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The Heinemann ELT Guided Readers provide a choice of enjoyable read-
ing material for leamers of English. The series is published at five
levels — Starter, Beginner, Elementary, Intermediate and Upper
Beaders at Upper Level are mntended as an aud to students which will
start them on the road to reading unsimplified hooks m the
whole range of English literature. Ar the same time, the content and

language of the Readers ar Upper Level is carcfully controlled with the
following main fearures:

Information Control

As at other levels in the series, information which is vital w the
development of a story 15 carefully presented in the text and then
reinforced through the Points for Undserstanding  section,  Some
background references may  be unfamiliar to students, but these are
explained in the text and i notes i the Glossary. Care is taken with
proToun reference.

Structure Control

Students can expect to meet those structures covered in any basic
English course. Particularly difficult structures, such as complex
nominal groups and embedded clauses, are used sparingly. Clauses
and phrases within sentences are carefully halanced and sentence
length is limited to a maximum of four clauses in nearly all cases.

Vocabulary Control

At Upper Level, there 15 a basic vocabulary of appmuimy:l? 2,200
wards. At the same time, students are given the opportunity to meet
new words, including some simple idiomatic and figurative English
usapes which are clearly explained in the Glossary.

Clossary

The Glossary at the back of this book on page 117 is :_il;—'ided into 6
sections. A number beside a word in the vext, like this’, refers to a
section of the Glossary. The words within each section are listed in
alphabetical order. The page number beside a word in the Glossary
refers to its first occurrence in the text.
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PREFACE
Coming Home

A'!,Il.:lmh.', man called ]nhn HEITIH.}I‘I EEEH.'IEI Hll.'.lll"l.l: on the deck of
a shup satling up the River Thames. He looked down at the
dark river which he had not seen for fourteen years.

Have | done night o come back! John Harmon asked himself.
My father was always unkind to me when | was a child. Now he is
dead and 1 am rich, But will this money make me happy! Shall |
be happy, married o a giel char | hive never seen!

Old John Harmon had made a very strange will', His son,
John, whericed® all his father's money. But only if he agreed to
marrry b el called Bella Wilter

Young John Harmaon, unhappy and withowt a friend, had wld
his story to George Radfoot, a sailor on the ship. Together, the
twor young men had made a plan.

Georpe Radfoor was going to help John Harmon disgiise’
himself, Then Harmon would hide for a time and find out what
kind of girl Bella Wilfer was.

When | know what Bella s like, | can decide what to do,
John Harmon told himself. Then 1 shall go to Mr Lightwood, my
father's lawyer, and tell him who | am.

The young man looked at the dark, dirty buildings on both:
sides of the river, Very soon his long voyage would be over. Johi
Harmon wirned and went slowly down to his cabin® below.

About an hour later, two young men left the ship. They both
looked very much like each other. One was John Harmon and thi
other was George Radfoor.

]
On the River

t was an autumn evening and dark shadows were covering the
Irw-:r. An ald, dirty boat, with two people in it, was moving
silently through the water, The man had rough, grey hair,
and cruel, sharp eyes. He was watching the warer closely. His
daughrer, a prerty girl of nineteen, was holding the oars and
rowing the boat through the shadows.

There was nothing in the boat except some rope and a great
iron hook. The man's eves watched every movement of the water,
and he had the greedy look of a cruel bird. The girl warched her
father's face and her eyes were full of fear.

These two knew the river well. They were domg something
they had done many times before. Suddenly the man guided the
boat towards a dark shadow and picked up the rope.

The girl stopped rowing and pulled her cloak over her face.
The man stretched out over the side of the boar until his arms and
Jhoulders were in the river. When the boar moved on, something
heavy followed in the water. The man's right hand held something
that he washed clean and then pur in his pocker. It was money
The girl's face, hali-hidden by the cloak, was very pale.

“Take that thing off your face, Lizzie,' her father said. “Here,
eive me the oars, I'll row now.

‘W, no, Father. Don't move. 1 can't sit so near i’

‘Whar harm can it do 1|.'-|:1-|JfI | somerimes think Yo hare this
river.

1 don't like ir, Father.'
“The river’s your best friend, my girl, and mine too. Don't we

bath make our living from ic? The river gives us food and drink
Lizzie.'
The girl said nothing, but held out her hand 1o her tather in
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An old, direy boar

- was moving silently thﬁm,gh the water.

(n the River

4 loving way. Then she pulled back the cloak from her face and
rowed on.

At that moment, another boart, very like the first, came up out
of the shadows.

In luck again, Hexam?" asked the man in the other boat. His
voice was rough?* and he had an unpleasant, twisted smile.

‘Always in luck, you are, partner,’ the man went on.

‘I"m no partner of yours, Rogue Riderhood,! Hexam answered.
You Beal from the living, That's bad, that is. You're a thief and 'l
“-::rh_ wi!th VM Thih 1l‘lL:l:'|['.I

Those are cruel words, Jesse Hexam. You can't get rid of me
with words, partner.’

\Can't 1" said the grey-haired man. ‘Then T'll get rd of
you with this boat-hook. Row on, Lizzie. Row home as fast as
you can.’

Lizzie rowed strongly and their boat soon left Riderhood's
hehind. Lizzie's father made himself comfortable and started to
smoke his pipe.

As the bodt moved silently over the water, the thing at the
end of the rope always followed. Sometimes it came near the boat
and sometimes it pulled away like something alive. As it moved
through the water, changes seemed to pass over the dead man’s
face. For the thing that followed at the end of the rope was the
hody of a dn wned man.
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Z
The Harmon Murder

r Mormmer Lightwood and Mr Eugene Wrayburn were
sitting together in their chambers’. The young men were
lawyers and they had been friends since their schooldays.

Both of them were gentlemen', but they had very little money.
They were not very interested in the Law and they spent most
of their time doing nothing at all. Now they were sitting in
comfortable chairs, smoking and ralking as the evening grew
darker. '

‘A client’ of mine died the other day,” smd Mortimer. 'He was
an old rogue called Harmon. He died very rich — made his money
by Dust.’

"Pust?” repeated Eugene in a slow, lazy? voice.

Yes, dust. Coal-dust, vegerable-duse, bone-dust, all kinds of
dust. He got rich by selling the dust he collected.”

‘And did rhis dust-collector make a will?” asked Eugene,

‘A will has been tound. Most of the property goes to the only
s«on - John Harmon.'

'‘Lucky man,’ =aid Eugene. 'He has been helping his father
collect duse, | suppose.'

™o The two quarrelled long ago. The son left England and
has been abroad for fourteen years. He 1s now on his way back, but
he can only get the money on one condition,”

‘And what's that!? Eugene asked lazily.

He must marry a certain girl who is now eighreen and very

beauriful. The ald man saw this girl once when she was only four
years old.”

50 - John Harmon returns to find a fortune and to take a
wife,” saud Eugene. 'A lucky man. Good luck with no hard work!”
The two friends sat quietly in the dark room. Each thought of
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The Harmon Murder

how happy he would be with money and a beautiful wite.

At that moment, there was a knock on the door. Mortimer got
up slowly to open it and Eugene lir the lamp.

A boy of about fifteen stood in the doorway, His clothes were
poor, but clean. He had a sharp, clever face. The boy held out a
piece of paper.

‘Lawyer Lightwood!" he asked.

Mortimer took the note and read it once and then again. He
looked at Eugene in amazement.

“This is very strange, said Mortimer. ‘A most strange ending
to young John Harmon's story.’

‘15 he already married!” asked Eugene. "Has another will been
found? Or has he refused to marry the girl”

‘MNo,' said Mortimer slowly, ‘the truth is stranger than that.
John Harmon has been found in the river — drowned!”

Martimer looked again at the careful writing on the paper.

‘Did you write this! he asked the boy.

“Yes, sit, My farher, Jesse Hexam, told me to do it. He found
the body. I've come by cab®. You could come back with me now,
and pay the cab-man.’

Eugene looked hard at the boy. He took the boy's face by the
chin and rurned it towards the light.

"Who raught you to write! Do you go w school!

The boy pulled away angrily.

‘Yes. My sister sent me. But don't tell my father.’

“You have a good sister, said Eugene.

“Yes, Lizzies very pood to me. Bur she hasn't been to school.
She only knows what 1've taught her.

The two friends went down to the cab with the boy, Charley
Hexam. The cab tumed towards the river, on past docks’,
boat-yards and poor, miserable houses. It stopped ar last in a
durk, damp street on the very edge of the water.

“That's my father's house, sir, where the light is.'

The boy opened the door of the dirty wooden house. A
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['he Harmom Murder

preyv-haired man was standing by the fire. A girl sar on a low chair
beside the fire, sewing. Two or three oars stood against the wall.
“This is Lawver Lightwood, Father, And a friend
‘Mr Wrayburn,” said Eugene quietly. The girl looked up for a
minute at the sound of his voice.

"What have you found, Hexam? said Mortimer. ‘ls the body
here "

The |1-.|||.._|- have I1,I satd Hr:ti-un- He ook up & L'Hndil.' 41Ii'-! the
light shone on a notice on the wall: "E'hh{'!.r Found”

The two nends looked ai le‘ notice with s L!L"'"ll.'!i'lllrl'l."“ ol
the drowned man. There were other, older notices ,|r|| round
the walls ]

i F ju

You did not hind all these poor people yourself, did you!
.I"lLi.'I._'Il .1"=1| iTE LITeT.

‘Most of them. Thart's how | make my living - | take drowned
i"'l"LlI.“.""'- ITOIm |I'I'|.' l'i'lr'l'_'[.I

As he spoke, there was a movement by the open door. A young
man stood there, his face pale and afraid.

... 1 am lost,” said the young man. ‘| am looking for the
police station. | want to see the drowned man." And he held up
A TOte e "|‘1'l|1|._|;l|. Found™

Eugene Wravbum stepped forward.

“This gentleman is M |..|;p,'|||'t'lr'-.n.l-.:| He is a lawvyer and he's here
on the same business.’

'‘Mr Lightwood” repeated the pale young man. The VOLITNE
man looked « |-~'--L'|1r al the |iﬂ'|"|-'l.'l

‘We are going to the police now,” Mortimer said. "“Would you
like to come with us!”

Jesse Hexam led the way along the dark, muddy streers o
the police station, An Inspector showed them the body of the
drowned man

The young man leant against the wall, his tace paler than ever
‘It's a rerrible sight,” he said in a low voice.

Friend of yours, sir” asked the Inspector
4



The Harmon Murder

‘N, no,’

‘But you must be looking for someone, sir,' said the Inspector,
‘or you would not be here. Are you from London, sir, or from the
country! Perhaps you would leave me your name?

Yes, of course.”

“Mr Julius Handford," wrote the young man, his hand shaking
a lirtle, “Exchequer Coffee House, Westminster.”

Then with one last fnightened look at Mortimer Lightwood,
Mr Julius Handford hurried out into the dark street.

Mortimer and Eugene went home together and Charley

Hexam returned alone to his sister.
The girl was sitting beside the fire as before. She looked up

with a smile as Charley came into the room.
‘1 thought father would be angry when he saw you could
write,' Lizzie said. 'If only | could make him see thar learning 1

a good thing. You do work hard at school, don't you, Charley”

You know | do, Lizze.

Your learning will take you away from the river and this
terrible life. How | wish that 1 could read and write too! Bur
Father wouldn't hke it. Perhaps, one day, | can change him. |
hate the river. [t brings nothing bur unhappiness.’

And the girl looked up at the termible notices on the walls:
“Body Found. Body Found™.

At the im{u:-.ﬂt", the dead man was identified’ as Mr lohn Harmon,
who had rtcﬂiﬂ',r returned from abroad, The body had been in the
river for some days and was badly injured. John Harmon had not
been drowned, but murdered. But how had he died and who had
killed him!

From that time on, the name of Jesse Hexam and Murder were
spoken of together. Lizzie saw people um away from her fa -.,:=
and refuse to speak 1o him. More than ever, the great, black river
seemed a place of fear and dearh.

14
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At last, Lizzie made up her mind to send Charley away. He
would never be able to rise in the world! while he lived with his
father.

Lizzie had saved a lictle money. She gave some of this to her

brother.

“You must leave here, Charley,' she said. ‘1 will stay here with
Father, but you must go away.”

‘Must? repeated Charley. ‘Do you want to ger rid of me! lsn't
there enough food for the three of us!”

“You know that's not true,’ said Lizzie. “You must go to a better

school. They will teach you and help you to get a living. I'll send
you some more money when | can. Perhaps Mr Lightwood will
help a little.’

‘Don't ask that other one, that Mr Wrayburn for anything,’
said Charley sharply. 'l didn't like the way he spoke to me. And
| didn't like the way he looked at you.'

Lizzie gave her brother some food to take with him.

‘Now remember, Charley. Never listen to anything bad abow
Father. It will not be true. Goodbye, my darling. Go now, before

Father comes back.'

When she was alone, Lizzie cried a lictle. Then she looked into
the bright fire and dreamr of the furure. Did she see her brother
working hard and making a success of his life? Did she see herself

as a lady!, elever and beautiful? Did she see a fine gentleman who
would love her and take her far away from the cold, dark river!

15




3
The Golden Dustman

beautiful girl of eighteen was sitting in a dirty, untidy room.

er pretty face was sad and she was twisting and pulling her
thick, brown hair angrily. She looked up at the round-faced little
man who was sitting beside her,

‘Here | am in this ugly, black dress, Pa,' she said. 'I'm like a
widow who has never been married. | was going to be rich and
now | have nothing. No hushand, no money. It was bad enough
to be rold to marry a stranger. Bur it's worse, much worse, when
the man gets himself drowned!”

‘I don't suppose he meant to, Bella, my dear, her father
answered.

Reginald Wilfer was a cheerful man, but a poor man with a
large family has little reason to be happy. He was very fond of
his daughter, Bella, and he knew she hated being poor. Now John
3 Harmon was dead, she would never marry a rich man.

There was a quiet knock on the door and a pale young man of
about thirty came into the room. He had a handsome face, but he
was very shy and awkward®, When he began to speak, he looked
down at the ground

‘| have seen the rooms upstairs, Mr Wilfer. 'l would like o
move into them as soon as possible. If you can write out an
agreement, I'll pay you three months’ rent now.’

Mr Wilfer was delighted. He had soon written and signed
the agreement and the young man added his name - John
Rokesmith

‘Let me be wirtness’, Pa,’ said Bella taking the pen from het)
futher. As she bent over the paper, Mr Rokesmith looked at hees
beautiful tace with the greatest interest.

Afrer Mr Rokesmith had paid his money and gone, Bella sai
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The Golden Dustman

with a laugh, ‘Well, Pa, | think we've got a murderer or a robber
for a lodger. He cannot look anyone in the tace!”

‘Perhaps he was a little shy of you, my dear. But his money will
pay our rent.’

‘Oh, why do we have to be poor, Pa! | might have been rich
enough to take you away from here. Why did old Mr Harmon have
to make such a fool of me?

‘He only saw you once,’ said her father. 'You were angry with
me, stamping your little foot and shouting. The old man laughed
at your bad temper. Then he asked me for your name, and that
was all.'

‘And now I'll never be rich and we may all be murdered by that
strange Mr Rokesmith,' Bella said with a laugh.

But Bella would not have laughed if she had known one
thing. Mr Julius Handford and Mr John Rokesmith were surely

the same man.

Now John Harmon was dead, all his father's money went to the
old servant, Noddy Boffin, who had helped in the business for
s> many years. Noddy Boffin was a broad, round-shouldered old
fellow with bright grey eyes. He wore thick, heavy clothes and
always carried a strong stick. He and his wife were simple and
uneducated, bur they were honest and kind people.

Mr Boffin had gone to see Mr Mortimer Lightwood who was
now his lawyer.

“Well, Mr Boffin,’ said Mortimer. '] am happy to tell you that
Mr Harmon left a hundred thousand pounds which now belong
to you,'

‘I don't know what to say,’ said Mr Boffin. ‘It's a great deal of
money, but it never did the old man any good. And it's done
no good to his poor, dead boy. Mrs Boffin often cried over thar
child, His father sent him away to a foreign school when he was
only seven years old. And now he has been wickedly murdered.

