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BREAD AND CHEESE AND KISSES

With a sense of infinite thankfulness upon me, I sit down to commence my Christmas
story. This thankfulness is born of overflowing gratitude. I am grateful that I am spared
to write it, and grateful because of the belief that the Blade of Grass I put forth a year
ago was: out of the goodness of many sympathising hearts: not allowed to wither and
die. It has been pressed upon me, and I have had it in my mind, to continue the history
of the humble Blade of Grass that I left drooping last year; but the social events that
have occurred between that time and the present would not justify my doing so now. I
hope to continue it before long. By and by, please God, you and I will follow the Blade of
Grass through a summer all the more pleasant because of the bleak winter in which it
sprung, and by which it has hitherto been surrounded. In the mean time, the tears that I
shed over it will keep it green, I trust. And in the mean time, it gladdens me to see a star
shining upon it, although it stands amid snow and wintry weather.

As I sit in my quiet chamber, and think of the happy season for which I am writing, I
seem to hear the music of its tender influence, and I wish that the kindly spirit which
animates that day would animate not that day alone, but every day of the three hundred
and sixtyfive. It might be so; it could be so. Then, indeed, the Good Time which now is
always coming would be no longer looked forward to.

Not that life should be a holiday: work is its wholesomest food. But some little more of
general kindliness towards one another, of generous feeling between class and class, as
well as between person and person; some little less consideration of self; some more
general recognition by the high of the human and divine equality which, the low bear to
them; some little more consideration from the poor for the rich; some little more
practical pity from the rich for the poor; some little less of the hypocrisy of life too
commonly practised and too commonly toadied to; some better meaning in the saying of
prayers, and therefore more true devotion in the bending of knees; some little more
benevolence in statesmanship; some hearty honest practising of doing unto others even
as ye would others should do unto you:may well be wished for, more appropriately,
perhaps, at this season than at any other, associated as it is with all that is tender and
bright and good.

Why does the strain in which I am writing bring to me the memory of my Mother? It is, I
suppose, because that memory is the most sacred and the tenderest that I have, and
because what I feel for her is inwoven in my heart of hearts.

But there is another reason. From her comes the title of my Christmas story. And this
introduction serves in part as a dedication to the beautiful goodness of her nature.



I think that in this wide world: among the thousands of millions of human beings who
live and have passed away: there is not, and never was, a woman who lived her life more
contentedly, nor one who strove more heartfully to make the most cheerful use of
everything that fell to her lotof even adversity, of which she had her full share. She was
beloved by all who knew her. To her sympathising heart were confided many griefs
which others had to bear; and, poor as she was for a long period of her life, she always,
by some wonderful secret of which I hope she was not the only possessor, contrived to
help those who came to her in need. I remember asking her once how she managed it.
'My dear,' she answered, with a smile which reminds me of a peaceful moonlight night;
'my dear, I have a lucky bag." Where she kept it, heaven only knows; but she was
continually dipping her hand into it, and something good and sweet always came out.
How many hearts she cheered, how many burdens she lightened, how many crosses she
garlanded with hope, no one can tell. She never did. These things came to her as among
the duties of life, and she took pleasure in performing them. I am filled with wonder and
with worship as I think how naturally she laid aside her own hard trials to sympathise
with the trials of others.

She was a capital housewife, and made much out of little. She had not one selfish desire,
and being devoted to her children, she made their home bright for them. There was no
sunshine in the house when Mother was away. She possessed wonderful secrets in
cookery, and I would sooner sit down to one of the dinners she used to prepare for us
(albeit they were very humble) than to the grandest banquet that could be placed before
me. Everything was sweet that came from her handsas sweet as was everything that
came from her lips.

I would ask her often, being of an inquisitive turn of mind, 'Mother, what have you got
for dinner today?' 'BreadandCheese and Kisses,' she would reply merrily. Then I knew
that one of our favourite dishes was sure to be on the table, and I rejoiced accordingly.
Sometimes, however, she would vary her reply by saying that dinner would consist of
'Knobs of Chairs and PumpHandles.' Then would I sit in sackcloth and ashes, for I knew
that the chance of a good dinner was trembling in the balance.

But Knobs of Chairs and PumpHandles was the exception. BreadandCheese and Kisses
was the rule. And to this day BreadandCheese and Kisses bears for me in its simple
utterance a sacred and beautiful meaning. It means contentment; it means cheerfulness;
it means the exercise of sweet words and gentle thought; it means Home!

Dear and sacred word! Let us get away from the garish light that distorts it. Let you and
I, this Christmas, retire for a while, and think of it and muse upon it. Let us resolve to
cherish it always, and let us unite in the hope that its influence for inconceivable good



may not be lost in the turmoil of the Great March, to the thunderous steps of which the
world's heart is wildly beating. Home! It is earth's heaven! The flowers that grow within
garret walls prove it; the wondering ecstasy that fills the mother's breast as she looks
upon the face of her firstborn, the quiet ministering to those we love, the unselfishness,
the devotion, the tender word, the act of charity, the selfsacrifice that finds creation
there, prove it; the prayers that are said as we kneel by the bedside before committing
our bodies to sleep, the little hands folded in worship, the lisping words of praise and of
thanks to God that come from children's lips, the teaching of those words by the happy
mother so that her child may grow up good, prove it. No lot in life is too lowly for this
earth's heaven. No lot in life is too lowly for the pure enjoyment of BreadandCheese and
Kisses.

I wish you, dear readers and friends, no better lot than this. May BreadandCheese and
Kisses often be your fare, and may it leave as sweet a taste in your mouth as it has left in
mine!



PARTI.

COME AND SHOW YOUR FACE, LIKE A MAN!

Bread and Cheese and Kisses If I were asked to point to a space of ground which, of all
other spaces in the world, most truly represents the good and bad, the high and low, of
humanity, I should unhesitatingly describe a circle of a mile around Westminster Abbey.
Within that space is contained all that ennobles life, and all that debases it; and within
that space, at the same moment, the lofty aspiration of the statesman pulses in the great
Senate House in unison with the degraded desires of the inhabitant of Old Pyestreet.
There St. Giles and St. James elbow each other. There may be seen, in one swift
comprehensive glance, all the beauty and ugliness of life, all its hope and hopelessness,
all its vanity and modesty, all its knowledge and ignorance, all its piety and profanity, all
its fragrance and foulness. The wisdom of ages, the nobility that sprung from fortunate
circumstance or from brave endeavour, the sublime lessons that lie in faith and heroism,
sanctify the solemn aisles of the grand old Abbey. Within its sacred cloisters rest the
ashes of the great: outside its walls, brushing them with his ragged garments, skulks the
thiefand worse.

But not with these contrasts, nor with any lesson that they may teach, have you and I to
deal now. Our attention is fixed upon the striking of eight o'clock by the sonorous
tongue of Westminster. And not our attention alonefor many of the friends with whom
we shall presently shake hands are listening also; so that we find ourselves suddenly
plunged into very various company. Ben Sparrow, the old grocer, who, just as One tolls,
is weighing out a quarter of a pound of brown sugar for a young urchin without a cap,
inclines his head and listens, for all the world as if he were a sparrow, so birdlike is the
movement: Bessie Sparrow, his granddaughter, who, having put Tottie to bed, is coming
downstairs in the dark (she has left the candle in the washhandbasin in Tottie's room,
for Tottie cannot go to sleep without a light), stops and counts from One to Eight, and
thinks the while, with eyes that have tears in them, of Somebody who at the same
moment is thinking of her: Tottie, with one aciddrop very nearly at the point of
dissolution in her mouth, and with another perspiring in her hand, lies in bed and
listens and forgets to suck until the sound dies quite away: a patientlooking woman,
pausing in the contemplation of a great crisis in her life, seeks to find in the tolling of the
bell some assurance of a happy result: James Million, Member of Parliament, whose
name, as he is a very rich man, may be said to be multitudinous, listens also as he rolls
by in his cab; and as his cab passes the end of the street in which Mrs. Naldret resides,
that worthy woman, who is standing on a chair before an open cupboard, follows the
sound, with the tablecloth in her hand, and mutely counts One, Two, Three, Four, Five,



Six, Seven, Eight, the last number being accompanied by a resigned sigh, as if Eight
were the end of all things.

The room in which Mrs. Naldret is standing is poor and comfortable; a cheerful fire is
burning, and the kettle is making up its mind to begin to sing. An old black cat is lazily
blinking her eyes at the little jets of gas that thrust their forked tongues from between
the bars of the stove. This cat is lying on a faded hearthrug, in which once upon a time a
rampant lion reigned in brilliant colours; and she is not at all disturbed by the thought
that a cat lying fulllength upon a lion, with his tongue hanging out, is an anomaly in
nature and a parody in art. There is certainly some excuse for her in the circumstance
that the lion is very old, and is almost entirely rubbed out.

Mrs. Naldret steps from the chair with the tablecloth in her hand, and in one clever
shake, and with as nimble a movement as any wizard could have made, shakes it open.
As it forms a balloon over the table, she assists it to expel the wind, and to settle down
comfortablybeing herself of a comfortable turn of mindand smoothes the creases with
her palms, until the cloth fits the table like wax. Then she sets the teathings, scalds the
teapot, and begins to cut the bread and to butter it. She cuts the bread very thick, and
butters it very thin. Butter is like fine gold to poor people.

'T don't remember,' she says, pausing to make the reflection, with the knife in the middle
of the loaf, 'its being so cold for a long time. To be sure, we're in December, and it'll be
Christmas in three weeks. Christmas!' she repeats, with a sigh, 'and George'll not be
here. He'll be on the seaon the stormy ocean. It'll be a heavy Christmas to us. But, there!
perhaps it's all for the best; though how George got the idea of emigrating into his head,
I can't tell; it seemed to come all of a sudden like. The house won't seem like the same
when he's away.'" For comfort, her thoughts turn in another directiontowards her
husband. 'T wish father was home, though it isn't quite his timeand he's pretty punctual,
is father.' She goes to the window, and peeps at the sky through a chink in the shutters.
'Tt looks as if it was going to snow. What a bright clear night it is, but how cold! It's
freezing hard!' Turning, she looks at the fire, and at the cozy room, gratefully. "Thank
God, we've got a fire, and a roof to cover us! God help those who haven't! There are a
many of 'em, poor creatures, and times are hard.' She turns again to the window, to
takes another peep at the sky through the shutters, and finds the light shut out. "There's
some one looking into the room!' she exclaims, retreating hastily out of view. 'It can't be
Jimhe's never done such a thing. He's only too glad to get indoors such nights as this.
And it can't be George. And there's the lock of the streetdoor brokenno more use than a
teapot with a hole in the bottom.' Being a woman of courage, Mrs. Naldret runs into the
passage, and opens the streetdoor. 'Who's there? she cries, looking into the street, and
shivering, as the cold wind blows into her face. 'Who's there? Don't sneak away like that,
but come and show your face, like a man!'



The man pauses at the challenge, stands irresolute for a moment or two, then walks
slowly back to the window, with hanging head.

'Show my face, like a man!' he repeats, sadly, bitterly, and with a world of selfreproach
in his tone. 'There's not much of that stuff left in me, Mrs. Naldret.'

'Good Lord!" she exclaims, as he stands before her like a criminal. 'It's Saul Fielding!'
'Yes,' he replies. 'It's Saul Fielding, God help him!'

'Why can't Saul Fielding help himself?' she retorts, half angrily, half pityingly. "There
was stuff enough in him onceat all events I thought so.'

'Show me the way!' he cries; but lowers his tone instantly, and says humbly, 'T beg your
pardon, Mrs. Naldret, for speaking in that manner. It's ungrateful of me to speak like
that to any of George's friends. and least of all to his mother, that George loves like the
apple of his eye.'

'So he does, dear lad,' says the grateful woman, 'and it does my heart good to hear you
say so. But you've nothing to be grateful to me for, Saul. I've never done you any good;
it's never been in my power.'

'Yes, you have, and it has been in your power, Mrs. Naldret. Why, it was only last week
that you offered me'

'What you wouldn't take,' she interrupts hastily; 'so you don't know if I meant it. Let be!
Let be!'

"That you offered me food,' he continues steadily. 'But it's like you and yours to make
light of it. You've never done me any good! Why, you're George's mother, and you
brought him into the world! And I owe him more than my lifeay, more than my life!'

'T know the friendship there was between you and George,' she says, setting the strength
of his words to that account, 'and that George loved you like a brother. More's the pity,
because of that, that you are as you are.’

'It is so,' he assents meekly; 'but the milk's spilt; I can't pick it up again.'

'Saul, Saul! you talk like a woman!'



'Do I?' he asks tenderly, and looking into her face with respect and esteem in his eyes.
"Then there's some good left in me. I know one who is stronger than I am, better, wiser,
than a hundred such as Iand I showed my appreciation of her goodness and her worth
by doing her wrong. Show my face like a man! I ought to hide it, as the moles do, and
show my contempt for myself by flying from the sight of men!'

Filled with compassion, she turns her face from him so that she may not witness his
grief.

'She is the noblest, the best of women!' he continues. 'In the face of God, I say it.
Standing here, with His light shining upon me, with His keen wind piercing me to my
bones (but it is just!), I bow to her, although I see her not, as the nearest approach to
perfect goodness which it has ever been my happiness and my unhappiness to come in
contact with. Ay; although virtue, as humanly exercised, would turn its back upon her.'

'Are you blaming the world, Saul Fielding,' she asks, in a tone that has a touch of
sternness in it, 'for a fault which is all your own?"

'No,' he answers; ' am justifying Jane. I blame the world! a pretty object I, to turn
accuser!'

He appeals to his rags, in scorn of them and of himself.

'Saul Fielding,' she says, after a pause during which she feels nothing but ruth for his
misery, 'you are a bit of a scholar; you have gifts that others could turn to account, if
they had them. Before youyou'

'Went wrong,' he adds, as she hesitates, 'T know what you want to say. Go on, Mrs.
Naldret. Your words don't hurt me.'

'Before that time, George used to come home full of admiration for you and your gifts.
He said that you were the bestread man in all the trade, and I'm sure, to hear you speak
is proof enough of that. Well, let be, Saul; let the past die, and make up your mind, like a
man, to do better in the future.'

'Let the past die!' he repeats, as through the clouds that darken his mind rifts of human
love shine, under the influence of which his voice grows indescribably soft and tender.
'Let the past die! No, not for a world of worlds. Though it is filled with shame, I would
not let it go.What are you looking for?'



'It's Jim's timemy husband'sfor coming home,' she says, a little anxiously, looking up the
street. 'He mightn't like' But again she hesitates and stumbles over her words.

"To see you talking to me. He shall not My eyes are better than his, and the moment I see
him turn the corner of the street, I will go.'

"What were you looking through the shutters for?"

'I wanted to see if George was at home.'

'And supposing he had been?'

'I should have waited in the street until he came out.’

'Do you think Jim Naldret would like to see his son talking to Saul Fielding?'

'No, I don't suppose he would,' he replies quietly; 'but for all that, I shall do George no
harm. I would lay down my life to serve him. You don't know what binds me and George
together. And he is going away soonhow soon, Mrs. Naldret?'

'In a very few days,' she answers, with a sob in her throat.

'God speed him! Ask him to see me before he goes, will you, Mrs. Naldret?'

'Yes, I will, Saul; and thank you a thousand times for the good feeling you show to him.'
"Tell him that I have joined the waits, and that he will hear my flute among them any
night this week. I'll manage so that we don't go away from this neighbourhood till he
bids goodbye to it.'

'Joined the waits!' she exclaims. 'Good Lord! Have you come to that?'

'"That's pretty low, isn't it?' he says, with a light laugh, and with a dash of satire in his
tone. 'But, then, you knowplaying the fluteis one of my gifts(I learnt it myself when I was
a boy)and if s the only thing I can get to do. Is there any tune you're very fond of, and

would like to hear as you lie abed? If there is, we'll play it.'

'If you could play a tune to keep George at home,' says Mrs. Naldret, 'that's the tune I'd
like to hear.'

"Your old Gospel of contentment, Mrs. Naldret,' he remarks.



'T like to let well alone,’ she replies, with emphatic nods; 'if you'd been content with that,
years ago, instead of trying to stir men up'

'T shouldn't be as I am now,' he says, interrupting her; 'you are rightyou are right.
Goodnight, and God bless you!'

He shuffles off, without waiting for another word, blowing on his fingers, which are
almost frozen. Mrs. Naldret, who is also cold enough by this time, is glad to get to her
fireside, to warm herself. Her thoughts follow Saul Fielding. 'Poor fellow!' she muses. 'I
should like to have had him by the fire for a while, but Jim would have been angry. And
to be sure it wouldn't be right, with the life he's been leading. But how well he talks, and
how clever he is! What'll be the end of him, goodness only knows. He's made me feel
quite soft. And how he loves George! That's what makes me like him. "You don't know
what binds me and George together," he said. "I would lay down my life to serve him,"
he said. Well, there must be some good in a man who speaks like that!'

AND SO THE LAD GOES ON WITH HIS BESSIE AND HIS BESSIE, UNTIL ONE
WOULD THINK HE HAS NEVER A MOTHER IN THE WORLD.

By an egregious oversight on the part of the architect, designer, or what not, the door of
Mrs. Naldret's room turned into the passage, so that whenever it was opened the cold
wind had free play, and made itself felt. Mrs. Naldret, bending before the fire to warm
herself, does not hear the softest of raps on the panel, but is immediately afterwards
made sensible that somebody is coming into the room by a chill on the nape of her neck
and down the small of her back, 'enough to freeze one's marrow,' she says. She knows
the soft footfall, and, without turning, is aware that Bessie Sparrow is in the room.

'Come to the fire, my dear,' she says.

Bread and Cheese and Kisses

Bessie kneels by her side, and the two women, matron and maid, look into the glowing
flames, and see pictures there. Their thoughts being on the same subject, the pictures



they see are of the same characterall relating to George, and ships, and wild seas, and
strange lands.

'T dreamt of you and George last night,' says Mrs. Naldret, taking Bessie's hand in hers.
She likes the soft touch of Bessie's fingers; her own are hard and full of knuckles. The
liking for anything that is soft is essentially womanly. 'T dreamt that you were happily
married, and we were all sitting by your fireside, as it might be now, and I was dancing a
little one upon my knee.'

'O, mother!' exclaims Bessie, hiding her face on Mrs. Naldret's neck.

'T told father my dream before breakfast this morning, so it's sure to come true. The little
fellow was on my knee as naked as ever it was born, acocking out its little legs and
drawing of them up again, like a young Samson. Many a time I've had George on my
knee like that, and he used to double up his fists as if he wanted to fight all the world at
once. George was the finest babby I ever did see; he walked at nine months. He's been a
good son, and'll make a good husband; and he's as genuine as salt, though I say it
perhaps as shouldn't, being his mother. Is your grandfather coming intonight, Bess?

'T don't think it. He's busy getting ready a Christmas show for the window; he wants to
make it look very gay, to attract business: Grandfather's dreadfully worried because
business is so bad. People are not laying out as much money as they used to do.'

'Money don't buy what it used to do, Bess; things are dearer, and money's the same.
Father isn't earning a shilling more today than he earnt ten years ago, and meat's gone
up, and rent's gone up, and plenty of other things have gone up' But we've got to be
contented, my dear, and make the best of things. If George could get enough work at
home to keep him going, do you suppose he'd ever ha' thought of going to the other end
of the world?' She asks this question, with a shrewd, watchful look into Bessie's face,
which the girl does not see, her eyes being towards the fire; and adds immediately,
'Although he's not going for long, thank God.'

'Tt is very, very hard,' sighs Bessie, 'that he should have to go.'

'It would be harder, my dear, for him to remain here doing nothing. There's nothing that
does a manor a woman either, Bessso much mischief as idleness. My old mother used to
say that when a man's idle, he's worshipping the devil. You know very well, Bess, that
I'm all for contentment. One can make a little do if one's mind is made up for itjust as
one can find a great deal not enough if one's mind is set that way. For my part, I think
that life's too short to worrit your inside out, awishing for this, and alonging for that,
and asighing for t'other. When George began to talk of going abroad, I said to him,



"Home's home, George, and you can be happy on breadandcheese and kisses, supposing
you can't get better." "Very well, mother," said George, "I'm satisfied with that. But
come," said he, in his coaxing wayyou know, Bessie!"But come, you say home's home,
and you're right, mammy." (He always calls me mammy when he's going to get the best
of me with his tonguehe knows, the cunning lad, that it reminds me of the time when he
was a babby!) "You're right, mammy," he said; "but I love Bess, and I want to marry her.
I want to have her all to myself," he said. "I'm not happy when I'm away from her," he
said. "I want to see her asetting by my fireside," he said. "I don't want to be standing at
the streetdoor asaying goodnight to her"(what a long time it takes asaying! don't it,
Bess? Ah, I remember!) "asaying goodnight to her with my arm round her waist, and my
heart so full of love for her that I can hardly speak”(his very words, my dear!)"and then,
just as I'm feeling happy and forgetting everything else in the world, to hear
grandfather's voice piping out from the room behind the shop, 'Don't you think it's time
to go home, George? Don't you think that it's time for Bessie to be abed?' And I don't
want," said George, "when I answer in a shamefaced way, 'All right, grandfather; just
five minutes more!' to hear his voice, in less than a half a minute, waking me out of a
happy dream, calling out, 'Time's up, George! Don't you think you ought to go home,
George? Don't you think Bessie's tired, George?" "That's all well and good," said I to
him; "but what's that to do with going abroad?" "O, mammy," he said, "when I marry
Bessie, don't I want to give her a decent bed to lie upon? Ain't I bound to get a bit of
furniture together?" Well, well; and so the lad goes on with his Bessie and his Bessie,
until one would think he has never a mother in the world.'

There is not a spice of jealousy in her tone as she says this, although she pretends to
pout, for the arm that is around Bessie tightens on the girl's waist, and the mother's lips
touch the girl's face lovingly. All that Mrs. Naldret has said is honey to Bessie, and the
girl drinks it in, and enjoys it, as bright fresh youth only can enjoy.

'So,' continues Mrs. Naldret, pursuing her story, 'when George comes home very down
in the mouth, as he does a little while ago, and says that trade's slack, and he don't see
how he's to get the bit of furniture together that he's bound to have when he's married, I
knew what was coming. And as he's got the opportunityand a passage free, thanks to Mr.
Million'(here Mrs. Naldret looks again at Bessie in the same watchful manner as before,
and Bessie, in whose eyes the tears are gathering, and upon whose face the soft glow of
the firelight is reflected, again does not observe it)'I can't blame him; though, mind you,
my dear, if he could earn what he wants here, I'd be the last to give him a word of
encouragement But he can't earn it here, he says; times are too bad. He can't get enough
work here, he says; there's too little to do, and too many workmen to do it. So he's going
abroad to get it, and good luck go with him, and come back with him! Say that, my dear.'



'Good luck go with him,' repeats Bessie, unable to keep back her tears, 'and come back
with him!'

"That's right. And, as George has made up his mind and can't turn back now, we must
put strength into him, whether he's right or whether he's wrong. So dry your eyes, my
girl, and send him away with a light heart instead of a heavy one. Don't you know that
wet things are always heavier to carry than dry? George has got to fight with the world,
you see; and if a young fellow stands up to fight with the tears running down his cheeks,
he's bound to get the worst of it But if he says, "Come on!" with a cheerful heart and a
smiling face, he stands a good chance of winningas George will, you see if he don't!'

'You dear good mother!' and Bessie kisses Mrs. Naldret's neck again and again.

'Now, then,' says Mrs. Naldret, rising from before the fire, 'go and wash your eyes with
cold water, my dear. Go into George's room. Lord forgive me!' she soliloquises when
Bessie has gone, 'T'd give my fingers for George not to go. But what's the use of fretting
and worriting one's life away now that he's made up his mind? I shall be glad when they
are married, though I doubt she doesn't love George as well as George loves her. But it'll
come; it'll come. Times are different now to what they were, and girls are different. A
little more fond of dress and pleasure and fine ways. She was very tender just nowshe
feels it now that George is really going. It would be better for her if he was to stay; but
George is right about the times being hard. Ah, well! it ain't many of us as gets our bread
well buttered in this part of the world! But there! I've tasted sweet bread without a bit of
butter on it many and many a time!'



YOU WORE ROSES THEN, MOTHER.

Having made this reflection, Mrs. Naldret thinks of her husband again, and wonders
what makes him so late tonight. But in a few moments she hears a stamping in the
passage. 'That's Jim,' she thinks, with a light in her eyes. A rough comely man; with no
hair on his face but a bit of English whisker of a light sandy colour in keeping with his
skin, which is of a light sandy colour also. Head well shaped, slightly bald, especially on
one side, where the hair has been worn away by the friction of his twofoot rule. When
Jim Naldret makes a purse of his lips, and rubs the side of his head with his rule, his
mates know that he is in earnest. And he is very often in earnest.

'It's mortal cold, mother," he says almost before he enters.
"There's a nice fire, father,' replies Mrs. Naldret cheerfully; 'that'll soon warm you.'

'T don't know about that,' he returns, with the handle of the door in his hand. 'Now look
here,did you ever see such a door as this? Opens bang into the passage.'

'You're always grumbling about the door, father.'

'Well, if I like it, it doesn't do any one any harm, does it? The architect was a born fool,
that's what he was.'

To support his assertion that the architect was a born fool, Jim Naldret thinks it
necessary to make a martyr of himself; so he stands in the draught, and shivers
demonstratively as the cold wind blows upon him.

'Never mind the door, Jim,' says Mrs. Naldret coaxingly. 'Come and wash your hands.'
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'But I shall mind the door!' exclaims Jim Naldret, who is endowed with a large organ of
combativeness, and never can be induced to shirk an argument. "The architect he made
this door for warm weather. Then it's all very well. But in this weather, it's a mistake,
that's what it is. Directly you open it, comes a blast cold enough to freeze one. I ain't
swearing, mother, because I say blast.'



This small pleasantry restores his equanimity, and he repeats it with approving nods;
but it produces little effect upon his wife, who says,

'Will you wash your hands and face, father, instead of maudlin?'
'All right, all right, mother! Bring the basin in here, and I'll soon sluice myself.'

Mrs. Naldret, going to their bedroom, which is at the back of the parlour, to get the soap
and water, calls out softly from that sanctuary,

'Bessie's here, father.'

'Ah," he says, rubbing his knuckles before the fire. "Where is she?'

'Upstairs in George's room. She'll be down presently. She's pretty low in spirits, father.'
'T suppose you've been having a cry together, mother,’ By this time Mrs. Naldret has
brought in a basin of water and a towel, which she places on a wooden chair, 'T daresay
George'll pipe his eye a bit too, when he says goodbye to some of his mates. Ugh! the
water is cold!'

'George pipe his eye! Not him! He's a man is Georgenot one of your crying sort.'

'T don't know about that,' gasps Jim Naldret; 'a man may be crying although you don't
see the tears running down his face. Ugh!'

There was something apposite to his own condition in this remark, for Jim's eyes were
smarting and watering in consequence of the soap getting into them.

"That's true, Jim. Many a one's heart cries when the eyes are dry.'

'T can't get over Mr. Million getting that passageticket for George. I can't get over it,
mother. It's bothered me ever so much.'

'Well, it's only steerage, Jim, and you can't say that it wasn't kind of Mr. Million.'
'T don't know so much about that, mother.'

'Do you know, Jim,' says Mrs. Naldret, after a pause, during which both seem to be
thinking of something that they deem it not prudent or wise to speak about, 'that I've



sometimes fancied' Here the old black cat rubs itself against her ankles, and she stoops
to fondle it, which perhaps is the reason why she does not complete the sentence.

'Fancied what, mother?

"That young Mr. Million was fond of Bessie.'

'I shouldn't wonder," he replies, with a cough. "Who wouldn't be?"
'Yes; but not in that way.'

'Not in what way, mother?’

'You drive me out of all patience, Jim. As if you couldn't understandbut you men are so
blind!'

'And you women are so knowing!' retorts Jim Naldret, in a tone made slightly acid
because he is groping about for the towel, and cannot find it. "Where is the towel,
mother? That's Bessie's step, I know. Come and kiss me, my girl.'

"There!' exclaims Bessie, who has just entered the room, standing before him with an air
of comical remonstrance, with patches of soapsuds on her nose and face, 'you've made
my face all wet.'

'Father never will wash the soap off his skin before he dries it,' says Mrs. Naldret, wiping
Bessie's face with her apron.

'Never mind, Bessie,' says Mr. Naldret, rubbing himself hot; 'your face'll stand it better
than some I've seen. I can't wash the colour out of your cheeks.'

Bessie laughs, and asks him how does he know? and says there is a sort of paint that
women use that defies water. While Mrs. Naldret tells him not to be satirical, remarking

that all women have their little weaknesses.

