, the boy
conplied, and went out with his bare head and naked feet into the



wi nter night.

Preferring not to depart by the iron gate by which he had entered,
where they were in danger of neeting her whom he so anxi ously

avoi ded, the Chem st led the way, through sone of those passages
anong which the boy had lost hinself, and by that portion of the
bui | di ng where he lived, to a small door of which he had the key.
When they got into the street, he stopped to ask his guide--who
instantly retreated fromhim-if he knew where they were.

The savage thing | ooked here and there, and at | ength, nodding his
head, pointed in the direction he designed to take. Redlaw goi ng
on at once, he followed, sonething | ess suspiciously; shifting his
nmoney fromhis nouth into his hand, and back again into his nouth,
and stealthily rubbing it bright upon his shreds of dress, as he
went al ong.

Three tinmes, in their progress, they were side by side. Three
times they stopped, being side by side. Three tinmes the Chem st
gl anced down at his face, and shuddered as it forced upon hi mone
reflection.

The first occasion was when they were crossing an old churchyard,
and Redl aw st opped anong the graves, utterly at a loss howto
connect themw th any tender, softening, or consolatory thought.

The second was, when the breaking forth of the noon induced himto
| ook up at the Heavens, where he saw her in her glory, surrounded

by a host of stars he still knew by the nanes and histories which
human sci ence has appended to them but where he saw nothing el se
he had been wont to see, felt nothing he had been wont to feel, in

| ooki ng up there, on a bright night.

The third was when he stopped to listen to a plaintive strain of
musi c, but could only hear a tune, nade nanifest to himby the dry
mechani sm of the instrunents and his own ears, with no address to
any nystery within him wthout a whisper in it of the past, or of
the future, powerless upon himas the sound of l[ast year's running
wat er, or the rushing of |ast year's w nd.

At each of these three tines, he sawwith horror that, in spite of
the vast intellectual distance between them and their being unlike



each other in all physical respects, the expression on the boy's
face was the expression on his own.

They journeyed on for sone tinme--now through such crowded pl aces,
that he often | ooked over his shoul der thinking he had | ost his
gui de, but generally finding himw thin his shadow on his other

si de; now by ways so quiet, that he could have counted his short,
qui ck, naked footsteps com ng on behind--until they arrived at a
rui nous collection of houses, and the boy touched himand stopped.

"I'n there!" he said, pointing out one house where there were
shattered lights in the windows, and a dimlantern in the doorway,
with "Lodgings for Travellers"” painted on it.

Redl aw | ooked about him fromthe houses to the waste piece of
ground on which the houses stood, or rather did not altogether

t unbl e down, unfenced, undrained, unlighted, and bordered by a

sl uggi sh ditch; fromthat, to the sloping line of arches, part of
sone nei ghbouring viaduct or bridge wth which it was surrounded,
and whi ch | essened gradually towards them wuntil the |last but one
was a nere kennel for a dog, the last a plundered little heap of
bricks; fromthat, to the child, close to him cowering and
trenbling with the cold, and linping on one little foot, while he
coiled the other round his leg to warmit, yet staring at all these
things with that frightful |ikeness of expression so apparent in
his face, that Redlaw started from him

"In there!" said the boy, pointing out the house again. "I'l]|
wait."

"WIIl they let ne in?" asked Redl aw.

"Say you're a doctor," he answered with a nod. "There's plenty ill
here. "

Looki ng back on his way to the house-door, Redlaw saw himtrail

hi nrsel f upon the dust and crawl within the shelter of the snmall est
arch, as if he were arat. He had no pity for the thing, but he
was afraid of it; and when it | ooked out of its den at him he
hurried to the house as a retreat.

"Sorrow, wong, and trouble,"” said the Chem st, with a painful



effort at sone nore distinct renenbrance, "at |east haunt this
pl ace darkly. He can do no harm who brings forgetful ness of such
t hi ngs here!"

Wth these words, he pushed the yielding door, and went in.

There was a wonman sitting on the stairs, either asleep or forlorn,
whose head was bent down on her hands and knees. As it was not
easy to pass without treading on her, and as she was perfectly
regardl ess of his near approach, he stopped, and touched her on the
shoul der. Looking up, she showed himquite a young face, but one
whose bl oom and prom se were all swept away, as if the haggard

wi nter should unnaturally kill the spring.

Wth little or no show of concern on his account, she noved nearer
to the wall to | eave hima w der passage.

"What are you?" said Redlaw, pausing, wth his hand upon the broken
stair-rail.

"What do you think |I an?" she answered, showi ng him her face again.

He | ooked upon the ruined Tenple of God, so lately made, so soon
di sfigured; and sonething, which was not conpassion--for the
springs in which a true conpassion for such mseries has its rise,
were dried up in his breast--but which was nearer to it, for the
nonment, than any feeling that had lately struggled into the

dar keni ng, but not yet wholly darkened, night of his m nd--mngled
a touch of softness with his next words.
"I amcone here to give relief, if I can,"
t hi nki ng of any w ong?"

he said. "Are you

She frowed at him and then | aughed; and then her | augh prol onged
itself into a shivering sigh, as she dropped her head again, and
hid her fingers in her hair.

"Are you thinking of a wong?" he asked once nore.

"I amthinking of ny life," she said, with a nonetary | ook at him

He had a perception that she was one of many, and that he saw the



type of thousands, when he saw her, drooping at his feet.
"What are your parents?" he denanded.

"I had a good hone once. M father was a gardener, far away, in
the country."

"I s he dead?"

"He's dead to ne. AlIl such things are dead to ne. You a
gentl eman, and not know that!" She raised her eyes again, and
| aughed at him

"Grl!" said Redlaw, sternly, "before this death, of all such
t hi ngs, was brought about, was there no wong done to you? In
spite of all that you can do, does no renenbrance of wong cl eave
to you? Are there not tines upon tines when it is msery to you?"

So little of what was wonanly was | eft in her appearance, that now,
when she burst into tears, he stood anazed. But he was nore
amazed, and nuch disquieted, to note that in her awakened
recollection of this wong, the first trace of her old humanity and
frozen tenderness appeared to show itself.

He drew a little off, and in doing so, observed that her arns were
bl ack, her face cut, and her bosom brui sed.

"What brutal hand has hurt you so?" he asked.

"My own. | did it nyself!" she answered quickly.

"I't is inpossible.™

"I'"ll swear | did! He didn't touch ne. | didit to nyself in a
passion, and threw nyself down here. He wasn't near ne. He never
| aid a hand upon ne!"

In the white determ nation of her face, confronting himwth this
untruth, he saw enough of the |ast perversion and distortion of

good surviving in that m serable breast, to be stricken wth
renorse that he had ever cone near her.



"Sorrow, wong, and trouble!" he nmuttered, turning his fearful gaze
away. "All that connects her with the state from which she has
fallen, has those roots! |In the nane of God, let ne go by!"

Afraid to ook at her again, afraid to touch her, afraid to think
of having sundered the |ast thread by which she held upon the nercy
of Heaven, he gathered his cloak about him and glided swftly up
the stairs.

Qpposite to him on the | anding, was a door, which stood partly
open, and which, as he ascended, a man with a candle in his hand,
cane forward fromw thin to shut. But this man, on seeing him
drew back, with nmuch enotion in his manner, and, as if by a sudden
| mpul se, nentioned his nane al oud.

In the surprise of such a recognition there, he stopped,
endeavouring to recollect the wan and startled face. He had no
time to consider it, for, to his yet greater amazenent, old Philip
cane out of the room and took hi mby the hand.

"M. Redlaw," said the old man, "this is like you, this is |ike
you, sir! you have heard of it, and have cone after us to render
any help you can. Ah, too late, too |ate!"

Redl aw, with a bew | dered | ook, submtted to be led into the room
A man lay there, on a truckle-bed, and WIIliam Sw dger stood at the
bedsi de.

"Too late!" murnmured the old man, | ooking wstfully into the
Chem st's face; and the tears stole down his cheeks.

"That's what | say, father," interposed his son in a |ow voice.
"That's where it is, exactly. To keep as quiet as ever we can
while he's a dozing, is the only thing to do. You're right,
father!"

Redl aw paused at the bedside, and | ooked down on the figure that
was stretched upon the mattress. It was that of a man, who shoul d
have been in the vigour of his life, but on whomit was not |ikely
the sun woul d ever shine again. The vices of his forty or fifty
years' career had so branded him that, in conparison with their
effects upon his face, the heavy hand of Tine upon the old man's



face who wat ched hi m had been nerciful and beautifying.
"Who is this?" asked the Chem st, | ooking round.

"My son George, M. Redlaw, " said the old man, wingi ng his hands.
"My el dest son, CGeorge, who was nore his nother's pride than all
the rest!™

Redl aw s eyes wandered fromthe old man's grey head, as he laid it
down upon the bed, to the person who had recognised him and who
had kept aloof, in the renptest corner of the room He seened to
be about his own age; and al though he knew no such hopel ess decay
and broken man as he appeared to be, there was sonething in the
turn of his figure, as he stood with his back towards him and now
went out at the door, that nmade hi m pass his hand uneasily across
hi s brow.

"WIlliam" he said in a gloony whisper, "who is that man?"