17



The Golden Dustman

‘Mrs Boffin and me® gain by his death,’ Mr Boffin went on.
'‘So we have decided o offer a reward” of ten thousand pounds.
Ten rthousand pounds to the man who finds John Harmon's
murderer.’

'‘Mr Botfin, that s too much, far oo much.' But Mortimer
Lightwood could not make Mr Boffin change his mind.

The old man walked slowly home, thinking about the troubles
that the money might bring to his wife and himself. After some
rime, he noticed that a young man was following him.

‘Wow then, what’s the trouble?” said Mr Boffin, stopping
suddenly and looking hard ar the young man. "You don't know
me and | don't know vou.'

'l am nobody,” said the young man. ‘But | know you are the
rich Mr Baotfin.’

‘Rich! 5o thar's i, | thoughr money would come into it. What
15 1t you want!”

1 want a job. | would like to be your secretary. You would tind
me useful and honest, ['am not interested in money, believe me.

‘Where have vou come from !

‘From many places. Bur ar present | am living in Mr Wilfer's
house. My name is John Rokesmith.’

"Wilter! Bella Wilter's father. Now thats very strange. Well,
| like the look of you. Come and see me in about two weeks' time.
Mr Lightwood will send you our new address. Mrs Boffin and 1 are
moving into a bigger house. Mrs Boftin wants to go into society’.
And she wants to go in for Fashion! in a big way!’

As soon as he got home, Mr Boffin told his wife about the
SITANZE YOUng man.

‘Perhaps we shall need a secretary, Noddy dear, she said.
We'll be living in a grand, new house and someone must take
care of the hills. Now |'ve something to tell you. I've been thinking

about that poor girl. She has lost a husband and all the money too,

We haven't any children of our own. Why don't we ask Bella o
live with us!

|8
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‘Well, that’s a pood idea,’ said Mr Boftin cheerfully. "What a
clever woman you are, Mrs Botfin! 1t's a pleasure to know you! [t
heen a pleasure to know you for many years.’

And the old man gave his wife a hug and a kiss.

That same evening, Mr and Mrs Boffin drove up to the Wilfers'
house in their fine, new carrage.

‘Mrs Boffin and [ have come to say that we want to help your
daughter, Bella,” Mr Boffin told the Wilfers. 'If Miss Bella wall
make her home with us, we shall be very happy. We plan to go
into society and meer the very best people. A beautiful girl like
Miss Bella will do very well in sociery, we are sure.’

*You are very kind,' said Bella, shaking back her brown curls.

“You are much oo pretty 1o keep yourself shut up,” said Mrs
Boffin kindly, “We are going to live in a grand, new house. We'll
po everywhere and see everything. You mustn't dislike us because
of the morney, my Jdear.”

Bella had a kind heart too. She smiled at Mrs Boffin and kissed
her. And so everything was decided. As soon as the Boffins moved
into their new home, Bella would go and live with them.

‘By the way,' said Mr Boffin as he stood up to go, 'l believe you
have a lodger.”

There is a gentleman living upstairs,” Mrs Wilfer replied. "His
name is Mr John Rokesmith.' _

‘S Mr John Rokesmith is Our Mutual Friend®," said Mr
Boffin. “Whar sort of fellow is he! Do you ger on well with him?”

‘Mr Rokesmith is very quiet and polite. A very sensible
yOung mai.

1'm glad to hear you speak well of him," Mr Boffin answered.

‘Mr Rokesmith is at home now,’ said Mr Wilter. ‘In fact, | can
see him standing at the gate. He is waiting to see you, perhaps, Mr
Boftin

|19



The Golden [ustman

When Mr and M Boffin lefr, Bella walked to the gate
with them.

‘How are you, sir!” said Mr Botfin, turning to the young man.
“This is my wife, Mrs Botfin. Mr Rokesmith, my dear,”

The Boffins got into their carriage, and Mrs Boffin waved
cheerfully out of the carriage window. ‘Goodbye, Bella,' she
called. “We'll meet again soon,’

Bella stood by the gate with Mr Rokesmith. She was quite sure
thar Mr Rokesmith thought her beautiful. Did Bella like him or
not! She could not make up her mind. But she l"t'.'!'[:li.ﬂl"r' I:]‘I.U!LI;:I'!H
a lot about him.

‘The Boffins are good people,’ John Rokesmith said at last.

II:_-]I.'I LI l:l'.ﬂl.'l'lr'n-' El'il."l'll '|.|.'|."I|.. "1|!|".|.

" asked Bella in her most
]_lll'lllll_'l._" VEICE.

T have only heard people talking abour their kindness. They
call Mr Boffin the Golden Dustman. The Boffins will be good
fnends to vou, Miss Wilfer, 1 am sure you know why they are being

5(h l’.ll:'ll.l.'

Bella did not answer and very soon she went back into the
house. But Mr Rokesmith stood by the gate for a long time, alone
with his thoughus,

".'jrnuH'r‘if. ”r.'”{i w'ﬁl" mcel agaln SO0M.,




Anather Death

done® the Harmon Murder s Jesse Hexam. His hand done it and
ni ather.

Why do you say this”

1 know his ways. | was his parmner. |'ve watched him for many
ot diys and nights. 1 stopped working with him because 1 didn’
trust hime His davghrer will tell vou a diferent story, of course.
She'll tell any hie to save her tather.’

You have no proof,” said Lightwood.

‘Haven't 17 cried Ridethood. ‘But he told me he done i
Hexam tild me himself. *1 done it for his money. Don't betray
|.|“_".l|I Tlll_i"l'l.' WiTe 1:'“'I- [T ||-|l'|||rln.l:'l|..

“Why didn't you tell anvone this before ' asked Eugene. "Why
did you wairt unril o reward was offered ™

Ridethood rumed suddenly like an angry dog.

‘| want to forget the trouble. Why shouldn’t | have the money!
| want the reward. | rell you Hexam done it and | want him caogh

twnight!’

There was silence.

‘1 SUppOse we must tuke this fellow o the |"Hh'.:|.' starion,
Lighrwoodd sard ac last

‘I suppose we must.” Eugene looked hard ar Riderhood. “You
don’t Ry that Hexam's Li.luy_httﬂ knew abour this”

™o, | don't. All 1 know is his words 1o me: *] done it." Those
were his words.’

Riderhood led the way through the dark mighe. As they passed
by Hexam's house, Riderhood looked through the window.

‘Hexam's out. And his boat’s gone. But his daughter’s there,
getting supper ready. He'll be back soon!”

At the police station, the same Inspector was there as before.
When he had heard Riderhood's story, he stood up and put a pair
of handeufls in his pocket,

They went back o Hexam's house and stood waiting by the
riverside. Eugene looked at the lighted window. He wn]kﬂd-'
towards ir. Lizzie was sitting by the fire, her hands over
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face. Eugene saw that she was crying. He made no noise, but
suddenly Lizzie stood up. Eugene drew back into the shadows as
she opened the door.

‘Father, was that you calling me?” Lizzie cried out. ‘Farher,
Father.! The wind blew her words away and after a few minutes
she went back into the house. Fupene moved quietly back and
stood with the others.

Time passed. The dark shapes of boats moved up and down the
river. The tide? was up now and the water was very near. They
could see the river and they could see the house.

‘It will be light ar five,” said the Inspector.

‘He may be keeping away on purpose,’ said Riderhood. “Why
don't | take my boat and have a look round! | know all his
hiding-places.’

Maore than an hour passed betore Riderhood returned.

‘Have you seen him? asked the Inspector.

‘I've seen his boat.”

“What! Empty !

“Yes, it’s caught between two lines of barges’. And one oar's
gone.’

“Where is Hexam, then?”

‘1 can’t think. But he always was a cheat’. | told you that.
Come in my boat and see for yourselves.'

The wind beat the rain in their faces. They were shivering and
wer and the old boat was low in the warer. Riderhood kept near to
the shore.

‘Now tell me I'm a liar," he said ar last, pointing to something
between the barges.

"That is Hexam’s boar,' said the Inspector. ‘1 know it well.
Now 1 must have a look ar that boat.”

‘That’s not so easy,” said Riderhood, pulling ar the rope which
was stretched rightly under the warer.

| must have that rope up,’ replied the Inspector.
It was a slow and terrible kind of fishing. At last, the rope
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came free. Riderhood leant over the side of the boar and gave a
loud cry.

‘By the Lord, he's done me!’

“What do vou mean!” 1|':1'.“l|-' all asked.

‘Look, it's him. He's cheated me!’

They pulled rogether on the rope. Then Riderhood rowed
hack to the shore. They laid the body on the ground. The man
had been dead some hours

Jesse Hexam lay strangled, his neck caughr in his own rope.

‘Father, was that you calling me? Father!' Words never to be
.||1'1'..l.'r_'r|:-.!. 'Fnrh::T. Lill.i Yinl L-|!" me !

The wind moved the hair and the rain fell upon the dead,

cold lace.
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The wind moved the harr and the ram fell upon the
dead, cold face
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The New Secretary

r and Mrs Boffin had moved into their grand, new house.

Its many largf: rooms were full of the finest furniture. Mrs
Boffin was dressed in the height of fashion. These two good people
now had many servants. An excellent cook had just made them 2
delicious meal. But Mr and Mrs Boffin were both unhappy as they
sat together in their comfortable sitting-room. Mrs Boffin had a
worried look on her pleasant face. She looked anxiously ar her
husband.

Mr Boffin, wearing a green velvert jacket, was sitting at a desk,
looking sadly at a pile of papers: invitations, bills for everything,
and letters from all kinds of people — most of them asking for
money.

Mr Boffin had been using ink and some of it had got onto his
face, hands and clothes.

The front doorbell rang.

‘Mr John Rokesmith,' said the servant.

Mr Boffin put down his pen with a smile. "You remember, my
dear, Our and the Wilfers' Mutual Friend. To tell you the truth,
Mr Rokesmith, | am very pleased 1o see you. You wanted to be my
secretary, | believe.'

Mr Rokesmith nodded.

‘Now then, * said Mr Boffin." If you worked for me, what would
you do?

‘1 would make a note of all the money you spent, Mr Boffin,
f;ﬂd pay the bills. | would write your letters and do all your business

or you.'

Mr Boffin rubbed his ear and looked at his wife.

' tell you what, Mr Rokesmith," he said, ‘1'd like ro see you do
something with these papers.’
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Mr Rokesmith took Mr Boffin's place at the desk. He looked
at every paper carefully and put them all into several neat piles.
He told Mr Boffin what the papers were about. At Mrs Boffin's
request he wrute a letter in good, clear handwriting.

"Very good, said Mrs Boffin happily. She tumed to her
husband. *You must ask Mr Rokesmith to start work at once.
We need humn, | can see that.'

Mr Boffin always took his wife's advice. Mr John Rokesmith
became the Boffins' new secretary.

The new secretary was quiet and careful. He was given a small
room as an office and he worked there for many hours a day. And
yet he always seemed to be unhappy. Mr Rokesmith was a young
man, but his face always looked very sad.

The new secretary worked well; bur there was one thing he
would not do. He always refused to visit Mr Boffin's lawyer, Mr
Lightwood. The secretary wrote letters to Mr Lightwood, but he
would never see him,

One evening, when his work was over for the day, Mr
Rokesmith met Miss Bella Wilfer. She was taking a walk near her

home, Bella was no longer dressed in black and she looked more
beautiful than ever. Mr Rokesmith spoke in his usual quiet way.

‘| have a message for you, Miss Wilfer, from Mrs Boffin.'

'‘Oh, yes!"

‘She will be ready to take you into her home in a week or rwo.

| must tell you that | shall be there wo. 1 am now Mr Boffin's
secretary.

‘I didn't know that,’ said Bella slowly.
'Excuse me, Miss Wilfer. | now know the reason for the black
dress you wore before. 1 understand your loss, But the Boffins will

do their best to make you happy. | hope you will forgive me for
saying these few words.”

1 do not usually think about your words ar all, sir,' said Bella.
And she tumed and walked quickly into the house.
Mr John Rokesmith stood by the garden gate.
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'S0 rude, so careless, but so very beautiful.’ he said to himself.
And then he added, I she only knew!”
The secretary had little sleep that night. He could be heard

walking up and down, up and down his room, like a ghost that
Cannot rest.

And so Miss Bella Wilfer went to live in the house of the Golden
Dustman. She wore the finest, most fashionable clothes, and she
grew more beautiful every day. She went with Mr and Mrs Boffin
into the very best society. The very best society admired Miss
Wilfer, and Miss Wilfer knew it. She became, perhaps, a little
more proud, a little more spoilt!. She certainly became wvery
interested in money and in all the pretty things she could buy

with it. If she thought about her old home and her family, she
never talked abour them.

Mr John Rokesmith noticed all these things, but he said
nothing.

10
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Mr Bradley Headstone — Schoolmaster

Charlﬂr Hexam, away from his sister, away from the old life on
the river, was working hard. He went first to a poor school,

and, later, to a better one. He studied hard and soon became a
pupil-teacher’. His schoolmaster was Mr Bradley Headstone.
The schoolmaster was a young man of twenty-six, but he
did everything slowly and carefully, like a much older man. He
had worked hard to become 2 schoolmaster, learning facts like
a machine. He spoke correctly and dressed neatly. He seemed
calm®, but deep feelings burned inside him. Bradley Headstone
wanted Charley to do well and improvel himself, as he had done.

‘So you want to see your sister, Hexam,' said Mr Headstone
one day when school was over.

'If you please,’ said Charley,

1 think perhaps | should go with you. The question is, is your
sister good eompany for you now?”

‘Lizzie was good for me before. She made me go o school when
my father was against it,' said the boy. ‘] would like you 1o come
with me, Mr Headstone. My sister likes to meet people.”

S0 Charley Hexam and the schoolmaster visited Liszie
together. They walked towards the river, but not to the old

place. They erossed over a bridge and came at last to a quict row
of houses in a small square.

Charley knocked at a door and it opened by itself, In the room
beyond sat a child or perhaps a young girl.

Tcan't get up," said this person, ‘because my back's bad and my
legs are qnllr'!' Whar do vou want, voung man "

My mame is Hexam. I've come to see my sister. This is my

schoolmaster and good friend, Mr Headstone.'
Is it indeed! Take a seat, Charley Hexam. ['ve heard
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abour you. Your sister will be home very soon. And you're a
schoolmaster, Mr Headstone,” she went on, ‘perhaps you can tell
me what | do”

There was a work-bench in front of the girl. On it were scissors
and knives, brushes, and bright pieces of cloth.

You're a ladies’ dressmaker, perhaps!” sugpested the school-
master.

Yes, and whar fine ladies they are! I'm Miss Jenny Wren,
Dolls' Dressmaker’. [t's hard work and poorly paid.’

‘Do you sit here alone all day?” asked Charley. ‘Don't you see
any children?”

Miss Jenny Wren gave a little cry. “Children! | hate them.
They laugh at me because my back's bad and my legs are gqueer.
No. Mo children for me. Give me grown-ups.’

She listened and then smiled. "Now here comes a grown-up
whao's my special friend,’ said Jenny.

Lizzie Hexam came quietly into the room. She was wearing a
neat black dress. She looked at her brother with a happy smile.

'‘Charley, what a surprise. | did not expect to see you here.'

1 wold Mr Headstone about you, and he wanted to see vou.'

15 my brother doing well, Mr Headstone I Lizzie asked.

‘He could not do better. He will soon be a teacher if he
works hard.’

Bradley Headstone was surprised by Lizzie's beauty and her
soft voice.

‘How do you like it here, Lizzie!” Charley asked. “You have

vour own room, | hope.’

Yes, upstairs,’ said Miss Jenny Wren sharply. ‘And she has
this room for the use of visitors,”

Mr Bradley Headstone noticed Lizzie move her hand as Jenny

said this. Did she want to stop the Dolls' Dressmaker from saying
more!

"Why don't we walk towards the river?” Lizzie suggested. “You
have a long way to go home, Charley.”
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Mr Bradley Headstone — Schoolmaster

When they were our in the quiet streets, Bradley Headstone
walked ahead and Charley spoke to his sister.