'Weaknesses!' echoes Mr. Naldret, digging into the corners of his eyes viciously. 'It's
imposition, that's what it is!'

'You'll rub all the skin off your face, if you rub like that.'

'It's a playing a man false,' continues Jim Naldret, not to be diverted from the subject,
'that's what it is. It's '



'Is George coming home to tea, do you know, father?' asks Mrs. Naldret, endeavouring
to stem the torrent.

'No; he told me we wasn't to wait for him. It's a trading under false pretences'

'Not coming home to tea! And here I've been laying the tablecloth for him, because I
know he enjoys his tea better when there's something white on the table. Mind you
remember that, Bessie. There's nothing like studying a man's little ways, if you want to
live happy with him.'

'T wondered what the tablecloth was on for,' remarks Jim Naldret; and then resumes
with bulldog tenacity, 'It's a trading under false pretences, that's what it is! Little
weaknesses! Why'

'Now, father, will you come and have tea?"'

'Now, mother, will you learn manners, and not interrupt? But I can have my tea and talk
too.'

Mrs. Naldret makes a great fuss in setting chairs, and a great clatter with the cups and
saucers, but her wiles produce not the slightest effect on her husband, who seats
himself, and says,

'Well, this is my opinion, and I wouldn't mind atelling of it to the Queen. What do girls
look forward to naturally? Why, matrimony to be sure'

'Put another lump of sugar in father's cup, Bessie. He likes it sweet.'

'Well,' continues the irrepressible Jim, 'looking forward to that, they ought to be honest
and fair to the men, and not try to take them in by painting themselves up. It's a good
many years ago that I fell in love with you, mother, and a brightlooking girl you was
when you said Yes, to me. You wore roses then, mother! But if, when I married you, I
had found that the roses in your cheek came off with a damp towel, and that you hadn't
any eyebrows to speak of except what you put on with a brush, and that what I saw of
your skin before I married you was a deal whiter than what I saw of your skin after I
married you,I'dI'd'

'What on earth would you have done, father?' asks Mrs. Naldret, laughing.



'T'd have had you up before the magistrate,’ replies Jim Naldret, with a look of sly
humour. 'T'd have had you fined, as sure as my name's Jim."'

"That wouldn't have hurt me,' says Mrs. Naldret, entering into the humour of the idea,
and winking at Bessie; 'my husband would have had to pay the fine.'

Jim Naldret gives a great laugh at this conclusion of the argument, in appreciation of
having been worsted by these last few pithy words, and says, with an admiring look at
his wife,

'Well, let you women alone!'

Then, this subject being disposed of, and Jim Naldret having had his say, Mrs. Naldret
asks if he has brought home the Ha'penny Trumpet.

'Yes,' he answers, 'here it is. A great comfort to the poor man are the ha'penny papers.
He gets all the news of the day for a ha'pennyall the policecourts'.

'Ah," interrupts Mrs. Naldret, 'that's the sort of reading I like. Give me a newspaper with
plenty of policecourt cases.'

But policecourt cases have not the charm for Jim Naldret that they have for the women,
with whom a trial for breachof promise is perhaps the most interesting reading in the

world.

"There's a strike in the North among the colliers,' says Jim. 'The old hands are beating
the new men, and setting fire to their houses.'

'And turning,' adds Mrs. Naldret, 'the women and children into the streets, I daresaythe
wretches!'

'T don't know so much about that, mother. Men are goaded sometimes, till they lose
their heads. If a man puts my blood up, I hit him.'

'You, father! You hurt any one.'

'I said I'd hit himI didn't say I'd hurt him. I'd hit him soft, perhaps; but I'd be bound to
hit him if he put my blood up!'

'A strike's a wicked thing, father,' is Mrs. Naldret's commentary.



'T don't know so much about that. There's a good deal to be said on both sides.’

"There's Saul Fielding,' says Mrs. Naldret; 'getting up a strike was the ruin of himand
hurt a good many others, hurt 'em badly, as you know, Jim.'

By this time the teathings are cleared away, the hearth is swept up, and the fire is
trimmed. The picture that is presented in this humble room is a very pleasant one;
Bessie and Mrs. Naldret are doing needlework more as a pastime than anything else,
and Jim is looking down the columns of the Trumpet.

'Saul Fielding went too far,’ says Jim; 'and when he had dragged a lot of men into a
mess, he deserted them, and showed the white feather. I'm for my rights, and I'll stand
up for them, but I'm not for violence nor unreasonable measures. Saul Fielding's fine
speech misled a many, who swore by him, and would have followed him through thick
and thin. He makes a speech one night that set the men on fire. I heard it myself, and I
was all of a quiver; but when I was in the cold air by myself I got my reason back, and I
saw that Saul Fielding was putting things in a wrong light. But other men didn't see it.
Then, what does he do? Deserts his colours the very next day, and leaves the men that
he's misled in the lurch.’

'He may have got in the air, as you did, Jim, and thought better of what he had said. He
may have found out afterwards that he was wrong.'

'Not he! He had plenty of time to consider beforehandseemed as if he had studied his
speeches by heartnever stumbled over a word, as the others did, who were a deal
honester than himstumbled over 'em as if words was stones.'

'Well, poor fellow, he's suffered enough. From that day masters and men have been
against him.'

'He's made his bed, and he must lay on it,' says Jim Naldret; 'and you know, mother,
even if he could wipe that part of his life away, he's not fit company for honest men and
women.'

Jim Naldret feels inclined to say a great deal more on another subject about Saul

Fielding, but as the subject which he would have ventilated is a delicate one, and refers
to a woman who is not Saul Fielding's wife, he refrains, because Bessie is present.

'Let Saul Fielding drop, mother.’



Mrs. Naldret deems it wise to say no more about Saul, and allows a minute or so to
elapse before she speaks again.

'Anything in the paper, Jim, about that workingman that put up for Parliament?'
'He didn't get in.’

Mrs. Naldret expresses her satisfaction at this result by saying that 'it's a good job for his
family, if he's got one.'

'Why shouldn't a workingman be in Parliament, mother?' asks Jim Naldret.
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'Because he can't be two things at once. If he fuddles away all his time at Parliament, he
can't have time to work; and if he don't work for his living, he's not a workingman.'

'He'd work with his tongue, mother.'

'He'd better work with his hands,' says Mrs. Naldret emphatically, 'and leave the tongue
work to his wife. She'd do it better, I'll be bound.'

'T've no doubt she would,' says Jim Naldret, with a chuckle. 'But that workingman in
Parliament question is a problem.'

'Well, don't you bother your head about itthat's other people's business. My old mother
used to say that every hen's got enough to do to look after its own chicks, and it clacks
enough over that, goodness knows.'

'But I'm not a hen, mother,' remonstrates Jim; 'I'm a cock, and I like to have a crow now
and then.'

'Well," exclaims Mrs. Naldret, stitching viciously, 'crow on your own dunghill. Don't you
go encroaching on other people's premises.'



IF I DID NOT LOVE HER, I WOULD NOT GO AWAY.

The entrance of George Naldret and young Mr. Million gives a new turn to the
conversation, and to the aspect of affairs. George Naldret needs but a very few words of
introduction. He is like his father was when his father was a young man. More
comelylooking because of the difference in their ages, but his little bit of English whisker
is after the same model as his father's, and his hair is also of a light sandy colour. His
head is well shaped, and he has contracted his father's habit of rubbing one side of it
with his twofoot rule when he is in earnest. When he came into the world, his mother
declared that he was as like his father as two peas, which statement, regarded from a
purely grammatical point of view, involved a contradiction of ideas. But grammar stands
for nothing with some. Poor folk who have received imperfect education are not given to
hypercriticism. It is not what is said, but what is meant. George's father and his father's
father had been carpenters before him, and as he has taken after them, he may be said to
have become a carpenter by hereditary law. Mrs. Naldret was satisfied. To have a trade
at one's fingerends, as she would have expressed it, is not a bad inheritance.

Young Mr. Million was named after his father, James, and was therefore called young
Mr. Million to prevent confusion. His father and his father's father had been brewers, or,
more correctly speaking, in the brewing interest before him, and he was supposed to
take after them. There was this difference, however, between him and George Naldret.
George Naldret was a thoroughly good carpenter, but it cannot be said that young Mr.
Million was a thoroughly good brewer. In point of fact, he was not a brewer at all, for he
knew no more of the trade than I do. He knew a good glass of beer when he was drinking
it, but he did not know how to make it; as George knew a good piece of carpentering
work when it was before him; but then George could produce a similar piece of work
himself. George took pride in his trade; young Mr. Million looked down upon his
because it was a tradehe thought it ought to be a profession. Although he and his were
the last who should have thought unkindly of it, for from the profits of the family
brewery a vast fortune had been accumulated. Estates had been bought; position in
society had been bought; a seat in the House had been bought; perhaps, by and by, a
title would be bought: for eminence deserves recognition. And a man can be eminent in
so many different ways. One maybe an eminent teadealer, or an eminent chiropodist, or
an eminent dentist, if one's profits are large enough. The seat in the House was occupied
at the present time by Mr. James Million senior, whose chief business in the Senate
appeared to be to look sharply after his own interests and those of his class, and to vote
as he was bid upon those indifferent questions of public interest which did not affect the
profits of his brewery, and which were not likely to lessen his income from it. For Mr.
Million's brewery, being an oldestablished institution, had become a sacred 'vested
interest,’ which it was absolute sacrilege to touch or interfere with. And it is true that



'vested interests' are ticklish questions to deal with; but it happens, now and then, in the
course of time, that what is a 'vested interest' with the few (being fed and pampered
until it has attained a monstrous growth) becomes a vested wrong to the many. Then the
safety of society demands that something should be done to stop the monstrous growth
from becoming more monstrous still. The name of Million was well known in the locality
in which the Naldrets resided, for a great many of the beershops and publichouses in the
streets round about were under the family thumb, so to speak, and it was more than the
commercial lives of the proprietors were worth to supply any liquids but those that
Million brewed to the thirsty souls who patronised them. And nice houses they were for
a man to thrive uponworthy steps upon the ladder of fame for a man to grow Eminent
by!

Young Mr. Million was a handsomelooking fellow, with the best of clothes, and with
plenty of money in his purse. Having no career marked out for him pending the time
when he would have to step into his father's shoes, he made one for himself. He became
a merchant in wild oatsa kind of merchandise which is popularly considered to be rather
a creditable thing for young men to speculate in; and it was a proof of his industry that
he was accumulating a large supply of the cornhaving regard probably to its future value
in the market. But in this respect he was emulated by many who deem it almost a point
of honour to have their granaries well supplied with the commodity.

As the young men enter the room, Bessie's eyes brighten. She knows George's footsteps
well, and has not recognised the other. George enters first, and he has drawn Bessie to
him and kissed her, and she him, before she sees young Mr. Million. When she does see
that heir to the family brewery, she gently releases herself from George's embrace, and
stands a little aside, with a heightened colour in her face. The action is perfectly natural,
and just what a modest girl would do in the presence of a comparative strangeras young
Mr. Million must have been, necessarily, he being so high in the social scale, and she so
low. The young gentleman, in the most affable manner, shakes hands all round, and
gives them good evening.

'Meeting George as I was strolling this way,' he says, accepting the chair which Mrs.
Naldret offers him, 'and having something to say to him, I thought I might take
advantage of his offer to step in, and rest for a minute or so.'

Had he told the exact truth, he would have confessed that he had no idea of coming into
the house until he heard from old Ben Sparrow, at whose shop he had called, that Bessie
was at Mrs. Naldret's, and that, meeting George afterwards, he had walked with him to
the door, and had accepted a casual invitation to walk in, given out of mere politeness,
and almost as a matter of form.



"You have the Trumpet there, I see,' continues young Mr. Million, addressing the master
of the house; 'is there anything particular in it?"

'No, sir,’ replies Jim, nothing but the usual thingsstrikes, elections, and that like.
There's always plenty stirring to fill a newspaper.'

"That there is,' says the young brewer; 'I'm sorry to hear of the strikes spreading. They
make things bad in every way.'

"That they do, sir,' chimes in Mrs. Naldret; 'let well alone, I say.'

Young Mr. Million assents with a motion of his head. Perhaps he would have spoken if
his attention had not been fixed upon Bessie, whom George has drawn within the circle
of his arm.

'Women can't be expected,' says Jim Naldret, with rather less politeness than he usually
shows to his wife in company, 'to understand the rights and wrongs of this sort of thing.
It's only the horse in the shafts that feels the weight of the pull.’

'Well,' says young Mr. Million in a careless manner, 'I'm no politician; I leave that to my
father. So, without venturing an opinion in the presence of one who has studied these
questions'with a condescending nod to Jim Naldret'] can't do better than side with Mrs.
Naldret, and say with her. Let well alone." With a graceful bow to that worthy creature,
who receives it without gratitude, for it does not please her to find herself trapped into

taking sides with a stranger, however much of a gentleman he may be, against her
husband.

'Mr. Million came to tell me,' says George during the lull that follows, clearing his throat,
'that the Queen of the South sails earlier than was expected. It goes out of the Mersey
the day after tomorrow.'

He does not look at any one of them as he says this, but they all, with the exception of
young Mr. Million, turn their anxious eyes to George. The Queen of the South is the
name of the ship in which George is to sail for the other end of the world.

'So soon!' exclaims Mrs. Naldret, with a motherly movement towards her son.

'So soon!' echoes Bessie faintly, clinging closer to her lover.

And 'Why not stop at home?' is on the mother's tongue. 'Even now, why not stop at
home, and be contented? But she knows what George's answer would be, so she



restrains her speech. 'TI want my Bessie,' he would have answered, 'and I want a home to
bring her to. If I did not love her, I would not go away, but I would be content to work
here as you have done all your lives, and live as you have done, from hand to mouth.’

To cheer them, young Mr. Million tells them the latest best news from the other side of
the worldhow cheaply a man could live; how much larger a workman's earnings were
there than here; what a demand there was for skilled labour; and what chances there
were for every man whose head was screwed on the right way.

'Suppose a man doesn't wish to work at his trade,' he says, 'and takes it into his head to
make a venture for three or four months. There are the goldfields. All over New South
Wales and New Zealand new goldfields are being discovered. They say that the natives
of New Zealand are bringing in great lumps of gold from the north, and that the ground
there has never been turned over, and is full of gold. Once in the colonies, it takes no
time to get to these places; and even if a man is not fortunate enough to do well, he can
come back to his trade. The experiment that occupies three or four months in making is
not a great slice out of a young man's life, and the prize that's likely to be gained is worth
the venture. Then at these new places, supposing George does not care to run the risk
that lies in golddigging, but determines to stick to his trade, what better one can he have
than that of a carpenter? Houses and shops must be built, and they must be built of
wood. Who is to build them? Why, carpenters! Think of the scope there is for good
workmen. Why, a carpenter must be almost a king in those places! If I hadn't been born
into a fortune,' he concludes, 'T would give three cheers for Captain Cook, and be off
without a day's delay.'

'When he bids them goodnight, as he does presently, seeing that silence falls upon them
and that they wish to be left alone, he does not leave a bad impression behind him. But
although he has not addressed half a dozen words to the girl, he sees with his mind's eye
Bessie's bright face, and no other, as he walks through the cold air. Now, what on earth
could a pretty girl like Bessie have to do with the stock of wild oats which young Mr.
Million was so industriously collecting?



WITH THE DAWNING OF A NEW YEAR, BEGIN A NEW LIFE.

When Saul Fielding left Mrs. Naldret he made his way through the narrow streets,
shivering and stamping, until he came to a house, the lower portion of which was
devoted to the sale of plum and peaspudding, and food of that description. The side door
which led to the upper portion of the house was open, and Saul ascended the dark stairs
until there were no more stairs to ascend, and entered a room, the low roof of which
shelved in one part almost to the floor. A common lamp was alight, the flame being
turned very low down, more, it is to be presumed, for the sake of economy than for
safety, for there was nothing in the room of the slightest value. What little furniture
there was was rickety and broken: two cane chairs, nearly bald; the few ragged pieces of
cane that were left in the frames were tattered and of various lengths, and mournfully
proclaimed, 'See what we have come to!" while one of the chairs was so completely
decrepit, that it had lost its backbone, and had so little life left in it, that it wheezed
when sat upon; a turnup bedstead, which made a miserable pretence of being something
else; a deal table, which once could flap its wings, but could do so no longer; on the table
two cups, which were not of a match, but this was really of the smallest consequence, for
one was chipped and one was without a handle; and a metal teapot, the surface of which
was so battered, that it might be likened to the face of a wornout prizefighter who had
played second best in a hundred fierce encounters. But, common and poor as was
everything in the room, everything was as clean and tidy as orderly hands could make it.

Saul Fielding turned up the light of the lamp, and the lamp spat and spluttered in the
operation with a discontented air of being illfed; this discontent was plainly expressed in
the top of the wick, which was lurid and inflamed. There were signs in the room of a
woman's care, and Saul Fielding sat down upon the wheezy chair, and waited with his
head resting upon his hand. He had not long to wait; the sound of light steps running up
the stairs caused him to rise, and look towards the door.

'Jane!'

She nodded and kissed him, and asked him if he were hungry.

'No,' he answered; 'where have you been to?’

'Only on a little errand. Come, you must be hungry. You've had no tea, I know.'

She took the remains of a loaf, and a yellow basin containing a little dripping, from a

cupboard, and cut the bread and spread the dripping solicitously. Then she pressed him
to eat.



'I shall have some with you,' she said.

To please her, he forced himself to eat.

'It's very cold, Jane.'

'Very, Saul.'

She was a woman who once was very fair to look at, who was fair now, despite her
poverty. She was not more than twentyfive years of age, but she looked older; there was
no weddingring on her finger, and she was too poor for adornment of any kind about her
person. There was beauty in her, however; the beauty that lies in resignation. And now,
as Saul Fielding looked at her furtively, he noticed, with evident inward fear, a certain
kind of sad resolution in her manner which tempered the signs of long suffering that
dwelt in her face. He put his hand timidly upon her once, and said in a troubled voice.
'You have no flannel petticoat on, Jane.'

'No, Saul,' she answered cheerfully; 'T have pledged it.'

An impressive silence followed. As the darkness that fell upon Egypt could be felt, so the
silence that fell upon this room spoke: with bitter, brazen tongue.

'T have been out all the afternoon,’ she said presently. 'First I went toyou know where.'
Her soft voice faltered, and carried the meaning of the vague words to his sense.

'And saw her?' he asked wistfully.

'Yes; she was playing on the doorstep. She looked so beautiful! II kissed her!'

All the love that woman's heart can feel, all the tenderness of which woman's love is
capable, were expressed in the tone in which she uttered these simple words. She placed
her fingers on her lips, and dwelt upon the memory of the kiss with tearful eyes, with
heart that ached with excess of love.

'Did I tell you that last week I tried again to get work, Saul?"'

'No,' he said; 'you failed!" As if he knew for certain with what result.

'Yes; I failed,' she repeated sadly.



'T ask myself sometimes if I am a man,' exclaimed Saul, in contempt of himself, spurning
himself as it were; 'if I have anything of a man's spirit left within me. Mrs. Naldret said
something of that sort to me this very nightnot unkindly, but with a good purpose.
When I think of myself as I was many years ago, it seems to me that I am transformed.
And the future! Good God! what lies in it for us?'

'Tam a tie upon you, Saul.'

'A tie upon me!' he said, in a tone of wonder. 'Jane, you are my salvation! But for you I
should have drifted into God knows what. You are at once my joy and my remorse.'

He took from the mantelshelf a broken piece of lookingglass, and gazed at the reflection
of his face. A bold and handsome face, but with deeper lines in it than his years, which
were not more than thirtytwo or three, warranted. Strong passion and dissipation had
left striking marks behind them, but his clear blue eyes were as yet undimmed, and
shone with a lustre which denoted that there was vigour still in him. His mouth was
large, and the lips were the most noticeable features in his face; they were the lips of one
to whom eloquence came as a natural gift, firm, and tremulous when need be. The
change that he saw in himself as he looked back to the time gone by gave point and
bitterness to his next words.

'T was not like this once. When you first saw me, Jane, these marks and lines were
wantingthey have come all too soon. But no one is to blame but I. I have brought it all on
myself. On myself! On you!you suffer with me, patiently, uncomplainingly. You have a
greater load than I to bear; and you will not let me lighten it.'

'Twill not let you, Saul! I don't understand.'

'Because every time I approach the subject, I try to approach it by a different road.'

'Ah, I know now,' she said softly.

'Jane, I ask you for the twentieth time." He held out his hands supplicatingly to her. 'Let
me do what I can to remove the shame from you. Let me do what I can to atone for my
fault. As you love me, Jane, marry me!'

'As I love you, Saul, I refuse!'

He turned from her, and paced the room; she watched him with steady loving eyes, and
the signs of a sad, fixed resolution deepened in her face.



'Come and sit by me, Saul.'

He obeyed her, and she drew his head upon her breast and kissed his lips.

"There's no questionno doubt of the love between us, Saul?'

'None, Jane.'

'If some chance were to part us this night, and I was never to look upon your face again'
'Jane!'

'And I was never to look upon your face again,' she repeated with a cheerful smile, 'I
should, if I lived to be an old woman, and you to be an old man, never for one moment
doubt that you loved me through all the years.'

'Tt is like you, Jane; your faith would not be misplaced.’

'T know it, and I know that you would be to me the sameyou would believe that no other
man could hold the place in my heart that you have always held.'

He took her in his arms, and said that she was his anchor; that as nothing on earth could
shake her faith in him, so nothing on earth could shake his faith in her; after what she
had said (although he knew it before, and would have staked his worthless life on it)
could she still refuse to allow him to make her the only reparation it was in his power to
make?

She waived the question for the present and said,

"We are at the lowest ebb, Saul.’

'Ay," he answered.

"Then you must not speak of drifting,' she said tenderly; 'we have drifted low enough.
Remember, Saul,’ and she took his hand in hers, and looked into his eyes, 'we have not
ourselves alone to think of. There is another. It only needs resolution. Comelet us talk of

it Here, there is no hope.’

'"There seems none, Jane; all heart has left me.'



'Elsewhere things might be better for you.'

'For us,' he said, correcting her. 'What is better for you is better for me,' she replied. 'I
heard today that George Naldret'

'God bless him!'
'Amen! God bless him! I heard today that he was going away sooner than was expected.'

'T heard so too, Jane; and I went round to Mrs. Naldret's tonight to see him if I could.
But he had not come home.'

'Saul,' she said, hiding her face on his shoulder, and pressing him in her arms, as one
might do who was about to lose what she loved best in this world, 'we have suffered
much together; our love for each other seems to keep us down.'

'It is IT only who am to blame. I commenced life badly, and went from bad to worse.'

She placed her hand upon his lips, and stopped farther selfaccusation.

'It is a blessing for many,' she said, 'that those new lands have been discovered. A man
can commence a new life there without being crushed by the misfortunes or faults of the
past, if he be earnest enough to acquire strength. It might be a blessing to you.'

'Tt might," he assented, 'if you were with me.'

'You, with your gifts, with your talent for many things, might do so well there. Saul, turn
that lamp down; the light glares, and hurts my eyes.'

He turned down the lamp; the sullen wick flickered, once, twice, thrice, and the room
was in darkness.

'Let it be, Saul; don't light it. I love to talk to you in the dark. It reminds me of a timedo
you remember?’

Bread and Cheese and Kisses

Did he remember? There came to him, in the gloom of the mean room, the memory of
the time, years ago, when he first told her that he loved her. In the few brief moments



that followed, after the light had gone out, the entire scene was presented to him; every
word that was uttered by him and by her came to him. It was in the dark that he had told
her; it was in the dark that he vowed to be faithful to her, and she to him. It seemed as if
it might have been yesterday, for he held her in his arms now, as he had held her then,
and he felt her heart beating against his. But the misery of the present time was too
pressing to forget for more than a brief space, and he raised his head from her breast,
and faced the gleams of the clear bright cold night, as they shone through the
garretwindow.

'If I were to tell you,' she resumed, 'that I have felt no sorrow because of the position we
are innot as regards money, though that cannot be worse, but as regards our living
together, not being marriedI should tell you what is not true. I have felt bitter, bitter
sorrowbitter, bitter shame. When friends fell off from me, I suffered muchwhen the
dearest one I had, a girl of my own age, said, "Father forbids me to speak to you because
you are leading a wrong life; when you are married, perhaps father will not be so hard
upon you, and we may be friends again,though never as we were, Jane! never as we
were!" I turned sick, Saul, because I loved her.'

She paused a moment, and he, with a full sense of his own unworthiness, drew a little
away from her. What she was saying now was all the more bitter because hitherto no
word of implied reproach had passed her lips. She knew his thoughts, and in her
tenderness for him, put forth her hand to draw him closer to her; but withdrew it
immediately without fulfilling her purpose, as though it might make her waver.

'T said to myself, Saul knows what is right; when he is in a position he will say to me,
Come, Jane; and I pictured to myself our going to some quiet church one morning,
without any one knowing it but ourselves, and coming back married. But it was not to
be; the part you took in the strike crushed you and kept you down. The masters were
against you naturally; and I knew that as my friends had fallen off from me, so your
friends and fellow workmen had fallen off from you. I blamed myself for it, for it was my
counsel that caused you to desert the men as you had deserted the masters. I did not see
the consequences when I spoke; I should have held my tongue.'

'Jane,' said Saul gloomily, 'you were right; I had my doubts that very night, after I had
made the speech that inflamed me in the making as much as it inflamed the men in the
hearing. I lost my head; no wonder they turned against me afterwards. I should have
done the same by them. But in acting as I did, I acted conscientiously. What, then, did I
do, when I began to feel the consequences of my own act? Sought for consolation in
drink, and but for your steady, unwavering faithbut for your patient endurance, and
your untiring efforts to bring me back to reasonmight have found a lower depth even



than that. But patient love prevailed. Death will overtake me, or I will overtake it, when I
break the promise I gave you not long ago!'

'T know it,' she said, with a bright look which he could not see, her back being towards
the light, 'and that is why I can trust you now; that is why I have courage to say what I
am about to say. There is no fear between us of misapprehension of each other's words,
of each other's acts; and therefore I do not hesitate. Saul, if I have done my duty by
youand I have striven to do it, with all my heart and soulit remains for you to do your
duty by me.'

He had no word to say in reply; that he had failed in his duty to her, that upon her had
fallen the greater part of the misery, and all the shame, of their lot, he was fully
conscious. But he had never heard her speak like this before; her voice was firm, though
tender, and he held his breath, waiting for her next words.

'It remains for you to do your duty by me."' As she repeated these words it required the
strongest effort of her will to keep the beating of her heart and her inward suffering from
affecting her voice. She was successful in her effort; for knowing what would occur
within the next few hours, the imminence of the coming crisis gave her strength, and her
voice was clear and steady.

'Howin what way?' he asked, in an agitated tone.

'Be sure of one thing, Saul,' she cried, turned aside for an instant only by the agitation in
his voice; 'be sure that I love you, wholly, heartfully!'

'T am sure of it. Teach me my duty. I will do it.'

She steadied herself again.

'Saul, we cannot go on as we are. We have come lowvery low; but worse is before us, if
we are content to let it come, without an effort to avoid it. Listen. The greatest happiness
that can fall to my lot is to be your wife.'

'T believe it,' he said.

'But not as you are, Saul! Tear yourself from your present surroundingstear yourself
from this place, where there is no hope for you nor for me! If we were at opposite ends of

the world, there is a tie that binds us which neither of us can ever forget. If she were in
her grave, her lips would seek my breast, her little hands would stretch themselves out



to you, to caress your face! What kind of happiness would it be for you to be able to say,
Come, Jane; I have a home for you, for her?"

He repeated, with his lips, 'What kind of happiness!' but uttered no sound.

'Make the effort!laway from here. If you succeednever mind how humble it is, never
mind how poorl will be your wife, loving you no more than I love you now, and you will
repay me for all that I have suffered. If you fail But you will not fail, Saul. I know it! I feel
it! Make the effort; for the sake of my love for you, for the sake of yours for me. I think, if
it were placed before me that you should make the effort, and, failing, die, or that we
should remain as we are, I should choose to lose you, and never look upon your face
again Here! We are near the end of this sad year. Christmas is coming, Saul. Let it be the
turning over of a new leaf for us. Nerve yourselfl will not say for your own sake, for I
know how poor an incentive that would be to youbut for mine, and with the dawning of
a new year, begin a new life!'

'And this is the duty that remains for me to do, Jane?'

"This is the duty.'

Not from any doubt of her, or of the task she set before him, did he pause, but because
he was for a while overpowered by the goodness of the woman who had sacrificed all for
himwho loved him, believed in him, and saw still some capacity for good in him. When

he had conquered his emotion, he said in a broken tone,

'And then, should such a happy time ever come, you will let me make the poor
reparationyou will marry me?"'