"Why you see, sir," returned M. WIlliam "that's what | say,
nysel f. Wy should a man ever go and ganble, and the |ike of that,
and Il et hinself down inch by inch till he can't let hinself down
any | ower!"

"Has HE done so0?" asked Redl aw, glancing after himwth the sane
uneasy action as before.
"Just exactly that, sir," returned WIlliam Sw dger, "as |I'mtold.
He knows a little about nedicine, sir, it seens; and having been
wayfaring towards London with ny unhappy brother that you see
here," M. WIIliam passed his coat-sl eeve across his eyes, "and
being | odging up stairs for the night--what | say, you see, is that
strange conpani ons cone together here sonetines--he |ooked in to
attend upon him and cane for us at his request. What a nour nful
spectacle, sir! But that's where it is. It's enough to kill ny
father!"

Redl aw | ooked up, at these words, and, recalling where he was and
with whom and the spell he carried wwth him-which his surprise

had obscured--retired a little, hurriedly, debating with hinself

whet her to shun the house that nonent, or renain.



Yielding to a certain sullen doggedness, which it seened to be a
part of his condition to struggle wth, he argued for renaining.
"WAs it only yesterday," he said, "when | observed the nenory of
this old man to be a tissue of sorrow and trouble, and shall | be
afraid, to-night, to shake it? Are such renenbrances as | can
drive away, so precious to this dying man that | need fear for H M
No! |'ll stay here."

But he stayed in fear and trenbling none the | ess for these words;
and, shrouded in his black cloak with his face turned fromthem
stood away fromthe bedside, listening to what they said, as if he
felt hinmself a denon in the place.

"Father!" murnmured the sick man, rallying a little from stupor.
"My boy! M son CGeorge!" said old Philip.

"You spoke, just now, of ny being nother's favourite, |ong ago.
It's a dreadful thing to think now, of |Iong ago!"

"No, no, no;" returned the old man. "Think of it. Don't say it's
dreadful. It's not dreadful to ne, ny son."
"I't cuts you to the heart, father." For the old man's tears were

falling on him

"Yes, yes," said Philip, "so it does; but it does ne good. It's a
heavy sorrow to think of that tinme, but it does ne good, GCeorge.
Ch, think of it too, think of it too, and your heart wll be
softened nore and nore! Were's ny son Wllian? WIIliam ny boy,
your nother |oved himdearly to the last, and wth her | atest
breath said, 'Tell himl| forgave him blessed him and prayed for
him' Those were her words to ne. | have never forgotten them
and |I'm ei ghty-seven!"

"Father!" said the man upon the bed, "I amdying, | know. | amso
far gone, that | can hardly speak, even of what ny m nd nost runs
on. |Is there any hope for ne beyond this bed?"

"There is hope," returned the old man, "for all who are softened
and penitent. There is hope for all such. Oh!" he exclai ned,



clasping his hands and | ooking up, "I was thankful, only yesterday,
that | could renenber this unhappy son when he was an i nnocent
child. But what a confort it is, now, to think that even God

hi nsel f has that renenbrance of him"

Redl aw spread his hands upon his face, and shrank, |ike a nurderer.

"An!" feebly npaned the man upon the bed. "The waste since then,
the waste of life since then!"

"But he was a child once," said the old man. "He played wth
children. Before he lay down on his bed at night, and fell into
his guiltless rest, he said his prayers at his poor nother's knee.
| have seen himdo it, many a tine; and seen her lay his head upon
her breast, and kiss him Sorrowful as it was to her and ne, to
think of this, when he went so wong, and when our hopes and pl ans
for himwere all broken, this gave himstill a hold upon us, that
not hi ng el se could have given. OCh, Father, so nuch better than the
fathers upon earth! OCh, Father, so nuch nore afflicted by the
errors of Thy children! take this wanderer back! Not as he is, but
as he was then, let himcry to Thee, as he has so often seened to
cry to us!”

As the old man lifted up his trenbling hands, the son, for whom he
made the supplication, laid his sinking head agai nst himfor
support and confort, as if he were indeed the child of whom he
spoke.

When did man ever trenble, as Redlaw trenbled, in the silence that
ensued! He knew it nust cone upon them knew that it was com ng
f ast.

"My tinme is very short, ny breath is shorter,"” said the sick man,
supportlng hinmself on one arm and with the ot her groping in the
air, "and I renmenber there is sonething on ny m nd concerning the
man who was here just now, Father and Wlliam-wait!--is there
really anything in black, out there?"

"Yes, yes, it is real," said his aged father.

"I's it a man?"



"What | say nyself, CGeorge,"” interposed his brother, bending kindly
over him "It's M. Redlaw."

"I thought | had dreaned of him Ask himto cone here."

The Chemist, whiter than the dying nan, appeared before him
bedient to the notion of his hand, he sat upon the bed.

"I't has been so ripped up, to-night, sir," said the sick man,
| ayi ng his hand upon his heart, with a look in which the nute,
i npl oring agony of his condition was concentrated, "by the sight of
nmy poor old father, and the thought of all the trouble |I have been
t he cause of, and all the wong and sorrow lying at ny door, that--

Was it the extremity to which he had cone, or was it the dawni ng of
anot her change, that nade hi m stop?

"--that what | CAN do right, with ny m nd running on so nuch, so
fast, I'll try to do. There was another man here. D d you see
hi nf?"

Redl aw coul d not reply by any word; for when he saw that fatal sign
he knew so well now, of the wandering hand upon the forehead, his
voice died at his lips. But he nade sone indication of assent.

"He is penniless, hungry, and destitute. He is conpletely beaten

down, and has no resource at all. Look after him Lose no tine!
| know he has it in his mnd to kill hinself."

It was working. It was on his face. H's face was changi ng,

har deni ng, deepening in all its shades, and losing all its sorrow.

"Don't you renenber? Don't you know hi n?" he pursued.

He shut his face out for a nonent, with the hand that again
wandered over his forehead, and then it | owered on Redl aw,
reckl ess, ruffianly, and call ous.

"Why, d-n you!" he said, scowing round, "what have you been doi ng
to me here! | have lived bold, and | nean to die bold. To the
Devil wth you!"



And so |l ay down upon his bed, and put his arnms up, over his head
and ears, as resolute fromthat tinme to keep out all access, and to
die in his indifference.

| f Redl aw had been struck by lightning, it could not have struck
himfromthe bedside with a nore trenmendous shock. But the old
man, who had |l eft the bed while his son was speaking to him now
returning, avoided it quickly |likew se, and with abhorrence.

"Where's ny boy WIllian?" said the old man hurriedly. "WIIliam
cone away fromhere. W'Il go hone."

"Honme, father!" returned Wlliam "Are you going to | eave your own
son?"

"Where's ny own son?" replied the old man.
"Where? why, there!”

"That's no son of mne," said Philip, trenbling with resentnent.
"No such wetch as that, has any claimon ne. M children are
pl easant to | ook at, and they wait upon ne, and get ny neat and
drink ready, and are useful to ne. |[|'ve aright toit! [|I'm

ei ghty-seven!"

"You're old enough to be no older,"” nuttered WIlliam | ooking at
hi m grudgingly, with his hands in his pockets. "I don't know what
good you are, nyself. W could have a deal nore pleasure w thout
you. "

"MY son, M. Redlaw" said the old man. "MY son, too! The boy
talking to ne of MY son! Wy, what has he ever done to give ne any
pl easure, | should Iike to know?"

"I don't know what you have ever done to give Mt any pl easure,"
said WIlliam sulkily.

"Let ne think," said the old man. "For how many Christnas tines
runni ng, have | sat in ny warm place, and never had to cone out in
the cold night air; and have nmade good cheer, w thout being

di sturbed by any such unconfortable, wetched sight as hi mthere?



s it twenty, WIIianf"

"Ni gher forty, it seens,” he nmuttered. "Wy, when | | ook at ny
father, sir, and cone to think of it," addressing Redlaw, with an
i npatience and irritation that were quite new, "I'm whipped if |
can see anything in himbut a cal endar of ever so many years of
eating and drinking, and nmaking hinmself confortable, over and over
again."
"I--1"meighty-seven," said the old man, ranbling on, childishly
and weakly, "and | don't know as | ever was nmuch put out by

anything. |'mnot going to begin now, because of what he calls ny
son. He's not ny son. |'ve had a power of pleasant tinmes. |
recol l ect once--no | don't--no, it's broken off. It was sonething
about a gane of cricket and a friend of mne, but it's sonehow
broken off. | wonder who he was--1 suppose | |iked hinf And |
wonder what becane of him-I| suppose he died? But | don't know.
And | don't care, neither; | don't care a bit."

In his drowsy chuckling, and the shaking of his head, he put his
hands into his wai stcoat pockets. |In one of themhe found a bit of
holly (left there, probably Iast night), which he now took out, and
| ooked at.

"Berries, eh?" said the old man. "Ah! It's a pity they're not
good to eat. | recollect, when | was a little chap about as high
as that, and out a walking with--let ne see--who was | out a

wal king with?--no, | don't renenber how that was. | don't renenber

as | ever walked with any one particular, or cared for any one, or
any one for ne. Berries, eh? There's good cheer when there's

berries. WelIl; | ought to have ny share of it, and to be waited
on, and kept warm and confortable; for |'meighty-seven, and a poor
old man. |I'meigh-ty-seven. Eigh-ty-seven!"