‘What a poor place you have chosen to live in, Lizie,’ he
said crossly. 'l am ashamed thar Mr Headstone saw you there,
It's difficult for me, Lizzie, remember rhat. 'm trying ro improve
myself, because [ want to do well in life.

Brother and sister were standing near the river now, near the
wide bridge.

‘This is father's grave, Charley," Lizzie said. '] hate the river,
but for hum 1 must stay near ir, | feel sometimes that | shall never
get away from it. But | am able to help poor lenny and she is a true
friend.

“You'd better go now, Charley. Mr Headstone is waiting for
vonr, You'll walk much faster without me. I'll stand here for a while
and then go back to Jenny.'

The schoolmaster and his pupil said goodbye to Lizie and
crossed the bridge in silence. A gentleman was coming rowards
them, walking slowly and smoking a cigar. Charley looked at him
hard as he passed.

"Who are you staring at!' Bradley Headstone asked.
'It's that man. His name is Wrayburn. | don't like him. He was
very rude to me once. And he took roo much notice of my sisrer.”

"What is he doing here! Does he know your sister? Is he going
to see her!”

‘He can’t be. He has no business with her. He is a lawyer.
And a gentleman, | suppose.’ Charlie looked back but Wrayburn
had gone.

'l hope Lizzie will not disgrace! me by meeting that man,
(Charley said. ‘She has never been to school, Mr Headstone. She
doesn’t know how to behave.'

Your sister does not speak like an uneducared person,
Charley. With a careful teacher, she could do very well.'

T have often thought about 1t, Mr Headstone,! Charley
answered. ‘Lizzie needs a good teacher. Then she might be able
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toy improve herself like me. 1 don’t want her to drag! me back o
the old life. Perhaps you could help her, Mr Headstone

Yes, Charley, | will.”

The two young men walked back ro their home in silence. The
brother and the schoolmaster were bath thinking about Lizzie

Hexam. Both of them thought about Eugene Wraybum too, and
of the part he might be playing in Lizie's life.

Miss Jenny Wren sat working quietly until Lizzie came back
alone.

"“Well, Lizzie,' she said, ‘what's the news our of doors?” For the
Dolls' Dressmaker could only walk with her crutches’ and never
went out for pleasure.

‘What's the news indoors” Lizzie answered with a smile,
putting her hand gently on Jenny's long, fair hair.

‘Well, let me see, | don't like your brother, Miss Lizzie. And |
don't like the schoolmaster, either.’

Lizzie did not answer. As the girl turned o light a candle,
lenny saw a shadow of a man waiting outside the door.

‘Mr Eugene Wraybum, isn't 1t! she called. *You may come in
it you're good.

'l am not good,' said Eugene in his careless way, ‘but I'll
CLime 1n.

'l saw your brother, | think, Lizzie." Eugene went on. "Who
was the man with him?”

‘His schoolmaster.” Lizzie sat very sull and did not raise her
eves 1o Wrayburn's face.

‘| thought he looked like one. My friend Lightwood has been
watching Riderhood, Lizzie, but he has nothing o report.’ Then
he added in a quieter voiwce, ‘Have you thought about my
suggestion, Lizzie!”

‘| have thought abour i, Mr Wravbum. Bur | cannot accepr
your offer.
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“Why won't you let me help you? | am only trying ta be of some
help - to you and to Miss Jenny Wren. I've found a kind woman 1o
sive you lessons. The money 1s nothing. Your pride hurts yourself
and your friend, Lizzie. And it does wrong to your dead father.

“Tor my father! What do you mean, sir!”

'He was unable to give you an education. Now you have a
chance to become educared.”

The poor girl began to cry softly.

‘Don't ery,” said Eugene. ‘1 only wanted to help you and Miss
Jenny. Truly, Lizzie, | think of you as a friend.

Eupene’s kind words made Lizzie feel that she was n the
wrong. She looked up at Eugene with a smile.

Very well, Mr Wrayburn. | accept your offer for myself and for
lenny.”

As Lizzie spoke, Jenny nodded her head sharply.
Then its sertled,” said Eugene, ‘there’s nothing more to
be said.’ . '

‘Giood," said Miss Jenny Wren, making a sharp sound with her
scissors. 'So we won't keep you any longer,”

' understand, Miss Wren. You want me to go.’

Eugene rook Lizzies hands gently in his for a moment. Then
he walked out of the door in his careless way. The smell of his cigar
stayed for a lirtle time in the small, dark room.

,
‘What Are You Doing?’

s the months went by, Mortimer Lightwood noticed a
difference in his friend, Eugene Wrayburn.

‘Eugene,’ he said, as they sat together one evening, you are
hiding something from me.'

Eugene looked at Mortimer with a smile.

‘Am 17 he said ar last. “Well, perhaps | am. Perhaps | am not.
You know how bored 1 get, Mortimer. | must have something to
interest me.’

'l hope you will do nothing to hurt yourself, Eugene, or .. . o
hurt anyone else.’

'l hope not," said Eugene in his careless, tired way. He stood
up and looked out of the window.

‘Look, here's something of interest now. Two men down
below. They are stopping here, | think. Yes, they are coming up
the stairs.’

There was a knock at the door. Mortimer opened it. Outside
stood young Charley Hexam and the schoolmaster. Charley
spoke a few words and Mortimer turned to his friend.

‘Charley Hexam says he has something to say to you, Eugene.’

To me! Surely not.”

“Yes, to you, Mr Eugene Wraybumn,' said the boy in a hard,
ANgTY vaice.

‘My dear Schoolmaster, said Eugene slowly. "You should
teach your pupil better manners.” Wraybumn looked for a moment
at Bradley Headstone's face. Anger could be seen there, anger and
a burning jealousy.

‘Mr Wrayburn,'! Charley said, coming into the room, ‘you
have been seeing my sister. You have often visited her. 1 have come
o ask you why, You are a gentleman. My sister is a poor girl. Your
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visits will do her harm. And | have another thing to say. We
have a plan, Mr Headstone and I, for my sister's education. But
now we find that she is already being taught. And we find that you,
Mr Wrayburn, are paying for that teaching.’

Charley looked ar Mortimer and then back ar Eugene.

‘1 am Lizzie’s brother,” Charley went on. “Why has this been
done without my knowledge! 1 have plans for my sister. | don't
want her to accept help’from anyone — except from me and Mr
Headstone. If you don't listen to me now, Mr Wrayburn, it will be
the worse for Lizzie, remember that.’

‘May | suggest, Mr Schoolmaster, said Eugene, looking
carefully at his cigar, ‘may | suggest that you take your pupil
away! You have not taught him good manners, whatever else he
knows.'

‘Go downstairs, Charley,' Headstone said to the boy. 'l will
spemk to him.' Headstone spoke quietly, bur thegre was sweat on
his face and he began to shake with anger.

‘Because | have worked to improve myself, you think | am dirt
beneath your feet,’ he said. “You may speak rudely to that boy, but
not to me, sir, not to me,

‘1 wish 1 could control myself,' the schoolmaster continued.
‘l wish 1 could show vou how strongly | feel. You would listen 1o
me then.'

“Your pupils listen to you all day, Schoolmasrer. That should
be enough for you," Eugene answered. ‘1 suggest thar you leave us
now and join your young pupil downstairs.’

‘I must first tell you, sir, that | strongly disapprove of your
meetings with Lizzie Hexam. They will do her great harm.’

Eugene smiled.

‘1 think you have an interest in her too. The interest of a
schoolmaster, or perhaps something more””

‘Take care, Mr Wrayburn. You will find me strongly against

you, if you do not listen to my words. | may not be a gentleman,
but | know whar is right.”
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Bradley Headstone walked away and shut the door heavily
behind him.

‘Eugene, Eugene,’ said Mortimer. 'l am sorry about this. 1
have been so blind not to see it before.’

‘Don't make a mistake, Mortimer. There is no better girl in
London than Lizzie Hexam, poor as she is.’

“Then it's the worse for you, Eugene. Do you plan to trap this
girl and then leave her”

‘My dear fellow, no.’

‘Do you plan to marry her then, or only to make her love you
for your own idle pleasure”

‘My dear fellow, | don't plan anyrhing, you know that. How
can 17 It is impossible for me to plan. | have never planned
anything in my life.’

‘But is what these people say true! Do you meet Lizzie Hexam!

weAre you paying for her teaching” -

Yes, to all those questions, my dear friend. How like a lawyer
you sound tenight!’

“Then what is going to happen! What are you doing”

‘My dear Mortimer, | would answer you at once if | could. But
| can't. | have no answer. Believe me, my dear friend, | wish | knew
the answers t your questions. But I don't. There is not one clear

thought in my head!’
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Bella's New Life

oddy Boffin, the Golden Dustman, was as happy with his

new life and his grand house as he would ever be. Mrs Boffin
took him into the best society and dressed herself in the latest
fashions. Sociery accepted the Boffins because they were rich.

Miss Bella Wilfer was delighted with her new life. She loved
wearing the fashionable clothes thar made her look more beautiful
than ever before. She enjoyed being seen and admired.

Mr Rokesmith worked hard, but he never went into society.

‘He does all the work | give him and more,' Mr Boffin rold
Bella one day. ‘But he won't meet anyone here but you.'

‘Perhaps Mr Rokesmith thinks he 15 too good for other
people,’ said Bella, tossing her pretry head. “Why should we
think about him? The truth was that Bella thought about Mr
Rokesmith a great deal.

He won't even meet Mr Lightwood,” Mr Boffin went on. ‘He
refuses to see him at any time.’

Oh, thought Miss Bella, he's jealous of Mr Lightwood, is he!

But Mr Rokesmith was always waiting when Bella came home
from dinner or a play. He was always there to help Mrs Boffin from
her carriage.

‘Have vou got any messages for me, Miss Wilfer? Mr
Rokesmith asked Bella one day.

“What do you mean, Mr Rokesmith?”

1 mean that | live in your father's house, your old home. It
would be very easy for me o give your family a message. To rell
them the time of your next visit, perhaps.’

Bella felt unhappy and ashamed. She knew that she did not
visit her family as often as she ought to.

‘As you know,” Mr Rokesmith went on, ‘| come and go
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between the rwo houses every day. It would be easy for me to
tell them the date of your next visit.'

Then | can tell you, Mr Rokesmith, that | am going to visit
them tomorrow.”

‘May 1 take that message tonight?

‘If you like. | shall certainly see them  morrow.’

Bella was angry with herself. Mr Rok ith had made her feel

selfish and unkind.
He is quite right, she rold herself. 1 « to go to visit dear Pa

more often. But why do | care what Mr  kesmirh thinks abour
me! He is anly a secretary, so why shoul! ' care about him!

The following day, Bella visited her old home in Mrs Bottin's
fine, new carriage. Before very long, she had guarrelled with her
sisters. and her mother had made rude remarks about Mrs Boffin.
As Bella was leaving, she saw that Mr Rokesmith was standing by
the gate,

‘Mr Boffin meant to give you this befare you left this morning,
he said. ‘It is only a lictle purse, but | told him | would bring it
to you.

‘Thank you, Mr Rokesmith. As you see, | have visited my
family here, and | am just going.’

When Bella was in the carriage, she looked inside the pretry
little purse. There was a banknote for fifty pounds.

Now Mr Rokesmith will see that 1 don't always think of
myself,’ Bella thought. “This is going to be a surprise for my dear
Pa. I'll go straight ro his office now.’

Mr Wilfer was hard at work when Bella arrived. He left his
desk and ran out to the ca- ge with his pen in his hand.

‘My dear child,” he 'what a lovely woman you are! And
what a fine carnage too.

‘Dear Pa, | have been away from you too long. Ask if you cal
leave work now. Your lovely woman has a surprise for you!
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Mr Wilfer hurried away and Bella looked after him with rears
in her eves. | hate that secretary for thinking | am selfish, but I'm
afraid it's half true, she said to herself.

But Bella loved her father. She handed him her purse and
made him buy a new suit, a new hat and boots of the very best
leather.

Bella walked round her father proudly. “You look a new man,
Pa,’ she told him.

“To tell you the truth, my dear, | don't feel like myself at all.
| have never had enough money before to buy everything new at
the same time.’

‘Well, it improves you, Pa. And now the new man is going to
take this lovely woman out to dinner.’ So away they went and had
a happy meal together.

Wuppﬂu, my dear,’ said Pa after dinner, ‘that we have lost
you for ever!

‘All 1 know, Pa, is that the Boffins give me the best of
everything. But the best of everything may not be the best for
me! Oh, Pa, | can think of nothing but money. | am so greedy
for all the things it can buy. And as | can’t beg, borrow or steal
money, | have made up my mind to marry someone with money.’

‘My dear Bella. | want you to be happy. Put love and happiness
first." Mr Wilfer had not married for money, but his marriage had
not been at all happy.

“You see, Pa, 1 do hate being poor,’ Bella went on. ‘We can't
talk of love. Money must come first.” But as she spoke, Bella
took the rest of the money from her purse and put it into her
father's hand.

Bella cried that night when she was alone. First she cried about

old John Harmon's will, and then she cried because his son had
not lived to marry her.

From the beginning, John Rokesmith showed how fond he was of
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Mrs Boffin. He spoke to her politely and kindly, as a young man
would speak to his own mother. He liked to hear her talk about
little John Harmon and of her kindness to him as a child.

You have loved children well, Mr  ffin. Children who
know only kindness are fortunate.’

“You speak sadly, Mr Rokesmith,' sai  rs Boffin. "Were you
one of many children

‘| had only one sister. She died long

‘Father or mother alive?

‘Dead. Both dead.’

At this moment, Bella came quier . into the room. She
stood by the door, unseen. She notice e sad look on John
Rokesmith's face and suddenly she felt unuappy.

‘Now don't mind an old lady’s questions,” Mrs Boftin was
saying, ‘but tell me. Are you sure that you have never been made
unhappy by love! You have a sad look for a young man. You can't
be thirty yer.'

John Rokesmith agreed that he was under thirty. But to

Bella’s disappointment, he gave no answer to Mrs Boffin's other
question.
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r Bradley Headstone was now a desperate® and unhappy

man. He had fallen in love with Lizie Hexam and his
whole life had been changed. He tried to hide his feelings, but he
could nor.

One evening, he walked across the river to Westminster,
where the Dolls' Dressmaker had her little home, Miss Jenny
Wren was alone, busy at her work.

Ok, it's you, is it, she thought. | know your tricks, ‘:;'-chml
Master.

‘Miss Lizzie Hexam is not at home yer,’ she told him sharply.

‘I will wait if you please. | wanr to speak to her”

“You bring a message from Charley, sir?’ Lizzie asked when she
came in a little later.

‘Not exactly. 1 have come o speak abour your brother's
plans for your education. And to speak about . . . Mr Eugene
Wrayburn.’

Lizzie looked at him in surprise, but said nothing.

'l am a man of strong feelings, Miss Hexam,' the schoolmaster
went on. 'l feel most strongly that you have disappointed your
hrother, This man, Wraybum, has spoken most rudely to your
brother, and to me, your brother's friend.

‘l am sure that you mean to help me, Mr Headstone. But | had
agreed to My Wraybum's offer before Charley had any plans for
my teaching. | have nothing more to say to you or to Charley
about it. Jenny and 1 already have a good and kind lady as our
teacher.’

‘I had hoped to be your teacher, myselt,” Bradley said. His tace
turned first white and then red as he spoke.

“We must talk about this and other matters at another time,’
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he said ar last. 'l shall be honest with vou and you must be honest
with me. But | cannor speak o you now, 1 cannot find the words,
Croodnight.’

He held out his hand. Lizzie touched it with hers for a moment,
The schoolmaster's body shook and a look of pain passed over his
fuce. Then he was gone.

‘He is a strange man,’ said Lizzie thoughtfully.

‘A very strange man, * sad Jenny. ‘Bur let’s ralk about another
man. Lizzie. Let's talk about Mr Eugene Wrayburm. | wonder now
~ 18 he nch?

