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toiler, scdtcd sidewavN on his \vi';i>-v ' orso, f.-ires lior.io-

ufi'-(ls, iio(l(liii<r slL't'j)i!_v witli vM-ry ploc'diriLj lioof-fuU, hut
rotisiiiij to ^ivo oiu' a drow-v " ^ood iii<^hl," lluii who can
rc>i.st the soiiirioUiit <lia'ai of th( place, save on'y the

"Hull" hiiiisflf, Miortiii^ down in l.)ftv contiMiipt — as

rollin^f of I'vc, as curly of horn, a-, .still" as to tail as any
in<li;;'nant hidl t \' ;• was. or shnll he.

Hilt as I i-()d('. watching tin cvcninir d(t[i('n aiiout nic,

solt and char ro-c thr nurry cinnie of haninitr and anvil,

and, tnrnini^ a>idc to the smithy, I pausi'd I lure, and,
stoopiiifT niy luad, looked in at the door.

•• (ieor<4'e !

" said I. lie started erect. ;ind, dropping;;

h/unnier and long-., came out. runnin<^, then stopped .sud-

denly, as one aha.shed.
*• (»h, friend! " said I, '• don't you know me? "

" Why — Teter — " he stannnered, and broke off.

" Have you no <i;reetin<^ for me, (ieor.'^'e?
"'

" Ay, ay — I heerd ;, ou was free, I'eter, and I was ^\!u\— glad, because you was the m.m as I loved, an' I waitid— ay, I 'vi' been waitin' for 'ee to come back. IJut now —
you be so chanf^ed — so fine an' jrrand — an' I be all

hiack wi' soot from the fire — oh, man ! ye bcan't my Peter
no mori' — "

"Never say tliat, Gcorfro — never say that." I cried,

and, leajiin^ from the saddle, I would have caught his hand
in mine, but he drew back.

" You be so fine an' grand, Peter, an' I be all sooty
from the fire!" lie repeated. " I 'd lik.' to just wash mv
'ands first."

" Oil, IJlack George! " said I, ^' dear George."
'* He you rich now, Peter.''

"

" Yes, I -uppo>e so."

" A gentleman wi' 'orses an' 'ouses an' servants.'*
"

"Well — what of it.»"

" I M — like to — wash my 'ands first, if so be you
d<!n't mind, Peter."

thus, fronting each other in the doorway, I heard a lirjht