The drivelling, pitiable manner in which, as he repeated this, he
ni bbl ed at the | eaves, and spat the norsels out; the cold,

uni nterested eye with which his youngest son (so changed) regarded
him the determ ned apathy with which his eldest son [ay hardened
in his sin; inpressed thenselves no nore on Redl aw s observation, - -
for he broke his way fromthe spot to which his feet seened to have
been fixed, and ran out of the house.



His guide cane crawing forth fromhis place of refuge, and was
ready for him before he reached the arches.

"Back to the wonman's?" he inquired.
"Back, quickly!" answered Redlaw. "Stop nowhere on the way!"

For a short distance the boy went on before; but their return was
nore like a flight than a walk, and it was as nuch as his bare feet
could do, to keep pace with the Chem st's rapid strides. Shrinking
fromall who passed, shrouded in his cloak, and keeping it drawn

cl osely about him as though there were nortal contagion in any
fluttering touch of his garnents, he made no pause until they
reached the door by which they had cone out. He unlocked it wth
his key, went in, acconpanied by the boy, and hastened through the
dark passages to his own chanber.

The boy wat ched himas he nmade the door fast, and w t hdrew behind
t he tabl e, when he | ooked round.

"Cone!" he said. "Don't you touch ne! You' ve not brought ne here
to take ny noney away."

Redl aw t hrew sone nore upon the ground. He flung his body on it

i medi ately, as if to hide it fromhim lest the sight of it should
tenpt himto reclaimit; and not until he saw him seated by his

| anp, with his face hidden in his hands, began furtively to pick it
up. When he had done so, he crept near the fire, and, sitting down
in a great chair before it, took fromhis breast sone broken scraps
of food, and fell to nmunching, and to staring at the blaze, and now
and then to glancing at his shillings, which he kept clenched up in
a bunch, in one hand.

"And this," said Redlaw, gazing on himw th increased repugnance
and fear, "is the only one conpanion | have left on earth!"

How long it was before he was aroused from his contenpl ati on of
this creature, whom he dreaded so--whether hal f-an-hour, or half
the night--he knew not. But the stillness of the room was broken
by the boy (whom he had seen |istening) starting up, and running
t owards the door.



"Here's the woman com ng!" he excl ai ned.
The Chem st stopped himon his way, at the nonent when she knocked.
"Let me go to her, wll you?" said the boy.

"Not now," returned the Chemst. "Stay here. Nobody nust pass in
or out of the roomnow. Who's that?"

"It's |, sir," cried MIly. "Pray, sir, let ne inl"

"No! not for the world!" he said.
"M. Redlaw, M. Redlaw, pray, sir, let ne in."
"What is the matter?" he said, holding the boy.

"The m serable man you saw, is worse, and nothing | can say wl|
wake himfromhis terrible infatuation. WIlianls father has
turned childish in a nonent, Wlliamhinself is changed. The shock
has been too sudden for him | cannot understand him he is not

| i ke hinself. Oh, M. Redlaw, pray advise ne, help ne!"

" No! No! No! " he answer ed.

"M. Redlaw Dear sir! (George has been nmuttering, in his doze,
about the man you saw there, who, he fears, wll kill hinself."

"Better he should do it, than cone near ne!"

"He says, in his wandering, that you know him that he was your
friend once, long ago; that he is the ruined father of a student
here--ny mnd m sgives ne, of the young gentl eman who has been ill.
What is to be done? Howis he to be followed? Howis he to be
saved? M. Redlaw, pray, oh, pray, advise ne! Help ne!"

All this tinme he held the boy, who was half-mad to pass him and
| et her in.

"Phant ons! Puni shers of inpious thoughts!" cried Redlaw, gazing
round i n anguish, "look upon ne! Fromthe darkness of ny mnd, |et
the glimrering of contrition that I knowis there, shine up and



show ny msery! 1In the material world as | have |ong taught,
not hi ng can be spared; no step or atomin the wondrous structure
could be lost, without a blank being made in the great universe. |
know, now, that it is the sane with good and evil, happiness and
sorrow, in the nenories of nen. Pity ne! Relieve ne!"

There was no response, but her "Help ne, help ne, let ne in!'" and
the boy's struggling to get to her.

"Shadow of nyself! Spirit of ny darker hours!" cried Redlaw, in

di straction, "conme back, and haunt ne day and night, but take this
gift away! O, if it nmust still rest wwth ne, deprive ne of the
dreadful power of giving it to others. Undo what | have done.
Leave ne beni ghted, but restore the day to those whom | have
cursed. As | have spared this woman fromthe first, and as | never
wll go forth again, but will die here, wiwth no hand to tend ne,
save this creature's who is proof against ne,--hear ne!"

The only reply still was, the boy struggling to get to her, while
he held hi m back; and the cry, increasing in its energy, "Help! let
me in. He was your friend once, how shall he be followed, how
shall he be saved? They are all changed, there is no one else to
help ne, pray, pray, let ne in!"

CHAPTER 111 --The G ft Reversed

Ni ght was still heavy in the sky. On open plains, fromhill-tops,
and fromthe decks of solitary ships at sea, a distant |owlying

| ine, that prom sed by-and-by to change to light, was visible in
the dimhorizon; but its prom se was renote and doubtful, and the
nmoon was striving with the night-clouds busily.

The shadows upon Redlaw s m nd succeeded thick and fast to one

anot her, and obscured its light as the night-clouds hovered between
the nmoon and earth, and kept the latter veiled in darkness. Fitful
and uncertain as the shadows which the night-clouds cast, were
their concealnents fromhim and inperfect revelations to him and,
| i ke the night-clouds still, if the clear |ight broke forth for a



nmonent, it was only that they m ght sweep over it, and nake the
dar kness deeper than before.

Wt hout, there was a profound and sol etm hush upon the ancient pile
of building, and its buttresses and angl es nmade dark shapes of
nmystery upon the ground, which now seened to retire into the snooth
white snow and now seened to cone out of it, as the noon's path was
nore or |ess beset. Wthin, the Chem st's roomwas indistinct and
mur ky, by the light of the expiring |l anp; a ghostly silence had
succeeded to the knocking and the voi ce outside; nothing was
audi bl e but, now and then, a | ow sound anong the whitened ashes of
the fire, as of its yielding up its last breath. Before it on the
ground the boy lay fast asleep. In his chair, the Chem st sat, as
he had sat there since the calling at his door had ceased--like a
man turned to stone.

At such a tinme, the Christmas nusic he had heard before, began to
play. He listened to it at first, as he had listened in the
church-yard; but presently--it playing still, and being borne
towards himon the night air, in a |low sweet, nelancholy strain--
he rose, and stood stretching his hands about him as if there were
sone friend approaching within his reach, on whom his desol ate
touch mght rest, yet do no harm As he did this, his face becane
| ess fixed and wondering; a gentle trenbling canme upon hinm and at

| ast his eyes filled with tears, and he put his hands before them
and bowed down hi s head.

H s nmenory of sorrow, wong, and trouble, had not cone back to him
he knew that it was not restored; he had no passing belief or hope
that it was. But sone dunb stir within himnade hi mcapabl e,
agai n, of being noved by what was hidden, afar off, in the nusic.
|f it were only that it told himsorrowfully the value of what he
had | ost, he thanked Heaven for it with a fervent gratitude.

As the last chord died upon his ear, he raised his head to |isten
toits lingering vibration. Beyond the boy, so that his sl eeping
figure lay at its feet, the Phantom stood, inmmovable and silent,
wWwth its eyes upon him

Ghastly it was, as it had ever been, but not so cruel and
relentless in its aspect--or he thought or hoped so, as he | ooked
upon it trenbling. It was not alone, but in its shadow hand it



hel d anot her hand.

And whose was that? Was the formthat stood beside it indeed
MIly's, or but her shade and picture? The quiet head was bent a
little, as her manner was, and her eyes were |ooking down, as if in
pity, on the sleeping child. A radiant light fell on her face, but
did not touch the Phantom for, though close beside her, it was
dark and col ourl ess as ever.

"Spectre!" said the Chem st, newy troubled as he | ooked, "I have
not been stubborn or presunptuous in respect of her. Ch, do not
bring her here. Spare ne that!"

"This is but a shadow," said the Phantom "when the norning shines
seek out the reality whose imge | present before you."

"I's it ny inexorable doomto do so?" cried the Chem st.
"I't is," replied the Phantom

"To destroy her peace, her goodness; to make her what | am nyself,
and what | have nade of others!"

"I have said seek her out," returned the Phantom "I have said no
nore. "

"Oh, tell nme," exclained Redlaw, catching at the hope which he
fancied mght lie hidden in the words. "Can | undo what | have
done?"

"No," returned the Phantom

"I do not ask for restoration to nyself,"” said Redlaw. "What |
abandoned, | abandoned of ny own free will, and have justly | ost.
But for those to whom | have transferred the fatal gift; who never
sought it; who unknow ngly received a curse of which they had no
war ni ng, and which they had no power to shun; can | do not hi ng?"

"Not hi ng," said the Phantom

"I'f I cannot, can any one?"