No, not rich. In fact, poor although he is a gentleman.’

‘A gentleman. And would you love him if you were a lady,
Lizzie!"

‘I, a lady! Lizoe Hexam! | who used to row my father on the
niver every nught !

But if a lady loved him, whar would that lady be like?”

Lizzie stared into the fire

“The lady who marries Mr Wrayburn must be nich - for he is
poor. She will be beautiful, of course.”

'As you are, Lizzie dear.”

‘She will love him with all her heart,” Lizzie conrinued. ‘She
will be ready to die with him — or to die for him. With the help
of that lady, he would become a better man. She would give him
happiness — as | would try to do’

Lizzie took her friend’s hand and Jenny saw that tears were
falling from Lizzie's eyes,

‘My poor Lizzie,' Jenny said quietly. "My poor Lizzie, you need
more help than 1 do!

Bradley Headstone was now torn by his love for Lizzie and by his
jealousy of Fugene Wrayburn. The day came when he could hide
his feelings no longer.

One dull evening he went with Charley 1o speak to Lizzie. The
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young men knew that Jenny Wren did not like them. For this
reason. Charley had planned to meer his sister on her way home
from work.

You cannot speak in front of that Jenny,' Charley said. 'We
<hall succeed tonight, Mr Headstone, and then everything will be
sertled. Our plan must work. It will be the best for everyone.’

Bradley Headstone did not reply. The grey, gloomy® evening
made him feel unhappy and uncerrain.

The two young men waited together at a place Lizzie had to
pass on her way home. Lizzie was happy as usual to see her brother,
but not so happy to see the schoolmaster again.

“Where are you going, Charley dear? she asked.

We have come to meet you Lizzie. There's a quiet place here,
near this church, where we can ralk.

They walked rogether into a quiet churchvard, where the grey
ctones were the same colour as the grey evening sky. Charley
stopped in this quiet place and looked hard ar Lizzie.

‘Mr Headstone has something to say to you, Lizzie. As | know
what it is, I'll leave you alone with him. Please understand that |
completely agree with what Mr Headstone has to say.’

‘Charley, | think you had better stay.

o, Be sensible Lizzie. And remember to be a good sister
Lo e,

Lizzie stood looking at the ground. When she looked up again,
Mr Headstone spoke.

T have something that | must say to you,' began the school-
master awkwardly?. ‘If | do not say it well, remember that you are
not seeing me at my best. | cannot speak well, but | can speak
plainly. Miss Hexam, you are the ruin® of me.'

Lizzie stared at him.

"Yes, you are my ruin,’ he went on. ‘| can think of nothing but
you. It was an unhappy day for me when | first saw you. | think,
perhaps, you will be the death of me.”

The young man struggled for a moment to find words and then
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went on: ‘Many people think well of me. [ have worked hard to
reach my position.

1 am sure you have Mr Headstone, Charley has always told
me §0,

‘If | offered my house, my self and my position to any young
schoolmistress, she would accept. But you, you alone, draw me to
you. If 1 were shut in a prison, you could draw me out, You have
power over me, only you!’

Wr Headstone, | have heard enough. Ler me call my brother.

‘Wot yer. Walk here with me a little way.”

They walked slowly along the hard, grey stones of the
Ehl.'tr-l:'.h'g"EIIi The schoolmaster st:!pped arid L[ri]:lp-l:-l.‘l one of the
gravestones as though he would pull it from the ground.

“You know what [ am going to say. | love you. 1 have tried
not to say it, but 1 must. You could draw me 1o fire, water, 1o
death. But if you married me, you could draw me to good. |
would give you all you needed. You would be proud of my work.
Your brother knows of my idea, and he wishes us to live and work
rogether.

‘Mr Headsrtone . . .’

‘Stop. Give yourself time to think. Let us walk on!

Again they walked, again he held a stone,

‘Is it yes or nol’

‘Mr Headstone, | thank you, bur it is no.”

‘Cian you not give me an answer in a few days! Surely you have
not decided?’

‘l have decided, Mr Headstone. My answer will always be no.’

"Then,' he said in a terrible voice, bringing his hand down
hard on the stone, ‘then | hope that | never kill him!"

The dark look of hate nd jealousy on his face frighrened
Lizzie. She saw blood on ki nand.

‘Mr Headstone, let me go. 1 must call for help.’

‘It is | who need help. Listen to me! Hear this name: M
Eugene Wraybum.'
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Were you speaking of Mr Wrayburn juse now! Is i him you

5 ¥
Are Ihl‘r.‘ﬂtd_'l'nl"lu :r

‘Mr Wravburn is that man. You listen to him, but not 1o me.

Mr Wrayburn has been kind to me, sir,’ said Lizzie proudly
‘He is my good friend. Bur what is he to you !

‘He 15 my rival®.

Mr Headstone, 1 cannot allow you to go on. | mus tell you
thar 1 do not like vou. | have never liked you. But that has nothing
o do with Mr Wraybum.'

Ill hl' III'I.I.!':_" =h||1 ||'|.-||:"Ilf‘- leel. I'I'L Lr'||'1|'|‘|."'1 e 'I-li"l'I I-.l‘l"'l-'-.'f '|."-"-|r'-]"'
How he will laugh at me now!’

Y1 Headstone, vou are wrong, quite WTong.'

Charley retumed and Lizzie took her brother’s hand

‘Charlevy Hexam.' said Bradley Headstone, turning away from
Lizzie, ‘1 am going home. | must go home alone tonight. 1 can
speak to no one. But you will find me ar my work tomorrow as
usual.’

What is the matrer” Charley asked angrily as Mr Headstone
l.-'n.':I”-Il:.'..J Wiy W hal have vou been saying to my best inend,
Lizzie! Tell me the truth. Why has he left us in this way”

‘He he .l*-]-.r:._| me to be his wife, Charley. | taold him | could
not marry him.'

"What! You Lrl:“i'hll. I|I=L"1.I1I.:1II:| ".:nI!l' | have lru'-| to ranse mysell
|'“l. ||.l|I.[ work and vou -|!|'.l_: me down. He's worth i.lﬁ'l. ol you,’

‘Perhaps he is. But | don't like him, Charley. Somerimes he
[IIL’.hll'ﬁ'— me.

LLIn'L‘[r‘sJ_' at his sister’s sad face, f harley ~|'-|1L|: mnore l.'IJIL'Tl'!r'
‘Now, come, Liz, don't let’s quarrel. Think how it would help
me o have M Hr.‘:ui:-ﬂnlu as a |'rur|'.1'| in-law. You |.|.|1II-.| tal
a respectable place in society - away from the river, away from
your poor triends. Think how well it would work out for the
three of us.”

L.'|'|.u'||;1r- stood and looked at Lizzie. Then seeing that her
feelings had not changed, he went on, ‘1 thought you would do
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this for me, Lizzie. Bur I can soon put things right. I'll tell Mr
Headstone you will think about his ofter again.’

No, Charley, no. What 1 have said tonight, 1 have said
for ever.’

‘And this girl,’ said Charley angrily, ‘this girl calls herself a
sister! 1 know what this means. This means you will continue to
see Mr Eugene Wraybumn. But you'll not disgrace me through
him. I'll have nothing more to do with you. You are a bad girl
and a bad sister.

Charley held up his hand, as though to hir Lizie, then he
turned and walked quickly away.

‘Oh. Charley, Charley,’ was all Lizzie could say as she laid her
burning face on the cold stone. Then as she stood up and began to
move home, a low voice said, “Why, Lizzie, what's the matter?

‘Mr Wrayburn, 1 cannot tell you now. Perhaps 1 will never tell
you. Please leave me.’

‘But | came here to see you, to walk home with you.'

‘No, you must leave me - for your sake, as well as my own. But
nlease, please take care.

He said nothing, but gently took her arm and began to lead her
home.

1 have been made very unhappy tonight, Mr Wrayburn. My
heather has been unkind to me and, and . . . please remember what

| told you. Take care.’
‘OF what! Of whom !

Nothing else was said. They walked quickly to the [Dolls'

Diressmaker’s lictle house, Lizzie went in alone.
Well now, Eupene said to himself. What were Lightwood's

questions! “What is going to happen! What are you doing?” We
shall soon know now. And sadly he turned and went on his way.

When Eugene next visited the Dolls’ Dressmaker’s house, Lizie
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was no longer there. Nothing would make Miss Jenny say where

her friend had gone.
Eupene searched for Lizzie Hexam all over London, but he

could not find her.
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But those words can hurt his children. Hexam had a son and

a daughter. For their sake, I'll make you swear' that Hexam was
not the murderer.’

‘Bur wha:dgbcmt the reward? Riderhood asked angrily. "Per-
haps | changed the truth a little. But | want that reward.’

1 alofie know the truth of that dark night,’ said the stranger.
‘And when | claim the reward, you shall share it.

Speaking these words slowly and clearly, the man got up. He
gave Riderhood a hard look and walked slowly out into the wind
and darkness. Outside, the man looked around him.

I have not been here since that night, he said to himself. What
happened then! [ cannot remember.

The man walked away from the river. He stopped at a dark
comer and pulled off his beard and long hair.

The man disguised as a sailor was Mr Julius Handford. And
Mr Julius Handford was Mr John Rokesmith. And Ms John
Rokesmith was . . . John Harmon.

The man walked on and as he walked, he spoke to himself.
What are you going to do, John Harmon! What are you going
to do!
. Harmon's thoughts went back to the day the ship arrived in
London. George Radfoor, the man he had met on the ship, had
taken him to Rogue Riderhood.

Riderhood sells sailors' clothes,’ Radfoot had told Harmon.
“They will help you to disguise yourself.'

Harmon tried hard to remember what had happened at
Riderhood's.

1 was given some coffee, Harmon said ro himself. It must have
been drugged. At once my thoughts became confused. | remember
there was some fighting and 1 was knocked down. Then much
later, | was in the river — in black, deep water! 1 was drowning.

| called on God to help me. Somehow 1 got out of the warer,
icy cold and nearly dead. 1 was wearing Radfoot’s clothes. | stayed
in a hotel for twelve days, using the name of Handford.

4

‘What Use Is My Life To Me!”

Then | saw a motice saying that John Harmon had been
Trowned. | went to the police station and saw the body of George

Radfoor. He was dressed in my clathes. Radfoot, who had planned
to murder me, had himself been murdered.

Su everyone thought John Harmon was dead Julius Handford
became John Rokesmith, Mr Boffin's secretary. And now John

Rokesmith must ask himself this question: John Harmon is dead.
Should he come back ro life!?

If the answer is yes, John told himself, 1 can inherit my father’s
maney and with it buy the girl 1 love. For | love Bella Wilfer madly.
But | want her to love me for my own sake, not for the sake of my
money.

If the answer is no, then John Harmon stays dead and the
Boffins. those pood, faithful people keep my father's money. They
will help Bella, and slowly she will grow better. Slowly,"she will
grow less fond of money. This is the answer. Let things stay as
they are. '

| shall live quietly as the Boffins' secretary. | shall be helping
the friends who were so kind to me as a child. Then one day, 1 shall
ek Bella to marry me, not as a rich man, but as a poor secretary.

i+ was with these thoughts that John Harmon - John
Rekesmith — reached the Boffins' house. There he changed into
his usual clothes.

Mr and Mrs Boffin were out and Bella was in the drawing-
room alone. How prerty she looked, how very, very precty!

Mr Rokesmith,' she said, ‘you do not look well. You are
very pale.’

| have had a busy evening, Miss Wilter.

Bella looked down at the book in her hand.

Ms Rokesmith,' she said. ‘1 was rude to you the last time we
spoke together. But you have no right to think badly of me, sir.’

You do not know how well 1 think of you, Miss Willer.”

‘But you believe that | have forgotien my family and my old
home. At least, you did think so.
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'l only reminded you, Miss Wilfer. | wish to see you always ar
your best. | . . . shall | go onl"

No, sir,’ said Pella. "You have said more than enough. You
know my positio cre, sit. You know yours. It is not honourable
of you to say more.’

15 it not honourable to love you with all my heart, to think of

no one but you! | must go on, Miss Wilfer. | must tell you honestly
that 1 love you and want to marry you.’

‘| reject your offer, sir,’ said Bella quickly.

1 already knew your answer. Forgive me.’

“This must be the end of this subject, now and for ever,' said
Bella firmly.

‘Now and for ever,' he repeared slowly.

“You must learn to hide your feelings, Mr Rokesmith. Mrs
Boffin suspects’ theém already. | have other plans for my lite. Why
waste yours in loving me”

My life,’ said the secretary unhappily. "What use is my life
to me!”

‘1 think vou are using your position here to take advantage of
me.

You are mistaken, Miss Wilfer, completely mistaken.’

“You know my history, my place in the old man's will, Am |
always to be the property of strangers”

1 am sorry for you, Miss Wilfer. Indeed | am. | shall say
nothing of this to the Boffins as long as | stay here. Trust me.

“Thank you, Mr Rokesmith,’ replied Bella. ‘If 1 have hurt you,
forgive me. | am young and perhaps | have been spoilt, but 1 am
not as had as you may think.'

Aditer the secretary had lefr the room, Bella laughed a little and
looked at her pretty face in the mirror. Then she walked up and
down the room. and at last threw herself down in a chair, almost
Crving.

And whar did John Rokesmith do!

He walked out into the streets again, not caring where he

56

‘What Use Is My Life To Me?’

went. He decided that John Harmon must remain dead for ever.
But one thing must be done. An innocent man had been accused
of John Harmon’s murder. That wrong must be put right for the
sake of Hexam’s children.

The very next day, the secretary went to Riderhood again. He
made him sign a paper to say that Jesse Hexam had taken no pant
in the Harmon Murder. Then John Rokesmith posted the paper
to Lizzie Hexam's last address.

John Rokesmith could send no letter with this paper. If he did,
he might be accused of his own murder!
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The Power Of Money

ella did not visit her old home very often, but she often met

r father when he had finished work.
Your lovely woman is not improved, Pa," Bella told her father

one day. ‘Indeed 1 am worse. | can think of nothing but money. |
can't keep the greed for money out of my eyes!’

‘Surely not, my dear.’
‘It's true. Bur I've something more interesting to tell you than
that. Three secrets, in fact. Number One - Mr Rokesmith has

made me an offer of marriage. | refused, of course.”
‘| always thought he admired you, dear. And Number Two?

‘Number Two. Dear Mrs Boffin has told me how much they
both wish to sce me married. And that when | marry with their
consent, they will make me rich!” And here Bella burst out crying

and laughing ar once.
‘A nd Number Three?” Mr Wilfer asked, not knowing what the

last secret might be.

‘About Number Three, 1 may be wrong. Indeed | hope so. |
try hard not to believe it, bur [ think that Mr Boffin's money is
changing him. He is always kind to me, of course, but o others
he is becoming hard and cruel. How terrible the power of money
is. Pa! 1 know it, because | know its power over me. Money 15
alwavs in my thoughts. Everything comes back to money and what

it can do.’
That evening, Bella left her father and returned to the Botfins’

house,
There was a small room in the Golden Dustmans house,

always known as Mr Boffin’s room. [t was not grand, but homely
and comfortable. Mr and Mrs Boffin were sitting in this room
when Bella came home. The secretary was there too, standing
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with some papers in his hand.

‘Excuse me, sir, you are very busy,” Bella said to Mr Boffin

‘Not at all, my dear. Come in and sit by Mrs Boffin. Now Mr
Rokesmith," Mr Boffin went on in a loud voice, knocking on the
table as he spoke, ‘where were we!’

“You were talking about my salary, sir.’

'] hope you are not too proud to talk about money, Rokesmith,
A poor man cannot be proud. Sit down. Why didn't you sit down
before, by the way! | hope that wasn't pride.’

‘Wo, sir.”

‘Wow | think that two hundred pounds a year is enough for
you. But what do | buy for that price! | buy a secrerary and | buy
all his time. You've been going out too much.’

The secretary bowed, but said nothing.

'If you want time off, you must ask for it. And I'll pur up a bell.
When | want you, that bell will ring in your office. That's all | want
o say now.'