'How gladly!' she exclaimed, 'O, how gladly!'

'No more words are needed than that I promise, Jane?'

'No more, Saul.'

'l promise. With all my strength I will try.'

He knelt before her, and, with his head in her lap, shed tears there, and prayed for
strength, prayed with trustfulness, though the road was dark before him. Lifting his
head, he saw the light of the clear cold sky shining through the window at her back. With

her arms clasped round his neck, she leant forward and kissed him, and as he folded her
in his embrace, he felt that there were tears also on her face.



"The world would be dark without you, dear woman,' he said.
Again she kissed him, and asked if it was not time for him to go.
He answered. Yes; and yet was loth to go.

'Goodnight, Jane.'

'Goodnight, dear Saul.'

With the handle of the door in his hand, he turned towards her, and saw her standing
with the light shining upon her.



DEAR LOVE, GOODBYE.

It was three o'clock in the morning before Saul Fielding came home. The bell of
Westminster proclaimed the hour with deepsounding tongue. Saul ascended the stairs
quietly. He did not wish to disturb any one in the houseleast of all, Jane, if she were
asleep. 'Although,’ he thought, dwelling in love upon her, 'the dear woman wakes at my
lightest footfall." He crept into the room softly, and paused, with hand upraised and
listening ear. 'She is asleep,' he whispered gladly. He stepped gently to the bedside and
laid his hand lightly upon the pillow; it was cold. 'Jane!' he cried, with a sudden fear
upon him. His hand travelled over the bed; it was empty. So strong a trembling took
possession of him that he could not stand, and he sank, almost powerless, on the bed.
'What is this? he asked of himself. "Why is she not abed? Jane! Jane! Where are you?'
Although he spoke in a tone scarcely above a whisper, every word he uttered sounded in
the dark room like a knell, and seemed to come back to him charged with terrible
meaningas though some one else were speaking. 'Let me think,' he muttered vaguely.
'How did I leave her? She was not angry with me. Her words were full of hope. She
kissed me, and stoodthere!' He looked towards the window, and saw the outlines of her
face in the lightsaw her eyes gazing tenderly, lovingly, upon him. He knew that what he
saw was but a trick of the imagination; but he moved towards the light, and clasped a
shadow in his arms. 'The world is dark without you, dear woman!' he sobbed, with
closed eyes, repeating almost the last words he had said to her. "The world is dark
without you! Where are you? Have you left me?' The table shook beneath his hand, as he
rested upon it to steady himself. But he could not control his agitation; it mastered him.
With trembling hands he struck a match and lit the lamp; then saw with certainty that
Jane was not in the room. Mechanically he took from the table a sheet of paper with
writing upon it, which the light disclosed. 'Jane's writing,' he muttered, and then read:

'Dear Love,I have left you for your goodfor mine. I had this in my mind when I spoke to
you tonight. I have had it in my mind for a long time. It is the only secret I have ever had
which you did not share. We have been so unfortunate in the past, and so clear a duty
remains before us, that we should be undeserving of better fortune if we did not strive
ourselves to better it. I rely implicitly upon your promise. Tear yourself away from this
place, and begin a new life. As long as I live, not a day will pass without my praying for a
better fortune for you and for me to Him who sees all things, and who my heart tells me
approves of what I am doing now. Pray to Him also, dear Love. He will hear you, and
pity. Remember what is the greatest happiness that can fall to my lot, and remember
that I shall not be unhappyloving you and having you always in my thoughtswhile I
think that you are working towards a happier end. I have no fears in leaving you. I know



how you will keep your promiseand you have said so much tonight to comfort me! I
treasure your words. They are balm to my heart.

I have taken service with a respectable family, who live a long way from here, and I have
adopted an assumed name. The address I enclose is where you can write to me. You will
not, I know, seek to turn me from my purpose. I shall write to you to the care of Mrs.
Naldret; for the sake of George's friendship for you she will receive the letters. Tell
George.

Pear Love, goodbye! All my prayers are with you. Let them and the memory of me
sustain your heart; as the consciousness of your love for me, and my faith in God's
goodness, will sustain mine.

Till death, and after it,
Your own

Jane.'

He read the letter twice, first with only a vague sense of its meaning, but the second time
with a clearer understanding. Sobs came from his chest, tears came from his eyes, the
hand that held the paper trembled, as he read. He knew that she was right. But it was
hard to bearbitterly hard to bear. How lonely the room lookedhow mean and miserable
and desolate! Faint as he wasfor he had been standing in the cold streets for hours,
playing with the waits, and nothing but a sup of water from a drinking fountain had
passed his lipshe had no consciousness of physical weakness. All his thoughts were of
Jane, all his heart and soul and mind were charged with tenderness for his dear woman.
He looked at the words 'Dear Love," until he heard her voice speaking them. He had no
thought of following her; her happiness depended upon his obeying her, and he would
obey her. He had resolved upon that immediately. But, O, if he could hold her in his
embrace once more! If he could hear her dear voice again! If, with her arms around him,
he could tell her that he would be faithful to his promise! He dashed the tears from his
eyes. 'She is thinking of me now,' he sobbed; 'she is awake and praying for me now! All
the suffering of our parting was hers. She took it all upon herself, dear soul! She knew,
and I did not; and her heart was bleeding while she shed the light of hope upon mine!
What does she say here, dear soul, to lessen my pain? "You have said so much tonight to
comfort me! I treasure your words. They are balm to my heart." It is like herit is like her,
to write those words. She knew, dear woman, she knew, dear heart, that they would
comfort me! But I want strength! I want strength!' His eyes travelled over the letter
again, and again he read the words, 'Pray to Him also, dear Love. He will hear you, and



pity.' Pressing the paper to his lips, Saul Fielding sank upon his knees, and bowed his
head upon the bed.



TOTTIE IS READY TO TEAR OLD BEN SPARROW LIMB FROM LIMB.

As nearly all the persons with whom this history has to deal are almost in the same
station of life, and live within a stone's throw of each other, it is not a difficult task for us
to transport ourselves to the little parlour in the rear of old Ben Sparrow's grocer's shop,
where Ben Sparrow himself is at present considering the mechanism of a curious and
complicated piece of work, the separate parts of which are lying before him. Although
the parlour and the shop adjoin each other, Ben Sparrow looks upon the parlour as
being a long way off, like a country house, as a place where he can obtain repose from
the cares of the counter and shelves. And it really is a snug, cozy retreat.

Ben Sparrow came into the world exactly at midnight of the st of October , a few hours
after the battle of Trafalgar was fought and won; and the doubtful compliment was at
once passed on the new arrival of being the very smallest baby that ever was seen. But
then women go into extremes in these matters, and their statements that this is the most
beautiful baby in the world, and this the smallest, and this the chubbiest, and this the
darlingest, must be taken with very large pinches of salt. On that occasion the very
smallest baby in the world acted in precisely the same manner as he would have done if
he had been the very largest baby in the world. Looking upon the world as his own
especial dunghill (as we all of us do), he immediately began to crow, and sounded his
trumpet with the weakest of lungs to show that he had made his appearance upon the
stage. The sound of Westminster bells was ringing in his ears as he gathered up his little
toes and legs and clenched his little fists with an air of saying, Come on! to his brothers
and sisters in the profession; and in afterdays he often declared jocosely that he
perfectly well remembered hearing his first twelve o'clock proclaimed by the tongue of
old Westminster. Between that time and this, Ben Sparrow had grown from a very small
baby to a very small man, and many eventful things had occurred to him. When he came
to man's estatethe only estate he ever came intohe entered into business as a grocer;
married, and lost his wife, who left behind her one child, a son, who had 'gone wrong,' as
the saying is, and whose place knew him no more. The 'ups and downs' of life are
generally believed to be a very common experience; but they could scarcely have been so
with Ben Sparrow, he had so very many downs and so very few ups (if any) in the course
of his career. Still he managed to plod on, somehow or other, until the present time,
when he and his granddaughter, Bessie Sparrow, whom you have seen, and Tottie, a
child of whom you have had a glimpse, after she had been put to bed by Bessie, are living
together in the small house of which the grocer's shop forms part.

This short biography being concluded, we come upon Ben Sparrow, sitting in his
parlour, contemplating the separate parts of the curious piece of work above referred to.
The only other person in the room is Tottie, who is perched on a high chair, with a rail in



front, to prevent her making an attempt to walk in the air, and whose attention is
divided between the old man and certain sweet things which are spread upon the table.
Such as three large fat figsluscious young fellows, new, ripe, and with so tempting an air
about them as to make their destruction appear inevitable. (Tottie is ready to act as
executioner; her eager eyes attest that they would have short shrift with her.) Such as
halfadozen or so sticks of cinnamon, not as freshlooking as the figs, being indeed rather
wrinkled specimens of spice; but, notwithstanding their snuffy colour, they have an
inviting odour about them, and tickle the nose tantalisingly. (Tottie would not say them
nay, and is ready to devote them to destruction on the first word of command.) Such as a
few dozen of plump dried currants, of exquisite sweetness. (As Tottie well knows, from
experience of their fellows, not honestly come by; for, notwithstanding her tender years,
Tottie has a vice, as you shall presently see.) Such as two or three bunches of muscatel
raisins, richlooking, princes among grapes, with a bloom upon their skins, which speaks
eloquently of luscious juices within. (Tottie's eyes wander to these, and her mouth
waters, and her fingers wait but for the opportunity. If some kind fairy would but cry
'Shop!' now, and call for a quarter of a pound of brown sugar, or an ounce of teathe best
oneandfourpennyor a ha'porth of barleysugar! But business is slack, as Ben Sparrow will
tell you, with a doleful shake of the head, and there appears no such fairy, in the form of
a slattern with shoes down at heel, or of a boldfaced girl with her baby in her arms, and
with a blue handkerchief tied crosswise over her bosom, or of a gutterstudent, capless,
with stragglinghair, or of a man of any age, weakeyed with shaking limbs: no such fairy
calls 'Shop!' in Tottie's interest, and taps the counter with the nimble penny.) Such as
two whole halves (the prettiest of paradoxes) of candied lemonpeel, with such an
appetising fragrance oozing out of them, with such delicious patches, of sugar clinging to
their aldermanic insides and outsidespearls in mussels are valueless as a
comparisonthat the precious things of the world, such as dolls and boxes of wooden
soldiers (would they were all so!), and oystershells and pieces of broken china to play at
dinners and teas with, fade in the contemplation of them. (At least, such are Tottie's
feelings, as she looks and longs. O, for the fairy!) Such, to conclude with, as a few shreds
of mace, and a clove or twoscarcely worth mentioning in the presence of their superiors.

These delectable joys of life being spread upon the table, immediately under Tottie's
nose, and Tottie's attention being divided between them and their lawful owner, Ben
Sparrow, it will not be difficult to see which of the two possessed the greater charms for
her. A rapid glance at Ben Sparrow's face, a lingering gaze upon fruit and spice, another
rapid glance (with a slight reproach in it this time) at Ben Sparrow's face, and, finding
no benevolent intention there, a more fixed and longing gaze upon the treasures of the
earththus it goes without a word on either side (the thoughts of each being so intensely
engrossing), and thus it might have continued for goodness knows how long, but that
Ben Sparrow, with a cheery laugh, taps Tottie's cheek with his forefinger, and cries, in a
tone of satisfaction,



'Now, I've got it!'

(Tottie wishes she had.)

'Now, I've got it,' cries the old man again; 'all complete.'

Tottie shifts restlessly in her high chair.

'And Tottie shall see me make it,' says Ben, with beaming face, rubbing his hands, and
shifting the fruit and the spice about much the same as if they form pieces of a puzzle,

and he has found the key to it. 'Especially,' adds Ben, 'as Tottie will sit still, and won't
touch.'

'No, I never!' exclaims Tottie.

This is Tottie's oath, which she is much given to swearing when her honour is called into
question. Tottie's 'No, I never!' is in her estimation worth a volume of affidavits, but it is
much to be feared that her sense of moral obligation is not of a high order.

'And as Tottie's a good little girl'
"Tottie's a dood little girl!'

There is no expression of doubt in the nods of the head with which Tottie strengthens
this declaration.

'And'll sit still, she shall see me make it.'

The good old fellow laughs. He does not seem to realise how difficult is the task he has
set Tottie. To sit still, with these treasures in view! Here an agonising incident occurs. A
small piece of candied sugar has become detached from one of the halves of lemonpeel,
and Ben Sparrow, with an air of abstraction, picks it up, and puts itin his own mouth!
Tottie watches him as he moves it about with his tongue, and her own waters as the
sweet dissolves in her imagination. She knows the process as well as Ben, and
appreciates it more, and she sighs when the candy is finally disposed of.

"You see, Tottie,' says Ben, taking her into his confidence, 'business is very slack, and
Christmas is coming, Tottie.'

Tottie gives a nod of acquiescence.
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'So I think to myselfanother nod from Tottie; she also is thinking to herself'if I can put
some thing in the window that'll make the people look at the figs'

Here Tottie introduces an artful piece of diplomacy. "Tottie can spell fig,' she says, and
proceeds to do it smilingly'FIG, fig.'

But Ben, intent upon his scheme, does not see the point of Tottie's interruption, and
proceeds:

'Something that'll make 'em look at the figs, and the currants, and the raisinssomething
new and spicy'(Ben laughs at this joke, and repeats it)'something new and spicy,
perhaps it'll wake 'em up, and bring 'em in here instead of going to another shop. For
they want waking up, Tottie, they want waking up badly.'

Solemn nods from Tottie proclaim the serious consideration she has given to the general
sleepiness and indifference of Ben Sparrow's customers.

Ben Sparrow picks up a fat currant and contemplates it with as much interest as a
geologist would contemplate a new fossil. Tottie's eyes follow his movements; she sits
like Patience on a monument, and another sigh escapes her as Ben Sparrow (again
abstractedly) puts the currant in his mouth, and swallows it. Draw a veil mercifully over
Tottie's feelings.

'Tt was in the middle of the night,’ says Ben Sparrow with all the impressiveness
demanded by the historical fact, 'that I first thought of making ME, and putting ME in
the window to attract custom. I was a good deal puzzled about my legs, and my stomach
got into my head, and I couldn't get it out; but little by little all my limbs and every other
part of me came to me until the idea was complete. And now we'll try itnow we'll set to
work and make a MAN! And if you're a good girl, and'll sit still, you shall see ME made.’

Tottie's experience in literature is very limitedextending no farther, indeed, than bat bat,
cat cat, rat rat, dig dig, fig fig, pig pigand she knows nothing of the terrible story of
Frankenstein; therefore, she is not at all frightened at the idea of seeing a man made,
nor has she any fear that it will turn out to be a monster. On the contrary, if Ben
Sparrow's thoughts would only take a benevolent turn in the shape of a fig for Tottie, or
a few plums for Tottie, or some candied sugar for Tottie, she would be prepared to enjoy



the feat which Ben is about to perform as much as if it were the best bit of fun in the
world.

'Now, then,' commences Ben, with a whimsical glance at Tottie, who smiles back at him
like a true diplomatist, 'T don't know what part is generally made first, but perhaps it'll
be as well to commence with the stomach. Here it ishere's my stomach.'

He takes one of the halves of the candied lemonpeel, and places it before him, round
side up.

"There's a little too much sugar in me," he says, with a more whimsical glance than the
first; 'it'll make me rather too heavy, I'm afraid. And besides, Tottie, it ain't true to
nature. My inside ain't got such a coating as this.'

He breaks a piece of candied sugar from the inside of his stomach, looks at Tottie,
notices her wistful eyes, and gives it to her. She eats it eagerly, and so quickly as to cause
amazement to Ben Sparrow, who says,

'You shouldn't eat so fast, Tottie. Good little girls don't eat so fast as that.'

Tottie, with feminine duplicity, accepts this warning in an inverted sense, and cries, with
her mouth full of sugar,

"Tottie's a dood little girl!' as if indorsing a statement made by her grandfather. But
Tottie's thoughts are not upon the good little girl; at the present moment she resembles
a savage. She has tasted blood, and thirsts for more.

'Tt's a fatter stomach than mine,' proceeds Ben, laying his hand upon his stomach of
flesh, the stomach he came into the world with; 'it's rounder and plumper, and would fit
the Lord Mayor or an alderman, but it'll do, I daresay. Now for my neck.'

He picks up the thickest piece of cinnamon, and measures it with his eye, breaking the
stick in two. 'T mustn't make my neck too longnor too shortand I take the thickest piece,
Tottie, because it's got to support my head. Like this." He makes a hole in the end of the
lemonpeel, and sticks the cinnamon in firmly. 'Now to stick my head on, Tottie.'

He selects the largest of the fat figs, and attaches it to his neck. 'What's the next thing?
My eyes, to be sure. Currants." Remarkably like eyes do they look when they are inserted
in the face of the fat fig. Then he takes a clove for his nose, and, making a thin slit in the
fig for his mouth, inserts an appropriate morsel of mace. All this being successfully
accomplished, he holds himself up (as far as he goes) for his own and Tottie's inspection



and approval. Tottie claps her hands, and laughs, but subsides into a quieter humour at
a guilty thought that steals into her mind. She thinks what a delightful thing it would be
to take her grandfather (as far as he goes) and eat him bit by bit.

'T begin to look shipshape,' observes Ben Sparrow, gazing admiringly at the unfinished
effigy of himself. 'You see, Tottie, what the people want nowadays is noveltysomething
new, something they haven't seen before. Give them that, and you're all right' (Which
vague generality appears to satisfy him.) 'Now, here it ishere's noveltyhere's something
they've never seen before; and if this don't bring custom, I don't know what will.'

Tottie gives a grave and silent assent; she cannot speak, for her mind is bent upon
cannibalism. She is ready to tear the old man limb from limb.

'But,' continues Ben Sparrow, unconscious of the horrible thought at work in the mind
of the apparently innocent child before him, 'T must get along with myself, or I shall
never be finished. I haven't been in any battle that I know of, and I wasn't born a cripple,
so my limbs must be all right when I appear in public. Now for my arms. More
cinnamon! I think I may call cinnamon my bones.'

When two pieces of cinnamon are stuck into the sides of the candied lemonpeel, they
look so naked that he says,

'I must put sleeves on my arms.'

And impales raisins upon them, and sticks five small slips of mace in each of the last
raisins, which serve for fingers.

'Now for my legs, and there I am. More cinnamon!'

Two sticks of cinnamon stuck in the bottom of his candied stomach, and then clothed
with raisins, form his legs, and there he is, complete.

'T think I'll do,' he says complacently.

At this moment a voice calls 'Shop!' and a fairy, in the shape of a shoeless ragged girl,
taps upon the counter. Ben Sparrow goes into the shop to serve, and Tottie is left alone
with his effigy. Now it has been mentioned above that Tottie has a vice, and this is it: she
is afflicted, not with a raging tooth, but with a tooth so sweet as to weaken her moral
sense, so to speak: she is unable to resist temptation when it presents itself to her in the
shape of sweetmeats or fruit, and her notions as to the sacredness of suchlike property
are so loose that (no one being by to see her do it) she helps herself. And yet it is a proof



that she possesses a wakeful conscience, that she turns her back upon herself when she
pilfers, as if she would wish to make herself believe that she is unconscious of what she
is doing. Thus, seeing, say, a bowl of currants near, and no person within sight, she will
approach the bowl stealthily, and, turning her back to it, will put her hand behind her,
and take a fistful, with an air of thinking of something else all the while. And it is a proof
that the moral obligation of her conscience is not entirely dormant, that, after the act is
committed and enjoyed, she will, under the influence of a human eye, instantly defend
herself without being accused, by 'No, I never! no, I never!' This express admission of
guilt she can no more resist than she can resist the temptation itself. At the present time
the sweet effigy of Ben Sparrow is lying within reach upon the table. Shutting her eyes.
Tottie stretches out her hand, and plucking her grandfather's left leg bodily from his
candied stomach, instantly devours it, cinnamon, raisins, and alland has just made the
last gulp when Ben Sparrow, having served his customer, reénters the parlour. He casts
a puzzled look at his dismembered effigy, and mutters,

'Well! if I didn't think I had made my two legs, may I be sugared!' Which sweet oath is
exactly appropriate to the occasion. Then he turns to Tottie, who is gazing unconsciously
at vacancy, with a wonderfully intense expression in her eyes, and she immediately
shakes her head piteously, and cries,

'No, I never! no, I never!'

Ben Sparrow, having his doubts aroused by this vehement asseveration of innocence,
says mournfully,

'O, Tottie! Tottie! I didn't think you'd do it! To begin to eat me up like that!'

But Tottie shakes her head still more vehemently, and desperately reiterates, 'No, I
never! no, I never!" With the frightful consciousness that the proofs of her guilt are in
her inside, and that she has only to be cut open for them to be produced.

Ben Sparrow, with a grave face, makes himself another leg, moving himself, however,
out of Tottie's reach with reproachful significance. An unexpected difficulty occurs at
this point. Being topheavy he cannot balance himself upon his legs; but Ben is of an
ingenious turn of mind, and he hits upon the expedient of shoring himself up from
behind with stout sticks of cinnamon. Then, setting himself up, he gazes at himself in
admiration. Tottie's eyes are also fixed upon the effigy; it possesses a horrible
fascination for her.

HERE AND THERE ARE FORGETMENOTS.



All night long Saul Fielding kneels by the side of his bed, absorbed in the memory of the
woman whom he loves, and who, out of her great love for him, has deserted him. At first
his grief is so great that he cannot think coherently; his mind is stormtossed. But after a
time the violence of his grief abates, and things begin to shape themselves in his mind.
The night is cold, but he does not feel the winter's chill. The wind sighs and moans at his
window, but he does not hear it. As it leaves his lattice, and travels through the courts
and streets, it bears upon its wings the influence of the grief it has witnessed, and it sobs
to the stone walls, 'There kneels a man in woe!' It gathers strength when it leaves the
packed thoroughfares, which, huddled together like a crowd of beggars, seem to seek
warmth in close contact, and becomes angry when it reaches the wide streets, angrier
still when it reaches the woods, where the trees tremble as it rushes past them. Say that
it rushes onward and still onward, and that we have the power to follow itthat we see it
merge into other winds, and become furiousthat we see its fury die awaythat we leave
the winter and the night behind usthat we travel ahead of it over lands and seas until we
come to where spring and daylight arethat we travel onward and still onward, until noon
and spring are passed, and we come to where bright sun and summer are. Where are
we? Thousands, upon thousands of miles away; but the time is the same, for as the
warm wind kisses us we look back and see the man kneeling by the side of his bed. It is
winter and night, and there kneels the man. It is summer and day, and here is another
man among the mountains lying on the earth, looking at the clouds. And the time is the
same. The thoughts of both these men are in the past. What connection can there be
between these two in such adverse places, seasons, and circumstances? They have never
touched hands. What link can bind them? Heartlinks? Perhaps. It would not be so
strange. It may be that at this present moment, in some distant part of the world of
which we have only read or dreamt, links in your life's chain and mine are being forged
by persons whose faces we have never seen.

He is desolate. Jane has gone from him. She has left words of comfort behind her, but he
may never look upon her face again. She has given him a task to fulfill. 'If T have done
my duty by you,' she said, 'and I have tried to do it, it remains for you to do your duty by
me.' He will be true to his dear woman, as she has been to him. He will strive to perform
the task she has set before himhe will strive to find a way. Ay, if he dies in the attempt.
He will consider presently how he shall commence. In the mean time, he must think of
Jane.

He falls into a doze, thinking of her, and with her in his mind the past comes to him. The
aspirations which filled his boyish mindhis love for bookshis desire to rise above his
surroundingshis reasonings upon the relation of this and that, and his theoretical
conclusions, which were to suddenly divert the common custom of things, as if a
creation could in a moment crumble into dust the growth of centurieshis delight when



he found that he was an orator, and could move an assembly of men to various
passionshis meeting with Jane He went no farther. The memory of her as she was when
he first saw her, a bright flowerah, how bright, how trustful and womanly!stopped
farther thought, and for a time no vision appears of his downfall, his weakness, his
disgrace, his sinking lower, lower, until he is almost a lost man. It comes to him
presently with all its shame; but when he wakes, the chaos of images in his mind
resolves itself into this: his life is before him, full of weeds, like an untended garden, but
here and there are Forgetmenots, and each one bears the name of Jane.

The morning light steals in upon his vigil, and still he has not decided how or in what
way he shall commence his new life. In truth he is powerless. He has no weapons to fight
with. His old confidence in himself, his pride, his strength of will, are covered with the
rust of long weakness. Rising from his knees, he breaks the crust of ice upon the water in
his pitcher, and bathes his face. The cold water seems to bring strength to him. He looks
about the room, and everything within the poor walls speaks of Jane's love and care for
him. The fire is laid with the last few sticks of wood and the last few lumps of coal. The
old kettle, filled, is on the hob. The last pinch of tea is in the cup; the remains of the loaf
are on the table. Not a thing is forgotten. 'Dear woman!' he murmurs. 'It is like you!' He
paces the room slowly, striving to think of some path by which he can obtain a home for
Jane, and thereby win her and reward her. It is useless, he knows, to seek for work here
in the neighbourhood where he is known. He is known too well, and has sunk too low.
Who would believe in his profession of amendment? Besides, what is the use of trying?
He is of the same trade as George Naldret, and even George, a better workman than he,
has resolved to leave, and try his fortune elsewhere, because of the difficulty he finds in
saving sufficient money to buy a home for the girl he desires to marry. Even George is
compelled to emigrate He stops suddenly in the middle of the room, and draws himself
up with a spasmodic motion. Jane's words come to him: 'It is a blessing for many that
these new lands have been discovered. A man can commence a new life there, without
being crushed by the misfortunes or faults of the past, if he be earnest enough to acquire
strength. It might be a blessing to you.' 'A new life in a new land!' he says aloud. 'All the
weakness and shame of the past wiped away because they will not be known to those
around me. I should feel myself a new mana better man; my strength, my courage would
come back to me!' So strong an impression does the inspiration of the thought make
upon him, that he trembles with excitement. But can he leave Janeleave the country
which holds her dear form? Yes, he can, he will; the memory of her will sustain him; and
she will approve, as indeed she has done already by her words. 'It is the only way!' he
cries; 'the only way!' Thus far he thinks, and then sinks into a chair, despairing. The
means! How can he obtain the means? He has not a shilling in the world, nor any
friends powerful enough to help him. Heaven's gate seems to be more easily accessible
to him than this new land across the seas. But he does not allow himself to sink into the
lowest depth of despondency. Jane stands before him; her words are with him; like wine



they revive his fainting soul. 'Come, Saul,’ he cries aloud to himself, resolutely.
'Comethink! Cast aside your weakness. Be your old self once more!' These words, spoken
to himself as though they came from the lips of a strong man, sound like a trumpet in
his ears, and really strengthen him. Again he thinks of George Naldret. 'Mr. Million gave
him his passage ticket,' he says; 'would Mr. Million give me one?' No sooner has he
uttered the words than the current of his thoughts is diverted, and he finds himself
speculating upon the cause of Mr. Million's generosity to George. Friendship? No, it can
scarcely be that. There can be no friendship between George and Mr. Million. Kindness?
Perhaps; and yet he has never heard that Mr. Million was noted for the performance of
kindly actions. These considerations trouble him somewhat on George's account,
although he cannot explain to himself why the fact of Mr. Million giving George a free
passage ticket to the other end of the world should cause him uneasiness. 'T wonder how
it came about,' he thinks. 'T never heard George speak of emigrating until the ticket was
promised to him. At all events, if George has any claim upon him, I have none. But Mr.
Million is a public man, and may be in favour of emigration. It will cost him but little to
assist me. There are Government emigration ships which take a man over for almost
nothing, I have heard. A line of recommendation from Mr. Million in my favour would
be sufficient, perhaps. I will try; I will try. If I knew a prayer that would make my appeal
successful, I would say it.'



BATTLEDOOR AND SHUTTLECOCK.

As a public man, James Million, Esquire, M.P. for Brewingham, felt it necessary to his
position to spend two or three hours in his study every morning, and to 'makebelieve' to
be busy. Had you asked James Million what he was, he would not have told you that he
was a brewer or a capitalist, but would have replied briefly and emphatically, 'A public
man, sir.' Now, to be a public man, you must have a shuttlecock; and whether it was that
Mr. Million had a real sympathy for the institution known as the working man, or
because the working man drank large quantities of Million's Entire and Million's Treble
X, it is certain that he set up the working man as his shuttlecock; and it is quite as
certain that he set it up without in the least understanding it, being, indeed, a most
unskilful player at any game in which his own interests were not directly involved. The
game of battledoor and shuttlecock is a popular one with us from childhood upwards,
but I am not aware that any close observer and noter of curious things has ever
calculated how many shuttlecocks an ordinary battledoor will outlast. Popular as the
game is with children, it is more popular with public men, who, battledoor in hand, are
apt (in their enthusiasm and love for the game) to run into exceedingly wild, extremes
when a new shuttlecock, with spick and span new feathers, is cast among them. Such a
superabundance of energy do they in their zeal impart into the game that they often
sorely bruise the poor shuttlecock, and so knock it out of all shape and proportion that
the members of its family find it impossible to recognise it. How many a poor
shuttlecock have you and I seen on its last legs, as one might say, in a desperate
condition from being much hit and much missed and much trodden into the mud, and
with feathers that would rival those of a roupy old hen in the last stage of dissolution!
and looking upon it in melancholy mood, may we not be excused for dwelling sadly
upon the time (but yesterday!) when its feathers were new and crimsontipped, and when
it proudly took its first flight in the air?