The Phantom standing |like a statue, kept its gaze upon himfor a
while; then turned its head suddenly, and | ooked upon the shadow at
Its side.

"Ah!  Can she?" cried Redlaw, still | ooking upon the shade.

The Phantomrel eased the hand it had retained till now, and softly
raised its owmn with a gesture of dism ssal. Upon that, her shadow,
still preserving the sane attitude, began to nove or nelt away.

"Stay," cried Redlaw with an earnestness to which he could not give
enough expression. "For a nonent! As an act of nmercy! | know

t hat some change fell upon ne, when those sounds were in the air
just now. Tell ne, have | |ost the power of harm ng her? My | go
near her wi thout dread? Onh, |let her give ne any sign of hope!"

The Phant om | ooked upon the shade as he did--not at him-and gave
no answer.

"At | east, say this--has she, henceforth, the consci ousness of any
power to set right what | have done?"

"She has not," the Phant om answer ed.

"Has she the power bestowed on her w thout the consci ousness?"

The phantom answered: "Seek her out."

And her shadow sl owl y vani shed.

They were face to face again, and | ooking on each other, as
intently and awfully as at the tine of the bestowal of the gift,
across the boy who still lay on the ground between them at the
Phantom s feet.

"Terrible instructor,"” said the Chem st, sinking on his knee before

it, in an attitude of supplication, "by whom| was renounced, but
by whom | amrevisited (in which, and in whose nmilder aspect, |

woul d fain believe | have a gl eam of hope), | will obey w thout
i nquiry, praying that the cry | have sent up in the anguish of ny
soul has been, or wll be, heard, in behalf of those whom| have

i njured beyond human reparation. But there is one thing--"



"You speak to ne of what is lying here," the phantom i nterposed,
and pointed with its finger to the boy.
"I do," returned the Chemist. "You know what | would ask. Wy has

this child al one been proof against ny influence, and why, why,
have | detected in its thoughts a terrible conpanionship wth
m ne?"

"This," said the Phantom pointing to the boy, "is the |ast,
conpletest illustration of a human creature, utterly bereft of such
remenbrances as you have yielded up. No softening nenory of

sorrow, wong, or trouble enters here, because this wetched nortal
fromhis birth has been abandoned to a worse condition than the
beasts, and has, within his know edge, no one contrast, no
humani si ng touch, to nake a grain of such a nenory spring up in his
hardened breast. Al within this desolate creature is barren

wi | derness. Al within the man bereft of what you have resigned,
is the sane barren wilderness. We to such a man! We, tenfold,
to the nation that shall count its nonsters such as this, |ying
here, by hundreds and by thousands!"

Redl aw shrank, appalled, from what he heard.

"There is not," said the Phantom "one of these--not one--but sows
a harvest that mankind MJST reap. Fromevery seed of evil in this
boy, a field of ruinis grown that shall be gathered in, and
garnered up, and sown again in nany places in the world, until
regions are overspread with w ckedness enough to raise the waters
of anot her Deluge. Open and unpunished nurder in a city's streets
woul d be less gquilty inits daily toleration, than one such
spectacle as this."

It seened to | ook down upon the boy in his sleep. Redlaw too,
| ooked down upon himw th a new enoti on.

"There is not a father," said the Phantom "by whose side in his
daily or his nightly wal k, these creatures pass; there is not a

not her anong all the ranks of loving nothers in this land; there is
no one risen fromthe state of chil dhood, but shall be responsible
in his or her degree for this enormty. There is not a country

t hroughout the earth on which it would not bring a curse. There is



no religion upon earth that it would not deny; there is no people
upon earth it would not put to shane.”

The Chemi st clasped his hands, and | ooked, with trenbling fear and
pity, fromthe sleeping boy to the Phantom standing above himwth
his finger pointing down.

"Behold, | say," pursued the Spectre, "the perfect type of what it
was your choice to be. Your influence is powerless here, because
fromthis child s bosomyou can bani sh nothing. Hi's thoughts have
been in 'terrible conpanionship' wth yours, because you have gone
down to his unnatural level. He is the growh of man's

i ndi fference; you are the growh of nman's presunption. The
beneficent design of Heaven is, in each case, overthrown, and from
the two poles of the immaterial world you cone together."

The Chem st stooped upon the ground beside the boy, and, with the
sane ki nd of conpassion for himthat he now felt for hlnself
covered himas he slept, and no |onger shrank fromhimwth
abhorrence or indifference.

Soon, now, the distant line on the horizon brightened, the darkness
faded, the sun rose red and glorious, and the chi mey stacks and
gabl es of the ancient building gleaned in the clear air, which
turned the snoke and vapour of the city into a cloud of gold. The
very sun-dial in his shady corner, where the wind was used to spin
wi th such unwi ndy constancy, shook off the finer particles of snow
t hat had accunul ated on his dull old face in the night, and | ooked
out at the little white weaths eddying round and round him
Doubt | ess sone blind groping of the norning made its way down into
the forgotten crypt so cold and earthy, where the Nornman arches
were half buried in the ground, and stirred the dull sap in the

| azy vegetation hanging to the walls, and qui ckened the sl ow
principle of life within the l[ittle world of wonderful and delicate
creation which existed there, with sone faint know edge that the
sun was up.

The Tetterbys were up, and doing. M. Tetterby took down the
shutters of the shop, and, strip by strip, revealed the treasures
of the window to the eyes, so proof against their seductions, of
Jerusal em Bui | di ngs. Adol phus had been out so | ong al ready, that
he was hal fway on to "Mrning Pepper." Five snmall Tetterbys, whose



ten round eyes were nuch inflanmed by soap and friction, were in the
tortures of a cool wash in the back kitchen; Ms. Tetterby

presi ding. Johnny, who was pushed and hustled through his toil et
with great rapidity when Ml och chanced to be in an exacting frane
of mnd (which was always the case), staggered up and down with his
charge before the shop door, under greater difficulties than usual;
t he wei ght of Ml och being nuch increased by a conplication of

def ences agai nst the cold, conposed of knitted worsted-work, and
formng a conplete suit of chain-arnour, with a head-pi ece and bl ue
gai ters.

It was a peculiarity of this baby to be always cutting teeth.

Whet her they never cane, or whether they cane and went away agai n,
s not in evidence; but it had certainly cut enough, on the show ng
of Ms. Tetterby, to make a handsone dental provision for the sign
of the Bull and Mouth. All sorts of objects were inpressed for the
rubbing of its guns, notwithstanding that it always carri ed,
dangling at its waist (which was i medi ately under its chin), a
bone ring, |large enough to have represented the rosary of a young
nun. Knife-handles, unbrella-tops, the heads of wal ki ng-sticks
selected fromthe stock, the fingers of the famly in general, but
especially of Johnny, nutneg-graters, crusts, the handles of doors,
and the cool knobs on the tops of pokers, were anong the conmmobnest
i nstrunments indiscrimnately applied for this baby's relief. The
anmount of electricity that nust have been rubbed out of it in a
week, is not to be calculated. Still Ms. Tetterby always said "i
was com ng through, and then the child would be herself;" and stil
it never did cone through, and the child continued to be sonebody
el se.

t
|

The tenpers of the little Tetterbys had sadly changed with a few
hours. M. and Ms. Tetterby thenselves were not nore altered than
their offspring. Usually they were an unsel fish, good-natured,
yielding little race, sharing short commobns when it happened (which
was pretty often) contentedly and even generously, and taking a
great deal of enjoynent out of a very little neat. But they were
fighting now, not only for the soap and water, but even for the

br eakfast which was yet in perspective. The hand of every little
Tetterby was against the other little Tetterbys; and even Johnny's
hand--the patient, nuch-enduring, and devoted Johnny--rose agai nst
t he baby! Yes, Ms. Tetterby, going to the door by nere accident,
saw himviciously pick out a weak place in the suit of arnour where



a slap would tell, and slap that blessed child.

Ms. Tetterby had himinto the parlour by the collar, in that sane
flash of tine, and repaid himthe assault with usury thereto.

"You brute, you nurdering little boy," said Ms. Tetterby. "Had
you the heart to do it?"

"Why don't her teeth cone through, then," retorted Johnny, in a
| oud rebellious voice, "instead of bothering nme? How would you
like it yoursel f?"

"Like it, sir!" said Ms. Tetterby, relieving himof his
di shonour ed | oad.

"Yes, like it," said Johnny. "How would you? Not at all. [If you
was nme, you'd go for a soldier. | wll, too. There an't no babies
in the Arny."

M. Tetterby, who had arrived upon the scene of action, rubbed his
chin thoughtfully, instead of correcting the rebel, and seened
rather struck by this viewof a mlitary life,

"I wish | was in the Arny nyself, if the child' s in the right,"
said Ms. Tetterby, |ooking at her husband, "for | have no peace of
nmy life here. 1'ma slave--a Virginia slave:" sone indistinct
association with their weak descent on the tobacco trade perhaps
suggested this aggravated expression to Ms. Tetterby. "I never
have a holiday, or any pleasure at all, fromyear's end to year's
end! Wiy, Lord bless and save the child," said Ms. Tetterby,
shaking the baby with an irritability hardly suited to so pious an
aspiration, "what's the matter wth her now?"