The secretary took up his papers and went out, without
looking at anyone,

‘I've ler that fellow do what he likes,' Mr Boffin said. "But he's
a servant and must behave like one.’

‘Noddy,' said Mrs Boffin slowly, "don't you think you are
rather hard on Mr Rokesmith? You were always so kind to other
people.’

Pve changed, old lady. We've got to make changes. Everyone
wants our money and we must be careful’

Bella looked up and saw a dark, unpleasant look on Mr
Boffin's face. But the old man smiled at her.

"You know that mun{:fﬁ the |_'rn|."" thil‘l}.:, my dear. Make maney
aut of your good looks, marn  noney — that's the way! Now give
me a kiss, my child, and sa, goodnight. And don't forget, your

pretty face is worth money.’
These words made Bella very unhappy and the changes in Mr
Boffin made her unhappy too. She felt very sorry for the secretary,
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who became sadder every day. Mr Boffin's face lost its old pleasant
look. His smile became cunning and hard.

‘Rokesmith,' said Mr Boffin on another evening. 'l am
spl.'ndi:ng oo much Inoncy. Or rather you arc 5p-|.-:ndin;|-_- Lo
much for me.’

“You are rich, sir.

‘No, I'm not. | rell Yo I'm not rich.’

“You are not rich, sir!” said the secretary in surprise.

1 have money,’ Mr Boffin replied, ‘but I'm spending it too
quickly. You wouldn't like it if the money was VOUrS.

‘I that was possible, sir.”

‘Be silent,’ said Mr Boffin. ‘Remember I'm your master. Have
you told the Wilfers that you are leaving them?”

‘l have, sir.'

‘Then pay them the rent and move in here at once. Choose
any small room at the top of the house. Now go to your office and

get some work done.”
Bella took Mrs Boffin's hand as she saw the sad look on

her face. — Y
“This change is hard, very hard,’ said Mrs Boffin. 'But he is still

my dear hushand, still the best of men. . _
‘Now old lady, we mustn't be soft hearted,” Mr Bothin told his

wife. *And you, Bella, must remember that money makes money.
The more money | save, the more you shall have. _

There was a cunning look in his eyes as he spoke. Bella saw it,
but Mrs Boffin did not.

2

Lizzie's Secret

very day, Mr Boffin became more unkind to John Rokesmith.

Every day, Bella felt more sorry for the young secretary.

Mr Lightrwood had spoken to the Boffins abour Lizzie Hexam.
By careful questions, Mr Rokesmith had found out that Lizie was
living in a village further up the river and that she was busy and
happy.

Mrs Boffin had asked John Rokesmith to visit Lizzie. She asked
Bella to go with him. And s0 one evening Bella was walking by the
river with the secretary, as though they had never quarrelled.

“When | said | would come with you, Mr Rokesmith, it was
only to please Mrs Boffin," Bella explained carefully. The secretary
did not answer.

“You think well of Lizzie Hexam, don't you, Mr Rokesmith”
Bella went on.

‘Indeed | do. And she is very beautiful. Beauty with a touch of
sadness, I think.’

They walked on a little longer in silence and then Bella said,
‘Oh, Mr Rokesmith, don't be too hard on me. | do want to be
friends with you.'

‘Believe me, my dear Miss Wilfer, | want to be friends
with you.'

‘Forgive me,' said Bella, holding ourt her little hand.

No,' said the secretary with a smile, ‘forgive me." And when
he spoke again, it was in a friendly, pleasant way.

‘1 do hope you will be a friend to poor Lizzie Hexam. | know it
would please Mrs Boffin.’

'l will do my best, Mr Rokesmith,’ Bella told him. *1 would like
too make Mrs Boffin happy again. | am so worried by the change in
Mr Boffin. You know that I am very grateful to him, but . . . but
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does he treat you well”
o see how he treats me,’ said the secretary proudly.

Yes. | see it with pain, and it makes me very unhappy. Good

forune is spoiling Mr Boffin.’

Miss Wilfer,' said the secretary with a smiling face, ‘1 see, with
L that good fortune is not spoiling you. | am
very fond of Mrs Boffin. and for that reason, 1 cannot leave her
Id do anything for her and | know you would too.’

As they walked nearer the village, they met Lizzie. She was

eturning from her work. Bella left Mr Rokesmith by the river and
went back with Lizzie to her home.

| am afraid this is only a poor room,’ said Lizzie, giving Bella
the seat by the fireside. “It’s quite Strange far me to be visited by
a lady of my own age and one as pretty as you.

Bella held out her hand.

| am the girl whose name was |
wanted to know why you are living

whar people say about your father?
No. that has been put right. I have a different reason for living

n the Harmon will. Mrs Boffin

here in secret. Is it because of

here alone.’

You have a brother, haven't you!
‘| have a brother who is not friendly to me. But he is a good

boy. 1 don't complain about him.'
Bella saw the sad, lonely look on Lizzie's face.

1 wish we could be friends, Lizzie. | am a silly girl, | know, but

you can trust me. Tell me, my dear, why do you live like this!

What is the marter?”
“There is a certain man who says he

slowly. ‘He is a man of strong and terrible feelings,
loves me. He is my brother’s friend.’

‘Are you afraid of this man, Lizzie?
1 am not afraid for myself. Bur 1 am afraid that in his anger,

he will hurt someone else. There was blaod on his hands when he
said, “I hope that 1 never kill him!"
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Kill? Is he so jealous, then?
‘He is jealous of a certain gentleman. A gentleman far above

me. who has been kind to me.
‘Dioes this gentleman love you!”

Lizzie shook her head. |
Tioes he admire you! Did he help you to come here!
‘Oh. no, no. Of all people in the world, he is the one who must

nor find me.’ _

There was silence. Bella understood Lizzie’s meaning.

“You know everything now,’ said Lizzie, raising ]!*fu.':er head.
“That is my reason for living here in secret. I'm doing it ftor l'.h:
hest. But | love him so much. If | had been a lady . . . Bur that is
impossible. And although | love him, | hope for his sake that he
will never find me.’

Bella looked at Lizzie with the greatest surprise.
“You are so true, and 1 am so hard and heartless,' said Bella.

Lizzie shook her head again and said, "When you love some-

ane, you will be true, [ know it T
Before Bella lefr, she promised she would soon retum. The two
pirls parted as good friends. |

Wou look rather thoughtful, Miss Wilfer, said the secretary

when he saw her.

1 feel rather thoughtful,’ Bella replied. ‘I feel so much has
happened to me this evening.

‘Far good | hope!
' hope so,' replied Bella. And she shivered a little.

You are cold, Miss Wilfer. Let me put my cloak round you.
And if you are willing, take my arm as we walk back to the
carriage.’ .

!ﬁfmr: had a long talk with Lizzie. She has trusted !'l'!ll! and
told me her secret,’ said Bella and she rook Mr Rokesmith's arm,
almost without thinking.

‘How pleased | am,’ said John Rokesmith. ‘But of course she
would trust you, Miss Wilfer. What a beautiful night it is!’
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ugene Wrayburn was restless. He did not know where Lizzie
Hexam had gone and he wandered about London asking for

news of her.
‘I must find her,” he told Mortimer Lightwood one night. *And

| shall go on looking unril 1 do.”

“That is unlike you, Eugene,’ said Mortimer. ‘Tell me, what
will you do when you find Lizzie !

“That is another question, my dear Mortimer. Bur | have
something interesting to tell you. Whenever | go our after dark,
| am followed, always by oné man and often by two.’

‘Are you sure, Eugene!”

“Yes. And its always the same man - the schoalmaster.
Sometimes his young pupil is with him.'

‘How long has this been going on!

‘As far as | can tell, since Lizzie disappeared. Of course, | never
speak to them. But | know that | am making the schoolmaster
mad. When | know he is following me, | lead him all over

London, one night east, another night, north. Sometimes | walk
fast, sometimes slowly. Then suddenly, | turn, and there he is. |

walk back past him, not speaking, and this makes him mad.’

‘This is a strange story,’ said Mortimer, "Take care, Eugene,
the man may be dangerous.’

‘He is dangerous only to himself,’ answered Eugene carelessly.
‘Why don't you come for a walk with me now! Then you can see
him for yourself.'

‘Do you mean he is watching for you now!”

I'm sure of it. Are you ready!”

‘Now," said Eugene, when they were out in the cold, windy
night, ‘where shall we go! East, | think. Look our for the
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schoolmaster, Mortimer. He will be somewhere near.’

The friends saw a man in the shadow of the houses. They
started to walk quickly. The man followed. Eugene led him
through the dark London streets for over three hours. At last,
Eugene and Mortimer turned quickly down a dark, narrow street
and then turned again. They moved so quickly that they almost
knocked the schoolmaster over.

The look on Bradley Headstone's face was terrible. It was a look
of fear and hate. As he hurried past them in the dark, his white,
tired face showed the most terrible pain.

Long after the two lawyers returned home, Mortimer
Lightwood was still thinking about the schoolmaster. For a
long time, he could not sleep. But Fugene, pleased with his
night's work, fell asleep ar once.

There was no sleep for Bradley Headstone that night. He was
almost mad now, and ready to commit murder. Shut up all day
in his school, he broke lose ar night, like a wild animal. He was
sure that Eugene Wrayburn knew where Lizzie was hiding, and
that one night, he would visit her.

The schoclmaster watched Eugene and Mortimer g0 up to
their rooms. As he waited in the shadows, a man passed him,
carrying a letter. The man was walking unsteadily, and when he
returned, he knocked into Headstone.

‘Excuse me,' said the man in a rough voice, ‘do you know that
other one!” |

I don'rt know what you mean.’

| mean this,’ the man replied, smiling unpleasantly. "“There’s
L-E'I-'-"'r"l.'l nghl.wn-mi who lives up there, and there’s the other [man.
I'm asking you, do you know thar other one?”

T know as much of him as | want o know. Don't make s
much noise,’ Bradley Headstone added. as the man threw his old
cap in the air and shouted.

F-'I'Il."n TTU Ay |.II 30 |]I.|||!|_||lJ"l- T-FhEl' |'.I|l|.‘_‘-.' .:I‘ri||ll_'i-|' |I-.II.| .IL'[-:.“;I I'-ht'
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I'm an honest man, | can shout if | want to." answered the

Rogue — for the man was Rogue Riderhood.

Riderhood looked ar Headstone’s unhappy face and then

continued. “That other man, rthat lawyer. 1 hate him and [ think
you hate him too.'

‘MNever mind about that. You're here late, for an honest man.
What's your business"

1 could ask you the same question, but | won't,’ said the
Rogue. ‘I'm a Deputy-keeper® - up the river at Plashwater
Lock?. | want a paper from Lawyer Lightwood to make me Chief

Lock-keeper’. As the way back to my lock was past here, | put a
letter under his door.'

The schoolmaster began to show more interest.

'1 think 1 know your name. 1t's Riderhood, isn't it?
"What if it is” the other man said.

The two men walked on in silence for almost half a mile.

Riderhood had noticed the terrible look of hate on the school-

master’s face.

Can | use this man? the Rogue asked himself. Cap 1 use his
hate to help me!?

The schoolmaster’s thoughts moved more slowly.
"Would you take five shillings” he said ar last.
'Of course,' said the Rogue.

When the money was in his packer, he asked: “What's that
for! What do you want me to do for it?

1 don't know yet,' the schoolmaster replied slowly.

‘Pethaps you hate that Wrayburn,' Riderhood suggested,
saying the lawyer's name with difficulty.

‘Hate him! Yes, | hate him. That man insults’ me and laughs
at me every day. Let me ask you a question now. | believe you knew

Hexam. When did you last see his daughter? Have yOU ever seen
her and . . . Wraybum together?

Riderhood was a wicked man, but not a stupid one. He
beginning to understand now. You are jealous, he said to himself,

bH
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Then he spoke out loud: ‘1 saw them together the day Hexam
was drowned. That Wrayburn was speaking very kindly to Lizie."

As Headstone walked on, he began to make a plan. He would
use Riderhood to help him in the search for Lizzie. Riderhood
hated Wrayburn and would da anything for money. Then another
thought came into the schoolmaster's tired mind.

‘Do you know where Lizie Hexam lives now! The Rogue did
not know, but he agreed to look out for her if he was given more
money.

"We will see each other again,’ Bradley said. ‘I must g0 NOw,

Don't look for me. If | want you, I'll go to your lock.! The two men
parted.

' ¥y to teach his pupils. But

terrible thoughts in the school.
» they would never have sat so quiet and still.
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The Golden Dustman At His Worst

reakfast was always a pleasant meal in the Golden [ustman's

house. [t was easy to believe then that he had not changed.

But one moming, Mr Boffin's face was dark and angry. He
spoke so rudely to his secrerary, that John Rokesmith left the room
long before the meal was over.

Mrs Boffin’s face showed her unhappiness. Later, when she
was alone with Bella, she said: ‘I have been told not to speak to
you about it, Bella. | cannot rell you anything.”

Bella found the day long and sad. In the afternoon, she was
called o Mr Boffin's room. Mrs Boffin was sitting in her usual
chair and Mr Boffin was walking up and down. The look on his
face made Bella afraid.

‘I'm not angry with you, Bella," Mr Boffin said in his old, kind
way. ‘I'll see that everything's put right.’

“Whart do you mean, sir, “put right™”
ou'll see. Send Mr Rokesmith here,’ Mr Boffin added to his

servant.

‘Shut the doar, sir,” Mr Boffin told his secretary when he came
quietly into the room, T've something to say to you, Bur | don't
think yvou'll want to hear it. Now sir, look at this young lady by
my side.’

Bella raised her eyes for a moment to Mr Rokesmith’s pale
frce. Then she knew what had happened. Mr Bottin had tound

aut about the secretary’s offer of marriage. Bella remembered that

she lad told her maid abour it.

‘How dare you, sir,’ Mr Boffin went on. ‘How dare vou talk to

this lady about your feelings! You are a servant in this house and
this lady is far above you. This lady will marry a man with money
Have you money! | know you haven't.

[t
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‘Oh, Mrs Boffin, please help me,’ said Bella quietly.

‘Mrs Baffin, you keep quier,’ her husband told her. ‘TI'll talk to
this young man. Now sir, you were rude and forgot that you were
a servant in this house. And Miss Wilfer told you so.’ ’

‘But | was in the wrong,’ cried Bella. ‘I have asked him to
forgive me since then.'

Mrs Boffin began to cry.

‘Now stop that, Mrs Boffin,” the Golden Dustman went on. ']
haven't finished yet. | know why you spoke to Miss Wilfer, sir. It
was money, only money. Now remember, you came to me, a poor
man, and asked to be my secretary. [ took you out of the street to
work for me. Then you got to know thar this young lady will have
money when she married. So you planned to marry her yourself.
But Miss Wilfer was too clever for you. She guessed your plan.’

‘Believe me. sit, | had no such plan,’ said the secretary quietly.
‘Sir, | can no longer work for you.'

‘No. indeed,’ said Mr Boffin. ‘] have your money here. You
can leave now, sir.’

‘Have you said all you wish to say to me?

‘Maybe | have, maybe | haven't. | suppose you want the last
word. What do you want to say, Rokesmith? .

‘To you, nothing, Mr Boffin. But | must speak to Miss Wilfer
and your good wife.”

"Be quick, then. We've had enough of you.’

'| have stayed here,’ the secretary said in a quiet voice, ‘only
‘o be near Miss Wilfer. Since she refused my offer of marriage, |
have never spoken of my feelings. But they have never changed.
Indeed, my love for Miss Wilfer is deeper and stronger than it

ever was.'

‘Now listen to him,” said Mr Boffin with a hard laugh. "When
this young man says “Miss Wilfer”, he means "money”.
1 am not ashamed of my feelings. I love Miss Wilfer,’ the

secretary continued.

“Love Miss Wilfer"! Love money!" said Mr Baftfin.
il
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‘If Miss Wilfer had all your money, Mr Boffin,’ said John
Rokesmith, ‘she would not be a greater treasure than she is now.
| loved Miss Wilter from the first minute | saw her. It was for thar
reason that | became your secretary.’