In appearance, James Million, the eminent brewer, was a small, flabby man, with a
white face on which the flesh hung loosely. It had been said of him that his morals were
as flabby as his fleshbut this was invented by a detractor, and if it conveyed any
reproach, it was at best a hazy one. He had a curious trick with his eyes. They were
sound and of the first waternot a flaw in them, as diamond merchants say; but whenever
there was presented for his contemplation or consideration a question of a perplexing or
disagreeable nature, he would close one of his eyes, and look at it with the other. It was a
favourite habit with him to walk along the streets so, with one eye closed; and a man
who set himself up for a satirist, or a wag, or both, once said: 'Jimmy Million is so moral
that he doesn't like to look on the wickedness of the world; so he shuts one eye, and can
only see half of it, and thereby saves himself half the pain.'



To James Million, as he sits in his study, comes a servant, who, after due tapping at the
door, so as not to disturb the ruminations of the legislator, announces a man in the
passage who desires to see Mr. Million.

'"Name? asks Mr. Million.

Bread and Cheese and Kisses

'Saul Fielding,' answers the servant, and adds, 'but he says he does not think you know
him.'

"What does he look like?"

The servant hesitates; he has not made up his mind. Although Saul Fielding is shabbily
dressed, he is clean, and Jane's watchful care has made his wardrobe (the whole of
which he wears on his back) seem better than it is. Besides, there is 'an air' about Saul
Fielding which prevents him being placed, in the servant's mind, on the lowest rung of
vagabondism.

'Is he a poor man? Is he a working man? demands Mr. Million impatiently.

'He looks like it, sir,' replies the servant, not committing himself distinctly to either
statement.

Mr. Million has an idle hour before him, which he is not disinclined to devote to the
workingman question, so he bids the servant admit the visitor.

'Wait a minute,' says Mr. Million to Saul Fielding as he enters the room. Mr. Million
evidently has found some very knotty problem in the papers before him, for he bends
over them, with knitted brows and studious face, and shifts them about, and makes
notes on other pieces of paper, and mutters 'Pish!' and 'Psha!' and 'Very true!' and 'This
must be seen to!' with many remarks indicative of the engrossing nature of the subject
which engages his attention. After a sufficient exhibition of this byplay, which doubtless
impresses his visitor with a proper idea of his importance and of the immense interest
he takes in public matters, he pushes the papers aside with a weary air, and looks up,
with one eye closed and one eye open. What he sees before him does not seem to afford
him any comfort: for it is a strange thing with public players of battledoor and
shuttlecock, that although they have in theory a high respect for their shuttlecocks, they
have in absolute fact a very strong distaste for them. Seeing that he is expected to speak,



Saul Fielding commences; he is at no loss for words, but he speaks more slowly than
usual, in consequence of the heavy stake he has in the interview.

'T have ventured to call upon you, sir,' he says, 'in the hope that you will take some
interest in my story, and that you will extend a helping hand to a poor man.’

Somewhat fretfullyfor careful as he strives to be, Saul Fielding has been unwise in his
introduction, which might be construed into an appeal for almssomewhat fretfully, then,
Mr. Million interposes with

'A working man?"'

'T hope I may call myself soalthough, strictly speaking, I have done but little work for a
long time.'

Mr. Million gazes with curiosity at his visitor, and asks, in a selfcomplacent, insolent
tone, as if he knows all about it,

'Not able to get work, eh?

'T have not been able to get it, sir.'

'But quite willing to do it if you could get it?'
'Quite willing, sir more than willingthankful.'

Saul Fielding knows that already he is beginning to lose ground,' but his voice is even
more respectful and humble than at firstalthough the very nature of the man causes him
to speak with a certain confidence and independence which is eminently offensive to the
delicate ears of the friend of the working man.

'Of course!' exclaims Mr. Million triumphantly and disdainfully. "The old cry! I knew it.
The old cry! I suppose you will say presently that there is not room for all, and that there
are numbers of men who are in the same position as yourselfwilling to work, unable to
obtain it.'

Saul Fielding makes no reply; words are rushing to his tongue, but he does not utter
them. But Mr. Million insists upon being answered, and repeats what he has said in such
a manner and tone that Saul cannot escape.



'T think, sir, that there are many men who are forced to be idle against their will; that
seems to be a necessity in all countries where population increases so fast as ours does.
But I don't complain of that.'

'O!" cries Mr. Million, opening both his eyes very wide indeed. 'You don't complain of
that! You are one of those glib speakers, I have no doubt, who foment dissatisfaction
among the working classes, who tell them that they are downtrodden and oppressed,
and that masters are fattening upon them! I should not be surprised to hear that you are
a freethinker.'

'No, sir, I am not that,' urges Saul Fielding, exquisitely distressed at the unpromising
turn the interview has taken; 'nor indeed have I anything to complain of myself. I am too
crushed and brokendown, as you may see.'

'But if you were not so," persists Mr. Million, growing harder as Saul grows humbler, 'if
you were in regular work, and in receipt of regular wages, it would be different with
youeh? You would have something to complain of then doubtless. You would say pretty
loudly that the working man is underpaid, and you would do your best to fan the flame
of discontent kept up by a few grumblers and idlers. You would do thiseh? Come, come,’
he adds haughtily, seeing that Saul Fielding does not wish to answer; 'you are here upon
a begging petition, you know. Don't you think it will be best to answer my questions?"'

'What is it you wish me to answer, sir?' asks Saul Fielding sorrowfully.

"The question of wages. I want to ascertain whether you are one of those who think the
working classes are underpaid.'

Saul Fielding pauses for a moment; and in that brief time determines to be true to
himself. 'Jane would not have me do otherwise,' he thinks.

'T think, sir,' he says, firmly and respectfully, 'that the working classesby which I mean
all in the land who have to work with their hands for daily breaddo not receive, as things
go, a fair equivalent for their work. Their wages are not sufficient. They seem to me to be
framed upon a basis which makes the work of ekeing them out so as to make both ends
meet a harder task than the toil by which they are earned. The working man's discontent
does not spring from his work; he does that cheerfully almost always. It springs out of
the fact, that the results of his work are not sufficient for comfort, and certainly not
sufficient to dispel the terrible anxiety which hangs over the future, when he is ill and
unable to work, perhaps, or when he and his wife are too old for work.'

'O, indeed!' exclaims Mr. Million. 'You give him a wife!'



'Yes, sir; his life would be a burden indeed without a woman's love.'
Mr. Million stares loftily at Saul Fielding.
'And children, doubtless!'

'Happy he who has them! It is Nature's law; and no man can gainsay it.' The theme
possesses a fascination for Saul Fielding, and he continues warmly, 'I put aside as
distinctly outrageous all that is said of the folly and wickedness of poor people marrying
and having large families. This very fact, which theorists wax indignant overtheorists,
mind you, who have wives and families themselves, and who, by their arguments, lay
down the monstrous proposition that nature works in the blood according to the length
of a man's pursethis very fact has made England strong; had it been otherwise, the
nation would have been emasculated. Besides, you can't set natural feeling to the tune of
theory; nor, when a man's individual happiness is concerned, can you induce him to
believe in the truth of general propositions which, being carried out in his own person as
one of the units, would make his very existence hateful to him.'

Mr. Million opens his eyes even wider than before; such language from the lips of the
ragged man before him is indeed astonishing.

"What more have you to say? he gasps. 'You will want property equally divided'
'No, sir, indeed,’ interrupts Saul Fielding, daring to feel indignant, even in the presence
of so rich a man, at the suggestion. "The man who makes honestly for himself is entitled

to possess and enjoy. I am no socialist.'

'You would, at all events,' pursues Mr. Million, 'feed the working man with a silver
spoon?You would open the places of amusement for him on the Sabbath?"'

'T would open some places and shut others.'
'What places, now?'

"The museums, the public galleries. I would give him every chancehe has a right to itto
elevate himself during the only leisure he has.'

'And in this way,' demands Mr. Million severely, 'yvou would desecrate the Sabbath!'

For the life of him Saul Fielding cannot help saying,



'A greater desecration than even that can be in your eyes takes place on the Sabbath in
places that are open in the name of the law.'

'You refer to'

'Publichouses. If they are allowed to be open, what reasonable argument can be brought
against the opening of places the good influence of which is universally acknowledged?
It is the withholding of these just privileges that causes much discontent and illfeeling.'

This is quite enough for Mr. Million. This man, ragged, penniless, has the effrontery to
tell the rich brewer to his face that he would have the public picturegalleries and
museums of art opened on the Sabbathday, and that he would shut the publichouses.
Mr. Million can find no words to express his indignation. He can only say, stiffly and
coldly,

'T have heard quite enough of your opinions, sir. Come to the point of your visit. You
see'pointing to the papers scattered about the table'that I am very busy.'

'l came, sir,' he says sadly, 'in the hope that, seeing my distress, you would not have been
disinclined to assist menot with money, sir,' he adds swiftly, in answer to an impatient
look of dissent from Mr. Million, 'but with your good word. But I am afraid that I have
injured my cause by the expression of my opinions.'

'In what way did you expect that I could aid you?' asks Mr. Million carelessly, as he
settles himself to his papers.

'T have been especially unfortunate in my career, sir. As I told you, I am willing to work,
but am unable to obtain it. If I could emigrate; if I could get into a new country, where

labour is scarce, things might be better for me.'

The poor man is helpless at the rich man's foot; and the rich man plays with him, as a
cat with a mouse.

'Well,' he says, 'emigrate. The country would be well rid of such as you.'

Saul Fielding takes no notice of the insult. He is not to be turned aside from his purpose,
although he knows full well that he has missed his mark.

'T have no means, sir; I am poor and helpless.'



'How do you propose to effect your object, then?'

'"There are Government emigrant ships which take men out, I have heard, for very
littlefor nothing almost. A line of recommendation from you would be sufficiently
powerful, I thought, to obtain me a passage.'

'Doubtless, doubtless,' this with a smile; 'but you are a man of some perception, and
having observed how utterly I disagree with your opinionswhich I consider abominable
and mischievous to the last degreeyou can hardly expect me to give you the
recommendation you ask for. May I ask, as you are a perfect stranger to me, for I have
no recollection of you in any way, to what I am indebted for the honour you have done
me by choosing me to give you a good character?’

'You are a public man, sir, and I have heard a friend to the working man. And as you had
helped a friend of mine to emigrate by giving him a free passage in a ship that sails this

week'

'Stop, stop, if you please. I help a friend of yours to emigrate by giving him a free
passage! I think you are mistaken.'

'If you say so, sir, I must be. But this is what George Naldret gave me to understand.’

'And pray who is George Naldret?' demands Mr. Million haughtily; 'and what are his
reasons for emigrating?’

'George Naldret,' returns Saul Fielding, in perplexity, 'is almost the only friend I have in
the world, and he is emigrating for the purpose of putting himself into a position to
marry more quickly than his prospects here will allow him.'

'As you are introducing me,' says Mr. Million, with an air of supreme indifference, 'to
your friends, perhaps you would like also to introduce me to the young ladyfor of course'
(with a sneer) 'she is a young ladyhe desires to marry.'

'Her name is SparrowBessie Sparrow, granddaughter to an old grocer.'

Mr. Million becomes suddenly interested, and pushes his papers aside with an
exclamation of anger.

'What name did you say?"

'Miss Bessie Sparrow.'



The rich brewer ponders for a moment, evidently in no pleasant mood. Then suddenly
rings a bell. A servant appears.

'Is my son in the house?'
'Yes, sir.'
"Tell him to come to me instantly.'

Saul Fielding waits gravely. Seemingly, he also has found new food for contemplation.
Presently young Mr. Million appears.

"You sent for me, sir.'

'Yes, James. Do you know this person?' with a slight wave of the hand in the direction of
Saul Fielding, as towards a thing of no consequence. Saul Fielding knows that his
mission has failed, but does not resent this contemptuous reference to him. He stands,
humble and watchful, before father and son.

'T have seen him,' says young Mr. Million, 'and I should say he is not a desirable person
in this house.'

'My opinion exactly. Yet, influenced by some cockandabull story, he comes here
soliciting my assistance to enable him to emigrate. The country would be well rid of him,
I am sure; but of course it is out of my power to give such a person a good character to
the emigration commissioners.'

'Out of anybody's power, I should say,' assents young Mr. Million gaily. "To what
cockandabull story do you refer?’

'He tells mewhich is news to methat I have given a free passage ticket to a friend of his,
GeorgeGeorgewhat did you say?"'

'George Naldret, sir.' Saul Fielding supplies the name in a manner perfectly respectful.

'AyGeorge Naldret. Such a statement is in itself, of course, a falsehood. Even if I knew
George Naldret, which I do not, and desired to assist him, which I do not, the fact of his
being engaged to be married to any one of the name of Sparrowa name which means
disgrace in our firm, as you are awarewould be sufficient for me not to do so.'



Young Mr. Million steals a look at Saul Fielding, whose face, however, is a mask; and in
a hesitating voice says: 'I think I can explain the matter; but it is not necessary for this
person to remain. You do not know, perhaps, that he was the chief mover in a strike a
few years ago, which threatened to do much mischief.'

'T am not surprised to hear it,' says the rich brewer; 'the opinions he has expressed have
prepared me for some such statement concerning him. He would desecrate the
Sabbathday by opening museums and picturegalleries, and he would curtail the liberty
of the subject by closing publichouses, and depriving the working man of his beer!
Monstrous! monstrous! He has nothing to say for himself, I suppose.'

'No, sir,’ answers Saul Fielding, raising his head, and looking steadily at young Mr.
Million, 'except that I believed in the truth of what I told you, and that I don't know
whether I am sorry or glad that I made the application to you.'

The rich brewer has already touched the bell, and the servant comes into the room.

'Show this person to the door,' Mr. Million says haughtily; 'and if he comes again, send
for a policeman. He is a dangerous character.'

Saul Fielding's lips wreathe disdainfully, but he walks out of the room, and out of the
house, without a word of remonstrance. This chance has slipped from him. Where next
shall he turn? He walks slowly onwards until he is clear of the rich brewer's house, and
then stops, casting uncertain looks about him. As a sense of his utter helplessness comes
upon him, a young woman brushes past him without seeing him. He looks up. Bessie
Sparrow! She is walking quickly, and seems to see nothing, seems to wish to see nothing.
Without any distinct purpose in his mind, but impelled by an uncontrollable
undefinable impulse, Saul Fielding turns and follows her. A gasp of pain escapes him as
he sees her pause before Mr. Million's house. She rings the bell, and the door is opened.
She hands the servant a letter, and the next moment she is in the house, shut from Saul
Fielding's view. The terror that comes upon him is so great that the street and the sky
swim before his eyes, and he clings to a lamppost for support.

'0, George!' he groans. 'O, my friend! How will you bear this? Good God! what bitterness
there is in life even for those who have not fallen as I have done!



TOTTIE'S DREAM.

When Tottie was put to bed, it was no wonder that she was haunted by the sweet effigy
of old Ben Sparrow, and that his stomach of candied lemonpeel and his head of rich figs
and currants presented themselves to her in the most tempting shapes and forms her
warm imagination could devise. As she lay in bed, looking at the rushlight in the
washhand basin, the effigy appeared bit by bit in front of the basin until it was complete,
and when it winked one of its currant eyes at heras it actually didthe light of the candle
threw a halo of glory over the form. Her eyes wandering to the mantelshelf, she saw the
effigy come out of the wall and stand in the middle of the shelf; and turning to the table,
it rose from beneath it, and sat comfortably down; with its legs of cinnamon and raisins
tucked under it like a tailor. When she closed her eyes she saw it loom in the centre of
dilating rainbow circles, and in the centre of darkcoloured discs, which as they swelled
to larger proportions assumed bright borderings of colour, for the express purpose of
setting off more vividly the attraction of the figure. Opening her eyes drowsily, she saw
the old man come down the chimney and vanish in the grate, and as he disappeared,
down the chimney he came again, and continued thus to repeat himself as it were, as if
he were a regiment under full marching orders. Whichever way, indeed, Tottie's eyes
turned, she saw him, until the room was full of him and his sweetness, and with his
multiplied image in her mind she fell asleep.

No wonder that she dreamt of him. Tottie and Bessie slept in the same room, and Tottie
dreamt that long after she fell asleepit must have been long after, for Bessie was in
bedshe woke up suddenly. There she was, lying in bed, wide awake, in the middle of the
night. The room was dark, and she could not see anything, but she could hear Bessie's
soft breathing. She was not frightened, as she usually was in the dark, for her attention
was completely engrossed by one feeling. A frightful craving was upon her, which every
moment grew stronger and stronger. This craving had something horrible in it, which,
however, she did not quite realise. In the next room slept old Ben Sparrow, who,
according to the fancy of her dream, was not made of blood, and flesh, and bone, but of
lemonpeel, fig, and currants and raisins. All the sweet things in the shop had been
employed in the manufacture, and there they lay embodied in him.

Tottie knew nothing of theology; knew nothing of the value of her soul, which, without a
moment's hesitation, she would have bartered for figs and candied lemonpeel. And there
the delicious things lay, in the very next room. If she could only get there!perhaps he
would not miss an arm or a leg. But to eat the old man who was so kind to her! She had a
dim consciousness of the wickedness of the wish, but she could not rid herself of it.
Thought Tottie, 'He won't know if he's asleep, and perhaps it won't hurt him. I know it
would do me good.' Her mouth watered, her eyes glistened, her fingers twitched to be at



him, her stomach cried out to her. She could not withstand the temptation. Slowly and
tremblingly she crept out of bed, and groped along the ground towards the door. Bessie
was asleep. Everybody was asleep. The house was very quiet. Everything favoured the
accomplishment of the horrible deed. 'Nobody will know,"' thought Tottie. Thoroughly
engrossed in her desperate cannibalistic purpose, and with her teeth grating against
each other, Tottie turned the handle of the door and opened it; but as she looked into
the dark passage Ben Sparrow's door opened, and a sudden flood of light poured upon
her. It so dazzled her, and terrified her, that she fled back to her bed on allfours, and
scrambled upon it, with a beating heart and a face as white as a ghost's. Bread and
Cheese and Kisses Sitting there glaring at the door, which she had left partly open in
her flight, she saw the light steal into the room, and flying in the midst of it, old Ben
Sparrow. He was not quite as large as life, but he was ever so many times more sweet
and deliciouslooking. As old Ben Sparrow appeared, the room became as light as day,
and Tottie noticed how rich and luscious were the gigantic fig which formed his head,
the candied lemonpeel which formed his stomach, the raisins which clothed his legs and
arms; and as for the ripeness of his dark, beady, fruity eyes, there was no form of
thought that could truly express the temptation that lay in them. Ben Sparrow hovered
in the air for a few moments, and then steadied himself, as it were: he stood bolt
upright, and, treading upon nothing; advanced slowly and solemnly, putting out one leg
carefully, and setting it down firmly upon nothing before he could make up his mind to
move the other. In this manner he approached Tottie, and sat down on her bed. For a
little while Tottie was too frightened to speak. She held her breath, and waited with
closed lips for him to say something. But as grandfather did not move or speak, her
courage gradually returned, and with it, her craving for some of him. She became
hungrier than the most unfortunate churchmouse that ever breathed; her rapacious
longing could only be satisfied in one way. Timorously she reached out her hand
towards his face; he did not stir. Towards his eyes; he did not wink. Her finger touched
his eye; it did not quiverand out it came, and was in her hand! Her heart throbbed with
fearful ecstasy, as with averted head she put the terrible morsel in her mouth. It was
delicious. She chewed it and swallowed it with infinite relish, and, when it was gone,
thirsted for its fellow. She looked timidly at the old man. There was a queer expression
in his fig face, which the loss of one of his eyes had doubtless imparted to it. 'Tt doesn't
seem to hurt him,' thought Tottie. Her eager fingers were soon close to the remaining
eye, and out that came, and was disposed of in like manner. Tottie certainly never knew
how good Ben Sparrow was until the present time. She had always loved him, but never
so much as now. The eyeless face had a mournful expression upon it, and seemed to say
sadly, 'Hadn't you better take me next?' Tottie clutched it desperately. It wagged at her,
and from its mace lips a murmur seemed to issue, 'O, Tottie! Tottie! To serve me like so
this!" But Tottie was ravenous. No fear of consequences could stop her now that she had
tasted him, and found how sweet he was. She shut her eyes nevertheless, as, in the
execution of her murderous purpose, she tugged at his head, which, when she had torn



from his body, she ate bit by bit with a rare and fearful enjoyment. When she looked
again at the headless figure of the old man, one of the legs moved briskly and held itself
out to her with an air of 'Me next!" in the action. But Tottie, hungering for the lemonpeel
stomach, disregarded the invitation. It was difficult to get the stomach off, it was so
tightly fixed to its legs. When she succeeded, the arms came with it, and she broke them
off short at the shoulder blade, and thought she heard a groan as she performed the
cruel operation. But her heart was hardened, and she continued her feast without
remorse. How delicious it was! She was a long time disposing of it, for it was very large,
but at length it was all eaten, and not a piece of candied sugar was left. As she sucked her
fingers with the delight of a savage, a sense of the wickedness of what she had done
came upon her. Her grandfather, who had always been so kind to her! She began to
tremble and to cry. But the arms and legs remained. They must be eaten. Something
dreadful would be done to her if they were discovered in her bed; so with feverish haste
she devoured the limbs. And now, not a trace of the old man remained. She had
devoured him from head to foot She would never see him againnever, never! How
dreadful the table looked, with him not on it! How Tottie wished she hadn't done it! She
was appalled at the contemplation of her guilt, and by the thought of how she would be
punished if she were found out. In the midst of these fears the light in the room
vanished, and oblivion fell upon Tottie in the darkness that followed.



I CAN SEE YOU NOW, KISSING HER LITTLE TOES.

The next day, being George's last day at home, was a day of sorrow to all the humble
persons interested in his career. He, was to start for Liverpool by an early train on the
following morning, and was to pass his last evening at Ben Sparrow's, with the old man
and Bessie and Tottie and his mother and father. He had decided to bid Bessie goodbye
in her grandfather's house. Bessie was for sitting up all night, but he said gently,

'T think, Bessie, that mother would like to have me all to herself the last hour or two. You
know what mothers are! By and by, heart's treasure! you will have the first claim on me;
but now mother looks upon me as all her own, and it will comfort her heart, dear soul!
to let it be as I say.'

There were tears in George's eyes as he looked down upon the face of his darling, and his
heart almost fainted within him at the thought of parting from her. And, 'Do you love
me, Bess?' he asked, for the thousandth time.

'With all my heart and soul,' replied Bessie, pressing him in her arms. And so, with his
head bowed down to hers, they remained in silent communion for many minutes. They
were sitting in Ben Sparrow's parlour, and the old man had left the young people by
themselves, finding occupation in his shop, in the contemplation of his effigy, and in
weighing up quarters of a pound of sugar. There was a woful look in Ben Sparrow's face
as he stood behind his counter; times were hard with him, and his till was empty.

'Bess, darling,’ said George, waking up from his dream. She raised her tearful eyes to his.
He kissed them. 'As I kiss away your tears now, my dear, so I will try to take sorrow and
trouble from you when we commence our new life.'

'T know it, George; I know it,’ she said, and cried the more.

'But that is not what I was going to say. I was going to say this. Listen to me, dearest: If it
were not for you, I shouldn't go; if it were not for you, I should stay at home, and be
content. For I love home, I love the dear old land, I love mother and father, and the old
black cat, and the little house I was born in. And it's because of you that I am tearing
myself from these dear things. I am going to earn money enough to make a home for you
and me; to make you more quickly all my own, all my own! How my heart will yearn for
you, dear, when I am over the seas! But it will not be for long; I will work and save, and
come back soon, and then, my darling, then!" The tenderness of his tone, and the
tenderness there was in the silence that followed, were a fitter and more expressive
conclusion to the sentence than words could have made. 'T shall say when I am in the



ship, I am here for Bessie's sake. When I am among strangers, I shall think of you, and
think, if I endure any hardship, that I endure it for my darlingand that will soften it, and
make it sweet; it will, my dear! I shall not be able to sleep very much, Bess, and that will
give me all the more hours to workfor you, my darling, for you! See here, heart's
treasure; here is the purse you worked for me, round my neck. It shall never leave meit
rests upon my heart. The pretty little beads! How I love them! I shall kiss every piece of
gold I put in it, and shall think I am kissing you, as I do now, dear, dearest, best! I shall
live in the future. The time will soon pass, and as the ship comes back, with me in it, and
with my Bessie's purse filled with chairs and tables and pots and pans, I shall see my
little girl waiting for me, thinking of me, longing to have me in her arms as I long to have
her in mine. And then, when I do come, and you start up from your chair as I open the
door!Think of that moment, Bessthink of it!'

'0, George, George, you make me happy!'

And in such tender words they passed the next hour together, until George tore himself
away to look after some tools, which he was to take with him to coin chairs and tables
and pots and pans with. But if he did not wish his tools to rust, it behoved him not to
bring them too close to his eyes, for his eyelashes were dewy with tears.

Now, late as it was in the day for such common folk as ours, Tottie had not yet made her
appearance downstairs. The first in the morning to get up in the house was old Ben
Sparrow, and while he was taking down his shutters, and sweeping his shop and setting
it in order, Bessie rose and dressed, and prepared the breakfast. Then, when breakfast
was nearly ready, Bessie would go upstairs to dress and wash Tottie; but on this
particular morning, on going to the little girl's bedside, Tottie cried and sobbed and
shammed headache, and as Tottie was not usually a lieabed, Bessie thought it would do
the child good to let her rest. And besides being as cunning as the rest of her sex, Bessie
was the more inclined to humour Tottie's whim, because she knew that George would be
sure to drop in early; and if Tottie were out of the way, she and her lover could have the
parlour all to themselves. George being gone, however, there was no longer any reason
for Tottie keeping her bed; so Bessie washed and dressed the child, and was surprised,
when taking her hand to lead her downstairs, to see Tottie shrink back and sob and cry
that she didn't want to go.

'Come, be a good child, Tottie,' said Bessuel 'grandfather's downstairs, and he wants to
play with you.'

At this Tottie sobbed and sobbed, and shook her head vehemently. She knew very well
that it was impossible for Ben Sparrow to be downstairs, for had she not eaten him in
the night, every bone of him? She was morally convinced that there was not a bit of him



left. Grandfather play with her! He would never play with her any more; she had done
for him! Her fears were so great that she fancied she could feel him stirring inside of her.
But although she was rebellious, she was weak, and so, shutting her eyes tight, she went
into the parlour with Bessie. Then she ran tremblingly into a corner, and stood with her
face to the wall, and her pinafore over her head; and there Bessie, having more pressing
cares upon her just then, left her. When Tottie, therefore, heard the old man's voice
calling to her, she sobbed, 'No, I never! No, I never!' and was ready to sink through the
floor in her fright; and when the old man lifted her in his arms to kiss her, it was a long
time before she could muster sufficient courage to open her eyes and feel his face and
his arms and his legs, to satisfy herself that he was really real. And even after that, as if
she could not believe the evidence of her senses, she crept towards him at intervals, and
touched him and pinched his legs, to make assurance doubly sure.

Ben Sparrow found it hard work to be playful today, and Tottie had most of her time to
herself. If the anxiety depicted on his face were any criterion, his special cares and
sorrows must have been of an overwhelming nature. In the afternoon young Mr. Million
came in, spruce and dandified, and handsome as usual. The young gentleman was not
an unfrequent visitor at the little grocer's shop, and would often pop in and chat for an
hour with Ben Sparrow; he would sit down in the back parlour in the most affable
manner, and chat and laugh as if they were equals. Bessie was not at home when he
came this afternoon, and he seemed a little disappointed; but he stopped and chatted for
all that, and when he went away, the old grocer brightened, and his face looked as if a
load were lifted from his heart. His brighter mood met with no response from Bessie,
when she came in shortly afterwards. Some new trouble seemed to have come on her
since the morningsome new grief to which she hardly dared give expression. She had
been stabbed by a few presumably chance and careless words spoken by a
neighbourneed it be told that this neighbour was a woman? No weapon can be keener
than a woman's tongue, when she chooses to use it to stab. The woman who had uttered
the words was younga year older than Bessieand it was known at one time that she was
setting her cap at Bessie's sweetheart. But she had met with no encouragement from
George, who, being wrapt heart and soul in Bessie, had no eyes for other women. George
often nodded a laughing assent to a favourite saying of his mother's, that 'One woman
was enough for any man; more than enough, sometimes,’ Mrs. Naldret would
occasionally add. The stab which Bessie received shall be given in the few words that
conveyed it.

