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The Capture ot'a Wolf.

Morris Price Wiiliains, ini Temnple Bar.

TWAS broiligme a rasher for mine dinner in the littie room
.back o' the shop, when long Luke Sparfit did thrust

him in his head at the doorway, Ilto pass the time o' day,"
quoth he, but 1 would have it hie had smelied the cooking.

Now Luke be kmn o' mine, and the strongest man and
smartest soldier (so his mate did of t tell me at their sbaving)
in the regiment of dragoons then quartered in our town, iiut
(]aily looking to be suinmoned, boot and saddle, to thle
North.

For me, my trade be partly one of blood-letting, like to
Luke's ; but herein, methinks, bave I the better of him, in
that I shed rue blood to cure, not kilt. and arn moreover paid
by the pint. And, an 1 may say it without unseemly boast-
ïng, there be no better known sign i' the town than my bar-
ber's pole, whicb, by the saine token, be new painted and
looketh braveiy.

In the days wbereof I tell I was at mucli pains scraping
me together wherewithai to wed Marjory Fox, whose father,
Master Ezekiet Fox, the lorimer of East Street, was a man
of substance and a riglit worthy, aibeit with a rough side to his
tongue (as I have reason good to know, baving found me
thrice under its lasb), and somewhat close o' the fist.

I did hand Luke the gammon to cut him too a rasher
and cook it for bimself, and did faîl to bethinking me cf the
days when we were playmates togrether; the merry pranks
we did play, tbe micbing from Dame Coskett's School, the
raid on Master Timothy Dobb's orchard (wherein, I being
stuck by the pouch of mine jerkin, which xvas ful1] of apples,
in the fork of a brandi, did so taste of Master Dobb's dog-
whip that I could sit me down but sidewise for many a day> ;
the bathing us in Copple's Pool, whicb had been my drown-
ing, but for Luke; how sore I bewaiied me when my cousin
did offer him for a soldier, since whictr sad day-now six
years agone-I had seen not of him tili Tuesday sen'night
bad brougit mie bis regiment to his native town.

Lost was I in sucli like musings ('tis a way of mine),
wben Luke did stretcb a long arm athwart me for to turn
my rasber, which was like to humn, and-

"lDavie," quoth he, Ilfain would I know what was in
our colonel's mind this forenoon. Heaven send the old man
be not goin daft ! For was there ever heard tbe like ? The
men turnied out in skirmishing order without e'er a note of
bugle and the word passed to ride, as quiet as mice, to the
three elms at Porflake Corner, nigli to Thackton Moor !
Wby, an 'twere an ambscade, could be no more pother! For
me, 'twas mv turn as Corporal on guard at the barracks,
else would I

"lHark ye, Corporal Sparfit " (I drew me up very big
and mouthed me my words of set purpose, for Luke being a
man of simple mind was easy played on, and I did love the
pastime; nlot but that 1 had in sooth somewhat to say),
Ilthese be matters too deep for thy plummet. Best leave
them to the colonel and me-" (Il List to the noble chin-
scraper 1" quoth Luke, mocking)-"l for, I woutd bave thee
know, the colonel be a man well-meaning enougli, albeit not
perchance, in tbis particutar, far-sigbted." ("lNow a plague
on thine impudence! " quote Luke, and dïd burl a crust at
me.) IlMennwlîile," and here I did lean forward to look
him in the face, and did drop into mine own familiar speech,
"ktowest thou auglit of one Saul Pratt ? "

Luke's face, which had been ail agrin, did of a sudden
gurow dark and stern.

"lFaugi! " quoth lie, "'twas a vile stoat and no man.
He was once of my regiment, but did desert of a storrny
November nizht after foulty doing a young, ensign to deatb
('twas a mere lad), in bis sieep and robbing liiru. Av, n
not content tierewitli, for sorne wry freak of venigeaýnce_
tbe ensign, 'twas said, lad chid hirn for a stoven on parade
-lie haà cut bini off loth the lad's ears arid Juin them on
each side of tie (tend face on the piltow. Whictî wanton
mislrandling of the corpse did set us again.st him wel.nigb,
as mucli as tire kilting-."