‘Then you were more cunning than | thought,' cried Mr
Boffin. ‘But I've got you now, sir. Here's your pay, if you care to
pick it up.’

‘It is honestly mine,” said Rokesmith, as he took the money
from the ground.

‘Then pack your bags and be off,' said Mr Boffin. ‘This
young lady will marry money, only money, and she knows
it.’

‘Mrs Bottin,” said John Rokesmith, muming to the old lady
quietly, ‘thank you for all your kindness to me. Goodhye, Miss
Wilfer, goodbye.’

In answer, Bella jumped up from her chair and stretch-
ing out her arms, cried: ‘Oh, Mr Rokesmith, if you could
only make me poor again! If only | could po home again, to
my dear Pa! Don't give me your money, Mr Boffin, 1 won't
have it. Keep it away from me. It only brings sadness and
trouble!’

‘Now, now, my dear, you have been upset by all this,’ said Mr
Botfin. "But everything is put right now.”

‘I hate you,” cried Bella, stamping her foor. 'Or at least, |
cannot like you. | don't want to call you names, but you are a
bad, old man, you know you are.’

Mr Boftin stared at her.

‘When | came here, | loved and respecred you. But your
money has changed you. | used to love money, but now | hate
it, and | hare you too.

‘Mr Rokesmith, please listen to me,” Bella went on. ‘1 am very
sorry for the way you have been treated. | truly beg your pardon

for causing you such unhappiness.”
She held out her hand to him. He put it to his lips a

[

"‘Then pack your hags and be off .
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said: ‘God bless you." Withour another word, he hurried from
the room.

All this time, Mr Boffin had been looking ar them with the
greatest surprise. Mrs Boffin took Bella in her arms and held her
unitil the girl stopped crying.

1 must go home,’ said Bella, standing up at last. ‘] am very
grateful to you both, but | can't stay here.’

‘Do think carefully,’ said Mrs Boffin. ‘Please think about what
you are doing.'

‘1 know very well now," said Bella. “Your secretary is worth a
million of you, Mr Boffin. And the worse you have rreated him,
the more | have leamt to love him. There, thar is the truth
ar last.'

‘Now don't say things you will be sorry for, Bella,’ said Mr
Boffin in a quiet voice. ‘Stay where you are, and all will be as
before. Go away, and vou can never come back.’

'l know that.’

You mustn't expect to get any money from me, if you leave
like this. No, Bella, not a penny.’

‘Do you think 1 would rake it, sir, after what has happened?
No, never.” And Bella burst into tears again and turned to Mrs
Boffin to say poodbye.

“You have been very kind to me, sir,’ she said at last to Mr
Boffin, '‘but bad to Mr Rokesmith. I'm leaving you because
of that.’

Upstairs in her room, Bella cried a lirtle, then got up and
packed her clothes. She was taking only a few poor things she
had brought with her to the Golden Dustman's house. She went
down the stairs withour a sound.

Mo one was about. She looked into the secretary's room,
but he had already gone. She closed the front door quietly and,
hall-running, half-walking, made her way to her father's office.

By the rime she got there, the office had closed. Bur dear Pa
was sitting quietly alone, having his tea of bread and milk.

4
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He was very surprised to see his daughter. He was cven more
surprised to see that she had come on foor.

‘But where is your fine carriage, my dear! And surely, Bella,
that is a very old dress you are wearing?”’

‘It is, Pa. It is the dress | was wearing when 1 first went
to the Boffins. Pa, dear, | have something unpleasant to tell
you.'

‘My goodness,’ said Reginald Wilfer, looking out of the office
window, ‘here is Mr Rokesmith!’

‘Mo, Pa, surely not.'

In a minute, John Rokesmith was in the office. In another
minute, Bella was in his arms.

‘My dear, dear girl. My brave, honest girl. | knew you would
come here and | followed you. My love, are you mine?

Yes, | am yours, if you will have me,' Bella answered.

Reginald Wilfer looked on with the greatest surprise.

"‘We must rell dear Pa everything,” Bella said.

‘My dear, | think [ already understand a good deal.’

'But you don't understand what she has given up for me,’ said
lohn Rokesmith pmudhr.

‘| believe 1 can guess. | believe that my daughter, who says she

loves money so much, has given it all up for something better. Am
| righe?”

“Yes, dear Pa.’

‘Then my congratulations to you both! And now | think we

should all have tea together, before | take Bella home to her
maother!'

S0 Bella returned home, but only for a short time. One day,
when Reginald Wilfer had a holiday, he left the house very early.
Pella, wearing a new bonnet she had made herself, left ar about the

Mme rime.

They both went down the river to Greenwich, and there, John
Rokesmith was waiting for them.
Bella had left her mother a letter.

15
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[Yearest Ma, h
I |||:|_I-J':I|:' vorl won 't be ATIETY bt | am now hl[lj'ﬂh‘ merried to John

Rokesmith 1 lowve him wsth all my heart and he loves me better than |
Li.:"'u’:ri'r.’. H-.'L['u.' [L'H |L'4I.:I' PLI
Yotir lovange dawghter,
Rella ( Rokesmith)

And « Reeinald Willer retumned home alone. Mrs. Wilter
never knew that Mr Wilfer had mer Bella and John and been a
witness at thetr wedding, and Mr and Mrs Rokesmith began their
new hife together inoa pretty lirtle cortage, not far from the niver.

15
At The Lock

lashwarer Lock looked calm and pretty in the summer even-

ing light. A soft wind moved the trees and the falling water
made a pleasant sound.

Rogue Riderhood was in charge of the lock while the Keeper
was on holiday. He sat sleeping beside the water until a cry of
‘Lock! Lock!" woke him. The Rogue, shaking himself like a dog,
looked to see who was calling.

It was a young man in a small, light boat. Ridethood recog-
nised Mr Eugene Wrayburn. But Wrayburn, carefully keeping the
light boat steady, did not recognise Riderhood.

The lock filled, the lock-gate? opened, and the little boat
passed on up the river. A man, dressed as a boatman, watched
from the bank, but he did not stand up until Eugene had gone by.
The man was Bradley Headstone.

Hi!" called Riderhood. ‘Hi!"
The schoolmaster turned in surprise.
Is this your lock? he said. ‘1 thought it was further up the

rver.

Riderhood's sharp eyes noticed thar Headstone had carefully
dressed himself in clothes like his own.

Headstone looked anxiously up the river.
‘Don’t you worry,’ Riderhood told him. *You'll soon find him
again. And you'll see his boar somewhere, even if he does land.’

You think | am following him?"
‘I know you are,’

1t is true. Let Mr Eugene Wrayburn get ready for his fate.
He is going to her, | know it Listen, these are my holidays and

| have never left him. And [ will never leave hi

m now until | see
him with her

',



The lock filled, the lock-gate opened,

and the little boar passed

(M up the river

At The Lock

‘And when you have seen them together?

‘Then I'll come back to you.’

Riderthood looked ar the schoolmaster thoughtfully. Head-
stone took out his purse.

‘| have a pound for you.’

“You have two.’

Riderhood took the money greedily and pur it in his pocket.

‘Now | must follow him,' said Headstone, ‘He must Not escape
e NOYw,

Perhaps you'll stay and rest ar the Lock-house* when you
come back,’ said Riderhood.

I'.Irlll_

I'he light boat had gone on up the river, and the schoolmaster
went after it. Riderhood watched him for a time, and then wrmed
back to his lock. There was only one thought in his mind. Why
wus Headstone wearing clothes exactly like his? Was it by chance?
surely not. Riderhood had a plan to find out the truth,

Lining into the house, he looked through his clothes until he
lound a bright red neckerchief®

‘MNow,” said the Rogue, as he tied the neckerchief round his
heck, 'if he sees me with this and then | see him wearing one ton,
il be no accident,’

the day passed, and in the evening, Headstone returned o
he lock.

He's staying the night at an inn,’ he rold Riderhood. ‘He s
#ing on up the river at six in the moming.’

Then you'd better come in for a rest. You're Very tired.'
Thank you, ves,'
Have something to ear before vy sleep,’ said Riderhood
rmuug tood and drink on the table. He saw thart the schoolmaster
wked hard ar the red neckerchief. The two men ate and drank,

sleep there, in the corner,” Riderhood said. ‘' wake youy up
W theee. Ie'll be daylight by then.'

9
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But when daylight came, Headstone was already up. He at
once set off up the river to where Eugene was staying. "

Riderhood was busy with his work all day. Bradley Headstone
did not return that night.

The following day, the weather was dull and heavy, and in the
afternoon, the storm came. Lightning flashed and thunder rolled.
Then with a of rain, Bradley Headstone came in the deor, like
the storm itself. On his face were the old marks of hate and pain,
and a rerrible new look too.

“You've seen him with her,’ cried Riderhood.

‘I have. | saw him wait for her, and meet her. [ saw them . . . |
saw them walking together near the river, last night.’

"Whart did you do?’

‘Naothing.'

“What are you going to do? asked Riderhood.

Headstone sat down heavily on a chair and laughed. Suddenly
a stream of blood came from his nose.

“Why does that happen? Riderhood asked.

‘I don’t know. But it has happened several times since last
night. | taste blood, smell it and it chokes® me.'

Headstone stood up and went our into the rain. When he had
washed the blood away, he came back and, sp:aklngwike a4 man in
a dream, he said: “What did you ask me before | went out?”

'l asked you what you were going to do.’

'How can | know! How can | plan anything, if | can't sleep?”

‘Sleep here then,’ said the Rogue. ‘And the longer you sleep, |
the betrer you'll know what to do afterwards.”

Bradley Headstone lay down fully dressed and at once closed
his eyes. Riderhood sat in a chair and watched him. He saw the
lightning and he heard the thunder. Once there was a greql
crash of thunder and a roar of wind, but the schoolmaster did
not wake. -

Riderhood gor very quietly to his feet. He stood by Headstone,
looking down ar him, a cunning smile on his face. |

ol
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'‘Poor man,’ he said, ‘this coat of his must make him uncom-
tortable. Let me open it a little for him.' Softly and slowly, he
opened the coat. Round the schoolmaster’s neck was a red
neckerchief like his own.

With a wornied look, Riderhood walked guietly back to his

chair. He sar there for a long rime, looking ar the red neckerchief,
and at the sleeping man who wore it.

Al
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' Awhnle night and day went by. The storm passed. It was late
evening as Eugene Wrayburn walked along the river bank.
He walked up and down, looking always in one direction.
Turning ‘again, Eugene saw Lizzie coming, and went to meet
her. He put her hand to his lips, but she quietly moved it away.
‘Will you walk beside me, Mr Wrayburn, and not touch me?
she said softly.
Eugene answered. ‘Don't be unhappy, Lizzie. And don't be
unkind.' "
'l cannot help being unhappy, bur | do not mean to be unkind.
But | must ask you to go away from here tomorrow morning.’
‘Lizzie, Lizzie, I can't go away. You brought me here. You keep
me here. | cannot leave you.'
‘Mr w:ayhum. p|=as-5 listen to me. | IThLISE ,-,puai-: [0 you very
seriously. Do you know why | left London”
'l think, Lizie,' he answered, ‘thar you left London because
of me.'
'l did."
‘Then how could you be so cruel?
‘Oh, Mr Wrayburn, how can you speak of cruelty? Is there no
cruelty in you being here tonight? Why did you come here?”
‘Lizie, you don't know whar I think of you. You don't know
how you confuse me.’
You must think of me. | am a poor, working girl and you are
a gentleman. | am happy here, but if you come here again, | will
have to leave.'
‘Are you so determined, Lizzie, to escape from one who
loves you !
'l am.’
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He looked into her beautiful face. El'n:trieﬁgznhnﬁrm*. but she
could not.

“You are so different from me,' she continued. ‘Oh, it is all so
hopeless. You must go. But may Heaven help you and bless you!’

He held her and kissed her, once.

‘Mr Wrayburn, leave rhis neighbouthood tomommow mom-
ing.’

T will try.

Eugene was thinking about Lizzie long after she had walked
away. | have power over her and she loves me, he was thinking. It
is impossible for me to marry her. But how can | leave her? What
am | to do!?

He stopped for a moment and looked down at the quiet water.
Suddenly there was a dreadful crash, a terrible bright light. Had
he been struck by lightning? He tumed to face the blows that were
smashing down on his head and arms. His murderer wore a red
neckerchief. Eugene saw nothing more.

He fell unconscious onto the bank and then into the deep

waler.

The moon came up as Lizzie Hexam was walking sadly home-
wards. She heard the strange sounds. She heard a man’s cry and
then the fall into the river.

Without thought, without crying for help, she ran down to
the water and along the river bank. She came to ground that
was covered with blood. Broken pieces of wood lay there and
a few torn pieces of cloth. Looking into the water, Lizzie saw a
bloodstained face turned up to the stars and the dark sky.

Mow she thanked God for her old life and the skills her father
had raught her. She ran back up the river to where she had seen a
boat. Quickly and easily, she got into the boat, took the oars and
rowed away from the bank. She rowed as she had never rowed in
the old days with her father. Over her shoulder, she looked ahead
for the face she had seen in the water.

She rowed more slowly now, afraid of passing the drowning
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man. Then in the moonlight she saw a man's body. It moved o
one side, then turned on its back. She stopped rowing and knelr
in the boat. She held the bloodstained hair and, as she bent over
to tie the body to the rope, she gave a great cry.

Lizzie rowed to the nearest bank and, using all her strength,
litted Eugene’s body into the boat. She tore her dress into strips
and covered his rerrible wounds. Then she ook hold of the oars
again and rowed hard, back down the river to the inn. All the
time, her eves were on his bloodstained face. She fastened the boat
and carried him slowly up through the garden to the inn

A doctor was sent for and Lizzie sar holding Eugene’s head.

"Who brought this man in!” the doctor asked.

'l did, sir.” Lizzie answered.

You, my dear! You could not life this weight.”

‘Mot usually, sir, but | know 1 did rq'rn|H}1[_'

A second doctor armived. They spoke together and one gently
held Eugene's hand for a moment and then laid ir gently down.

‘Look after that poor girl,! the first doctor said, ‘She is
unconscious. Move her, but do not wake her. Poor girl. She
has saved him from the river, but I fear she has not saved him
from death.’

It was early morning at the lock as Bradley Headstone knocked an
the Lock-Keeper's door.

' [hll.ll.t}_!:ht I had lost you, said [hdi:'rhl.:h.hl.f, who had been
waiting for the schoolmaster’s return. ‘You need some sleep.”

Riderhood gave the schoolmaster a strong drink. Then Bradley
stretched himself on the bed and was asleep at once.

‘One of his sleeves is tom,” the Ropue said ra himself. ‘He's
been in the grass and he’s been in the water. His clothes ame
5]:!1."[:.*1.! with hlood, | know whose Hmui i s,

| hen she ook hold

l.i.”“."-rl Ihl' TiIeT [ .I'_Ill:q" irn

: of the oars agam and rowed hard . back
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Bradley slept for twelve hours and Riderhood looked after his
lock. One boat stopped for some time, and the boatman seemed
to be passing on news.

Bradley Headstone did not wake up until the afrernoon.

'l shall go home when the sun goes down,’' he said.

Riderhood put a large pie and two knives on the mble. The two
men sat down in silence and began 10 eat. The schoolmaster was
still tired. His knife slipped as he cut the pie.

‘Look out!’ cried Riderhood. 'You've cut your hand.' It was
too late. As Riderhood vied up the deep cur, the schoolmaster’s

hand shook so much that drops of blood fell on Riderhood's
clothes.

The two men sat down again and the Rogue leant across
the table.

“The news has already gone down the river. Who do you think
picked up the body! She did!’ :
Headstone said nothing, but he smiled. Then he stood up.

‘If and when we need to malk again, I'll come back here, he

said. ‘Goodnighe.'
But Rogue Riderhood was a cunning man. No one escaped

from him easily. That night, although Riderhood had not teld the

schoolmaster, another man was coming to look after the lock for a
short time. As soon as the man came, Riderhood hurried after the
schoolmaster, back towards London. '

The Rogue was used to following people and he was better
it than Headstone. He kept near and made no sound. He foll
the schoolmaster until he stopped by a quiet part of the river.