'So George goes away tomorrow morning,' was the woman's remark to Bessie as she was
hurrying home with heavy heart.

'Yes,' sighed Bessie; 'tomorrow morning,.'



'Ah,' said the woman, 'he'll be nicely cut up at leaving. I daresay he'd give a good deal, if
he could take some one with him.'

'T am sure he would,' said Bessie, thinking that by 'some one' herself was meant.

'0, I don't mean you,' said the woman, seeing the interpretation that Bessie put upon her
words.

'Who do you mean, then?' asked Bessie, looking up quickly.
The woman laughed and shrugged her shoulders.

'Well!' she exclaimed. 'Some girls are blind! Thank goodness, the best man in the world
couldn't blind me so!'

'What do you mean?' demanded Bessie, in an agitated tone, all the blood deserting her
face. "What have you to say against George?'

The woman laughed again.

'You've no cause to be jealous, Bessie,' she said, 'it's only a child. But I do think, if I was
George's sweetheart'Bessie's lip curled, and this little expression made the woman's tone
more venomous'] do think,' she added with scornful emphasis, 'that if I was George's
sweetheartO, you needn't curl your lip, Bessie!I should ask himwhoTottie'sfatherwas! A
woman isn't worth that'with a snap of her finger'if she hasn't got a spirit.'

And George's discarded left Bessie white and trembling, with this wound in her heart.

Bessie looked after the woman, dazed for a few moments by the accusation conveyed in
the words; then she became suddenly indignant, and the blood rushed back to her face
and neck; it dyed her bosom, and she knew it and felt it, and felt the stab there also.
Then she hurried home.

Ben Sparrow did not notice her agitation at first; he was too much rejoiced at the lifting
of a heavy weight from him. In the morning ruin had stared him in the face; a small
creditor had come down upon him; had given him twentyfour hours to pay an account
which, trifling as it was, he was not possessed of. But young Mr. Million had been to see
him and had saved him. He would be able to pay this hard creditor] am ashamed to say
for how trifling an amountin the morning, and he was exultant 'T am only too glad,' this
young gentleman had said, 'to have the opportunity of rendering a service to Bessie's



grandfather." When he departed, old Ben Sparrow actually danced in his parlour in
thankfulness for the danger escaped.

'Bessie,' cried Ben Sparrow as his granddaughter entered, 'young Mr. Million has been
here.'

Bessie nodded, scarcely heeding the words.

'He's a gentleman,' continued Ben Sparrow, 'every inch of him; to forget the past, as he
does.'

'What past, grandfather?' asked Bessie. 'Forget what?'

'O, nothingnothing, my dear,' exclaimed Ben hurriedly, and coughing as if something
had come up or gone down the wrong way. "What I say is, he's a gentleman, every inch of
him.'

'You said that before, grandfather.'

'Did I? yes, of course. But I'm an old man, Bessie, and you must make allowances. We
can't be all bright and fresh, and always happy as my dear child is.'

Bessie kissed Ben Sparrow's neck, and laid her head oh his shoulder. 'Always happy,
grandfather! Am I always happy?'

'Of course you are, dear child, and it's natural and right and proper. Sorry and grieved,
of course, because our sweetheart's going awaybut he'll be back soon, never fear. And
we'll talk of him every day and every night, my dear, and the time'll fly away'he blew a
light breath'like that! Ah, my dear! it's only the old that knows how quickly time flies!'

Bessie said nothing, but pressed closer to the old shield that had sheltered her from
babyhood to womanhood.

'And now see,' said the old shield, 'what young Mr. Million brought for you. And you're
to wear them at once, he said, and I say so too, and I promised him you would, for he's
coming here tonight, and is going to do me such a kindness as only the kindest heart in
the world could do.'

Ben Sparrow took from his pocket a little box, and opened it, and produced therefrom a
piece of tissuepaper, and from the tissuepaper a pair of pretty turquoise earrings set in
gold. Bessie scarcely looked at them, and allowed Ben to take from her ears the pair of



old earrings she had worn for ever so many years, and replace them with Mr. Million's
pretty present.

'You look, Bessie,' said old Ben, falling back and contemplating her, 'you look like a
Princess! and it's my opinion, my dear, that you are every bit as good as one.'

He held a piece of lookingglass before her, and desired her to look at herself. To please
him she said they were very pretty, and then said, suddenly coming to what was
uppermost in her mind, 'Grandfather, I want you to tell me about Tottie.'

'About Tottie, my dear!' exclaimed Ben Sparrow wonderingly.

'Yes,' replied Bessie, sitting down, 'about Tottie. All I know is that you came and asked
me once if I would mind if you brought a little friendless girl home to live with us, and if
I would take care of her.'

'And you said Yes, gladly, for it would be company for us, and would make the place
pleasant. And I'm sure neither you nor me have ever repented it. If Tottie was our own
flesh and blood we couldn't be fonder of her. I shouldn't know what to do without her
now I've got so used to her. I'll tell you the story by and by, my dear, when George has
gone'

'No,' interrupted Bessie, so impetuously as to cause old Ben to jump; now! I want to
know now. Ah, dear grandfather! you have always been so good to me that I can't help
being a tyrant.'

'You a tyrant!' cried Ben, appealing with raised hands to the walls and the furniture to
join him in the repudiation of the astonishing statement. 'That's a good one, that is.
Well, my dear, as you want to know at once, and as you're such a tyrantha, ha! I can't
help laughing, my dearhere goes. It's now three years gone, Bessbefore George and you
began to keep company, my dearthat George comes and tells me a story of a poor little
thing that had been thrown helpless upon the world. "Such a pretty little thing!" says
George, "and not a friend but me to look after her! I wish I knew some one," says
George, "who would take care of the dear; I'm sure I could never be grateful enough to
them." Then I asked how old the child was, and whether she did not have relations.
"Yes," said George, "she had two, but they had no home and were altogether in too bad a
position to take care of the little one." Then I thought of you, my dear, and thought it
would be company for my Bessie and for me, and that if we grew to love the child, there
would be nothing to repent of. I told George this, and George confessed that he had the
same thing in his mind too, and that was the reason why he spoke to me about ithoping
that I would say what I had said. And so, to cut a long story short, one night a woman



came to the door with little Tottie in her arms, and kissed the child a many times, and
George brought Tottie in. I didn't see the woman's face, but I fancied that she was
crying. I have often wished since that I had seen her face, the poor creature seemed in
such distress. You remember, Bessie, when you came home an hour afterwards, and
found me sitting before the fire with Tottie in my lap, warming her little toes, how you
fell in love with her directly, and how happy she made us, and how this very parlour was,
because Tottie was with us, really made a great deal more cheerfuller than ever it had
been before! You remember the wonderful dimples that came into her face when she
looked at us, and broke out asmiling, as much as to say, 'How d'you do, old Ben and
young Bess? I'm very glad to see you!' Why, it was as good as a play! I can see you now
kissing her little toes, and can see her crowing and laughing when you kissed her neckso
fat, and so full of creases! and I can see her clenching her little fist and flourishing it in
the air as much as to say, "In this fist I've got a hundredpound note, and all the world
and his wife sha'n't take it from me!" Dear, dear! the child has been a comfort to us, and
it was a bright day when she came into the house, the poor little thing! Then George
says, "You're not to be expected to keep Tottie for nothing, Mr. Sparrow; and here's
three shillings a week, and when she gets a big girl perhaps we'll be able to spare more."
And he's paid the three shillings a week regular, and has brought little things for her
now and then, such as a frock, you know, or a flannel petticoat, or a little pair of shoes.
And that's the whole of the story, Bess.'

Bessie had listened very attentively to the narration of Tottie's history, and now said,
after a pause, with a strange hesitation in her voice,

'Grandfather, did George never tell youwhoTottie'sfatherwas?
'No, my dear. I remember once it coming up between us somehow, but George turned it
off, and said it didn't matter to Tottie, who seemed as happy as the day was longand so

she was, and is, my dear.’

At that moment 'Shop!" was called, and Ben Sparrow hurried in to attend to his
customer, and the subject dropped.



ONE KISS FOR HOPE, ONE FOR FAITH, AND ONE FOR LOVE.

Tea was over and cleared away in the little back parlour, and Bessie and old Ben
Sparrow sat looking sadly into the fire. Tottie was also present in her high chair, but
there was nothing of sadness in her thoughts. She was enjoying, in anticipation, what
was spread upon the table; for after the fashion of humble folk, preparations had been
made for 'a party' on this last evening which George was to spend with them. There was
a bottle of 'sherry wine' on the table, and another of port, which old Ben had bought at a
large grocer's shop over Westminsterbridge, at a cost, for the two bottles, of two shillings
and fourpence; and that the wine was of an old and rich vintage, was proved by the
mildew and sawdust which clung to the bottles. There were six wineglasses of different
shapes and patterns; and there was a plate of almonds and raisins, and another of figs,
and some small seedcakes, and four oranges cut in quarters; so that, altogether, the
table presented quite a festive appearance. There was nothing festive, however, in the
countenances of Bessie and her grandfather; their faces were as sad as their thoughts. It
was but natural. And yet they would have been loth to have confessed to each other the
exact tenor of their contemplations.

A bustle in the shop caused Ben Sparrow to jump from his chair.

'"That's Mr. and Mrs. Naldret,' he said, and opened the parlourdoor and gave them
welcome.

'Well, Bessie,' said Mrs. Naldret, and 'Well, my girl,' said Jim Naldret, and they both
kissed her, and shook hands with old Ben, who bustled about doing nothing, while
Bessie assisted Mrs. Naldret to take off her bonnet and things. Mrs. Naldret had with
one glance taken in the preparations for the party, and approved of them.Bread and
Cheese and Kisses

'What a pretty pair of earrings!' exclaimed Mrs. Naldret, admiring the turquoise trifles
in Bessie's pink ears, and, "Well, George is a sly one!' said Jim Naldret, pinching the
pretty ears.

'George didn't give them to her,' said Ben Sparrow, rubbing his hands; 'no, nor me
either. I'm not rich enough; though if I could afford it, Bessie should have had such a

pair long ago, and a gold chain and a watch as well.'

'She's pretty enough to have them,' said Jim Naldret.



'And good enough,' added Ben. 'Well, I am glad to see you! But I wish it was to welcome
George back instead of wishing him goodbye. Eh, Bess?'

'Yes, grandfather,' replied Bessie, with a heavy sigh.

Mrs. Naldret said nothing; she was thinking who had given Bessie the turquoise
earrings; she knew they could not have cost less than four pounds at least.

"There's George,' said Jim Naldret, as the shopdoor opened.

Bessie turned eagerly to the door, but Ben Sparrow stepped before her and said in a
hurried agitated tone,

'T should like to have a few quiet words with George, my dear; I sha'n't have another
opportunity. Mrs. Naldret won't mind.'

That worthy woman nodded, and Ben Sparrow, going into the shop, stopped George's
entrance into the parlour.

'Don't go in for a minute,' said Ben; 'I want to speak to you.'
'All right, grandfather; but I must have a kiss of Bessie first. Bessie!'
The girl ran into the shop at his call, and nestled in his arms for a moment.

"There! there!' exclaimed old Ben, taking Bessie's hand gently and kindly. 'Go inside,
Bess, my dear. That's all George wanted with you. We'll be in presently.'

Bessie went into the parlour, and George's heart was like a nest from which the
dearlyloved bird had flown. That little embrace, with Bessie, warm and soft and tender
in his arms, contained such exquisite happiness as to be painful.

'T'll not keep you two minutes,' said Ben Sparrow; 'come to the door, so that we may not
be heard.'

They went to the shopdoor, and into the street, which they paced slowly as they
conversed.

'As I was sitting inside by the fire, just now, George,' resumed Ben, 'there came into my
mind something which I think I ought to speak of before you go away. It brought back
oldtime memories, too. You see, my dear boy, I am an old man, and there's no telling



what may happen. It is a comfort to me that Bessie will have a good man for a
husbandfor I believe you to be good, andand a man, George!'

'Indeed, Mr. Sparrow, I will do my best. It will be my happiness to make her happy.'

'T believe it will be, George, and that's why I'm glad she will be yours. I have nothing to
give her, George, nothing. I am so poor that I don't know which way to turn sometimes
to pay little pay little bills.'

'T want nothing with her, Mr. Sparrow. I want no better fortune than Bessie herself.' He
was overflowing with love for his dear girl.

'She's good enough to be a Princess,' said Ben proudly, 'good enough to be a Queen.'

'She's my Princess and my Queen,' replied George; 'and she's a good girl and will be a
good wife, and that's better than all.’

"That it isthat it is. But don't interrupt me, George. I thought once I should be better off
than I am, but something went wrong with me, and I lost all my little savings. Since
then, I have been going down, till sometimes I think I can't go down any lower.' Old Ben
Sparrow paused here, and before he resumed closed his eyes, and put his hand over
them, as if with his inner sense of sight he were looking into the past. 'George, I am
going to speak of Bessie's fatherand my son; it is only right that I should, for you may
meet him.'

'Meet him, Mr. Sparrow!'

'Yes,' replied the old man in a quiet tone, 'T daresay you have heard that he ran away,
years ago, in disgrace. Bessie was quite a little thing then, and I don't think any one has
been so unkind as to speak of it to her. To tell you the truth, George, she believed years
ago that her father was dead, and it is best that she should not be told different. And he
may be dead, George, for all I know. He was employed as one of old Mr. Million's
collectors, and he used money that didn't belong to him. He used my money, too, and
put my name to papers without my knowing; so that when he ran away, to prevent
something worse happening, I had to pay, which brought me down, and kept me down,
George. This is a solemn secret between us, George, and must never again be spoken of.'

'T understand, sir.'

'‘But I thought it right that you should know before you go away. It don't alter your
opinion of Bessie, does it, George? does it, my boy?'



'Alter my opinion of Bessie!' exclaimed George warmly. 'It gives her a greater claim on
me. I love her more for it, dear girl, knowing how unhappy it would cause her to know
this. Of course, it must be kept from her!'

'Dear boy, God bless you! God bless you, dear boy!' cried old Ben Sparrow, with the tears
running down his face. 'And, Georgewhen you make a little money, and come home with
it to make Bessie happy, be contented. Don't go striving after riches, as my son did, and
forgot the meaning of honesty and the happiness there is in contentment. From the time
he ran away, I have never had a line from him. But I heard that he was seen in Australia,
and if he is alive, you may meet him, for there are not many people there. Strange things
do happen, George! You may meet him, and know him. I daresay he has grown
something like me, but taller and more gentlemanly. Ah, that was his ruin, wanting to be
a gentleman! Well, if you do meet him, George,' and the old man took George's hand and
pressed it hard, and twined his fingers with George's nervously; 'if you do, give
himmymy love, Georgemy dear loveand tell him to write to me, and that his old father
forgives him, Georgethat he forgives him! And tell him about you and Bessie, and how
beautiful Bessie has grown, and how she's fit to be a Princess'Old Ben broke down here,
and George put his arm round the old man's neck, and patted him on the back, and said,
'Yes, yes, Mr. Sparrow, I understand, I understand. I'll do all that you wish and in the
way that you wish. And now that I know, I'll look out for him. What part of Australia do
you think he's in?'

'T don't know, George; but Australia can't be very large. I've done right to tell you,
George, haven't I?'

'Yes, quite right.'

With that, they went into the house, and joined the party in the parlour. It was not a
very merry one, and the conversation chiefly consisted of tender reminiscences and
hopeful anticipation. George tried to be gay, but broke down, and if it had not been for
old Ben Sparrow chirruping out a line of 'Cheer, boys, cheer, there's wealth for honest
labour,’ now and then, it would have been difficult to keep matters going. But a
diversion was occasioned in the course of the evening by the arrival of young Mr.
Million, who came in to shake hands with George, he said, and to wish him goodbye.
George was sitting in the corner, with Tottie on his knee; the child was in a state of
repletion, having feasted her full on the pleasures of the table, and was curled up in
George's arms, feeling very sleepy. Bessie, sitting next to George (he had a spare arm for
her waist, Tottie notwithstanding), cast strangely disturbed glances at her lover and the
child, and her heart was bleeding from the wound inflicted upon it by what she had
heard that afternoon. Every time George stooped and kissed Tottie, Bessie's wound



opened, and she was almost distracted with doubt and grief and love. Young Mr. Million
was very sunny and brighta sunbeam lighting up the sad clouds. He gave just a glance at
the earrings in Bessie's ears, and Bessie blushed as she rose to allow George to shake
hands with him. No one saw the glance but Mrs. Naldret, and she looked gravely at
Bessie. Young Mr. Million was profuse in his good wishes for George; he wished the
young man all sorts of luck, and hoped he would soon be back. Every one was gratified
at the heartiness with which young Mr. Million expressed his good wishesevery one but
Mrs. Naldret; but then nothing seemed to please her tonight.

'I must drink your health, George,' said the young brewer.

Ben Sparrow asked him with a grand air whether he would take sherry wine or port, and
he chose sherry, and said that Miss Sparrow should fill his glass for him. Bessie filled his
glass and handed it to him with a bright flame in her cheeks; her hand shook, too, and a
few drops of the wine were spilt upon the table, which young Mr. Million said gaily was a
good omen.

'And here's good luck to you, George, and a prosperous voyage,' he said, and shook
hands with George and wished him goodbye, and shook hands also with all in the room.
Old Ben Sparrow looked at him very anxiously, and when the young prince with a
quietly significant glance at the old man, proposed that Miss Sparrow should open the
shopdoor for him, Ben said, 'Yes, yes, certainly, sir,' and almost pushed Bessie into the
shop. Now what made Mrs. Naldret open the parlourdoor, and seat herself so that she
could see the shopdoor? It may have been done unconsciously, but certain it is that,
seeing something pass between young Mr. Million and Bessie as they shook hands at the
shopdoor, she gave a sudden cry, as if overtaken by a spasm. Bessie ran in at the cry, and
then Mrs. Naldret saw in one quick flash, what no one else saw (for Bessie slipped it into
her pocket), a letter in Bessie's hand! The matron said it was nothing, merely a stitch in
her side; and turned from the maid to her son, around whose neck she threw her arms,
and kissed him again and again.

'Why, mother!" exclaimed George, for Mrs. Naldret was beginning to sob convulsively.
'Come, bear up, there's a dear soul! or we shall all be as bad as you!'

Mrs. Naldret repressed her sobs, and pressed him closer to her faithful breast, and
whispered,

'Ah, George, there are a many women in the world for you, but there's only one mother!'



He whispered back to her, 'There's only one woman in the world for me, and that's my
darling Bessie; and there is only one other who is as good as she is, and that's the
mother I hold in my arms.'

And all she could reply to this was, 'O, George, George! O, my dear, dear boy!" with a
world of love and pity in her voice.

And so the sad evening passed away, until George said, Hadn't father and mother better
go home? He would soon be with them. They knew that he wanted to say goodbye to
Bessie, who sat pale and tearful, with her hand in his; and they rose to go, saying he
would find them up when he came home.

'T know that, dear mother and father,' he said, and went with them to the door, and
kissed them, and came back with the tears running down his face.

'T'll tell you what, George,' whispered old Ben Sparrow in George's ear. 'You shall say
goodbye to Tottie and me, and we'll go to bed; and then you'll have Bessie all to yourself.
But don't keep too long, my dear boy, don't keep too long,.'

Tottie had been fast asleep for more than an hour, and George took her in his arms
without waking her.

'Goodbye, Tottie," he said; 'goodbye, little one!' He kissed her many times, and the child,
stirred by his caresses, raised her pretty little hand to his face. He kissed her fingers, and
then resigned her to old Ben, who, with his burden in his arms, grasped George's hand
tight, and bade him goodbye and God speed.

'And don't forget, George,' he said, with a secret look towards Bessie.

'No, Mr. Sparrow," George replied, 'T'll bear in mind what you told me.'

'God bless you, then, and speed you back!"

With this the old man ascended the stairs, with Tottie in his arms, turning over his
shoulder to give George a parting look, and humming 'Cheer, boys, cheer!' softly, to keep
up the spirit of the lovers.

They had listened with a kind of strained attention to the old man's voice, and when it
was hushed, and silence fell upon them, George turned to Bessie, and in an instant she

was in his arms, lying on his breast. A long silence followed. George heard Bessie's heart
beat plainer than the tick of the oldfashioned clock, which stood like a ghost in a corner



of the room. Not another sound could be heard but the ticking of the old clock and the
beating of their hearts. As Bessie lay in her lover's arms, she thought whether it would
be generous in her to question him about Tottie. The very asking of the question would
imply a doubt. A voice whispered to her, "Trust him; perfect love means perfect
confidence.' But the woman's words were present to her also; and George was paying for
the child. She would not admit the thought of anything dishonourable in George; but the
sting of the doubt was in her. Would it not be better for her to ask a simple question,
which George could easily answer, than to be tormented with doubt during the long
months he would be away from her? Would it not be simple justice to Tottie? for if she
were not satisfied, she might grow to hate the child. And Bessie really loved the pretty
little forsaken one. The maternal instinct was in her, like the seedling of a flower in the
ground, waiting for the summertime to ripen it into the perfect beauty of motherly love.
She loved children.

And here, a word. Whether out of place or not, it must be written. Trust not that woman
who has no love for little ones. She is unworthy of love.

How long the lovers remained silent they did not know. But the time flew all too swiftly,
for the solemn tongue of Westminster proclaimed the hour. Each clang was like a knell.
It was midnight.

Midnight! What solemn reflections arise at such a moment, if the mind be attuned to
them! If the world were spread before us like a map, what varied emotion and feeling,
what unworthy striving, what unmerited suffering, what new lives born to pain, what old
lives dying out in it, what thoughts dark and bright, what flowers of tender love, what
weeds of ruthless circumstance, what souls born in the mire and kept there, what hope,
what remorse, what sounds of woe and pleasant fountainvoices with sparkles in them,
what angellights and divine touches of compassion, would, in the brief space occupied
by the striking of the hour, there be displayed! And so that bell may toll, night after
night, for generation after generation, until a time shall comesay in a hundred
yearswhen every human pulse that at this moment beats throughout the world, when
every heart that thrills and thirsts, when every vainful mortal that struts and boasts and
makes grand schemes for self's exaltment, shall lie dead in earth and sea! Such thoughts
should make us humble.

The bell awoke the lovers from their dream, and they spoke in low tones of the future
and the hopes that lay in it for them.

"When I come back with a little bit of money, my darling,' said George, 'I shall be content
to settle down to my trade, and we shall jog along as happy as can be. We couldn't settle
down without pots and pans, and these I am going away to earn. I can see our little



home, with you sitting by the fireside, or waiting at the door for me to give me a kiss
when my day's work is done. Then I shall come round to mother's old way, with her
breadandcheese and kisses. That will be good enough for me, my darling, with you to
give me the kisses.'

And he gave and took an earnest of them there and then.

So they talked of one thing and another until One o'clock was tolled by the Westminster
bell, and during all that time Bessie had not found courage to speak of what was in her
mind. George had noticed the earrings in Bessie's ears, but had not spoken of them,
thinking that Bessie would have drawn his attention to them. But Bessie's wound was
too fresh; the pain and bewilderment of it were all engrossing. She had no thought for
anything else.

'And now I must go, my darling,' said George, as they stood by the shopdoor; 'for mother
and father are waiting for me.' He took her face between his hands and kissed her lips.
'One kiss for hope; one for faith; and one for love.'

Bessie raised her face again to his, and whispered as she kissed,

'And one for confidence.'

'And one for confidence,' he repeated, as heartily as his sadness would allow.

"There should be no secrets between us, George dear.'

'Certainly there should not be, darling,' he replied, 'though you've been keeping one
from me all the night, you puss!'

'I, George!'
'Yes, you, dearest. You have never told me who gave you those pretty earrings.'

Upon such slight threads often do our dearest hopes hang! Bessie, yielding to the weak
impulse, to play off confidence for confidence, said,

'Never mind those, George. I want to ask you something first.'

At this moment the sound of music came to them, and the waits commenced to play the
dear old air of 'Home, sweet home.'



"That's Saul's doing,' thought George. 'Good fellow! What will become of him during the
time I am away?' As he and Bessie stood linked in a close embrace, the soft strains
floated through the air into their hearts.

"There shall be no secrets between us, George, in our own home, sweet home!'

'None, darling.'

'And you'll not be angry with me for saying something?"

'What can my dear girl say to make me angry? and at such a time!"'

"Then tell me, Georgeabout Tottie.'

"The dear little thing! What about her, dearest?’

'George, is she an orphan?’

How long seemed the interval before he replied! Tickticktickwent the clock, so slowly! O,
so slowly, now!

'No, Bessie.'

How strangely his voice sounded! But he held her closer to him, and she had no power
to free herself from his embrace. Indeed, she would have fallen had he loosed her.

'Do not be angry with me, George,' she whispered, slowly and painfully. 'She has a father
living?"

Another long, long pause, and then, 'Yes,' from George, in the same strange tone.
"Tell me his name, George.'

He held her from him suddenly, and with his hands upon her shoulders, looked her
steadily in the face. But her eyes drooped in the light of his earnest gaze.

'T cannot, Bessie,' he said; 'T must not. When we are married I will tell you all. There
shall be no secrets between us in our home, sweet home. Till then, be satisfied.'

Softer came the dear old air to Bessie's ears. But the tenderer meaning in it was gone for
her. She turned from her lover petulantly.



'I did not think you would refuse me this, George.'
Wiser, stronger, than she, he said,

'Do not let this trivial matter come between us, my dear;' and would have taken her to
his heart again, but she did not meet him as before. 'This trivial matter!"' Was he so lost
to honour and to love for her? Something of her mind he saw in her face, and it made his
blood hot. 'Good God,' he thought, 'is it possible she suspects me?' Then he strove to
soothe her, but she would not be soothed. She said but little now; but her face was white
with misery; doubt tore at the wound in her heart. She knew the pain she was inflicting
upon him by the pain she felt herself. But she could not yield; she could not say, 'T know
you are true to me. I will be satisfied, and will wait." So his efforts were vain, and two
o'clock struck, and their agony was not over. The tolling of the bell, however, brought to
him the picture of his father and mother waiting up at home for him. 'T must go,' he said
hurriedly. 'Goodbye, dear Bessie, and God bless you! Trust to me, and believe that no
girl ever had more faithful lover.'

In spite of her coldness, he pressed her close to his breast, and whispered assurances of
his love and faithfulness. Then tore himself away, and left her almost fainting in the
shop, love and doubt fighting a sickening battle in her heart.



YOU ALONE, AND MY MOTHER, ARE TRUE; ALL THE REST OF THE
WORLD IS FALSE.

The night was very cold, and George felt the keen wind a relief. He took off his hat, and
looked around. The street was still and quiet; the last strains of 'Home, sweet home,' had
been played, and the players had departed. All but one, and he waited at the end of the
street for George to come up to him.

"'What, Saul!’

'George!'

Bread and Cheese and Kisses

They clasped hands.

'T am glad you are here, Saul. I should not have liked to go without wishing you
goodbye.'

'T waited for you, George. I knew you were in there. Mother and father sitting up for you,
I suppose?"

'Yes. In a few hours I shall go from here; then I shall be alone!'
'As I am, George.'
'Nay, Saul, you have Jane.'

'She has left me, dear woman. I may never see her face again. It is for my good, George,
that she has done this. You do not know how low we have sunk. George,' and here his
voice fell to a whisper, 'at times we have been almost starving! It could not go on like
this, and she has left me, and taken service somewhere in the country. She has done
right. As I suffer, as I stretch out my arms in vain for her, as I look round the walls of my
garret and am desolate in the light of my misery, I feel and confess she has done right.
Here is her letter. Come to the lamp; there is light enough to read it by.'

George read the letter, and returned it to Saul, saying, 'Yes, she is right. What do you
intend to do?"



'God knows. To try if I can see any way. But all is dark before me now, George.'
'T wish I could help you, Saul.'

'T know, I know. You are my only friend. If it ever be in my power to repay you for what
you have done' He dashed the tears from his eyes, and stood silent for a few moments,
holding George's hand in his. 'George,' he said, in unsteady tones, 'in times gone by you
and I have had many good conversations; we passed happy hours together. Words that
have passed between us are in my mind now.'

'In mine too, Saul.’