Not being able to discover, and not rendering the subject nuch
clearer by shaking it, Ms. Tetterby put the baby away in a cradle,
and, folding her arns, sat rocking it angrily wth her foot.

"How you stand there, 'Dolphus," said Ms. Tetterby to her husband.
"Why don't you do sonet hi ng?"

"Because | don't care about doing anything," M. Tetterby replied.



"I amsure | _ don't," said Ms. Tetterhy.
"I'"l'l take ny oath | don't," said M. Tetterby.

A diversion arose here anong Johnny and his five younger brothers,
who, in preparing the famly breakfast table, had fallen to

skirm shing for the tenporary possession of the loaf, and were
buffeting one another with great heartiness; the snallest boy of
all, with precocious discretion, hovering outside the knot of
conbatants, and harassing their legs. Into the mdst of this fray,
M. and Ms. Tetterby both precipitated thenselves with great
ardour, as if such ground were the only ground on which they could
now agree; and having, with no visible remains of their late soft-
heart edness, |aid about them w thout any |lenity, and done nuch
execution, resuned their former relative positions.

"You had better read your paper than do nothing at all," said Ms.
Tet t er by.

"What's there to read in a paper?" returned M. Tetterby, wth
excessi ve di scontent.

"What ?" said Ms. Tetterby. "Police."

"It's nothing to ne," said Tetterby. "Wat do | care what people
do, or are done to?"

"Sui ci des," suggested Ms. Tetterhy.
"No business of mne," replied her husband.

"Births, deaths, and marriages, are those nothing to you?" said
Ms. Tetterby.

"I'f the births were all over for good, and all to-day; and the

deaths were all to begin to cone off to-nmorrow, | don't see why it
should interest nme, till | thought it was a comng to ny turn,"
grunbl ed Tetterby. "As to marriages, |'ve done it nyself. | know

qui te enough about THEM "

To judge fromthe dissatisfied expression of her face and manner,
Ms. Tetterby appeared to entertain the sane opinions as her



husband; but she opposed him nevertheless, for the gratification
of quarrelling with him

"Oh, you're a consistent man," said Ms. Tetterby, "an't you? You,
with the screen of your own naking there, nade of nothing el se but
bits of newspapers, which you sit and read to the children by the
hal f - hour together!™

"Say used to, if you please," returned her husband. "You won't
find ne doing so any nore. |'mw ser now. "

"Bah! wiser, indeed!" said Ms. Tetterby. "Are you better?"

The question sounded sone di scordant note in M. Tetterby's breast.
He rum nated dejectedly, and passed his hand across and across his
f or ehead.

"Better!" nmurnmured M. Tetterby. "I don't know as any of us are
better, or happier either. Better, is it?"

He turned to the screen, and traced about it with his finger, until
he found a certain paragraph of which he was in quest.

"This used to be one of the famly favourites, | recollect," said
Tetterby, in a forlorn and stupid way, "and used to draw tears from
the children, and nake 'em good, if there was any little bickering
or discontent anong 'em next to the story of the robin redbreasts
in the wood. ' Melancholy case of destitution. Yesterday a snall
man, with a baby in his arns, and surrounded by hal f-a-dozen ragged
little ones, of various ages between ten and two, the whole of whom
were evidently in a fam shing condition, appeared before the worthy
magi strate, and nade the following recital:"--Ha! | don't
understand it, I'msure," said Tetterby; "I don't see what it has
got to do with us."

"How ol d and shabby he | ooks," said Ms. Tetterby, watching him
"I never saw such a change in a man. Ah! dear ne, dear ne, dear
me, it was a sacrifice!”

"What was a sacrifice?" her husband sourly inquired.

Ms. Tetterby shook her head; and without replying in words, raised



a conpl ete sea-storm about the baby, by her violent agitation of
the cradle.

"I'f you nean your marriage was a sacrifice, ny good woman--" said

her husband.
"I DOnmean it" said his w fe.

"Why, then | nean to say," pursued M. Tetterby, as sulkily and
surlily as she, "that there are two sides to that affair; and that
| was the sacrifice; and that I wish the sacrifice hadn't been
accepted.™

"I wwsh it hadn't, Tetterby, wth all ny heart and soul | do assure
you," said his wwfe. "You can't wish it nore than | do, Tetterby."
"I don't know what | saw in her," muttered the newsman, "l'm sure; -
-certainly, if I saw anything, it's not there now | was thinking

so, last night, after supper, by the fire. She's fat, she's
agei ng, she won't bear conparison with nost other wonen."

"He's common-| ooking, he has no air with him he's small, he's
begi nning to stoop and he's getting bald," nuttered Ms. Tetterby.

"I nmust have been half out of ny mnd when I did it," nuttered M.
Tett er by.

"My senses nust have forsook ne. That's the only way in which |
can explain it to nyself,"” said Ms. Tetterby wth el aborati on.

In this nobod they sat down to breakfast. The little Tetterbys were
not habituated to regard that neal in the light of a sedentary
occupation, but discussed it as a dance or trot; rather resenbling
a savage cerenony, in the occasionally shrill whoops, and

br andi shi ngs of bread and butter, wth which it was acconpani ed, as
well as in the intricate filings off into the street and back
agai n, and the hoppings up and down the door-steps, which were

i ncidental to the performance. |In the present instance, the
contentions between these Tetterby children for the ml k-and-water
jug, common to all, which stood upon the table, presented so

| anment abl e an i nstance of angry passions risen very high indeed,
that it was an outrage on the nenory of Dr. Watts. It was not



until M. Tetterby had driven the whole herd out at the front door,
that a nonent's peace was secured; and even that was broken by the
di scovery that Johnny had surreptitiously cone back, and was at
that instant choking in the jug like a ventriloquist, in his

| ndecent and rapaci ous haste.

"These children will be the death of ne at last!" said Ms.
Tetterby, after banishing the culprit. "And the sooner the better,
| think."

"Poor people," said M. Tetterby, "ought not to have children at
all. They give US no pl easure.”

He was at that nonent taking up the cup which Ms. Tetterby had
rudely pushed towards him and Ms. Tetterby was lifting her own
cup to her lips, when they both stopped, as if they were

t ransfi xed.

"Here! Mother! Father!" cried Johnny, running into the room
"Here's Ms. WIlliamcomng down the street!”

And if ever, since the world began, a young boy took a baby froma
cradle with the care of an old nurse, and hushed and soothed it
tenderly, and tottered away with it cheerfully, Johnny was t hat
boy, and Ml och was that baby, as they went out together!

M. Tetterby put down his cup; Ms. Tetterby put down her cup. M.
Tetterby rubbed his forehead; Ms. Tetterby rubbed hers. M.
Tetterby's face began to snooth and brighten; Ms. Tetterby's began
to snmooth and bri ghten.

"Why, Lord forgive nme," said M. Tetterby to hinmself, "what evil
tenpers have | been giving way to? Wat has been the matter here!”

"How could | ever treat himill again, after all | said and felt
| ast night!" sobbed Ms. Tetterby, with her apron to her eyes.

"Am| a brute," said M. Tetterby, "or is there any good in ne at
all? Sophia! MW little woman!"

"' Dol phus dear," returned his wfe.



"I--1"ve been in a state of mnd," said M. Tetterby, "that | can't
abear to think of, Sophy."

"Oh! It's nothing to what |'ve been in, Dolf," cried his wife in a
great burst of grief.

"My Sophia," said M. Tetterby, "don't take on. | never shall
forgive nyself. | nust have nearly broke your heart, | know "

"No, Dolf, no. It was ne! Me!" cried Ms. Tetterby.

My little woman," said her husband, "don't. You nake ne reproach
nysel f dreadful, when you show such a noble spirit. Sophia, ny
dear, you don't know what | thought. | showed it bad enough, no
doubt; but what | thought, ny little wonman!--"

"Oh, dear Dolf, don't! Don't!" cried his wfe,

"Sophia," said M. Tetterby, "I nust reveal it. | couldn't rest in
my conscience unless I nentioned it. MW little wonman--"

"Ms. WIlliams very nearly here!" screaned Johnny at the door.

My little woman, | wondered how, " gasped M. Tetterby, supporting

hi nself by his chair, "I wondered how | had ever adnmred you--I
forgot the precious children you have brought about ne, and thought
you didn't look as slimas | could wish. 1|--I never gave a

recollection," said M. Tetterby, wth severe self-accusation, "to
the cares you' ve had as ny wife, and along of ne and m ne, when you
m ght have had hardly any with another man, who got on better and
was | uckier than ne (anybody m ght have found such a man easily |
amsure); and | quarrelled with you for having aged a little in the
rough years you have |lightened for ne. Can you believe it, ny
little woman? | hardly can nyself."

Ms. Tetterby, in a whirlwind of |aughing and crying, caught his
face wthin her hands, and held it there.

"Oh, Dolf!" she cried. "I am so happy that you thought so; | am so
grateful that you thought so! For | thought that you were common-

| ooki ng, Dol f; and so you are, ny dear, and nmay you be the
commonest of all sights in ny eyes, till you close themwth your



own good hands. | thought that you were snmall; and so you are, and
"Il make nuch of you because you are, and nore of you because |

| ove ny husband. | thought that you began to stoop; and so you do,
and you shall lean on ne, and I'll do all | can to keep you up. |

t hought there was no air about you; but thereis, and it's the air
of honme, and that's the purest and the best there is, and God bl ess
home once nore, and all belonging to it, Dolf!"