NMow what is he doing? the Rogue asked himself. Look,
going to jump in the river!

Headstone soon swam back w the bank. He dressed himself
ldnnwnclﬂmmthathadb:enhiﬁﬂmmlnu,m

bundled up the clothes that were exactly like Riderhood's a
threw them as far as he could into the river.

Now, though the Rogue, shall I follow you, or go fishing &

86

The Attack

those clothes! | think | can find you again. I'll fish for those

clothes. And so he did. The fishing was successful and Riderhood
carried the bundle back with him to his lock.

Bradley Headstone went on towards London. He was not
sorry about what he had done. But he was sorry that it had not
been done better. In his mind, he repeated the murder over and
over again, but each rime, in a different, a better way.

His school opened again the next day. The pupils saw no
change in their schoolmaster’s face. But whatever lesson he
taught, the schoolmaster’s mind was on one thing only: the
murder, and how he could have made it perfect.
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‘Let Him Go Unpunished’

few days later, Miss Jenny Wren was alone in her little house,
busy with her work, and singing to herself. The front door
Wils Open.

A gentleman appeared in the doorway. The gentleman was a
stranger to Miss Jenny, but there was something about him that
reminded her of Mr Fugene Wraybumn.

‘Excuse me," said the gentleman. “You are the Dolls' Dress-

maker, Lizzie Hexam’s friend”
Yes, sir," said Jenny at once, looking anxious.

‘I am Mr Mortimer Lightwood and | have a note for you here

from Miss Hexam. Will you read it”
'It’s very short,” said Jenny.
‘There was no time to make it longer. Time was very impors

tant. My dear friend, Mr Eugene Wravburn, is dying.'
Jenny gave a cry.

‘He was artacked by the river. | have come straight from his

bedside. He is often unconscious. But bath Lizzie and | are sure h
asked for you. Please come at once. This may be his lnst wish.”

A quiet and darkened room. Owside the windows, the
flowed by. Eugene lay helpless on the bed, his useless am
his sides,

He did not move when Jenny arrived, but he seemed to Cr
her. Sometimes Eugene's eyes were wide open, and som
closed. Somerimes he was able o 54y a4 name before he beca
URCONSCIoUS again.

B
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Jenny was given a little rable at the foot of the bed where she
«at working every day. Lizzie was there too, whenever she was not

a1t work, and Lightwood never left his friend's side.

‘Mortimer.'

‘My dear Eugene.”

‘Maortimer, | have something to say. This artack, my dear
Mortimer, this attempred murder . . '

Maortimer leant closer saying, “You and | suspect someone.'

‘I don'’t suspect; [ know. But the man must never be given up
to the police. She would be punished, not him. She would suffer
Il that man is accused, you must keep silent and save him. Listen to
what 1 say to you. It was not the schoolmaster, Bradley Headstone.

| % you hear me? It was not the schoolmaster. Think of Lizzie and
et him go unpunished. Promise me.’

'Eugene, | do. | promise you.'

Eugene looked at his friend for a moment and then once more
Iecame unconscious.

Hours, days and nights passed in the same way. Sometimes
Fugene was unconscious, somerimes he would alk a lictle. The
one name - Lizzie — he whispered hundreds of times.

Une afternoon, when Lizzie had just gone out 1o her work,
Fugene spoke Mortimer's name.

‘Mortimer," he said, ‘there is something you must do for me.
Bt | cannot remember what. My thoughts keep wandering away,
Help me, Mortimer.’

Mortimer gave his friend a litle medicine. Bur all Eugene
tould say was, ‘Lizzie, Lizzie, Lizzie.

lenny had been watching and listening and she now came near
i Mortimer.

1 think 1 know the word he wants 1o say, Jenny whispered.

Shall | say it o him?”
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Yes, do.'

Jenny bent over Eugene and spoke one word: “Wife.’

Eugene looked up at her and then ar Mortimer.

‘Oh, God bless you,' whispered Eugene.

“You want to make Lizzie your wife, Eugene!” asked Mortimer.

“Yes, God bless you, yes.'

‘It shall be done, Eugene. Trust me. The arrangements will be
made as soon as possible.’

Mortimer left the room. As the evening light began 1o fall,
Lizzie returned from her work and ook her place by the bed.
‘Is he conscious!” Jenny asked.

‘He is conscious, Jenny,' Eugene answered for himself. ‘He
knows his Lizzie, soon to be his dear wife.'

It was far into the night, almost moming, when Eugene
opened his eyes again. He asked at once, 'Has Mortimer come

back?”

Lightwood was there and answered immediately.

‘Yes, Eugene, and all is ready.’

They all stood round the bed and the clergyman began to
speak. The bridegroom could not move his hand, so they touched
his fingers with the ring and put it on the bride's hand.

'Open the curtains, my dear girl,’ said Eugene, ‘and let us see
our wedding-day,’

The sun was rising and its first light came into the room. Lizzie
moved back to the bed and touched Eugene's lips with her own.

You have made a poor marriage, my sweet wife. You have
married a worthless fellow.’

'l have made the marriage | wanted more than anything else,’
said Lizzie. ‘Live for me, Fugene.’
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18
‘T'll Never Let You Go'

Charlu:-,r Hexam was now working at a different school and was
doing well. He never saw his sister. He felt that Lizzie had
disgraced him. When Charley heard about the attack on Fugene
Wrayburn, he knew at once who had done it. One evening he
called on his old schoolmaster.

‘Mr Headstone, have you heard the news” Charley asked.
‘That fellow Wrayburn has been killed.'

'He is dead then,’ cried Bradley, ‘1 did not know that.’ Charley
looked hard ar the schoolmaster’s white face and red eyes.

"‘Where were you, Mr Headstone, when it was done?” Charley
asked slowly. ‘No, stop, don't tell me. If you do, I'll go straight to
the police and tell them everything.’

Headstone looked ar his old pupil, but he could noe speak.

‘l can no longer be your friend,” Charley went on. There were
angry tears in his eyes.

‘People know that | have been your friend, Mr Headstone.
You have been seen with me. People will blame me, as well as
you. You said that you loved my sister. But she has di me,

and now you, with your hate and your terrible temper, have !l'hﬂ-.

to drag! me down too.

‘Now | am going my own way. Keep away from me and hink |

about what you have done!”

Charley Hexam turned and walked away. Headstone had | |

his last friend.
Soon after this, Headstone found out that Eugene Wraybur

had not died. When he heard that Eugene had married Lizzie, th
schoolmaster realised what he had done. He had tried to sene

Lizzie from Eugene Wraybumn: but, instead, he had jﬂtnu:l' |
for ever. Then slowly Headstone understood that Fugene did nu
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want him accused. For Lizzie's sake, Eugene would never tell the
police who had attacked him.

One winter's day, when the snow was beginning to fall,

Headstone looked up from his blackboard and saw Riderhood.

The Rogue was standing at the classroom door with a bundle of
clothes under his arm.

‘What kind of place is this!” said Riderhood, taking off his
old cap.

“This is a school.’

‘A place where young people learn what 1s right! Well, that's
a fine thing. And who teaches here !

'l do,” Bradley answered, his face white with fear.

You're a schoolmaster are you! What a fine thing to be! A
schoolmaster. And there’s a blackboard and chalk. Now | can't
read or write, but perhaps you'd be kind enough to write your
name on that blackboard, Schoolmaster.

‘Now young gentlemen,' Riderhood said 1o the pupils, ‘per-
haps you would kindly read that name for me.’

‘Bradley Headstone,’ cried the class together.

‘Bradley Headstone, Schoolmaster,’ Riderhood repeated
slowly. ‘And you look very like a man 1 have seen dressed

a5 a boatman. 1 want to see that boatman, Schoolmaster, |

want him at my lock. Do you think you can make him come
there !

‘I'm sure | can.’

"I'hank you, Schoolmaster. I'd like to see that boatman. | have
a bundle of clothes here that he threw in the river.'

‘How do you know he threw them in the river?

‘Because | saw him do it

The two men looked at each other. Then Bradley slowly
turned and cleaned his name from the blackboard,

‘Thank you, Schoolmaster, for giving some time to an honest
man. And P'll look forward to seeing that boatman up the

nver.’
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The next day was Saturday, and a holiday. Bradley Headstone
ﬁﬂwwhﬂﬂmMElrlhtlﬂﬂLﬂmHﬂndmblﬂHﬁng
and snow began to fall. He had to cross London and it was late
afternoon and almost dark before he came near to the lock, The
ground was now covered in snow and there were floating lumps
ol ice on the river. Headstone walked on towards the light shining
ﬂ‘lw the Lock-house window.

The light came from a fire and a candle. Riderhood was sitting
between the two, an unpleasant smile on his face. His visitor sar
down opposite him and said: “Well, I'm here. Who is 1o begin”

Tl begin,” said Riderhood, ‘when I've smoked this pipe.”

He sat smoking for a long time and then, ar last, put down
his pipe.

Tll begin,” Ridethood repeated. ‘Bradley Headstone, School-
master, | want something from vou. | want money.”

‘Anything else?

‘Everything else,’ shouted Riderhood, in sudden anger.
‘Amswer me like that and | won't ralk 1o you at all. Instead
uftnm.[*uhhgm?hntddmrnup:mm:ndmhvm,
as you smashed him." And he hit the table hard, with his hand.

‘Go on,' said Bradley quietly.

'Oh yes, I'm going on. Look here, Bradley Headstone — | hared
Wrayburn too. | didn't care about what you did to Wrayburn.
But you wore clothes and a neckerchief like mit  nd you shook

blood on me. For that, I'll be paid, and paid well,’
Bradley, very white, sat looking ar Riderhood in silence.

You tried to trick me,’

tollowed you and you didn't

clothes. I've got them, and I've Bt you. And you'll pay me unt
I've got all you have. Then I'll leave you alone, but not before, I'n
going home with you now and 1] never let you go.’
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T ———

Bradley Headstone sat still. His face grew whiter and whiter.
Th:mmﬂn:mthtﬂudm:ulﬂhthq.n'ﬂllht
first daylight, the schoolmaster stood up and walked out of the
Lock-house. Riderhood followed him.

WO Eﬁp.
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T'll hold you living and 1I'll hold you dead!’

do not follow us. But | shall be hHFF‘_r'

19
John Harmon Comes Home

ella had been happily married to John Rokesmith for more
Bthan a year, when she began to notice a rroubled look on her
husband's face. More than once, he cried out in his sleep.

You know, John dear, | feel you should trust me.' she told
him. ‘Something important is worrying youw.'

'l am worried, Bella dear, but do not ask me why.’

Une day, Bella was in London to do some shopping. She and
lohn were walking haprpily along together, when suddenly they
turned a comer and met Mr Lightwood.

John Rokesmith stopped and looked hard at the lawyer.

‘Mr Lightwood and 1 have met before,
1o Bella.

‘Mer before, John? But M Lightwood once told me that he
had never seen you," Bella answered IN surprise.

‘When Mr Lightwood last saw me, my
Rokesmith, ‘my name was Julius Handford.®

Julius Handford! Bella had seen the name in newspapers. A
ieward had been offered for finding him, bur no one had done so.

‘Mr Lightwood," Rokesmith went on,
it last, you will want to talk to m

=ir said Mr Lightwood,
months. You are suspecred of g
VO TVOnW,

‘Mr Lightwood, | am goin

 he said quietly

love,” said John

now thar we have met
€. You know where | live.'

| have searched for you for many
very terrible crime. 1 cannot leave

g home with my wife. Please

[0 sce you any time
Lomorrow.,”

Later that evening, John Rokesmith said ta

You haven't asked me, my dear,
e,

his wife.
why | once had another
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John Harmon Comes Home

‘Na, John love. | should like to know, but | shall wait until you
tell me yourself.’

“You can be sure that | am in no danger and that | have done
no wrong. But you heard what Mr Lightwood said. Shall | tell you
what he was talking abour”

Yes, John.'

‘My dear, he was talking about the murder of John Harmon -
the man who should have been your hushand.’

You cannot be suspected of murder, John?

'l can be — and | am.’

‘How can they!' cried Bella. "But | trust you, John. 1 trust you
with all my heart.'

Johin took his dear wife in his arms and kissed her. They sart
together in a peaceful silence as the room grew dark.

The door opened quietly, and a strange voice said: ‘1 think |
shall light these candles now.'

Bella and John looked up in surprise.

“fou have seen me before, sir, but your wife has nor,'
said the police Inspector. ‘1 believe you wrote down a name.
and address ar my police station, a long time ago. | have the
piperhﬂe.hndihmtﬁ:uﬂlhmhwﬁhmmm |
"Mrs John Rokesmith, From her husband on her birthday"
The writing is the same. 1 think we should ralk about this
alone, sir.' '

‘Mrs Rokesmith can hear what you have to say. She kne
there is no reason to be afraid.’

Really?” said the Inspector. "Well, ma'am, your hushband has
given us a great deal of trouble. | would like him to come with m
to the police station.’ .

“Why! What is the charge’ against me? 4

‘Well, now, | don't like ro sav this before a lady. But 1 mu
charge you with being in some way connected with the

Murder. And | | | |
s v must tell you that anything you say may be
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T don't think it will' said John Rokesmith, sranding up.
"Would you come with me into the other room for a moment”

After kissing the frightened Bella, John went our with the
Inspector. They were together for half an hour. When they
returned, the Inspector looked very surprised indeed and there

was a strange smile on his face.

In a very short time, Bella was driving through the streets of
London with her husband and the Inspector. The cab stopped
down by the river, outside a small building with “Police Station”
over its door.

"We are not going in there, John? said Bella. holding onto her
husband's arm.

Yes, my dear. Bur we shall be out again very soon.'
~'It’s a small macter of identification,’ the Inspector rold Bella.
lhey were given chairs. The Inspector went out and returned a
little later with two poorly dressed men.

The two men stared at Jlohn Rokesmith with the greatest
surprise. One of them cried: ‘Look! Look there! It' him !’

These words seemed to be enough for the Inspector and he
led the two men away. Almost ar once, another cab was called
and Bella was driving home through the dark streets with her
husband. She knew nothing except that John was free and seemed
very happy. She asked no more questions.

The following day, Bella had another surprise.

‘My dear, 1 have some news," John told her. 'l have changed

im l.uh-.jl hafe found a berter one which also gives a fine, new
Wuse. I'm going to take you to see it now,”

=0 once more, Bella found herse




John Harmon Emm_ Home

and Bella went up the stairs together to a door they both

knew well.
John took his wife's arm, opened the door and ran with Bella

into the room. There stood Mr and Mrs Boffin, their faces covered

with smiles. Mrs Boffin ran forward, tears of happiness running
down her face. Taking Bella in her arms, she said: “You dear
wife of my dear John! Welcome to your house and home, my

pretty dear!’
Bella could understand nothing. She looked ar the happy,
smiling face of Mr Boffin. Where was the look of greed and

cunning that had made her so unhappy!
Mrs Boffin and John made Bella sit between them and Mr

Boffin stood smiling down at everyone.

'‘Old lady, if you don't begin telling Bella, someone must!’

‘I'm going to begin, Noddy dear,' answered Mrs Boffin, laugh-
ing and clapping her hands. ‘Now, tell me, Bella, who is this?

"Who is this? Bella repeated. ‘My husbhand.'

‘Ah, but tell me his name.’

‘Rokesmith, of course.’

‘Na, it isn't!’

‘Handford then.' — ‘No, wrong again.’

‘l suppose his name is John?”

‘Ah, 1 should think so. I've often called him by that name. But
what’s his other name, his true name?

‘l can't guess,’ said Bella, her face pale.

“Well, 1 guessed, didn't 1, Noddy?

'So you did, old lady.’

‘Listen to me, Bella dear,’ Mrs Boffin went on. ‘It happenes )
one night after a certain young lady had refused to marry him. |
had o go to his room. 1 saw him sitting lonely and sad by his fire.
He looked up at me, just as he used to do as a poor, lonely child.
“l know you", 1 cried. "You're our John!". So now what i8 vous
husband's name?" d
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Not . . . not John Harmon? That's not possible. He was
drowned - murdered.’