'We had once,' continued Saul in the same strange unsteady tones, 'a conversation on
friendship. I remember it well, and the night on which it took place. We walked up and
down Westminsterbridge, and stopped now and then, gazing at the lights on the water.
There is something grand and solemn in that sight, George; I do not know why, but it
always brings to my mind a dim idea of death and immortality. The lights stretch out
and out, smaller and smaller, until not a glimmer can be seen; darkness succeeds them
as death does life. But the lights are there, George, although our vision is too limited to
see them. You remember that conversation, George?'

'As if it had taken place this night, Saul. I can see the lights, and the darkness that
follows them.'

'We agreed then upon the quality of friendship, but gave utterance to many generalities.'
Saul paused awhile, and then said slowly, 'T am considering, George, whether I rightly
understand the duties that lie in friendship.'

'Faithfulness, trustfulness.’

'Yes, those; and other things as well. Say that you had a friend, and had learnt
something, had seen something, of which he is ignorant, and which he should know; say
it is something that you would keep from your friend if you were false instead of true to

him'

'I should be a traitor to friendship,’ interrupted George warmly, 'if I kept it from him. If I
were truly his friend, I should seek him out and say what I had learnt, what I had seen.'

'Even if it contained pain, George; even if it would hurt him to know?"'



'Even if it contained pain; even if it would hurt him to know. There is often pain in
friendship; there is often pain in love. You have felt this, Saul, yourself. I have too, dear
friend! Often into life's sweetness and tenderness pain creeps, and we do not know how
it got there.'

George uttered this in a gentle tone; he was thinking of Bessie. 'Come, friend,' he said,
seeing that Saul hesitated to speak, 'you have something to tell your friend. If you are
true to him, tell it.’

Thus urged, Saul said: 'First answer me this. When did you first think of emigrating?"'
'l did not think of it at all, before it was put in my head.'
'By whom?"

'By young Mr. Million. One night, not very long ago now, he met me, and got into
conversation with me. Trade had been a little slack, and I had had a few idle days. This
made me fret, for I saw that if things went on in the same way it might be years before I
could save enough to buy furniture to make a home for Bessie. I let this out in
conversation with young Mr. Million, and he sympathised with me, and said it was a
shame, but that if he were in my place he would put himself in a position to marry his
sweetheart in less than a year. How? I asked. By emigrating, he said. It staggered me, as
you may guess, Saul. The idea of going away had never entered my head. He went on to
say that his father took a great interest in working men, and was very interested also in
emigration; that only that morning his father had mentioned my name and had said that
he had a passage ticket for the very ship that is going out of the Mersey tomorrow,
Sauland that if I had a mind to better myself, he would give the ticket to me. I thanked
him, and told him I would think of it. Well, I did think of it, and I read about wages over
the water, and saw that I could do what he said. He gave me the ticket, and that's how it
came about.'

'George,' said Saul pityingly, for things that were at present dark to George seemed clear
to him, 'Mr. Million never heard your name until this morning.'

'Stop!' exclaimed George, passing his hand over his eyes with a bewildered air. 'Speak
slowly. I don't know that I understand you. Say that again.'

Saul repeated: 'Mr. Million never heard your name until this morning. I went to his
house, thinking that as he had helped you, he might help me; and he scoffed at me, and
taunted me bitterly. He had no more to do with getting your ticket than I had. Every
word young Mr. Million told you about the passage and about his father was false.’



'Good God!' cried George. 'What could be his motive, then, in telling me these things,
and in obtaining this passage ticket for me?'

"Think, George,' said Saul; 'there is such a thing as false kindness. He may have a motive
in wishing you away. I could say more, but I cannot bring my tongue to utter it.'

'You must, Saul, you must!' cried George, in a voice that rang through the street. They
had walked as they conversed, and they were now standing outside his mother's house.
'You must! By the friendship I have borne for you! By the memory of what I have done
for you!' The door of his house was opened as he spoke. His mother had heard his voice,
and the agony in it, and came to the door. George saw her standing there, looking
anxiously towards him, and he said in a voice thick with pain, 'Stay here until I come
out. By the love you bear to Jane, stop until I come. My mother will knowshe is
farseeing, and I may have been blind.'

He hurried to his mother, and went into the house with her. For full half an hour Saul
waited in suspense, and at the end of that time George came out of the house, staggering
like a drunken man. Saul caught him, and held him up. His face was as the face of death;
a strong agony dwelt in it.

'T have heard something,' he said, in a tone that trembled with passion and pain and
weakness. 'My mother has doubted for a long time past. She took a letter from him
secretly tonight! Those earrings she wore he gave her. O, my God! Tell me, you, what
more you know! By the memory of all you hold dear, tell me!'

'George, my dear,' said Saul, in a broken voice, 'a few moments after I quitted Mr.
Million's house, I saw her enter it.'

A long, long silence followed. The stars and the moon shone brightly, but there was no
light in the heavens for George. A sob broke from him, and another, and another.

'For God's sake,' exclaimed Saul, 'for your mother's sake, who suffers now a grief as keen
as yours, bear up! Dear friend, if I could lay down my life for you, I would!'

'T know it. You alone, and my mother, are true; all the rest of the world is false! He
wished to get rid of me, did he, and this was a trap! The false lying dog! But when I meet
him! See here! Here is the ticket he gave me. If I had him before me now, I would do to
him as I do to this'



He crumpled the paper in his hand, and tore it fiercely in twain. Saul caught his arm,
and stayed its destruction.

'No, no, George!' he cried, but his cry was like a whisper. 'Don't destroy it! Give it, O,
give it to me! Remember the letter that Jane wrote to me. Think of the future that is
open to me, to her, unless I can see a way. The way is here! Here is my salvation! Let me
go instead of you!' He fell upon his knee's and raised his hands tremblingly, as if the
DeathAngel were before him, and he was not prepared. 'If I live, I will repay you, so help
me, the Great God!'

George muttered, 'Take it. For me it is useless. May it bring you the happiness that I
have lost!'

Saul kissed his friend's hand, which fell from his grasp. When he looked up, his friend
was gone. And the light in the heavens that George could not see, shone on the face of
the kneeling man.



PART II.

THEY SAW, UPON ONE OF THE NEAREST PEAKS, A MAN STANDING,
WITH SUNSET COLOURS ALL AROUND HIM.

We are in the land of a thousand hills. Height is piled upon height, range upon range.
The white crests of the mountains cut sharp lines in the clear cold air, and the few trees
that are dotted about stand like sentinels on the watch. On one of the far heights, some
trees, standing in a line, look like soldiers that have halted for rest; and the clumps of
bush that lie in the valleys and on the sides of the hills are like wearied regiments
sleeping.

In dear old England the roses are blooming, and the sun is shining; but here it is night,
and snowshadows rest on the mountains and gullies. Among the seemingly interminable
ranges, icepeaks glitter like diamond eyes. Round about us where we stand there is but
little wood growth; but in the far distance, beyond the eye's reach, are forests of trees,
from the branches of which garlands of icicles hang fantastically; and down in the
depths the beautiful fernleaves are rimmed with frosted snow. We are in the new world.

Creation might have been but yesterday. Even these white canvas tents, lying in the lap
of Night, in the centre of the forest of peaks, do not dispel the illusion. They are
clustered in the saddle of a gully almost hidden from sight by jealous upland. But look
within, and you will see that the old world is marching on to the new. Sturdy men,
asleep upon canvas beds, are resting from their toil. Some are from old Devon,
England's garden land; some from the Cornwall mines; some from the motherland's
fevered cities. Rest, tired workers! Sleep for a little while, strong, brownbearded men!
Over your spirits, as you dream and sometimes smile, it may be that the eternal light of
a new childhood is slowly breaking!

Hark! What cry is this that reaches the ear? Come nearer. A baby's voice! And now we
can hear the soft voice of the mother, singing her child to sleep with an old familiar
nursery rhyme. Dear words! Dear memories! Sweet thread of life! When it snaps, the
world is dark, and its tenderness and beauty have departed from our souls. The mother's
soft voice is like a rill dancing down a hill in the sun's eye. How sweet it sounds!

What brings these men, women, and children here among the wilds? For answer,
takebriefly toldwhat is not a legend, but veritable newworld history.



Two men, adventurers from the old world, attracted thence by the news of gold
discoveries, travelled into new country in search of an eldorado which they could keep to
themselves until their fortunes were made. They travelled over mountain and plain, and
searched here and searched there, for weeks and months without success, until, almost
starving and penniless, they found themselves on the banks of a swiftlyflowing river.
This river, here wide, here narrow, here confined between rocky precipices, here
widening on the plains, presented strange contrasts during the year. In the winter, the
mountain snows which fed it came tumbling furiously over the rocks; then its waters
rushed madly through the defiles and overflowed the plains. In the summer, peace came
to it; the warm sun made it drowsy, and it fell asleep. It curled itself up in its bed, as it
were, and left its banks bare and dry. The snowtorrents from the mountains brought
with them something rarer than snowgold. The precious metal grew in the mountain
rocks, and when the furious water tore it from its home, and carried it to the river, it
sank into the river's bed and banks, and enriched every fissure and crevice in its stony
bottom. When the two adventurers camped by the river's side it was summer, and the
banks were dry. They tried for gold, and found it. In a few hours they unearthed twenty
ounces, and they looked at each other with wild eyes. Not a soul was within many miles
of them; only the birds and the insects knew their secret. But they could not work
without food. Some twenty miles from the scene of their discovery was a sheepfarming
station. Thither they walked in the night, so that they might not be observed, and slept
during the day. Pleading poverty, they bought at the station a little meat and flour, and
walked in the daylight away from the river. But when night fell, they warily retraced
their steps, and crept through the dark like thieves, until they came to the precious
banks. For weeks and months they worked in secret, and lived like misers, never daring
to light a fire, for fear the smoke might be seen; the very wind was their enemy. Their
flesh wasted, their faces became haggard, their hair grew tangled and matted, they
became holloweyed; and when, after many months of suffering, they had amassed as
much pure gold as they could carry, they walked painfully and wearily through bush and
plain for a hundred and sixty miles, until they came to a city with a few thousand
inhabitants, where, skeletons among men, they told their story, and for the first time
showed their treasure. Delirium seized the city; men became almost frantic with
excitement; and the next day half the inhabitants were making preparations to journey
to Tom Tiddler's ground. Surely enough the river's banks proved a veritable goldmine;
and after a time fresh discoveries were made. Came there one day a man, almost dead,
from the snow mountains, with lumps of gold in his pockets; but the perils of those
regions were great, and men thought twice before they ventured. Life, after all, is more
precious than gold. Some adventurers went forth: and never returned to tell their story.
Then it was said they were killed by starvation, not by the perils of the weather; or
because they had no guns, and tents, and blankets with them. Said some, 'Let us take
food sufficient for months, and whatever else is necessary.' They took more; they took



wives, those who had them. Believe me, woman was worth more than her weight in gold.
So in the summer they went into Campbell's Ranges, and pitched their tents there. And
those they left behind them, wrapt in their eager hunt for gold, forgot them for a time.
The town nearest to the Ranges was many miles away; it was composed of a couple of
score of tents and huts, and perhaps two hundred persons lived there. Wandered into it,
looking about him strangely, wistfullyfor oldworld's ways were upon him, and oldworld
thoughts were stirring in his minda man, tall, blueeyed, strong; No man is long a
stranger in the new world, and this wayfarer talked to one and another, and heard from
a butcher the story of the two adventurers working on the river's banks until they were
worn to skin and bone.

'But they got gold!' exclaimed the newcomer.
'Almost more than they could carry,' was the answer.

The man looked about him restlessly; the eager longing of his soul was for gold, but in
him it was no base craving.

'If one could get into the mountains now," he said, 'where the gold comes from!'
Said the butcher: 'Some went, and didn't come back.'
"They lie over there?' said the man, looking towards the hills.

'Ay,' replied the butcher, 'them's Campbell's Ranges, There's a party prospecting there
now, I've heard. They'll get gold, sure; but it requires courage.'

'Courage!' exclaimed the man, not scornfully and arrogantly, but sweetly and gently.
'Who dares not, deserves not. And when a great thing is at stake! Thank you, mate.
Goodday!'

And then he walked in the direction of Campbell's Ranges, stopping to buy a little flour
on his way. He could not afford much; his means were very small.

The rough diggers often spoke among themselves of the manner of his first coming to
them. They were working in the gullies, which were rich with gold; some were
burrowing at the bottom of their mines, some were standing by the windlasses, hauling
up the precious dirt. They had been working so from sunrise, and their hearts were light;
for the future was as glowing as the bright colours of the sun were when they turned out
to workas glowing as the beautiful colours in the sky were now. It was sunset. The



golddiggers standing in the sun's light, with strong chests partly bared, with strong arms
wholly so, were working with a will. Now and then snatches of song burst from their
lips, now and then jests and goodhumoured words were flung from one to the other. The
women were busy outside their tents, lighting fires to prepare for supper; three or four
children were playing with a goat and a dog; a catyes, a cat!stepped cautiously out of a
tent, and gazed solemnly about. And all around them and above them were the grand
hills and mountains, stretching for miles on every side. It was a wonderful life amidst
wonderful scenes. Close contact with the grandeur of nature and with its sublime
influences humanised many of the rough men, and melted them to awe and tenderness.
The hills were full of echoes; when the thunder came the titanic hollows sent the news
forth and brought it back again: it was like God's voice speaking with eternal majesty. As
the diggers looked up from their work, they saw, upon one of the nearest peaks, a man
standing, with sunset colours all around him.



MORE PRECIOUS THAN GOLD, PURER THAN DIAMONDS, ARE THESE
SWEET AND DELICATE WAYS.

Their first thought was, 'Is he alone? Are there more behind him?' for they were jealous
of being overwhelmed by numbers. He looked down upon the busy workers, and with
slow and painful steps came across the hills, and down the valley towards them. Pale,
patientlooking, footsore, ragged, and with deep lines on his face, he stood in the midst of
them, a stranger among the hills.

'Are these Campbell's Ranges?' he asked humbly.

'Yes, mate.'

The man who answered him had just emptied a bucket of freshdug earth on to a little
hillock by the side of his mine. The stranger saw specks of gold among it. There was no
envy in the look that came into his eyes. It was like a prayer.

'Where do you come from?' asked the golddigger.

The stranger mentioned the name of the town.

'Did you come in search of us?'

'T heard that there was a party of men working in Campbell's Ranges, and that there was
plenty of gold here; so I came.'

'By yourself?'
'By myself. I know no one. I have been but a short time in the colony.'
'You have no tent?’

'T had no money to buy one." He murmured these words in so soft a tone that the
golddigger did not hear them.

'"No blankets?'

'For the same reason.'



Again he murmured the reply, so that the questioner did not know his destitute
condition.

'No pick or shovel?'
The stranger shook his head sadly, and was turning away, when the golddigger said:
'Well, mate, the place is open to all; but we want to keep ourselves as quiet as possible.'

'T shall tell no one.'

Bread and Cheese and Kisses

He turned from the worker, and sat himself upon the ground at a short distance from
the human hive, out of hearing. The golddiggers spoke to one another, and looked at
him, but made no advance towards him. The women also raised their heads and cast
many a curious glance at the stranger, who sat apart from them. He, on his part, sent
many a wistful glance in their direction, and watched the fires and the children playing.
Behind the hills sank the sun, and night drained the fiery peaks of every drop of blood.
Before the hills grew white, the golddiggers left off work, and contrary to their usual
custom, took their buckets and tools to their tents, and took the ropes from their
windlasses. There was a stranger near them.

'He seems decent,' said the women.
'You can never tell,' replied the men, shaking their heads in doubt.

Now and then they came from their tents to see if the stranger were still there. He had
not moved. It was from no want of humanity that they did not call to him, and offer him
food and a shelter. How did they know that he did not belong to a party of bushrangers,
whose object was plunder? They let off their firearms and reloaded them. But if they had
known this man's heart and mind; if they had known that he was penniless, friendless,
that his feet were sore, and that he had not tasted food since yesternight; if they had
known the trouble of his soul, and the dim hope which kept up his heart and his
strengththey would have played the part of good Samaritans without a moment's
hesitation. The darker shadows came down upon the valleys, and wrapt the man and his
misery from their gaze and comprehension. They could see the faint outline of his form:
nothing more. What were his thoughts during this time? "They suspect me; it is natural.
If T can keep my strength, I may find gold tomorrow, and then they will sell me food



perhaps. If notthere are women among them. I may be able to touch their hearts.' He
gazed around and above himat the solemn hills, at the solemn sky, and thought, 'For
myself I should be content to die here, and now. But for herfor her! Give me strength,
great Godsustain me!' He knelt, and buried his face in his hands; and when the moon
rose, as it did soon after, it shone upon his form. A woman, standing at the door of her
tent, was the first to see him in his attitude of supplication. She hurried in to her
husband, who was nursing a little daughter on his knee.

'David," she said, 'that man is praying. There can be no harm in him, and he has no
shelter. He may be in want of food.'

'Poor man!' said the little daughter.

The father lifted her gently from his knee, and went out without a word. The touch of a
hand upon his shoulder roused the stranger, and he looked into David's face.

'What are you doing?' asked David.

'Praying.’

'For what?'

'For strength, for comfort I need both. Turn your face from me! I am breaking down!'

A great sob came from the stranger's heart. David, with averted face, stood steady and
silent for full five minutes. Then placed his hand upon the stranger's shoulder, and
spoke:

'Come with me. I can give you a shelter tonight. My wife sent me to you.'

'God bless her!'

'Amen. Come, mate.'

The stranger rose, and they walked together to the tent, where the woman and child

awaited them. The stranger took off his capit was in tattersand looked at the woman and
her child, and stooped and kissed the little girl, who put her hand on his face, and said

pityingly:

'Poor man! Are you hungry?'



'Yes, my child.’

That the man and the woman should turn their backs suddenly upon him and make a
perfectly unnecessary clatter, and become unnecessarily busy, touched the stranger's
sensitive heart, and the unspoken words were in his mind, 'God be thanked! There is
much good in the world.'

More precious than gold, purer than diamonds, are these sweet and delicate ways.

'Now, David,' cried the woman briskly, 'supper's ready.'

And David and his wife, notwithstanding that they had made their meal an hour ago, sat
down with the stranger, and ate and drank with him. When supper was over, David said:

'We'll not talk tonight; you must be tired. You slept out last night, I suppose?"

'Yes.'

'And without a blanket, I'll bet!'

'Yes.'

'A good night's rest will do you good.'

Upon this hint his wife brought some blankets, and gave them to the stranger. She and
her husband and child slept in the back part of the small tent, the wall of division being

strips of green baize. Before turning in, David said:

'You had best have a look round you in the morning; I can lend you a pick and shovel.
My name's David.'

'Mine is Saul Fielding.'

By his patience and gentleness he soon made his way to the hearts of the residents in
this small colony. First, the children loved him; the liking of the mothers followed
naturally; and within a month every man there was his friend. Love is not hard to win.
Try, you who doubt. Try, with gentleness and kindness, and with charitable heart.



It is full three months after Saul' Fielding's introduction to the small settlement in
Campbell's Ranges. Of human beings there are fifty souls, all told. Four
womenwivesseven children, and thirtynine men. Of other living creatures there are at
least a dozen dogs(what is your goldfield without its dogs?)three goats, wise, as all goats
are, in their generation, a large number of poultry (some of them in the shell), and a cat.
The shade of Whittington would rejoice if it knew that this cat cost an ounce of goldand
a pinch over.

It is June and winter, and the snowseason is in its meridian. The workers are
snowbound; the heights all around them are more than mandeep in snow. But they have
no fear. They have made wise preparations for the coming of the enemy, and up to the
present time they have escaped hurt. They have wood and provisions to last them for full
six months. That they are cut off from the world for a time daunts them not. Their
courage is of the Spartan kind. They have been successful far beyond their expectations,
and nearly every man there is worth his hundred ounces of gold. Some have more, a few
less. Saul has eighty ounces, and he keeps it next to his heart, sewn in his blue serge
shirt David's wife reproved him once for carrying the weight about.

'It is nearly seven pounds weight, Saul Fielding,' she said; it must weigh you down.'
'Weigh me down, David's wife! he replied, with a sweet look in his eyes. 'It is a feather's
weight. It bears me up! It is not mine; it belongs to the dearest woman in the world. The
little bag that contains it contains my salvation!'

David and Saul were mates; they dug and shared, and he lived with the father, mother,
and child. The man he called David, the woman David's wife, the child David's daughter.

He said to David's wife one day:

'When I go home and join my dear woman, she and I every night of our lives will call
down a blessing for David and David's wife, and David's daughter.'

He often said things to David's wife that brought tears to her eyes.

'We shall go home, too,' said David's wife, 'and we shall see her.'

'Please God,' returned Saul, and whispered, 'Come, happy time!'

How tender his heart grew during this time! How he blessed God for His goodness!
What beauty he saw in every evidence of the great Creator! He made the rough men

better, and often in the evening they would gather round him while he read to them, and
talked with them. The Sabbathday, from the time he came among them, was never



passed without prayer. And so they had gone on during the summer and the autumn,
digging and getting gold, singing songs to the hills while they dug and delved; the men
had built stronger huts for the women and children, in anticipation of the winter, and
they all lived happily together. Then the snow began to fall. It came light at first, and
dropped softly to the ground round about the huts of the small community, as if it were
bringing to them a message of love from the clear bright sky. They laughed when they
saw it, for it warmed their hearts with visions of the dear old land over the seas. It
brought back to them memories of their schoolboy days. 'After the snow,' they said, 'the
primroses;' and in their fancy they saw the old country's sweet flower: The children
played with it, and pelted each other with snowballs, and the men joined in the sport.
The goats scampered up the hills in mad delight, and sent snowsprays in the air with
their hoofs. The women looked on lovingly, and the little gully was filled with pleasant
mirth; and the echoes laughed after them. At night they clustered round their fires, and
raised up pictures for the future. They talked of their gold, not greedily, but gratefully;
they blessed the land which gave them its treasures willingly; and in their dreams they
dreamed of dear old England and of the dear faces at homethe dear old faces which
would smile upon them again by and by, please God! And while they dreamt, and while
their hearts were light, and while within them reigned the peace which came from
pleasant thought, the soft snow fell and fell. Day after day passed, week after week, and
still it fell. After many weeks had thus passed, Saul woke in terror one night. He did not
know what, had occasioned the fear that was upon him. Was it caused by a dream? He
could remember none. He felt as if a spirit's voice had spoken to him. He rose and
listened. He heard nothing. Everything around was wrapt in peace and silence. Softly he
dressed himself, so as not to disturb the sleepers, and went out of the tent. The snow
was falling fast. How white and pure were the hills! In the far distance they and the sky
seemed one. He took a pole, and feeling his way carefully, walked across the near hills,
ankle deep, knee deep, waist deep, breast deep. And yet he had not walked far, not five
hundred yards. The terror that was upon him now assumed a tangible shape. He was in
a snow prison! Nature held him fast; had built up barriers between him and Jane. Was it
destined that he should never get away from these snowbound hills? Suppose the snow
continued to fall for weeks and months! 'Jane!' he cried. And the echoes cried 'Jane!
Jane!' dying away mournfully. The sound frightened him, and he called no more. Then
his reason came back to him. They could keep the snow away from their tents; all they
had to do was to shovel it down; all they had to do was to be vigilant. He comforted
himself with this thought, and slowly, painfully, retraced his steps to his tent, and crept
among his blankets again. As he lay, he heard a moan. How every little sound frightened
him! It was but the wind. But the moan grew louder, grew into a shriek, and rushed past
the tent, and over the hills, like an angry spirit. And it brought the SnowDrift with it! But
he did not think of that, as he lay shivering. He did not know the new danger that
threatened him. 'God shield you, dear woman!' he murmured, as he fell into a doze. 'God
bring me to you!'



All night long the wind shrieked and whistled through the tents; the men, tired out with
their exertions, did not wake. But the women did, and lay and trembled. David's wife
awoke.

'David!' she whispered, but he did not hear her.
'What's the matter, mother?' murmured her daughter.

'Nothing, child, nothing. It's only the wind. Hush! we mustn't wake father. Go to sleep,
darling!'

The sun rose late the next morning, and a dim bloodveil was in the sky, which made
some of them think that it was night still. The miners found the snow round their huts to
be three feet deep. They looked anxious at this.

'We can master the snow,' they whispered to one another, 'but the snowdrift will master

us.

Even as they spoke, the wind, which had lulled, began to moan again, and before they
had been working an hour shovelling away the snow, the windstorm, bringing the snow
with it from the heights over which it rushed, blinded them, and drove them into their
tents for shelter. They could not hold their feet. 'Let us hope it'll not last long,' they said;
and they took advantage of every lull to work against their enemy, not like men, but like
heroes.

"What makes you so downcast, Saul?' asked David; he had not begun to lose heart.

Saul looked in silence at David's wife and David's daughter; they were at the far end of
the hut.

'You are not frightened, Saul, surely?' said David.

'Not for my self, David,' whispered Saul. 'But tell me. What kind of love do you bear for
your wife and child?' David's look was sufficient answer. 'T have a perfect love for a
woman also, David. If she were here, as your wife is with you, I could bear it, and so
could she. David, we are beset by a terrible danger. Listen to the wind. I am afraid we
may never get out of this.'

David's lips quivered, but he shook away the fear.



'We mustn't lose heart, Saul, and we must keep this danger from the wife and little one.
There's men's work before us, and we must do itlike men!'

"Trust me, David,' said Saul; 'my heart beats to the pulse of a willing hand;' and said no
more.

The windstorm continued all the day with such violence, that it was impossible for the
men to work. As the day advanced, the bloodveil in the sky died away, and when the
night came, the moon's light shone clear and cruel, bright and pitiless.

Worn out with hard toil and anxiety, Saul Fielding lay down that night, and tried to
sleep. 'T must have strength for tomorrow,' he thought. The fierce wind had grown faint,
and it moaned now among the hills like a weak child. Saul smiled gladly, and accepted it
as a good omen. He hugged his gold close, and vowed that he would not risk another
season of such danger. 'If I do not get an ounce more,' he thought, 'T will be content.
What I have will be sufficient for the home and for Jane. Jane, dear Jane!" Her name
always came to him like a prayer, and with 'Jane' on his lips, and 'Jane' in his thoughts,
he fell asleep and dreamt of her. He dreamt that he and the others had escaped from
their snowprison, and that he was on his way home. Blue waters were beneath him,
bright clouds were above him, a fresh breeze was behind him, and the ship dipped into
the sea and rose from it, like a lighthearted god. The sailors were singing, and he sang
with them as he lent a hand with the ropes. He looked across the sea and saw Jane
standing on a faroff shore, with glad face turned towards him. 'T am coming, Jane! he
cried, and she smiled, and held out her arms to him. Nearer and nearer he approached
to the haven of his hopes; nearer and nearer, until, although they were divided by many
miles of water, he could speak to her, and hear her speak. 'See!' he cried, and held out
his bag of gold. As she raised her eyes with thankfulness to the heavens, David's wife and
David's daughter appeared suddenly by his side. 'Here are the friends who saved me,
Jane,' he cried. 'David is below, asleep, and his wife is here, knowing your story and
mine. She insists upon saying that you are her sister; she is a good woman. The shame of
the past is gone.' As he said these words, a sudden and terrible wind sprang up; and the
dark clouds, rushing down from the heavens, shut Jane from his sight. In a moment
everything was changed. The ship seemed as if it were being torn to pieces; the waters
rose; and the cries of the sailors were indistinguishable amidst the roaring of the wind.
'My God!' he heard David's wife cry, and at that moment he awoke, and rising swiftly to
his feet, saw a candle alight in the tent, and David's wife standing in her nightdress on
his side of the green baize which divided the tent. Her face was white with terror. 'My
God!' she cried again; 'we are lost!' The storm that had arisen in his dream was no fancy.
It was raging now among the hills furiously.

'Go into your room,' said Saul hurriedly. 'I will be dressed in a minute.'



In less than that space of time he was up and dressed, and then David tore the green
baize aside.

'Saul,' he said, 'this is terrible!" And stepping to Saul's side, whispered, 'If this continues
long, our grave is here.'

Saul went to the door of the tent, and tried to open it; he could not. The wind had
brought with it thousands and thousands of tons of snow from the heights, and they
were, walled up. Saul felt all round the sides of the tent. The snow was manhigh. Only
the frail drill of which the tent was made kept it from falling in, and burying them. In an
instant Saul comprehended their dread peril.

"The tree!' he cried, as if an inspiration had fallen upon him. "The tree!’