"Hurrah! Here's Ms. WIlliam" cried Johnny.

So she was, and all the children wwth her; and so she cane in, they
ki ssed her, and ki ssed one anot her, and kissed the baby, and kissed
their father and nmother, and then ran back and fl ocked and danced
about her, trooping on with her in triunph.

M. and Ms. Tetterby were not a bit behind-hand in the warnth of
their reception. They were as nmuch attracted to her as the
children were; they ran towards her, kissed her hands, pressed
round her, could not receive her ardently or enthusiastically
enough. She cane anong themlike the spirit of all goodness,

af fection, gentle consideration, |ove, and donesticity.

"What! are YOU all so glad to see ne, too, this bright Christnmas
nor ni ng?" said MIly, clapping her hands in a pleasant wonder. "Oh
dear, how delightful this is!"

More shouting fromthe children, nore kissing, nore trooping round
her, nore happi ness, nore |ove, nore joy, nore honour, on all
si des, than she coul d bear.

"Oh dear!" said MIly, "what delicious tears you nake ne shed. How
can | ever have deserved this! Wat have | done to be so | oved?"

"Who can help it!" cried M. Tetterby.

"Who can help it!" cried Ms. Tetterby.

"Who can help it!" echoed the children, in a joyful chorus. And

t hey danced and trooped about her again, and clung to her, and laid

their rosy faces against her dress, and kissed and fondled it, and
could not fondle it, or her, enough.



"I never was so noved," said MIly, drying her eyes, "as | have
been this nmorning. | nust tell you, as soon as | can speak.--M.
Redl aw cane to ne at sunrise, and with a tenderness in his manner,
nore as if | had been his darling daughter than nyself, inplored ne
to go wwth himto where Wlliam s brother George is lying ill. W
went together, and all the way al ong he was so kind, and so
subdued, and seened to put such trust and hope in ne, that | could
not help trying wwth pleasure. Wen we got to the house, we net a
woman at the door (sonebody had bruised and hurt her, | am afraid),
who caught ne by the hand, and bl essed ne as | passed."”

"She was right!" said M. Tetterby. Ms. Tetterby said she was
right. Al the children cried out that she was right.

"Ah, but there's nore than that," said MIly. "Wen we got up
stairs, into the room the sick man who had lain for hours in a
state fromwhich no effort could rouse him rose up in his bed,

and, bursting into tears, stretched out his arns to ne, and said
that he had led a ms-spent |life, but that he was truly repentant
now, in his sorrow for the past, which was all as plain to himas a
great prospect, fromwhich a dense black cloud had cl eared away,
and that he entreated ne to ask his poor old father for his pardon
and his blessing, and to say a prayer beside his bed. And when |
did so, M. Redlaw joined in it so fervently, and then so thanked
and t hanked ne, and thanked Heaven, that ny heart quite overfl owed,
and | could have done nothing but sob and cry, if the sick nman had
not begged ne to sit down by him--which nade ne qui et of course.
As | sat there, he held ny hand in his until he sank in a doze; and
even then, when | withdrew ny hand to I eave himto cone here (which
M. Redl aw was very earnest indeed in wishing ne to do), his hand
felt for mne, so that sone one el se was obliged to take ny pl ace
and nake believe to give himny hand back. Oh dear, oh dear," said
MIly, sobbing. "How thankful and how happy | should feel, and do
feel, for all this!"

Wi | e she was speaki ng, Redl aw had cone in, and, after pausing for
a nonent to observe the group of which she was the centre, had
silently ascended the stairs. Upon those stairs he now appeared
again; remaining there, while the young student passed him and
canme runni ng down.

"Kind nurse, gentlest, best of creatures,” he said, falling on his



knee to her, and catching at her hand, "forgive ny cruel
| ngratitude!"

"Oh dear, oh dear!" cried MIIly innocently, "here's another of
theml Oh dear, here's sonebody el se who |ikes ne. \Wat shall |
ever do!"

The guileless, sinple way in which she said it, and in which she
put her hands before her eyes and wept for very happi ness, was as
touching as it was delightful.

"I was not nyself," he said. "I don't know what it was--it was
sone consequence of ny disorder perhaps--1 was mad. But | am so no
| onger. Alnost as | speak, | amrestored. | heard the children

crying out your nane, and the shade passed fromne at the very
sound of it. Ch, don't weep! Dear MIly, if you could read ny
heart, and only knew with what affection and what grateful homage

it is glowing, you would not et ne see you weep. It is such deep
reproach.”
"No, no," said MIly, "it's not that. |[It's not indeed. It's joy.

|t's wonder that you should think it necessary to ask ne to forgive
so little, and yet it's pleasure that you do."

"And w Il you cone again? and will you finish the little curtain?"

"No," said MIly, drying her eyes, and shaking her head. "You
won't care for ny needl ework now. "

"Is it forgiving ne, to say that?"
She beckoned hi m asi de, and whi spered in his ear.

"There is news fromyour hone, M. Ednund."

"News? How?"

"Ei ther your not witing when you were very ill, or the change in
your handwiting when you began to be better, created sone
suspicion of the truth; however that is--but you're sure you'll not

be the worse for any news, if it's not bad news?"



"Sure. "
"Then there's sone one cone!" said MIly.

"My not her?" asked the student, glancing round involuntarily
t owar ds Redl aw, who had cone down fromthe stairs.

"Hush! No," said MIlYy.
"It can be no one else."

"I ndeed?" said MIly, "are you sure?"
"It is not -" Before he could say nore, she put her hand upon his
nout h.

"Yes it is!" said MIly. "The young lady (she is very |like the

m niature, M. Ednund, but she is prettier) was too unhappy to rest
Wi t hout satisfying her doubts, and cane up, last night, with a
little servant-maid. As you always dated your letters fromthe
col l ege, she cane there; and before | saw M. Redl aw thi s norning,
| saw her. SHE likes nme too!" said MIly. "Ch dear, that's

anot her!™

"This norning! Were is she now?"

"Why, she is now," said MIly, advancing her lips to his ear, "in
my little parlour in the Lodge, and waiting to see you."

He pressed her hand, and was darting off, but she detained him

"M. Redlaw is nmuch altered, and has told ne this norning that his
menory is inpaired. Be very considerate to him M. Ednund; he
needs that fromus all."

The young man assured her, by a | ook, that her caution was not ill-
best owed; and as he passed the Cheni st on his way out, bent
respectfully and with an obvious interest before him

Redl aw returned the salutation courteously and even hunbly, and
| ooked after himas he passed on. He dropped his head upon his
hand too, as trying to reawaken sonething he had lost. But it was



gone.

The abi di ng change that had conme upon himsince the influence of
the nmusic, and the Phantonis reappearance, was, that now he truly
felt how nuch he had |l ost, and could conpassionate his own
condition, and contrast it, clearly, with the natural state of

t hose who were around him In this, an interest in those who were
around himwas revived, and a neek, subm ssive sense of his
calamty was bred, resenbling that which sonetines obtains in age,
when its nental powers are weakened, wi thout insensibility or
sul | enness being added to the list of its infirmties.

He was conscious that, as he redeened, through MIly, nore and nore
of the evil he had done, and as he was nore and nore with her, this
change ripened itself within him Therefore, and because of the
attachnment she inspired himwth (but w thout other hope), he felt
that he was quite dependent on her, and that she was his staff in
his affliction.

So, when she asked hi m whet her they should go hone now, to where
the old man and her husband were, and he readily replied "yes"--
bei ng anxious in that regard--he put his armthrough hers, and

wal ked beside her; not as if he were the wise and | earned man to
whom t he wonders of Nature were an open book, and hers were the

uni nstructed mnd, but as if their two positions were reversed, and
he knew not hi ng, and she all.

He saw the children throng about her, and caress her, as he and she
went away together thus, out of the house; he heard the ringing of
their |aughter, and their nerry voices; he saw their bright faces,
clustering around himlike flowers; he witnessed the renewed
contentnment and affection of their parents; he breathed the sinple
air of their poor honme, restored to its tranquillity; he thought of
t he unwhol esone blight he had shed upon it, and m ght, but for her,
have been diffusing then; and perhaps it is no wonder that he

wal ked subm ssively beside her, and drew her gentle bosom nearer to
hi s own.

When they arrived at the Lodge, the old nman was sitting in his
chair in the chimey-corner, with his eyes fixed on the ground, and
his son was | eani ng agai nst the opposite side of the fire-place,

| ooking at him As she cane in at the door, both started, and



turned round towards her, and a radi ant change cane upon their
faces.

"Oh dear, dear, dear, they are all pleased to see ne like the
rest!” cried MIly, clapping her hands in an ecstasy, and stopping
short. "Here are two nore!"

Pl eased to see her! Pleasure was no word for it. She ran into her
husband's arns, thrown w de open to receive her, and he woul d have
been glad to have her there, with her head |ying on his shoul der,

t hrough the short winter's day. But the old man couldn't spare
her. He had arns for her too, and he | ocked her in them

"Why, where has ny quiet Muse been all this tinme?" said the old
man. "She has been a long while away. | find that it's inpossible
for me to get on without Mouse. |--where's ny son WIIlianf--|
fancy I have been dream ng, WIliam"

"That's what | say nyself, father," returned his son. "I have been
in an ugly sort of dream | think.--How are you, father? Are you
pretty wel | ?"