Everyone thought so,' continued Mrs Boffin. ‘But that |5
'
John Harmon's arm round your waist and you are the dear wife
of John Harmon!”

E;llﬂ looked at her husband, but she was too surprised to say
anything. Mrs Boffin clapped her hands again and went on with
her story.

¥ Noddy came in when he heard me cry out thar night. John
told us that a certain young lady had refused to marry him. He was
going away tor ever. But we could not lose our John again. MNoddy

knew that you were a little spoilt, Bella dear. Bur he wanred 1o
show John that your heart was pure gold.'

Mr Boffin nodded and he went on with the story

"The three of us made a plan,’ explained Mr Boffin. ‘] became
the cruellest, hardest master & man ever had. And you
was all true, Bella, and so you married our John.'

'El_._H I still did not want w rell you the rruth,' |
on. “You knew me as John Rokesmith We w-:u: t

that was enough. Then we met Lightwood and the
(O come out.’

Mrs EHHIH L‘.i*_-.ﬂ:d Ht'[[:l TR ] e
cry. Then Bella looked A E{I;nn- ey both began o laugh and

'l thin
e k 1 understand now, why you were always ralking about
i e i LS o I
o .L ;J saw me becoming greedy and hard. S you prerended
greedy and hard oo, Just to show me what it was like. '

Yes!' cried Mrs B :
G IS hin. Bt | wantre |

: el o l-|_"" ViOIL ‘
hlll'll.ln?db of times. ' the ”“[h-

<] .%'u.nl:l ;rnu went to all this rouble, just to make me « lirtle berrer
and to help my dear John marry me!”

Il-k-llﬂ turned to her hushand wirh a smile,
Now, Mr John Harmon," she said.

believed i
ohn weni

wappy and
truth had

let us wele
ome our dear
our new home - and o theirs.'
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__Points for Understanding

Preface

Why was John Harmon going to be rich?
Old John Harmon had made a very strange will. Why was it
Very strange!
Together, the two young men had made a plan.
(a) Who were the two young men
(b) Whar was the plan they had made?

1

Who spoke to Hexam from another boat on the river? Was this
man a friend of Hexam's?
As the boatr moved silently over the water, the thing at the end

of the rope always followed. Whar was the thing at the end of
the rope!

*Ihm:rl's-:ﬁuﬂhhmp hnlmhqq:mm"iﬂ'humld
these words?
Why did Lizzie send Charley away?
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|  Why was Bella Wilfer sad and angry! .
7 But Bella would not have laughed if she had known one thing.
What was the one thing!
7 Why did Mr Boffin offer a reward to the man who found John
Harmon's murderer! How much was the reward!
4 Mr Rokesmith wanted a job.
(a) Who did he want to work for!
(b)Y Whar kind of job did he want to do!
5 “Well, that's a good idea,” said Mr Boffin.
(a) What was the good idea!
(b) Who had suggested it!
6 Why did Mr Boffin call Mr Rokesmith, ‘Our Mutual Friend'!
7  Why did people call Mr Boffin, “The Golden Duscman'?

4

|  Whart did Riderhood want to talk to Mr Lightwood about!?

! Who did Riderhood say had murdered John Harmon!

I “You have no proof,’ Lightwood told Riderhood. But what did
Riderhood say was his proof?

4 Eugene Wrayburn looked through the window of Hexam's
house, Who did he see inside!

5  ‘Look, it's him. He's cheated me!” How had Riderhood been

cheated!

5

|  The new secretary worked well; but there was one thing he
would nor do. What was that one thing?
1 "So rude, so careless, but so very beaurtiful,' he said to himself,
(a) Whao said rhese words?
(b} Who was he thinking of?

3 What happened to Bella Wilfer after she went to live with the

Botfins?
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6
Bradley Headstone seemed 1o be a calm man. Was this really

true!

What was Miss Jenny Wren's work?

Charley Hexam said to his sister: 'I"m ashamed that Mr

Hl:adsul;me saw you there.” Why was he ashamed!

mﬂld {f:hmlw Hexam and Bradley Headstone see walking
em

Whar did | bt
Hmdﬁmnél;:nny Wren think of Lizzie's brother and of Bradley

Wh _ |
Lin?: ::tFE"!tﬂ ne Wrayburn offering Lizzie and Jenny? Did

2

Why had Charley H ;
jiju%mt e r:? exam and Bradley Headstone cOme to see
I think you have an interess he y

(a) Who says these '.l.rnnlf-?m vEy

{b) Who is he speaking ro!

(¢) Who is "her';

Why did Soc ety accept the En‘;rﬁ_'im?

H":"H telr unhas _
make et foal Il:lf"': fhﬁlfrﬂﬁhﬂmt!d. What had Rokesmith said o

Mr Boffin had given Bella a ba

Fl:!la do with this money ! et i
Pur love and happiness first,
was Bella's reply?

M s B“ﬂ.inﬁl.ﬁhrdﬁ kas -

I'!'-l:l:'T'I. :Iiml]._- unhﬂprﬁ:—' I_:I"T::l“ .'ﬂ!.lt" Vil sure I:|"|
{(8) Whar did Ro
(b) Why was Bel

fifty pounds. What did

" Mr Wilfer advised Bella, What

at you have never

hﬂil‘l‘l'l![h reply 1o this question!
la disappointed?
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Bradley Headstome's whole life had been changed. What had
caused this change’
How had Bradley Headstone hoped to help Lizzie!
‘My poor Lizmie,” Jenny said quietly. What had Jenny understood
about Lizzie's feelings for Eugene Wrayburn?
Why did Charley Hexam plan to meet Lizzie before she reached
home! Who came with him!
‘Is it yes or no! said Bradley Headstone.

(a) Who was he speaking to!

(b} What does the question mean!
‘Then | hope that | never kill him,' said Bradley Headstone.
Who does Bradley Headstone hope he will never kill?
Why was Charley Hexam angry with his sister!?
Lizzie warned Eugene Wraybum to take care. Whart did she

mean !

%Jm#m Wrayburn searched for Lizzie Hexam all over London.
yi

10

T know that knife!" said Riderhood in surprise. Whase knife was

ic!

What did the stranger want Riderhood to swear!

Who was: (a) Julius Handford (b) John Rokesmith (c) John
Harmon!?

Where had Radfoot taken Harmon when !
What had Radfoot tried to do to Hmn?ﬁ S
What had happened to Radfoot?

John Harmon is dead. Should he come back to life? What

John Rokesmith sent Lizie g

send a letter with this paper? AT e po oy S
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4 Lizzie said wo Bellg:

11

Bella had three secrets to rell her father. Whar were these
secrets!

Bella said

g that she knew the power of money. How did she know
i5]

omplain to Rokesmith about?
Mr Boffin going to put up a bell?
pPpening to Mr Boffin that made Bella feel very

(b} Why was
What was ha
unhappy!

Bella told John Rokesmith:

. Chand s W .

Wha did John Rokesmih uy sy~ 1% M1 Bofn
LEZ1E 1O "H: .ll i‘.ﬂv d. : e

(a) What did Bella ;?niﬁw:?; o tor living here alone.

e reason?
(b) Whar did Lizie say was the rea] r-:a:l;rn"

‘Although 1 love him | h |
| v | hope for his
find me.' Who was she talking :ihuut?ﬂkt

13

that he will never
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14

How had Mr Boffin learnt about the secretary’s offer of marriage
Bella?

'[I?he l:zl:mnr told Mr Boffin: ‘Believe me, sir, | had no such

plan.’ What plan did Mr Bofiin say the secretary had made!

What did Mr Boffin say Bella would marry?

Bella left Mr Boffin's house.
(a) Where did she go!
(h) Who followed her there!

What happened at Greenwich!
15

Wha was in the small, light boar that went through the lock!
What was Headstone doing] 1
Afier Headstone lefr, Riderhood had only one thought in his

mind. What was that thought! |
Riderhood f-:mw"n;:l a bright red neckerchief and tied it round his

neck. Why!

Riderhood slowly opened Headstone’s coat while he was sleeping.

(a) What was he looking for!
(b) What did he find?

16

Whart one thing did Eugene notice about the man who was

artacking him!

Why d?dgl.inie thank God for the skills her father had taught
her!

Did the doctors think that Eugene would live

The Schoolmaster cut his hand with a knife. Where did some

drops of blood fall!
What did the Schoolmaster throw into the river!,

Why did Riderhood go fishing in the river? Was he successful?

L1

Eugene Wrayburn knew who had attacked him. But he did not

want Mortimer Lightwood to tell the police, Why not?
‘Oh, God bless you,” Wrayburn said to Jenny. Why!
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18

Headstone was not accused of the atrack on Eugene. Why not!
Headstone had lost his last friend.

{a) Who was this friend?

(b) Why had he lost him!
Why did Riderthood come to visit Headstone at his school?
Riderhood wanted more than money from Headstone. Why?

The rwo drowned men were brought up out of the river. What
was the dead Schoolmaster still doing to Riderhood?

19

Mortimer Lightwood had been searching for Julius Handford for
months.

(a) Why!

(b) Why did Mortimer want to%alk to John Rokesmith!
Why had the police Inspector come to John Rokesmith's house!
Mr Botfin explained: ‘The three of us made a plan.

(a) Who were the ‘three"?

(b} What was the plan’

John Harmon told Bella: ‘Bur | still did not want to tell you the
truth.” Why not?

What did Society say abour Eugene Wrayburn and his wife!

Mrs Boffin said: ‘Old John Harmon's money has turmed bright
again at last." Why did she say these words?
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Glossary

SECTION 1|
Terms o do with life m nineteenth-century England
Note on the term ‘Sociery’

England in the middle of the ninereenth century prew wealthy. Many
people suddenly became rich. People whao had money could become

part of Society. Society people were known as ladies and gentlemen.

These people visited one anther's houses and went dinners, parties
and dances. They lived in fine houses with servants. Mr Boffin and
his wife were servants unril they suddenly became very rich; then they
were able to go mio Society themselves.

The peaple in Society made rules for correct behaviour and
correct dress: to be dressed according to these rules was to be dressed
m the height of fashion.

Maost people in England at this time did nor have money. They
could not become ladies and gentlemen. They were the working-class.
some working-class people, like Bradley Headstone and Charley
Hexam, wanted to do better in life. They came from poor families but
they wanted to improve themselves, Such people did not follow the
rules of Society: they wanted 1o improve themselves and others.
Charley Hexam was ashamed of his sister and felt that she was a
disgrace to him because she met and ralked with Eugene Wrayburn - 2
member of Society, Charley Hexam and Bradley Headstone worked
very hard to improve themselves. They were always afraid of losing
the position they had gained by hard work. This is why Charley
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SECTION 2

Terms to do with the river
A note on the River Thames

Much of this story takes place on or near the River Thames. %tr:
it flowed through London, the Thames was dirty and crowded with
baats and ships of all kinds. Many very poor people lived near the

river and made their living on it.
Rut the Thames above London flowed through small country

towins and beautiful ::fn.lmwsl,dn.
\ushwater Lock was near a small town about thirty kilometres

-om the centre of London. The village where Lizzie hid was further
up the river.

L The water in the lower part of the Thames (the part nearest 1o
the sea) rose and fell with the tde. Higher up, large lock-gares were
b ross the river to stop the warter flowing away too quickly.
Riderhood’s job as Lock-keeper was to open and shut these gates so
that boats going up and down the river could pass through.

barge |page 13)
a large flat boat without sails and pulled by a horse on a path

beside the river.
cabin (page 6)
a room on a ship where passengers sleep.

docks (page 11)
places on a river where large ships stop to unload goods or
peassengers.

lock (page 68)

See Nore above and illustration on page 78.

lock-gates (page 77) N
hﬂﬂq solid wooden gates built across a river, See Note ab i
and illustration on page T8.

lock-house (page 79)

a hiouse near the lock-pates where the Lock-keeper lived.
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swear (page 54)

Lock-keeper (page 68)

the man in charge of opening and closing the lock-gates. The

ﬂ,?;i?;?w was his assistant and helped him in his work.

See Note above.
SECTION 3
Terms 1o do with the law and the police
chambers (page 10)

rooms where lawyers lived near the Law Courts in London.
charge (page 98)

when a policeman accuses someone of a crime, he charges that
person with the crime.

client (page 10)
a4 peErson who asks i Eﬂww_-r to work for him or her becomes the
lawyer’s client.

evidence (page 98)

nformation which helps to prove the innocence or guile of
someone who is accused of a crime.

identified (page 14)

to identify a body is to look at it and to say who the dead man
Of WOMmaEAn 15,

inherit (page 6)
See will below.

a sum of money

il paid to a person who helps the police to find a

suspect (page 56)

to think that someone has done something wrong.

See oath above.
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will 6) _ |
m a person dies, they write down and sign a paper. This

paper is called a will and it says who is to receive their money
when the person is dead. The person who gets the money
herits it from the person who has died.

witness (page 16) |
when someone signs their name o an agreement 1o say they

know the other person's signature 15 correct.

SECTION 4 ’
Weards describing character and emotions
awkward (page 16)
awkwardly (page 46)

«tiff and uneasy. Someone who does not speak casily, speaks

awkwardly
calm (page 31)
not made excited or angry easily.

desperate (page 44)

a person so full «
is ready to do anything, even kill.

firm (page 83)

determined and not easily persuaded 1o do anything you do not

want to do.

idly (page 21)
not very interested. See lazy below.

- lazy voice (page 10)
hﬂat the beginning of the story, Eugene Wrayburn 15 not really

interested in anything ar all. He fi
and his way of speaking and moving is very lazy.

fﬂ#ﬁ-ﬁ:{mmrmqh{pam:ﬂ o

Riderhood was an evil, uneducated man and he spoke |
and unpleasant way which showed his wickedness.

spoilt 30
a o wi.:rm has always been given what they want and

believes that they will always get what they want, is spoil.
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§ emotions like anger or jealousy that he or she

nds everything uninteresting

SECTION 5
Cieneral

cab (page 11)
in modern English — taxi. A cab in the nineteenth century was
a small carriage pulled by a horse.

cheat (page 25)
someone who tricks someone else.

choke (page 80)
the blood from Headstone's nose ran into his throat and made it
difficult for him to breathe.

crutches (page 15)
a thick stick which fits under the arm and helps someone o
wilk. See illustration on page 33.

disguise himself (page 6)
dress himself in different clothes and wear false hair and a false
beard so that no one knows who he is,

Duolls” Dvessmaker (page 31)
Jenny Wren made her living by making clothes which were put
on wax dolls. See illustration on page 33.

Friend — Our Mutual Friend (page 19)
i person who is well-known by two people is the mutual friend
of both of these people.

gloomy (page 46)
a dark evening which makes a person feel sad and miserable.
insults (page 68)
says rude and impolite things to someone.
neckerchief (page 79)
a piece of cloth worn round the neck.
pupil-teacher (page 31)
someone who is learning, and reaching junior pupils, at the

same school,

queer — my legs are queer (page 31)
twisted, not straight.

rival (page 49)

if two men love the same woman, they are rivals for her love.
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ruin {page 46)
a woman who attracts a man so much that he is almost mad L A SELECTION OF GUIDED READERS AMAILABLE AT

ey il °E ERSSE

because of his love for her, is the ruin of that man. UPPER LEV

threatening (page 49)
to threaten someone is to say that you will do harm to that

person.
SECTION 6
A note on the use of ungrammancal language Of Mice and Men by John Stembeck
Some of the characters in this story, especially Hldﬂhﬂ-ﬁ!- are F?.l_l&:k Gt[ﬂﬁnhrfdf:?kitmc
uneducated and do not speak grammatically correct English. Rebecca by Daphne du Mawrier
Our Mutual Friend by Charles Dickens

The Grapes of Wrath by John Steinbeck
The Return of the Narive by Thomas Hardy
Weep Not, Child by Ngugi wa Thiong'o
Precious Bane by Mary Webb

Mine Boy by Peter Abrahams

For further information on the full selection of Readers
ar all five levels in the series, please refer to the
Heinemann ELT Readers caralogue.
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