Just outside the tent, between it and the tent next to it, stood a great pinetree, the only
tree among the tents. Many a time had it been suggested to cut down this tree for
firewood, but David had prevented it. 'Wait," he had said, 'until we want it; when
firewood runs short, and we can't get it elsewhere, it will be time enough.' So the tree
had been saved from the axe, and stood there like a giant, defying the storm, Saul piled
up the rough seats and the tables which comprised the furniture of the tent, and
climbing to the top of them, cut a great hole in the roof of the tent. It was daylight above,
and the snow was falling fast Saul saw the noble tree standing fast and firm in the midst
of the storm. With a desperate leap he caught a branch, and raised himself above the
tent. And when he looked upon the awful scene, upon the cruel white snow in which the
tents all around him were embedded, and nearly buried, his heart throbbed
despairingly.

But this was no time for despair. It was the time for action. When he had secured his
position in the tree, he stooped over the tent.

'David!" he cried. David's voice answered him.

"This is our only chance,' he said loudly; he spoke slowly and distinctly, so that those
within the tent might hear him. 'Here we maybe able to find safety until the storm
abates and the snow subsides. Listen to me, and do exactly as I say. Get some provisions
together and some water; and the little brandy that is left. Make them up in a bundle.
Tie rope and cord round it, and let me have it. Quickly!'

Before he finished speaking, David's wife was busy attending to his instructions.



'Answer me, Saul,' cried David. 'What do you see of our mates?'
Saul groaned, 'Do not ask me, David! Let us thank God that this tree was left standing.'

David climbed on to the table in a few minutes, with the bundle of provisions in his
hands. He was lifting it for Saul to take hold when the pile upon which he was standing
gave way, and he fell heavily to the ground.

At this moment, a movement in the tent nearest to the tree arrested Saul's attention.
One of the men inside had thought also of the tree, and had adopted Saul's expedient of
cutting through the roof of the tent. His head now appeared above the rent. He saw Saul,
but he was too far away to reach the tree.

'Give me a hand, mate!' he cried. 'Give me a hand, for God's sake!'

'One moment,' replied Saul, deeply anxious for the fate of David, for he heard the
generoushearted digger groan, and heard David's wife sobbing. 'Keep your hold and
stand firm for a little while. You are safe there for a time. There is something here in my
own tent I must see to at once.' Then he called, 'David! David! Are you hurt?'

The voice of David's wife answered him with sobs and cries. '"He can't move, Saul! He
can't move! O, my poor dear David! He has broken his leg, he says, and his back is hurt.

What shall I do? O, what shall I do?'

But although she asked this question, shetrue wife and woman as she waswas attending
to the sufferer, not thinking of herself.

'God pity us!' groaned Saul, and raised his hand to the storm. 'Pity us! pity us! he cried.
But the pitiless snow fell, and the soft flakes danced in the air.

Then Saul cried, 'David's wife! The child! the child!'

'Let me be, wife,' said David; 'T am easier now. Pile up those seats again; make them
firm. Don't hurry. I can wait I am in no pain. Lift our little daughter to Saul, and the

provisions afterwards.'

She obeyed him; she piled the seats one above another. Then brought the child to David.
He took her in his arms, and kissed her again and again.'

'My pet! my darling!" he moaned. 'Kiss father, little one!’



And the rough man pressed this link of love to his heart, and kissed her face, her hands,
her neck, her lips.

'Now, wife,' he said, and resigned their child to her. David's wife stood silent for a few
moments with the child in her arms, and murmured a prayer over her, and blessed her,
and then, keeping down her awful grief bravely like a brave woman, climbed to the
height, and raised her arms to Saul with the child in them. Only her bare arms could be
seen above the tent's roof.

'Come, little one," said Saul, and stooping down, at the risk of his life, clutched the child
from the mother's arms, and heard the mother's heartbroken sobs.

'Is she safe, Saul?'
'She is safe, dear woman.'

Other heads rose from other tents and turned despairingly about. But no help for them
was near. They were in their grave.

David's wife raised the provisions to Saul, and went down to her husband.
'Wife,' said David, 'leave me, and see if you can reach Saul. It will be difficult, but you
may be able to manage it.'

Bread and Cheese and Kisses

She looked at him tenderly.

'My place is here, David," she said; 'T shall stay with you, and trust to God. Our child is
safe, in the care of a good man.'

He tried to persuade her, but she shook her head sweetly and sadly, and simply said, 'I
know my duty.' He could say no more, for the next moment he swooned, his pain was so
great. Then his wife knelt by him, and raised his head upon her lap.

Meanwhile, the man in the next tent who had called to Saul to give him a hand had not
been idle. He found a plank and was raising it to the roof, with the purpose of resting it
upon a branch of the tree. As with more than a man's strength he lifted the plank



forward, Saul heard a thud beneath him, and looking down saw that the walls of the tent
in which David and his wife were had given way, and that the snow was toppling over.
He turned his head; he was powerless to help them. The tears ran down his face and
beard, and he waited, awestruck by the terror of the time. He thought he heard the voice
of David's wife cry,

'Goodbye, my child! God preserve you!'

In a choking voice, he said solemnly to David's little daughter,

'Say, God bless you, mother and father!'

"The child repeated the words in a whisper, and nestled closer to Saul, and said,
'T'm so cold! Where's mother and father? Why don't they come up?

Saul, with a shiver, looked down. Nothing of David or of David's wife did he see. The
tent was not in sight. The snow had covered it. And still it fell, and still it drifted.

The digger who occupied the next tent had fined his plank; not a moment was to be lost;
his tent was cracking. Creeping along the plank, with the nervous strength of
desperation, clinging to it like a cat, he reached the tree and was saved for a time. As he
reached it, the plank slipped into the snow. And still it fell, and rose higher and higher.
Men signalled to each other from tent to tent, and bade God bless each other, for they
felt that, unless the snowdrift and snowfall should instantly cease, there was no hope for
them. But still it fell; fell softly into the holes in the canvas roofs and sides, into the
chambers below; crept up to them inch by inch; wrapt yellow gold and mortal flesh in
soft shrouds of white, and hid the adventurers from the light of day.

Only three remained. Soul, and David's little daughter, in the uppermost branches of the
tree. The digger from the nearest tent clinging to a lower branch.

This man was known by the name of Edward Beaver; a silent man at best, and one who
could not win confidence readily. His face was covered with hair fast turning gray.
Between him and Saul but little intercourse had taken place. Saul had not been attracted
by Beaver's manner, although often when he looked at the man, a strange impression
came upon him that he knew the face. Saul spoke to Beaver once, and asked him where
he cane from; but Beaver answered him roughly, and Saul spoke to him no more. In this
dread time, however, Beaver's tongue was loosened.



"This is awful,' he said, looking up at Saul.

Saul looked down upon the white face which was upturned to his, and the same strange
impression of its being familiar to him stole upon him like a subtle vapour. An agonising
fear was expressed in Beaver's countenance; he was frightened of death. He was weak,
too, having just come out of a low fever, and it needed all his strength to keep his footing
on the tree.

'Do you think we shall die here?' he asked.

'T see no hope,' replied Saul, pressing David's little daughter to his breast. The child had
fallen to sleep. Saul's soul was too much troubled for converse, and the morning passed
almost in silence. Saul lowered some food and drink to Beaver. 'T have very little brandy,’
he said; 'but you shall share and share.' And when Beaver begged for more, he said, 'No,
not yet; I must husband it. Remember, I have another life here in my arms to care for.'

The day advanced, and the storm continued; not a trace of the tents or of those who lay
buried in them could be seen. The cruel white snow had made a churchyard of the
golden gully!

Night fell, and brought darkness with it; and in the darkness Saul shuddered, with a new
and sudden fear, for he felt something creeping up to him. It was Beaver's voice creeping
up the tree, like an awful shadow.

'Saul Fielding,' it said, 'my time has come. The branches are giving way, and I am too
weak to hold on.'

'God help you, Edward Beaver,' said Saul pityingly.

And David's little daughter murmured in her sleep, "'What's that, mother?' Saul hushed
her by singing in a soft tender voice a nursery rhyme, and the child smiled in the dark,
and her arms tightened round Saul's neck. It was a good thing for them that they were
together; the warmth of their bodies was a comfort, and in some measure a safeguard to
them.

When Saul's soft singing was over, he heard Beaver sobbing, beneath him. 'T used to sing
that once,' the man sobbed in weak tones, 'to my little daughter.'

'Where is she now?' asked Saul, thinking of those he loved at home.



'Bessie! Bessie!' cried Beaver faintly. "Where are you? O my God! if I could live my life
over again!'

Saul thought of George's Bessie as he asked, 'Where do you come from? What part do
you belong to?'

It was a long time before he received an answer, and then the words crept up to him,
faint and low, through the darkness, as though the speaker's strength were waning fast.

'From Londonfrom Westminster.'
'From Westminster!' echoed Saul, and Beaver's face appeared to his imagination.

'T must tell you,' gasped the dying man; 'T must tell you before I die. You may be saved,
and you will take my message home.'

'Twill, if I am spared,’ replied Saul, in a voice which had no hope in it.

'T have been a bad son and a bad father. My name is not Beaverit is Sparrow, and my
father, if he is alive, lives in Westminster.'

'0Old Ben Sparrow, the grocer!' cried Saul, in amazement 'T know him! I saw him a few
weeks before last Christmas. You are Bessie Sparrow's father; I thought your face was
familiar to me.'

'Bad son! bad father!" muttered the man. 'O my God! the tree is sinking! the branch is
giving way! Tell me, quickly, for mercy's sake. My daughterBessieshe is alive, then? Tell
me of her.'

'She was well when I saw her,' replied Saul, with a groan, thinking of George and his lost
hopes. 'She has grown into a beautiful woman.'

'"Thank God! If you ever see her again, tell her of meask my father to forgive me. Take
the love of a dying man to them. I have gold about meit is theirs. Say that I intended to
come home, and ask forgiveness, but it has been denied me. God has punished me! I am
sinking!'

A cry of agony followed, and the wind took it up, and carried it over the hills. Then all
was hushed, and the erring son and father spoke no more.

Saul offered up a prayer for Bessie's father, and waited sadly for his time to come.



As the night waned, the fierce wind grew softer, and sighed and moaned, repentant of
the desolation it had caused. What a long, long night it was! But at length the morning's
light appeared, and then Saul, looking down, saw that he and David's little daughter
were the only ones left. Stronger grew the light, until day had fairly dawned. As Saul
looked over the white expanse, he felt that there was no hope for him, and his mind
began to wander. Longforgotten incidents of his childhood came to him; he saw his
father and mother, long since dead; he saw a brother who had died when he himself was
a child; he saw Jane as she was when he first met her, as she was on that sad night when
she told him of the duty that lay before him; he saw George and the lights on
Westminsterbridge. All these visions rose for him out of the snow. And fields and
flowers came, and he wandered among them hand in hand with Jane, as they had done
on one happy holiday. It did not seem strange to him that there was no colour in any of
these things; it caused no wonder in his mind that all these loved ones and the fields and
flowers, perfect in form and shape, were colourless, were white and pure as the snow
which stretched around him on every side. They were dear memories all of them;
emblems of purity. And in that dread time he grew old; every hour was a year. But in the
midst of all the terror of the time he pressed David's little daughter closer and closer to
his breast, and committed their souls to God. So that day passed, and the night; and the
sun rose in splendour. The white hills blushed, like maidens surprised. With wild eyes
and fainting soul, Saul looked around; suddenly a flush of joy spread over his face. Upon
a distant mount, stood Jane. 'Come!' he cried. And as Jane walked over the snow hills
towards him, he waited and waited until she was close to him; then sinking in her arms,
he fell asleep.



PART III.

I HAVE COME TO RETURN YOU SOMETHING.

On the afternoon of the day on which the Queen of the South (with George Naldret in it,
as was supposed) sailed out of the Mersey for the southern seas, young Mr. Million, with
a small bouquet of choice flowers in his hand, made his appearance in the old grocer's
shop. Ben Sparrow, who was sitting behind his counter, jumped up when the young
brewer entered, and rubbed his hands and smirked, and comported himself in every way
as if a superior being had honoured him with his presence. Young Mr. Million smiled
pleasantly, and without the slightest condescension. The cordiality of his manner was
perfect.

'Quite a gentleman,' thought old Ben; 'every inch a gentleman!’

Said young Mr. Million: 'As I was passing your way, I thought I would drop in to see how
you and your granddaughter are.'

'Tt's very kind and thoughtful of you, sir,' replied old Ben Sparrow. 'Of course, we're a bit
upset at George's going. Everything is at sixes and sevens, and will be, I daresay, for a
few days. Bessie's inside'with a jerk of his head in the direction of the parlour'she's very
sad and low, poor dear.’

'We mustn't let her mope, Mr. Sparrow,' remarked young Mr. Million, striking up a
partnership at once with the old grocer.

'No, sir,' assented Ben; 'we mustn't let her mope; it ain't good for the youngnor for the
old, either. But it's natural she should grieve a bit. You see, sir,' he said confidentially,
'George is the only sweetheart Bessie's ever had. She ain't like some girls, chopping and
changing, as if there's no meaning in what they do."'

'We must brighten her up, Mr. Sparrow. It wouldn't be a bad thing, if you were to take
her for a drive in the country, one fine day. The fresh air would do her good.'

'Tt would do her good, sir. But I couldn't leave the shop. Business is dreadfully dull, and I
can't afford to lose a chance of taking a few shillingsthough, with the way things are cut
down, there's very little profit got nowadays. Some things almost go for what they cost.
Sugar, for instance. I don't believe I get a ha'penny apound out of it.'



Young Mr. Million expressed his sympathy, and said it ought to be looked to. He would
speak to his father, who was a 'friend of the workingman, you know.'

'T don't know how to thank you, sir,’' said Ben gratefully. 'Indeed, I haven't thanked you
yet for the kindness you'

'T don't want to be thanked,' interrupted young Mr. Million vivaciously. 'I hate to be
thanked! The fact is, Mr. Sparrow, I am an idle young dog, and it will always give me
pleasure to do you any little service in my power. I will go in, and say How do you do? to
Miss Sparrow, if you will allow me.'

'Allow you, sir!' exclaimed Ben. 'You're always welcome here.'

'T brought this little bunch of flowers for her. Flowers are scarce now, and the sight of
them freshens one up. Although, Mr. Sparrow, your granddaughter is a brighter flower
than any in this bunch!'

"That she is, sir; that she is,' cried Ben, in delight; adding to himself, under his breath,
'Every inch a gentleman! His kindness to George and me is amazingAMAZING!'

The idle young dog, entering the parlour, found Bessie very pale and very unhappy. She
was unhappy because of the manner of her parting from George last night; unhappy and
utterly miserable because of the poisoned dagger which had been planted in her heart.

'T was passing through Covent garden,' said the idle young dog, in gentle tones, thinking
how pretty Bessie looked even in her sorrow, 'and seeing these flowers, I thought you
would do me the pleasure to accept them.'

Bessie thanked him, and took them listlessly from his hand. Tottie, who was playing at
'shop' in a corner of the room, weighing sand in paper scales, and disposing of it to
imaginary customers as the best fourpennyha'penny moist (is this ever done in reality, I
wonder!), came forward to see and smell the flowers. The idle young dog seized upon
Tottie as a pretext for taking a seat, and, lifting the child on his knee, allowed her to play
with his watchchain, and opened his watch for her, and put it to her ear, so that she
might hear it ticka performance of which she would never have tired. His manner
towards Bessie was very considerate and gentle, and she had every reason to be grateful
to him, for he had been a good friend to her grandfather and her lover. Certainly he was
one of the pleasantest gentlemen in the world, and he won Tottie's heart by giving her a
shillingthe newest he could find in his pocket. Tottie immediately slipped off his knee,
and went to her corner to brighten the coin with sand; after the fashion of old Ben
Sparrow, who often polished up a farthing with sand until he could see his face in it, and



gave it to Tottie as a golden sovereign. Tottie valued it quite as much as she would have
done if it had been the purest gold.

The idle young dog did not stay very long; he was no bungler at this sort of idling, and he
knew the value of leaving a good impression behind him. So, after a quarter of an hour's
pleasant chat, he shook hands with Bessie, and as he stood smiling at her, wishing her
goodday, with her hand in his, the door suddenly opened, and George Naldret appeared.

His face was white and haggard, and there was a wild grief in his eyes. The agony
through which he had passed on the previous night seemed to have made him old in a
few hours. He stood there silent, looking at Bessie and young Mr. Million, and at their
clasped hands. It was but for a moment, for Bessie, with a startled crya cry that had in it
pain and horror at the misery in his facehad taken her hand from young Mr. Million's
palm; it was but for a moment, but the new expression that overspread George's face
like an evil cloud was the expression of a man who had utterly lost all faith and belief in
purity and goodness: and had thus lost sight of Heaven.

Bessie divined its meaning, and gave a gasp of agony, but did not speak. Not so, young
Mr. Million.

'Good Heavens!' he cried, with a guilty look which he could not hide from George's keen
gaze. 'George, what has happened?”’

George looked at young Mr. Million's outstretched hand, and rejected it disdainfully and
with absolute contempt. Then looked at the flowers on the tablehothouse flowers he
knew they werethen into Bessie's face, which seemed as if it were carved out of
graywhite stone, so fixed did it grow in his gazethen at the earrings in her ears: and a
bitter, bitter smile came to his lipsa smile it was pity to see there.

'"These are pretty flowers,' he said, raising them from the table; in the intensity of his
passion his fingers closed upon the blooming things, and in a moment more he would
have crushed thembut he restrained himself in time, and let them drop from his
stronglyveined hand. 'T beg pardon,' he said, 'they are not mine. Even if they belong to
youwhich they do, of coursel can have no claim on them now.'

He addressed himself to Bessie, but she did not answer him. She had never seen in his
face what she saw now, and she knew that it was the doom of her love and his.

'T have come to return you something,' he said, and took from his breast a pretty silk
purse. It was hung round his neck by a piece of black silk cord, and he did not disengage
it readily. It almost seemed as if it wished not to be taken from its restingplace.



As he held it in his hand, he knew that his life's happiness was in it, and that he was
about to relinquish it. And as he held it, there came to Bessie's mind the words he had
spoken only the night before: 'See here, heart'streasure," he had said, 'here is the purse
you worked for me, round my neck. It shall never leave meit rests upon my heart. The
pretty little beads! How I love them! I shall kiss every piece of gold I put in it, and shall
think I am kissing you, as I do now, dear, dearest, best!'

"Take it," George said now.

She held out her hand mechanically, and as George touched her cold fingers he shivered.
Both knew what this giving and taking meant. It meant that all was over between them.

Old Ben Sparrow had come into the room, and had witnessed the scene in quiet
amazement; he did not see his way to the remotest understanding of what had passed.
But he saw Bessie's suffering, and he moved to her side. When the purse was in her hand
he touched her, but she repulsed him gently. Some sense of what was due to herself in
the presence of young Mr. Million came to her, and her womanly pride at George's
rejection of her in the presence of another man came to her also, and gave her strength
for a while.

George's hand was on the door, when young Mr. Million, who was deeply mortified at
George's manner towards himself, and who at the same time thought it would be a
gallant move to champion Bessie's cause, laid his hand on George's sleeve, and said:

'Stay; you owe me an explanation.'

'Hands off!" cried George, in a dangerous tone, and a fierce gleam in his eyes. 'Hands off,
you sneaking dog! I owe you an explanation, do I? I will give it to you when we are alone.
Think what kind of explanation it will be when I tell you beforehand that you are a false,
lying hound! Take care of yourself when next we meet.'

Every nerve in George's body quivered with passion and pain.

'You can't frighten me with bluster,’ said young Mr. Million, who was no coward,
'although you may try to frighten ladies with it. As my presence here is likely to cause
farther pain to a lady whom I esteem'with a respectful look towards Bessie, which
caused George to press his nails into his palms'l will take my leave, unless Mr. Sparrow
wishes me to stay as a protection to him and his granddaughter.'



'No, sir; I thank you,' replied Ben Sparrow sorrowfully. 'George Naldret can do my child
no more harm than he has done already.'

"Then I will go;' and he moved towards the door, 'first saying, however, that I tried to be
this man's friend'indicating George with a contemptuous motion of his hand, and
repeating, 'that I tried to be his friend'

'You lie!' cried George.

"Thinking,' continued young Mr. Million, with quiet disdain, 'that he was better than
others of his class. But I was mistaken. Mr. Sparrow, you exonerate me from all blame in
what has taken place?’

'Entirely, sir,' said Ben Sparrow, in a sad and troubled voice.

'T wish you and your grandchild goodday, then, and leave my hearty sympathy behind

1

me.

With these words, and with a triumphant look at George, the idle young dog took his
departure. Then, after a brief pause, George said:

'T have nothing more to stop for now.'

And, with a look of misery, was about to depart, when Tottie ran to his side, and
plucking him by the coat, looked up into his face.

'Don't go,' said Tottie; 'stop and play.'
'T can't, my dear,' said George, raising the child in his arms and kissing her. 'T must go.
Goodbye, little one.'He set the child down; tears were coming to his eyes, but he kept

them back.

'One moment, George Naldret,’ said old Ben Sparrow, trying to be dignified, but
breaking down. 'Georgemy dear Georgewhat is the meaning of this?'

'T have no explanation to give, Mr. Sparrow,' replied George sadly.

'George, my dear boy, think for a moment! Are you right in what you are doing? Look at
my darling, George; look’

'Grandfather!



Bread and Cheese and Kisses

The word came from Bessie's white lips; but the voice, struggling through her agony,
sounded strange in their ears. The word, however, was sufficient; it carried its meaning
in it; it told her grandfather not to beg for her of any man.

'You are right, my darling,’ he sobbed; 'you are right. But neither of you will speak, and I
am almost distracted. You are not going abroad then, George?"

'No, Mr. Sparrow; I have no need to go now.'

Bessie's strength was giving way. Pride, humiliation, wounded love, suspicion of her
lover's faith, were conquering her. She held out her trembling hand to her grandfather.
He took it, and cried:

'George! George! you are breaking her heart!'

'She has broken mine!' replied George, and turned without another word, and left the
room, almost blinded by grief and despair. The moment he was gone, a sigh that was
almost a groan broke from Bessie's wounded heart, and she sank into old Ben Sparrow's
arms, and fainted there.



WELL, MOTHER, DO YOU WANT ANY WASHING DONE?

When George Naldret was seen in the streets of Westminster, it occasioned, as may be
imagined, no little surprise. His neighbours supposed him to be on his way to the other
end of the world, and they rather resented his appearance among them, for he had in a
certain measure deceived them. He had promised to write to some, to tell them how
affairs were over the water; and two or three courageous ones had already made up their
minds that if George sent home a good account of things they would sell every stick they
had, and make for a land where a brighter future awaited them than they could look
forward to here. They would have been satisfied if George had given them an
explanation; but this he absolutely refused to do. 'T have altered my mind,' was all they
could get from him. 'T may do that if I like, I suppose, and if it don't hurt you.' But some
decided that it did hurt them; and when they continued to press him for farther
particulars, he desired them to mind their own business; and as this was the most
difficult task he could set them, it made matters worse. George was too delicateminded
and too honourable to introduce Bessie's name; and when the inquisitive ones
mentioned it he turned upon them savagely. It caused quite a commotion in the
neighbourhood.

On the first day Mrs. Naldret had tried to persuade George to keep indoors and not show
himself. But he said, 'No, mother; it will be better for me to show my face at once, and
not shirk the thing." And his father backed him up in his resolution. When he resolved
upon this, he went to his bedroom and locked himself in, and, after much sad
communing, decided that the first thing it was incumbent on him to do was to go to
Bessie and release her from her promise. Thus it was that he met young Mr. Million in
the parlour of the old grocer's shop, where he had spent so many happy hours. He had
decided in his mind what to say. He would be gentle and firm with Bessie. And as he
walked to old Ben Sparrow's shop, disregarding the looks of astonishment which his
first appearance in the streets occasioned, he rehearsed in his mind the exact words he
would speak to her. But when he arrived there, and saw Mr. Million smilingly holding
her hand, and saw the bunch of rare flowers on the table, he received such a shock that
his plans were instantly swept away, and he spoke out of the bitterness of his heart.

How the news got about was a mystery, and how it grew into exaggerated and
monstrous forms was a greater mystery still. Who has ever traced to its source the
torrent of exciting rumour which, like a rush of waters, flows and swells, unlocking vivid
imagination in its course, until reason and fact are lost in the whirl? All sorts of things
were said. George was frightened of the water; he was in debt; he had done something
wrong at the shop he had been working for, and was not allowed to leave without



clearing it up; these, and a hundred other things, were said and commented upon. The
peculiarity of this kind of rumour is, that directly a new theory is started it is accepted as
a fact, and is taken to pieces and discussed in all its bearings. George was a fruitful
theme with the neighbours on that Saturday night and on the following day; they served
him up hot (like a new and appetising dish), and so seasoned him and spiced him and
garnished him, that it would have made his blood tingle to have known. But he did not
know, and did not even suspect. To be sure, when Jim Naldret went to the baker's on the
Sunday for his baked shoulder of mutton and potatoes, he heard some remarks which
did not please him; but he did not say a word to George, and the mother, father, and son
spent a sad and quiet evening together, and went to bed earlier than usual.

On the Monday, the startling intelligence was bandied from one to another that George
Naldret and Bessie Sparrow had broken with each other. Bessie had turned him off, it
was said; they had had a dreadful quarrel the night before he was to start for Liverpool.
But it is not necessary here to set down all the reasons that were given for the breaking
of the engagement. Some of them were bad, and all were false. But in the course of the
day a little rill was started, which grew and grew, and swelled and swelled, until it
swallowed up all the other waters. A rod was thrown down, which becoming instantly
quick with life, turned into a serpent, and swallowed all the other serpents. It was said
that Bessie had discovered that George had another sweetheartwho she was, where she
lived, and how it had been kept secret during all this time, were matters of no
importance; but it was first whispered, then spoken aloud and commented on, that this
sweetheart should have been something more than a sweetheart to Georgeshe should
have been his wife. The reason why she should have been his wife was that George was a
father. But where was the child? Rumour decided this instantaneously. The child was no
other than our poor little Tottie; and George had basely deceived old Ben Sparrow and
Bessie into taking care of the little one by a clever and wicked story that Tottie was an
orphan, without a friend in the world. Here was food for the gossippers! How this hot
dish was served up, and spiced and seasoned!

It reached George's ears, and he wrote to Ben Sparrow. He said that he had heard some
rumours affecting his character; he did not mention what these rumours were, but he
said they were wicked lieswicked, wicked lies, he repeated in his letter. The rumours he
referred to may have reached Mr. Sparrow, and might affect the happiness of a poor
innocent childa child innocent as he was himself. If so, he was ready to take the little one
from Mr. Sparrow's charge. He said no more, concluding here, almost abruptly. A reply
soon came. Ben Sparrow had heard the rumours, and was shocked at them; he believed
what George said in his letter. But the child, said old Ben, was a comfort to them: by
'them' he meant himself and Bessie, but he did not mention Bessie's name: it formed the
principal part of their happiness now in their little home, and to part with her would
cause 'them' great grief and pain. His letter, also, was short and to the point. And so our



little Tottie remained with old Ben Sparrow and Bessie, and was even more tenderly
cared for than she had been before. Somehow or other, these letters were a great
consolation to George and Bessie.

But the gossippers and rumourmongers would not let them alone. They said that
George's other sweetheart had declared if he went away she would go with him, and
would follow him all over the world. Bessie then was brought in. She had another lover
also, a lover she liked better than George. Who should it be but young Mr. Million? He
gave her those pretty earrings, of course, and he was seen to go into old Ben's shop with
beautiful flowers in his hands, and come away without them. Ben Sparrow encouraged
him, too. O, it was plain to see what was going on! So both George and Bessie were
condemned, and kind gossippers did what they could to keep them from ever coming
together again.

George and young Mr. Million met. Young Mr. Million was alone; George had his father
with him. The sight of the idle, welldressed, smiling young dog made George furious. He
left his father, and walked swiftly up to his enemy. A policeman was near. Young Mr.
Million beckoned to him, and the limb of the law touched his helmet, and came close.
Jim Naldret saw the position of affairs in a moment. 'Come along, George,' he said, and
linking his arm in that of his son, almost dragged him away. When they reached home,
Mrs. Naldret made George promise not to molest young Mr. Million, not even to speak
to him. 'No good can come of it, my dear boy,' she said; 'let the scum be! Don't get
yourself into trouble for him; he's not worth it. He'll meet with his deserts one day!'

Time passed, and the world went on as usual. George got work at his old shop, and
worked hard through the ensuing spring and summer. At that time, murmurs of
discontent began to be heard among the builders and carpentersnot only among them,
but among the workers in nearly every other trade as well. Labour was on the strike all
over the country, and one trade quickly followed the example of another. Jim himself
began to murmur; he wanted to know what he was to do when he got old, and couldn't
workfor he had found it impossible to put by money for a rainy day.