"Strong and brave, ny boy," returned the old man.

It was quite a sight to see M. WIIliam shaking hands with his
father, and patting himon the back, and rubbing himgently down
with his hand, as if he could not possibly do enough to show an
interest in him

"What a wonderful man you are, father!--How are you, father? Are
you really pretty hearty, though?" said WIliam shaking hands with
hi magain, and patting himagain, and rubbing himgently down

agai n.

"I never was fresher or stouter in ny life, ny boy."

"What a wonderful man you are, father! But that's exactly where it
is," said M. WIlliam wth enthusiasm "Wen | think of all that
ny father's gone through, and all the chances and changes, and
sorrows and troubles, that have happened to himin the course of
his long |life, and under which his head has grown grey, and years
upon years have gathered on it, | feel as if we couldn't do enough



to honour the old gentleman, and nake his old age easy.--How are
you, father? Are you really pretty well, though?"

M. WIIliam m ght never have left off repeating this inquiry, and
shaki ng hands with himagain, and patting hi magain, and rubbing
hi m down again, if the old man had not espied the Chem st, whom
until now he had not seen.

"I ask your pardon, M. Redlaw," said Philip, "but didn't know you
were here, sir, or should have nade less free. It remnds ne, M.
Redl aw, seeing you here on a Christnmas norning, of the tinme when
you was a student yourself, and worked so hard that you were
backwards and forwards in our Library even at Christmas tine. Hal
ha! [|'mold enough to renenber that; and I renmenber it right well,
| do, though | ameight-seven. It was after you |left here that ny
poor wife died. You renenber ny poor wife, M. Redl aw?"

The Chem st answered yes.
"Yes," said the old man. "She was a dear creetur.--1 recollect you
cone here one Christmas norning with a young | ady--1 ask your
pardon, M. Redlaw, but | think it was a sister you was very nuch
attached to?"

The Chem st | ooked at him and shook his head. "I had a sister,"
he said vacantly. He knew no nore.

"One Christmas norning," pursued the old man, "that you cone here
with her--and it began to snow, and ny wife invited the lady to
wal k in, and sit by the fire that is always a burning on Christmas
Day in what used to be, before our ten poor gentl enen commuted, our
great Dinner Hall. | was there; and | recollect, as | was stirring
up the blaze for the young lady to warm her pretty feet by, she
read the scroll out loud, that is underneath that pictur, 'Lord,
keep ny nenory green!' She and ny poor wife fell a tal king about
it; and it's a strange thing to think of, now, that they both said
(both being so unlike to die) that it was a good prayer, and that
It was one they would put up very earnestly, if they were called
away young, with reference to those who were dearest to them 'M
brot her,' says the young | ady--'M husband,' says ny poor wfe.--
‘Lord, keep his nenory of nme, green, and do not let ne be
forgotten!'"



Tears nore painful, and nore bitter than he had ever shed in all
his |ife, coursed dowmn Redlaw s face. Philip, fully occupied in
recalling his story, had not observed himuntil now, nor MIly's

anxi ety that he should not proceed.

"Philip!" said Redlaw, |aying his hand upon his arm "I ama
stricken man, on whomthe hand of Providence has fallen heavily,
al t hough deservedly. You speak to ne, ny friend, of what | cannot
follow, ny nenory is gone."

"Merciful power!"™ cried the old man.

"I have | ost ny nenory of sorrow, wong, and trouble," said the
Chem st, "and wwth that | have lost all man would renenber!”

To see old Philip's pity for him to see himwheel his own great
chair for himto rest in, and | ook down upon himwith a sol emm
sense of his bereavenent, was to know, in sone degree, how precious
to old age such recollections are.

The boy cane running in, and ran to M1l 1y.

"Here's the man," he said, "in the other room | don't want HHM"
"What man does he nean?" asked M. WIIliam

"Hush!" said MIly.

bedient to a sign fromher, he and his old father softly w thdrew.
As they went out, unnoticed, Redl aw beckoned to the boy to cone to
hi m

"I like the woman best," he answered, holding to her skirts.

"You are right," said Redlaw, with a faint smle. "But you needn't
fear to cone to ne. | amgentler than | was. O all the world, to
you, poor child!"

The boy still held back at first, but yielding little by little to
her urging, he consented to approach, and even to sit down at his
feet. As Redlaw laid his hand upon the shoul der of the child,



| ooki ng on himw th conpassion and a fellowfeeling, he put out his
other hand to MIly. She stooped down on that side of him so that
she could ook into his face, and after silence, said:

"M. Redlaw, may | speak to you?"

"Yes," he answered, fixing his eyes upon her. "Your voice and
music are the sane to ne."

"May | ask you sonet hi ng?"

"What you will."

"Do you renenber what | said, when | knocked at your door | ast

ni ght ? About one who was your friend once, and who stood on the
verge of destruction?"

"Yes. | renenber," he said, with sone hesitation.

"Do you understand it?"

He snoot hed the boy's hair--1ooking at her fixedly the while, and
shook hi s head.

"This person,"” said MIly, in her clear, soft voice, which her mld

eyes, looking at him made clearer and softer, "I found soon
afterwards. | went back to the house, and, with Heaven's hel p,
traced him | was not too soon. A very little and | should have

been too | ate."

He took his hand fromthe boy, and laying it on the back of that

hand of hers, whose timd and yet earnest touch addressed hi mno

| ess appealingly than her voice and eyes, |ooked nore intently on
her .

"He IS the father of M. Ednund, the young gentl eman we saw j ust
now. H's real nanme is Longford.--You recollect the nane?"

"I recollect the nane."

"And t he man?"



"No, not the man. Did he ever wong ne?"
"Yes!"
"Ah!  Then it's hopel ess--hopel ess. ™

He shook his head, and softly beat upon the hand he held, as though
mut el y asking her conm serati on.

"I did not go to M. Ednund last night," said MIly,--"You w |
listen to nme just the sanme as if you did renenber all?"

"To every syllable you say."

"Bot h, because | did not know, then, that this really was his
father, and because | was fearful of the effect of such
intelligence upon him after his illness, if it should be. Since |
have known who this person is, | have not gone either; but that is
for another reason. He has |ong been separated fromhis wife and
son--has been a stranger to his honme alnost fromthis son's

i nfancy, | learn fromhim-and has abandoned and deserted what he
shoul d have held nost dear. 1In all that tinme he has been falling
fromthe state of a gentlenman, nore and nore, until--" she rose up,
hastily, and going out for a nonent, returned, acconpanied by the
wreck that Redl aw had behel d | ast night.

"Do you know ne?" asked the Chem st.

"I should be glad," returned the other, "and that is an unwonted
word for nme to use, if | could answer no."

The Chem st | ooked at the nman, standing in self-abasenent and
degradati on before him and woul d have | ooked | onger, in an

i neffectual struggle for enlightennent, but that MIly resuned her
| ate position by his side, and attracted his attentive gaze to her
own face.

"See how | ow he is sunk, how [ ost he is!" she whispered, stretching
out her armtowards him wthout |ooking fromthe Chem st's face.
"I'f you could renenber all that is connected with him do you not
think it would nove your pity to reflect that one you ever | oved
(do not |let us mnd how | ong ago, or in what belief that he has



forfeited), should conme to this?"
"I hope it would," he answered. "I believe it would."

H s eyes wandered to the figure standing near the door, but cane
back speedily to her, on whom he gazed intently, as if he strove to
| earn sone | esson fromevery tone of her voice, and every beam of
her eyes.

"I have no |l earning, and you have nuch," said MIly; "I am not used
to think, and you are always thinking. My | tell you why it seens
to ne a good thing for us, to renenber wong that has been done
us?"

"Yes. "

"That we may forgive it."

"Pardon ne, great Heaven!" said Redlaw, lifting up his eyes, "for
havi ng thrown away thine own high attribute!”

"And if," said MIly, "if your nenory should one day be restored,
as we wll hope and pray it may be, would it not be a blessing to

you to recall at once a wong and its forgi veness?"

He | ooked at the figure by the door, and fastened his attentive
eyes on her again; a ray of clearer |ight appeared to himto shine
into his mnd, fromher bright face.

"He cannot go to his abandoned hone. He does not seek to go there.
He knows that he could only carry shanme and trouble to those he has
so cruelly neglected; and that the best reparation he can nake them
now, is to avoid them A very little noney carefully bestowed,
woul d renmove himto sone di stant place, where he mght |ive and do
no wong, and nmake such atonenent as is left wthin his power for
the wong he has done. To the unfortunate |ady who is his wfe,
and to his son, this would be the best and ki ndest boon that their
best friend could give them-one too that they need never know of;
and to him shattered in reputation, mnd, and body, it m ght be
sal vation."

He t ook her head bet ween her hands, and kissed it, and said: "It



shall be done. | trust to you to do it for ne, now and secretly;
and to tell himthat | would forgive him if |I were so happy as to
know for what."

