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"header" with a stout heart— who dared to
doubt that? Surely he had not waited, shivering
and hesitating, at the jumping-off place.

The train was now out of sight. John slipped
the uncle's tip into his purse, and walked out of
the station and on to the road beyond, the road
whicli led to the top of the Hill.

The llill.

Prescntl}', the boy reached some iron palings
and a wicket-gate. His uncle had pointed out
this gate and the steep path beyond which led
to the top of the Hill, to the churchyard, to the
Peachey tomb on which Byron dreamed,* to the
High Street—and to the Manor. It was pleasant
to remember that he wa'i going to board at the
Manor, with its traditions, its triumphs, its record.
In his uncle's day the Manor ranked first among
the boarding-houses. Not a doubt disturbed
John's conviction that it ranked first still.

The boy stared upward with a keen gaze.

Had the mother seen her son at that moment,
she might have discerned a subtle likeness
between uncle and nephew, not the likeness of
the llesh, but of the spirit.

• Byron, wntin.q to John Murray, May 26, 1S22, .md giviiag
directions for the tr.uial of poor little Alle^Ta's body, says—

" I wish it to bo buried in Harrow Church. There is a spot in
the churchyard, near the footpath, on the brow of the hill louking
towards Windsor, and a tomb under a large tree (bearin-r the
name of Pearhie, or Peachey), where I used to sit for hours and
hours as a boy : tliis was my favourite spot ; but, as I wish to
erect a tablet to her memory, the body had better b'^ deposited
in the church."

See also " Lines WTitten beneath an elm in the churchvsid of
Harrow," in '' Hours of Idleness."