'Go to the workhouse, I suppose,’ he said bitterly.
But Mrs. Naldret said, 'Let be, Jim, let be; what's the use of looking forward? We should
be happy enough as it is if it wasn't for George's misfortune. Poor lad! all the salt seems

to have gone out of his life.'

In the summer the crisis occurred in the trade; and Jim Naldret came home one day
with his hands in his pockets, and said,



'Well, mother, do you want any washing done? I'm on strike.'
'Jim! Jim!' cried Mrs. Naldret "What have you done? Remember Saul Fielding.'

'Saul Fielding wasn't so wrong, after all,' said Jim; 'T was a bit too hard on him. I can't
help myself, mother. I'm obliged to turn out with the others.'

It was well for them that during this time George had saved a little money; but although
he gave them every penny he had saved, and although they pledged nearly everything of
value they had in the house, they were in debt when the strike was at an end.

'It'll be spring before we're clear, mother,' said Jim; 'we've got to pay this and that, you
know.'

Mrs. Naldret knew it well enough, and she began to pinch and save; this little family
fought the battle of life well.

Old Ben Sparrow, of course, suffered with the rest. Trade grew duller and duller, and he
drifted steadily, got from bad to worse, and from worse to worse than that. Autumn
came, and passed, and winter began to make the poor people shiver; for coals were at a
wicked price. Down, down, went old Ben Sparrow; sadder and sadder grew his face; and
one day, within a fortnight of Christmasalas! it was just a year from the time when
George was nearly going awayBessie heard a loud and angry voice in the shop. She
hurried in, and saw her grandfather trembling behind the counter. The man who had
uttered the angry words was quitting the shop. Bessie asked for an explanation.

'It's the landlord, my dear,' he sobbed upon her shoulder, 'it's the landlord. I've been
behindhand with the rent ever so long, and I've promised him and promised him,
hoping that trade would improve, until he's quite furious, and swears that he'll put a
man in possession tomorrow morning.'

'And you can't pay him, grandfather?'

'Bessie, my darling,' sobbed old Ben; 'there isn't eighteenpence in the house, and I owe
other money as well. I'm a ruined man, Bessie, I'm a ruined man! And you, my dear!O,
dear! O, dear! what is to become of us?'

And the poor old fellow pleaded to her, and asked her forgiveness a hundred times, as if
he were the cause of their misfortunes. No need to say how Bessie consoled and tried to
cheer him. She drew him into the parlour, and coaxed and fondled him, and rumpled
the little hair he had on his head, and so forgot her own sorrow out of sympathy for his,



that he almost forgot it too. But once during the night, while she was sitting on a stool at
his feet, he said softly and sadly, 'Ah, Bess! I wouldn't mind this troublel'd laugh at it
reallyifif

'If what, dear?'

'If you and George were together, my darling.'

She did not reply, but rested her head on his knee, and looked sadly into the scanty fire.
She saw no happy pictures in it.



THE MAN IN POSSESSION.

Old Ben Sparrow had genuine cause for his distress. Ruin not only stared him in the
face, but laid hold of him with a hard grip. The landlord was as good (or as bad) as his
word. He called the following morning for his rent, and as it was not forthcoming, he
took an inventory, and put a man in possession. He brought this person in with him. A
strangelooking man, with a twelvemonth's growth of hair at least on his face and head,
and all of it as white as snow. The faces of Ben Sparrow and Bessie were almost as white
as they followed the hard landlord from room to room, like mourners at a funeral. There
was first the shop, with very little stock in it, and that little in bad condition. As the
landlord said, How could a man expect to do business, and be able to pay his way
honestly, when everything he had to sell was stale and mouldy? And old Ben answered
humbly:

'Yes, yes, sir; you're quite right, sir. I ought to have known better. It's all my fault, Bessie,
my darling; all my fault." And felt as if, instead of an immediate execution coming to
him, he ought to be led off to immediate execution.

'What d'ye call these? asked the landlord contemptuously. 'Figs! Why, they're as
shrivelled asas you are.'

'Yes, yes, sir; quite right, sir. We are, sir, we are; we ought to be put away! We're worth
nothing nownothing now!'

After the shop came the parlour, with the furniture that old Ben had bought for his
wedding more than forty years ago; he sobbed as the landlord called out, 'One old
armchair, stuffed and rickety!' and said to Bessie: 'Your grandmother's favourite chair,
my darling!'

The old fellow could have knelt and kissed the 'one old armchair, stuffed and rickety,' he
was so tender about it. Then they went into the kitchen; then upstairs to Ben Sparrow's
bedroom, and old Ben cried again as 'One old wooden bedstead: wheezy!" went down in
the inventory; then into another bedroom, where Bessie and Tottie slept. The man in
possession stooped down by the child's bed.

'What are you looking for?' demanded the landlord testily.

'l was thinking the child might be there,' replied the man in possession meekly; 'there is
a child, isn't there?'



'What if there is!' exclaimed the landlord. 'Can't sell a child. There's no market for them.'

Old Ben explained: '"There is a child. Poor little Tottie! But we've sent her out to a
neighbour's, thinking you would come.’

'And might frighten her, eh?' said the landlord. And shortly afterwards took his
departure, leaving the man in possession with strict injunctions not to allow a thing to
be taken out of the house.

'You're accountable, mind you,' were his last words.

Bessie and her grandfather felt as if the house had been suddenly turned into a prison,
and as if this man, with his strange face and snowwhite hair, had been appointed their
gaoler. As he did not appear to notice them, old Ben beckoned to Bessie, and they crept
out of the parlour into the shop for all the world as if they had been found guilty of some
desperate crime. In the shop they breathed more freely.

'What are we to do with him, Bessie?' asked Ben. "'What do they generally do with men in
possession? They give 'em tobacco and beer, I've heard. O, dear! O, dear! I don't mind
for myself, my darling; I don't mind for myself. It's time I was put away. But for you,
BessieO, my darling child! what have I done to deserve this? What have I done? What
have I done?

'Grandfather,' said Bessie firmly, 'you mustn't go on like this. We must have courage.
Now, I've made up my mind what I'm going to do. I'm going to take care of you, dear
grandfather, as you have taken care of me. You know how clever I am with my needle,
and I intend to get work; and you shall thread my needles for me, grandfather. We can
live on very little'

Her poor white lips began to tremble here, and she kissed the old man again and again,
and cried in his arms, to show how courageous she was.

'l beg your pardon,' said a gentle voice behind them. It was the man in possession who
spoke. 'l beg your pardon,' he repeated. 'May I beg a word with you in the parlour?'

They dared not for their lives refuse him, and they followed him tremblingly.

'T am aware,' he said then, as they stood before him like criminals, 'that I am here on an
unpleasant duty, and that I must appear very disagreeable in your eyes'



'No, no, sir,’ remonstrated Ben, feeling that his fate and Bessie's were in this man's
hands; 'don't say that, sir! Quite the contrary, indeed, sir; quite the contrary, eh, Bessie?'

And the arch old hypocrite tried to smile, to show that he was delighted with the man's
company.

'But I assure you,' continued the man, 'that I have no desire to annoy or distress you. I
have gone through hardships myselfwith a motion of his hand towards his white hair'as
you may see.'

'What is it you want us to do, sir? asked Ben Sparrow. 'I am sure anything you want,
such as tobacco or beeror anything that there is in the cupboard'

'T want you to feel as if I wasn't in the house. I know, for instance, that this is your
sittingroom; I don't want you to run away from it. If you like, I will go and sit in the
kitchen.'

'No, no, sir!" implored Ben Sparrow. 'Not for worlds. We couldn't allow such a thing,
could we, Bessie? This is my granddaughter, sir!the dearest child that man ever had!'

Why, here was the man in possession, as old Ben broke down, actually patting him on
the shoulder, and looking into his face with such genuine sympathy, that before Ben
knew where he was, he had held out his hand as to a friend! What would the next
wonder be?

"That's right,' said the man in possession; 'we may as well be comfortable together, and I
shall take it ill of you, if you and your granddaughter do not use the parlour just as if I
wasn't here. If you don't, I shall go and sit in the kitchen.'

They could do nothing else, after this, but look upon the parlour as their own again.
Bessie felt very grateful to the man for the sympathy he had shown to her grandfather,
and she took out her old workbox, and sat down to mend a pair of Tottie's socks. "The
way that child makes holes in her toes and heels is most astonishing,’ Ben had often
remarked.

The man in possession glanced at the little socks, and then at Bessie so thoughtfully and
kindly, that she gave him a wistful smile, which he returned, and said:

"Thank you, child!' in a very sweet and gentle tone.



When dinnertime came, and before they could ask him to share their humble meal, he
went to the streetdoor and called a boy, who, in obedience to his instructions, bought
some cold meat and bread at a neighbouring shop. All he asked Bessie to give him was a
glass of cold water, and with this and his breadandmeat he made a good meal. To the
astonishment of Bessie and old Ben, they found they were growing to like him. After
dinner, he seemed to be drowsy, and sat with closed eyes and thoughtful face in the
corner of the room he had appropriated to himself, which, it maybe remarked, was not
the warmest corner. Bessie and old Ben talked in whispers at first, so as not to disturb
him, but after a time his regular breathing convinced them that he was sleeping; and
Bessie laid down her plans to the old man. When they were turned out of the shop they
would take one room, Bessie said; they would be very comfortable, she was sure, if they
would only make up their minds to be so, and she would work for all three, for
grandfather, Tottie, and herself. Indeed, the girl showed herself so much of a true
woman in her speech, that she was almost beginning to persuade the old man that what
had occurred was, after all, no great misfortune.

'How strange that his hair should be white!' remarked Ben, looking at the sleeping man.
'He does not seem old enough for that. He isn't very attentive to his duties, whatever
they may be. Why, Bessie,' said the old man in a whisper that was almost gleeful, 'we
could actually run away!" But his thoughts assumed their sadder tenor immediately
afterwards, and he sighed, 'Ah, Bessie! What will George think of all this? They've had
trouble at home too, Bessie dear, during the strike. I often wished, during that time, that
I could have gone and sat with them, and comforted them; and you wished so too, Bess,
I know.'

'Yes, dear,' answered Bess in a quiet tone, 'T wished so too. But George might have put a
wrong construction upon it.'

'Bess, darling, tell me'

'No, no!' cried Bessie, holding up her hands entreatingly, for she anticipated what he
was about to say. 'Don't ask me, grandfather! It can never, never be! O my dear, I try to
forget, but I can't!" She paused, unable to proceed for her tears, but presently said, 'I
should be so much happier if he thought better of mealthough I know we can never be to
each other what we were! I was angry and indignant at first, but I am not so now. If he
had only answered me about Tottiedear little Tottie'

The man murmured in his sleep, and they spoke in hushed voices.

't was wrong of me to doubt him,' continued the girl, 'very, very wrong! I should have
trusted him, as he told me to. He can never think well of me againnever, never! But do



you know, dear, that I have loved Tottie more since that time than I did beforepoor little
motherless thing! I shall never be happy again! Never again! O, my poor heart!'

It was Ben's turn now to be the consoler, and he soothed her, and caressed her, and
suddenly cried:

'Bessie! young Mr. Million!'

What made Bessie turn white at the name? What made her gasp and bite her lips, as the
young gentleman entered the room?

'T am grieved to hear of what has happened, Mr. Sparrow,' he said, taking off his hat;
'and I have come at once to ask if you will allow me to assist you.'

'Hush, if you please, sir,' returned Ben. 'Speak low. Thatthat man in the corner has been
put in by the landlord, and I shouldn't like to wake him. We are in great distressruined, I
may say, sir'

"Then let me help you," interrupted young Mr. Million eagerly. 'It will be a pleasure to
me. Let me pay this man off. You and Miss Sparrow will confer an obligation upon
mebelieve me!if you will allow me to do this.'

'T thank you for your offer, sir,’ replied Ben, with a helpless look around the humble
room in which he had spent many happy years, 'but'something in Bessie's face imparted
a decision to his voice'it can't be, sir, it can't be.'

"Why?"'

'Well, sir, it might get talked about, and that wouldn't do Bessie any good. You see, sir,
you are so far above us that it's impossible wewe can mix, sir. Yes, sir, that's it; it's
impossible we can mix. No, sir, it can't be."'

Young Mr. Million was silent for a few moments, and tapped with his fingers impatiently
on the table.

'For some time,' he then said, 'T have seen that you and Miss Sparrow have rejected my
advances, and have been different from what you were. Why, may I ask again?'

'Well, sir,' replied old Ben, emboldened by the expression on Bessie's face, 'it will be best
to speak plain. You see, sir, the neighbours will talk; and when they see a gentleman like
you always avisiting poor people like us, they want to know the reason of it. And as we've



no reason to give, they make one for themselves. People will talk, you see, sir; and I am
afraid that my Bessie's namemy Bessie! the best girl in the world, sir; good enough to be
a Princess'

"That she is," put in young Mr. Million.

'Well, sir, as I was saying, I am afraid that my Bessie's name has got mixed up with yours
by people's tongues in such a way as to cause sorrow to her and to me. I have heard, sir,
that she was seen one daynearly a year ago nowgo into your house, and that has been set
against her, and flung into her teeth, as a body might say. Well, she did go into your
house that onceand only that once, mind!and took a letter from me which you desired
me to send by her last year when I was in trouble. You helped us then, sir, and I am
grateful to you, though I can't pay you. And we've got it into our headsBessie and methat
that, and the earrings you gave herfor they've been talked about too, and that's the
reason we sent them back to youwas the cause of a greater sorrow to my poor girl than
she has ever experienced in her life.'

'0O!" exclaimed young Mr. Million, with a slight sneer in his tone. "'You mean because the
affair between Miss Sparrow, and that cub, George Naldret, has been broken off.'

From Bessie's eyes came such a flash that if the idle young dog could have flown through
the door, and have disappeared there and then instantaneously, he would have gladly
availed himself of the opportunity. Old Ben Sparrow's blood; also, was up.

'Be kind enough to go, sir,' he said, with more dignity of manner than Bessie had ever
seen in him; 'and wherever we are, either here or elsewhere, leave us to ourselves and
our troubles.'

Their voices roused the man in possession; he yawned, and opened his eyes. Young Mr.
Million saw here an opportunity to assert himself as the heir of a great brewery, and to
indulge in a small piece of malice, at one and the same time.

'T must show my sense of your ingratitude,' he said, 'by somewhat severe measures, and
therefore you will arrange at once for the repayment of the money I have advanced to
you. I must remind you that there is such a thing as imprisonment for debt. As for the
money which your son embezzled from our firm, I must leave my father to settle that
with you. In the mean time'

'In the mean time,' interrupted the man in possession, to the astonishment of all, 'T'm
the master of this house, being in possession; and as you're not down in the inventory, I
must request you to leave.'



And without allowing the idle young dog to utter another word, the man in possession,
with a wrist of iron, twisted him round, and thrust him from the old grocer's shop.

So young Mr. Million, for a fresh supply of wild oats, had to go to another market. And
doubtless succeeded in obtaining them: they are plentiful enough.

Ben Sparrow could not but thank the man in possession for his friendly interference.

'Don't mention it,' said the man in possession, adding, with an odd smile, 'he's not down
in the inventory, you know.'

The interview had caused old Ben and Bessie great agitation, and left them sadly
distressed; but nothing could exceed the consideration of the man in possession. He did
not ask them for a word of explanation. When, indeed, the old man stumblingly referred
to it, he turned the conversation, and asked for a sheet of paper and an envelope. These
being supplied to him, he wrote a note, and when, after putting it in the envelope and
addressing it, he looked up, his hitherto sad face wore such a bright expression that Ben
whispered to his granddaughter,

'Really, Bessie, he is a good fellow; he puts heart into one;' and said aloud, 'Can I post
the letter for you, sir?

'No, thank you,' was the reply; 'T can send it by a messenger. I mustn't let you out of my
sight, you know. The landlord said I was accountable for you.'

Old Ben began to feel as if he were in prison again.

It was dark when Tottie was brought home; she ran into the parlour calling for
grandfather and Bessie, and jumped into their arms, and kissed them, and pulled old
Ben's hair; she seemed to bring light in with her. 'Is that Tottie?' asked the man in
possession in a tremulous tone.

'Yes, sir, yes,' replied old Ben. 'Go to the gentleman, my dear.'

Something like a sob came from the man in possession as he lifted Tottie, and kissed
her; and when, a little while afterwards, the lamp was lighted, and Tottie was seen
curled up contentedly in the man's arms, eating sweets which he was giving her: with
such a sweet tooth as Tottie had, it was no wonder she was easily bought over: old Ben
whispered to Bessie,



'Depend upon it, my dear, he has got a little daughter at home, and that makes him fond
of Tottie.'

Everything about this strange man was so gentle, that they actually looked upon him as
a friend instead of an enemy.



SOFTLY, SWEETLY, PROCEEDS THE HYMN OF HOME.

'It is a story about two friends' It is the man in possession who is speaking. Tottie is lying
in his arms as contentedly as if she has known him all her life; he has told her the
prettiest of stories, and the child has crowed and laughed over them, until she is almost
tired with the pleasure and excitement. And now, although it is very nearly eleven
o'clock, and time to think of going to bed, Bessie and her grandfather find themselves
listening to a story which he says he desires to tell them. Of course they dare not refuse
to listen.

'It is a story about two friendsmainly about those, although the dearest hopes of others
better and purer than they are mixed up in it The story is a true one. What shall I call
these friends, so as to distinguish them? Shall I say George for one What is the matter,
my dear?' For Bessie has looked with a startled glance into the stranger's face. 'George is
a common name enough, and this man whom I call George is a good man, in every sense
of the word. Say, shall I call him George?"

'Yes, if you please,' replies Bessie faintly, turning her face from him.

'And the otherI will call him Saul.'

'Bessie, my dear!' exclaims old Ben Sparrow. 'Do you hear? Saul and George!'
Bessie's hand steals into his, and the stranger continues.

'Say, then, Saul and George. They lived and grew to manhood in just such a
neighbourhood as this. Saul was the elder of the two by six or seven years; but
notwithstanding the difference in their ages, they became firm friends. They talked
much together, and read together; for Saul was a great reader, and took delight in
studying, and (according to his own thinking) setting wrong things right. I believe that,
at one time of his life, he really had a notion that it was his mission to redress the
wrongs of his class; at all events, it is certain that he elected himself the champion of his
fellowworkmen, and as he had the fatal gift of being able to speak well and fluently, the
men listened to him, and accepted his highflown words as the soundest of logic. George
admired his friend, although he did not agree with him; and when he was a man he took
an opportunity of vowing eternal friendship to Saul. Such a vow meant something more
than words with George; for he was constant and true to the dictates of his heart Where
he professed friendship, there he would show it. Where he professed love, there would
he feel it. And it might be depended upon that neither in his friendship nor his love
would he ever change. He was no idle talker. Saul, working himself into a state of false



enthusiasm respecting his mission, waited but for an opportunity to raise his flag. The
opportunity came. A dispute arose between master and men in a certain workshop; Saul
plunged himself into the dispute, and by his fatal gift inflamed the men, and fanned the
discontent until it spread to other workshops. Neither men nor masters would yield. A
strike was the result. In this strike Saul was the principal agitator; he was the speaker
and the man upon whom all depended, in whom all trusted. Hear, in a few words, what
occurred then. After making things as bitter as he could; after making the men believe
that the masters were their natural enemies; after making a speech one night, filled with
false conclusions, but which fired the men to a more determined resistance; after doing
all this, Saul suddenly deserted his followers, and left them in the lurch. He told them
that, upon more serious consideration, he had been led to alter his mind, and that he
was afraid of the misery a longer fight would bring upon them and their families. The
men were justly furious with him; they called him names which he deserved to be called;
and the result was that the men returned to work upon the old terms, and that all of
themmasters and menturned their backs upon the man who had betrayed them. Only
one among them remained his friend. That one was George. From that day Saul began
to sink; he could get no work; and he dragged down with him a woman who loved him,
who had trusted in him, and whom he had robbed of her good name. Stay, my dear,' said
the man in possession, placing a restraining hand upon Bessie's sleeve; the girl had
risen, uncertain whether to go or stay. 'You must hear what I have to say; I will
endeavour to be brief. This woman had a child, a daughter, born away from the
neighbourhood in which Saul was known. Her love was great; her grief was greater. Saul
showed himself during this time to be not only a traitor, but a coward. He took to drink.
What, then, did this good womanah, my dear, how good she was only Saul knows!what
did this good woman resolve to do, for her child's sake? She resolved that she would not
allow her child to grow up and be pointed at as a child of shame; that she would
endeavour to find some place where it could be cared for, and where, if happier times
did not come to her, the child might grow up in the belief that her parents were dead.
Shame should not cast its indelible shadow over her darling's life. Saul, in his better
mood, agreed with her. "I have no friends," said this woman to Saul; "have you? Have
you a friend who, out of his compassion for the child and friendship for you, would take
my darling from me, and care for it as his own?" Saul had no friend but one. George! He
went to George, and told his trouble, and this dear noble friend, this Man! arranged with
a neighbour to take the child, and bring her up. He promised sacredly to keep Saul's
secret, and only to tell one person the story of the poor little forsaken one. "I may marry
one day, Saul," he said, "and then I must tell it to my wife." In this way the mother
obtained her desire; in this way came about her love's sacrifice!'

Tickticktickcomes from the oldfashioned clock in the corner. Bessie has sunk into her
chair, and her head is bowed upon the table. She hears the clear tick, and thinks of a
year ago, when, standing at the door with her lover, it sounded so painfully in her ears.



What pain, what pleasure, has this strange man brought to her! For she knows that the
story he is telling is true, and that Saul's friend, George, is her George, whom she has
loved truly and faithfully during all this sad year. What pain! What pleasure! What pain
to feel that George is parted from her for ever! What pleasure to know that he is without
a stain, that he is even more noble than her love had painted him! She raises her head;
her eyes are almost blinded by her tears; she stretches forth her arms for Tottie.

'Let me nurse her!' she sobs.

'No, my dear,' says the man in possession; but he places Tottie's lips to hers, and then
stoops and kisses Bessie's tears which have fallen on the little one's face. 'There is more
to tell. Shall I go on?"

'Yes.'
'A happy time comes to George. He falls in love with a tenderhearted, puresouled girl'

Bessie kneels at his feet, and looks in bewilderment at the man's strange face, at his
snowwhite hair, and in gratitude raises his hand to her lips.

"There, there, child!" he says; 'sit down: you interrupt my story. They are engaged to be
married, and George is anxious to make a home for his bird. But trade is slack, and he
can save no money. Then comes a false man, whom we will call Judas, into the story,
who, under the pretence of friendship for George, gives him a passageticket to the
colonies, where George can more quickly save money to buy the home to which he
yearns to bring his bird. But on the very night, within three hours of the time when
George is to look his last upon the little house in which he was born, he learns from Saul
that this pretended friend has played him false, has told him lies, and has given him the
ticket only for the purpose of getting him out of the country, so that Judas can pay court
to the girl who reigns in George's heart. Other doubts and misunderstandings
unfortunately accumulate in these critical moments; George learns that the girl was seen
to go into the house where Judas's father lives; learns that Judas has given her a pair of
earrings; learns that Judas was seen by George's mother to place a letter in the girl's
hands'

'It was for grandfather!' cries Bessie. 'It contained money for grandfather to help him
out of his trouble!'

'Hush! my dear! What can you know of this story of mine? When George learns all this
he is in an agony of despair. He takes the ticket from his pocket, and is about to destroy
it, when Saul falls on his knees at his friend's feet, and begs, entreats in his agony for the



ticket, so that he may go instead of George. For Saul's dear woman has left him; has
charged him, by his love for her and for their child, to make an effort to lift them from
shame; and he sees no way no way but this which is suddenly opened to him. George
gives his friend the ticket, and the next day Saul bids goodbye to the land which holds all
that is dear to his heart.'

The man in possession pauses here, and old Ben Sparrow gazes earnestly at him. When
he resumes, his voice grows more solemn.

'Saul reaches his destination, and after much wandering finds a shelter in the mountains
with a little colony of golddiggers. He makes a friend there; David. Another; David's
wife. God rest their souls! Another; David's little daughter. Saul finds gold, and thanks
God for His goodness. He will come home and make atonement But the snow season
sets in, and he and his companions are imprisoned by mountains of snow whose
shallowest depth is sufficient for a man's grave if he is buried upstanding. An awful
night comes, when the snowdrift walls up their tents. In the morning the tents are
hemmed in; the diggers cannot open their doors. Near to the tent in which Saul and
David and David's wife and David's little daughter live is a tree. Saul climbs to the roof
of the tent, breaks through it, climbs on to the tree, and calls to his friends to follow him.
David tries, and fails; he falls back into the tent, and hurts himself to death. Saul, in an
agony, calls out for David's little daughter, and the mother succeeds in raising the child
through the roof of the tent; Saul clutches the little girl and takes her to his heart. All
this time the storm is raging; the snow rises higher and higher. David commands his
wife to save herself; she refuses, and stays to nurse him, and slowly, slowly, my dears!
the snow falls; the walls of the tent give way; and David's wife meets a noble death, and
both find their grave.'

Awestruck they listen to this strange man's story. A look of pity steals into his faceand
then he murmurs to himself, 'No; why should I bring sadness upon them this night?"'
And says aloud:

"The tree to which Saul clings for dear life with David's little daughter, one other man
manages to reach. His story you shall hear tomorrow; sufficient here to say that it is a
strange one, and it comes strangely to Saul's ears. He bequeaths his gold to Saul for a
good purpose. But this man is weak; his strength fails him in the night; and when the
next morning's sun rises Saul and David's little daughter are the only ones left. Can you
picture Saul to yourself clinging to the tree, holding in his arms the life of a dear little
one? Can you realise the agony of the time? Can you believe that his grief and tribulation
are so great during the two terrible days that follow, that his hair turns snowwhite'

'But he is saved?' cries Bessie and her grandfather at once.



'He is saved.'

'And David's little daughter?’
'Is saved also, God be thanked!'
They draw a long breath.

'But little remains to be told. Saul comes home, bringing David's little daughter with
himbringing gold with him. He seeks his dear woman. He marries her. He hears that the
old man and the dear girl who have protected and reared his child are in troublethat an
execution is to be put into the old man's shop for rent’

'And he becomes a man in possession!' cries old Ben, starting up in indescribable
excitement. 'O, dear! O, dear! He becomes a man in possession!’'

The tolling of a bell is heard.

'As you say. Is not that the Westminster clock beginning to chime the hour? Listen for
one minute more. When Judas comes in this afternoon, do you think the man in
possession is asleep? No; he is awake, and hears every word that passes, and such a joy
comes into his heart as he cannot describefor he thinks of George, that dear friend, that
noble friend, that Man! What does the man in possession do when Judas has gone? He
writes a letter, doesn't he? Hark! the last hour is tolling! Twelve!'

The door opens, and Bessie, with a wild cry, moves but a step, and presses her hand to
her heart. George stands before her, pale with the excitement of the moment, but
hopeful, and with love in his eyes.

'George, my dear boy!' cries old Ben, grasping the young man's hands.
'Can you forgive me, Bessie?' asks George.

A grateful sob escapes from the girl's overcharged heart, and the lovers are linked in a
close embrace.

As if this happy union has conjured them up, there enter on the instant Jim Naldret and
Mrs. Naldret, she nursing David's little daughter. And behind them, with a wistful look,
with hands that are convulsed with excess of tenderness, with eyes and face and heart
filled with yearning love, stands the Mother hungering for her child! Tenderly and



solemnly Saul places Tottie in Jane's arms. The Mother steals softly into the shop with
her child; and Saul follows, and kneels before her. Presently she takes him also to her
breast.

'Dear wife? he murmurs; and a prayer of infinite thankfulness for the mercy and the
goodness of God comes to his mind.

Halfanhour afterwards, he enters the room with Jane and their child.
'Bessie,' he says, 'this is my wife, Jane.'

And as Bessie kisses her and caresses her, the sorrow of the past melts into gratitude for
the present.

They sit and talk.

'George and I are going into business together,' says Saul. 'We shall start a little shop of
our own.'

'And stop at home,' remarks Mrs. Naldret, 'and be contented.'

'Yes,' replies George, 'on breadandcheese and kisses. I shall be able to buy my pots and
pans now.'

Somehow or other George has come into possession of the little silk purse again.

'Bessie!' exclaims Mrs. Naldret 'My dream that I told you last year'll come true!'

The maid blushes. She is dreaming happily now. So are they all indeed. Old Ben hopes
that they will not wake up presently.

Silence falls upon them. And in the midst of the silence, the sounds of music steal to
their ears, and they gaze at each other with earnest grateful eyes. It is the waits playing

'Home, sweet Home.'

'Do you remember, George?' says Bessie, with a tender clasp.
Softly, sweetly, proceeds the hymn of Home. The air is filled with harmony and prayer.

THE END
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