As she rose, and turned her beam ng face towards the fallen nman,
i npl ying that her nedi ati on had been successful, he advanced a
step, and without raising his eyes, addressed hinself to Redl aw.

"You are so generous," he said, "--you ever were--that you wll try
to bani sh your rising sense of retribution in the spectacle that is
before you. | do not try to banish it fromnyself, Redlaw. If you

can, believe ne."

The Chem st entreated MIly, by a gesture, to cone nearer to him
and, as he listened | ooked in her face, as if to find in it the
clue to what he heard.

"I amtoo decayed a wetch to nake professions; | recollect ny own
career too well, to array any such before you. But fromthe day on
which | made ny first step downward, in dealing falsely by you, |
have gone down with a certain, steady, dooned progression. That, |
say. "

Redl aw, keeping her close at his side, turned his face towards the
speaker, and there was sorrowin it. Sonething |ike nournful
recognition too.

"I m ght have been another man, ny life m ght have been anot her
life, if | had avoided that first fatal step. | don't know that it
woul d have been. | claimnothing for the possibility. Your sister
is at rest, and better than she could have been with ne, if | had
conti nued even what you thought ne: even what | once supposed
nyself to be."

Redl aw nade a hasty notion with his hand, as if he woul d have put
t hat subj ect on one side.

"I speak," the other went on, "like a man taken fromthe grave. |
shoul d have nmade ny own grave, last night, had it not been for this
bl essed hand."

"Oh dear, he likes nme too!" sobbed MIly, under her breath.



"That's anot her!"

"I could not have put nyself in your way, |ast night, even for
bread. But, to-day, ny recollection of what has been is so
strongly stirred, and is presented to ne, | don't know how, so
vividly, that | have dared to cone at her suggestion, and to take
your bounty, and to thank you for it, and to beg you, Redlaw, in
your dying hour, to be as nerciful to ne in your thoughts, as you
are in your deeds."

He turned towards the door, and stopped a nonent on his way forth.

"I hope ny son may interest you, for his nother's sake. | hope he
may deserve to do so. Unless ny |ife should be preserved a | ong
time, and | should know that | have not m sused your aid, | shall

never | ook upon himnore."

Going out, he raised his eyes to Redlaw for the first tine.

Redl aw, whose steadfast gaze was fixed upon him dream |y held out
his hand. He returned and touched it--little nore--with both his
own; and bendi ng down his head, went slowy out.

In the few nonents that el apsed, while MIly silently took himto

the gate, the Chem st dropped into his chair, and covered his face
with his hands. Seeing himthus, when she cane back, acconpanied

by her husband and his father (who were both greatly concerned for
him, she avoided disturbing him or permtting himto be

di sturbed; and kneel ed down near the chair to put sone warm

cl othing on the boy.

"That's exactly where it is. That's what | always say, father!"
excl ai med her adm ring husband. "There's a notherly feeling in
Ms. WIlliams breast that nust and will have went!"

"Ay, ay," said the old man; "you're right. M son WIllians
right!"

"I't happens all for the best, MIly dear, no doubt," said M.
WIlliam tenderly, "that we have no children of our own; and yet |
soneti mes wi sh you had one to | ove and cherish. Qur little dead
child that you built such hopes upon, and that never breathed the
breath of life--it has made you quiet-like, MIly."



"I amvery happy in the recollection of it, WIlliamdear," she
answered. "I think of it every day."

"I was afraid you thought of it a good deal."

"Don't say, afraid; it is a confort to ne; it speaks to ne in so
many ways. The innocent thing that never lived on earth, is |ike
an angel to ne, Wlliam"

"You are |ike an angel to father and ne," said M. WIlliam softly.
"I know that."

"When | think of all those hopes | built upon it, and the nmany
times | sat and pictured to nyself the little sn1I|ng face upon ny
bosom that never lay there, and the sweet eyes turned up to m ne

t hat never opened to the Ilght " said MIly, "I can feel a greater
tenderness, | think, for all t he di sappoi nted hopes in which there
is no harm Wen | see a beautiful child in its fond nother's
arns, | love it all the better, thinking that my child m ght have
been |i ke that, and m ght have made ny heart as proud and happy."

Redl aw rai sed his head, and | ooked towards her.

"All through life, it seens by ne," she continued, "to tell ne
sonet hing. For poor neglected children, ny little child pleads as
if it were alive, and had a voice | knew, with which to speak to
me. When | hear of youth in suffering or shanme, | think that ny
child mght have cone to that, perhaps, and that God took it from
me in Hs nercy. Even in age and grey hair, such as father's, it
Is present: saying that it too mght have lived to be old, |ong
and long after you and | were gone, and to have needed the respect
and | ove of younger people."”

Her qui et voice was quieter than ever, as she took her husband's
arm and |aid her head against it.

"Children love ne so, that sonetines | half fancy--it's a silly
fancy, WIlliam-they have sone way | don't know of, of feeling for
my little child, and ne, and understanding why their love is
precious to ne. |If | have been quiet since, | have been nore
happy, Wlliam in a hundred ways. Not |east happy, dear, in this-



-that even when ny little child was born and dead but a few days,
and | was weak and sorrowful, and could not help grieving a little,
the thought arose, that if | tried to lead a good life, | should
neet in Heaven a bright creature, who would call ne, Mother!"

Redl aw fell upon his knees, with a loud cry.

"O Thou, he said, "who through the teaching of pure |ove, hast
graciously restored ne to the nenory which was the nenory of Chri st
upon the Cross, and of all the good who perished in H s cause,
recei ve ny thanks, and bl ess her!"

Then, he folded her to his heart; and MIly, sobbing nore than
ever, cried, as she laughed, "He is cone back to hinself! He likes
me very nmuch indeed, too! OCh, dear, dear, dear ne, here's

anot her!"

Then, the student entered, |eading by the hand a lovely girl, who
was afraid to cone. And Redl aw so changed towards him seeing in
hi m and his youthful choice, the softened shadow of that chastening
passage in his owmn life, to which, as to a shady tree, the dove so
| ong inprisoned in his solitary ark mght fly for rest and conpany,
fell upon his neck, entreating themto be his children.

Then, as Christmas is a tine in which, of all tines in the year,
the nenory of every renedi able sorrow, wong, and trouble in the
wor | d around us, should be active with us, not |ess than our own
experiences, for all good, he laid his hand upon the boy, and,
silently calling Hmto witness who laid H's hand on children in
old tinme, rebuking, in the majesty of H's prophetic know edge,

t hose who kept themfromH m vowed to protect him teach him and
reclaimhim

Then, he gave his right hand cheerily to Philip, and said that they
woul d that day hold a Christmas dinner in what used to be, before
the ten poor gentlenen commuted, their great Dinner Hall; and that
they would bid to it as many of that Sw dger famly, who, his son
had told him were so nunerous that they m ght join hands and nake
a ring round Engl and, as could be brought together on so short a
noti ce.

And it was that day done. There were so many Swi dgers there, grown



up and children, that an attenpt to state themin round nunbers

m ght engender doubts, in the distrustful, of the veracity of this
hi story. Therefore the attenpt shall not be nmade. But there they
were, by dozens and scores--and there was good news and good hope
there, ready for them of George, who had been visited again by his
father and brother, and by MIly, and again left in a quiet sleep.
There, present at the dinner, too, were the Tetterbys, including
young Adol phus, who arrived in his prismatic conforter, in good
time for the beef. Johnny and the baby were too | ate, of course,
and cane in all on one side, the one exhausted, the other in a
supposed state of double-tooth; but that was customary, and not

al arm ng.

It was sad to see the child who had no nane or |ineage, watching
the other children as they played, not know ng howto talk wth
them or sport with them and nore strange to the ways of chil dhood
than a rough dog. It was sad, though in a different way, to see
what an instinctive know edge the youngest children there had of
his being different fromall the rest, and how they nmade timd
approaches to himw th soft words and touches, and with little
presents, that he m ght not be unhappy. But he kept by MIly, and
began to | ove her--that was another, as she said!--and, as they all
| i ked her dearly, they were glad of that, and when they saw him
peepi ng at them from behind her chair, they were pl eased that he
was so close to it.

Al this, the Chem st, sitting wwth the student and his bride that
was to be, Philip, and the rest, saw

Sonme peopl e have said since, that he only thought what has been
herein set down; others, that he read it in the fire, one wnter
ni ght about the twilight tinme; others, that the CGhost was but the
representation of his gloony thoughts, and MIly the enbodi nent of
his better wwsdom | _say not hing.

- Except this. That as they were assenbled in the old Hall, by no
other light than that of a great fire (having dined early), the
shadows once nore stole out of their hiding-places, and danced
about the room showing the children marvell ous shapes and faces on
the walls, and gradually changi ng what was real and famliar there,
to what was wild and magical. But that there was one thing in the
Hal |, to which the eyes of Redlaw, and of MIly and her husband,



and of the old man, and of the student, and his bride that was to
be, were often turned, which the shadows did not obscure or change.
Deepened in its gravity by the fire-light, and gazing fromthe
darkness of the panelled wall like life, the sedate face in the
portrait, with the beard and ruff, | ooked down at them from under
its verdant weath of holly, as they | ooked up at it; and, clear
and plain below, as if a voice had uttered them were the words.

Lord keep ny Menory green.