"And ye cauglit liim not b
iNay, but we (Io hope yet to ligît on bim. -Mylscf 1

have neyer ctnpt eyes on tire snake: for J. was3,Bri;t'ot way
xvith a diaft of tbe regiment wlien lie did joîn, and lie was
gone ere I found nie back. But 1 rmmd me well o' the
marks of biîn."
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And be did tick them off on his fingers.
"' 1Square built ; five foot nine ; eyes of a iigbt grey;

red hair; birttimark just beiow Adam's appie.' Now iak,
Davie, scarce a month had gone by, wben grim tidings came O
n lone farmhouse ten miles from Plymouth town whereîn
were found stiff and stark tire farmer and bis dame "ith
their tliroats slit, the handiwork of that saine Saul Pr&at
seeing tînt by the side of each dead body did lie its earS Cnt
from tire bead. One Squire Trunkit, a justice of the PeiiCe'
was foremost to maise tbe hue and cry thereat, and did "ff
hie would lay bis lîand on tire villain ere Christmas. An
so did lie, albeit not in the way lie meant. For one nligh'
bis horse did wend bim home with empty saddte, and qiest
being made, the Squire was found 'neatb a bedge stone-dead,
with bis head well-nigb hacked off bis body and rope e
the ears, wbicb. did lie on the frosty grass by bh5s ide, andI

in bis clenched baud a tuf t of red bair. And everi aS
mole's patb is known by the mole-bis, so is thus pratts by
the despite lie (loti to tire dead wbo die by bis felon baund
for I have told but a few of the dastard deeds of thiS Vof
but ail do bear tris mark upon tli not to be raisto*k
Wlry lie dotl so misiandie those lie siaugliterethtedvl
bis imaster, alone knowetl. Wolroktwee b eî

took~Wul yet for aile the bue ancynt
bis undoing! but 'tis a cunning beast, and bath not

And Luke, siaking bim bis head, did turn himf to e
muncbing of bis bread and bacon.

But cI knew I couid cap me bis story wben one O h

dlock should have corne. ' iAnd, on the instant, the great bell of St. Dunstan5 i
did thunder out tbe stroke.

"'Tis the signai," quotb 1, Iland I be free to SPek
For Luke, lie did tean back in bis chair agape.

And tlîus ran the taie I bad to teill -
"lThis morning at eight of the dlock I betook mena

my wont., to Thackton Court to slave me My7 kmn arn

Sir Paul Thrask. I lad but lathered me bis chia the8
Bates, bis madid brn odta atrGruf t0n,
thief-taker, did crave him audience on a matter of urge:05

"' 1Bid him in here,' quoth Sir Paul ; and whlen
did seem to stick at it, ' in here I tell tbee, tbou blOck'
head; 'tis plain enough English.?ho

"And anon did enter a tait, dark mnan. witb a i ho
nose and eyes to look one througb. Ne'er saw I the. 1ike
him. Keen as a razgr was lie, vet quiet witbal."

"And hast seen the famed Cxrufton ?" cried ne
"Thou be'est a lucky dog, Davie." »0

"Twas mine own thouglit at the time. But to iny did
That wili serve, Bates,' quotb Sir Paul, for Bateo ere

linger on thorns to bear Gruf ton's errand; take thee og
I tbrow the soap at thee.' ddOi

IlAnd the door was lare shut wlien Sir iPaul dIlu
him bis face, witb the lather drying thereon, to GIt

Il1Now !'
I 'Tis the lied Wolf, your worsbip, bath beenirvî

ing again, and not two mite f rom this room. btlti
"l.Sir Paul did lean forward witbout a word,bu

face n (tuery. O<
"' This time 'tis a lonesome bouse on Ttradktonof'

An oid miser woman iived there-
"Sir Paul did make a (1uick motion of bis i1"nd'

Ay, old Betty Flake ; I knew bier well !' forI
"At grey of dawn sie was lying on bier or

witb bier windpipe cut-
And the track of tire W'olf
'Vas tiiere, your worsirip.'wo
Tbere be soinething more, Grufton, tO

fain say. Ont witiî it !
Tire thief-taker did dart a quick (dance 'IL nie. hi
Tut 'quoth ýSir Paul, ' 'tis a trust yOU'

rrot tint pratirrg fool Bates' Longue.' thr
I9 e Le cornle, your worstiip, for, n warranIt. forh,10r

reatsori good to tlrink lie Ire e'en now in liiliig 0o 1hM c 010
Sir Paul di(] turîr tîtîi to ire. c ring 00

XVwipe Ie off tis stuff Davie. Gruftk eî
rmine trandîreti. (i- witlr tlîee, I )avie, lad( ildt h e or
n wvord of tis to livinig sou titt tie50(OW tii
gone.' ,o tlte olcshalio0

Nor did 1. As 1 (lid cross tire bridge, Ilfter1i se
me Parson Yates on mrine way lhomne, wom ""Ou0
kicking ii Iris lieed thfereon, like to n boy Whio k


