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The Orphan Boy, .II*?

evening ftt simsct, when, in a green lane tlo<»c to his own linusc, he saw a man

stan<Iing before him. in the verv centre of the narrow way " Why does that

man in llf <N>:d< -tand there ! he tlioii;;ht. •'Doe-, he want me to rifle oyer

him ?" Hut t!i'- figure never nioved. lb- felt a -.trange sen.-.ation at seeing it so

still, but slackened his Irol and rode forward. When he was so close to il, as

alnio.^t to touch it with his stirni)), his iiorse shird, and llu- figure glided up the

b:iiik, in a curious, uiuMrthly muiiuer -backward, and witlnnit seeming to use its

((.^.t—and w.asgoue. Theunele of my brother's wife, exclaiming, " (Jo(jd I feaven !

It's my cousin Harry, froui iJotubay !
" put s|)urs to hi^ horse, which was sii Idculy

in a profuse swent, and, woiuleriiig at such strange behaviour, dashed round U> the

front of his hou.-e, 'riicre, he saw the same figure, jii.t pa.v^ing in at the long

I'Vench window (jf tin* ilrawing-room, opening on the ground. He threw his

bridle to a servant, and hastened in after it. I Ii, sisti-r was sitting there, alone.

"Alice, Where's my cousin Hurry?" " \'our cousin Harry, John?" '*\'es.

From I'ombay. \ met him in the lane just now, and saw him enter here, this

instant." Not a creature \y.\'\ been seen by any one; and in that hour and minute,

as it afterwards apjieared, this cousin died in India.

<^)r, it was a certain sensible old maiden lady, who died at ninety-nine, and
retained her faculties to tlie last, who really did see the ()r])Iian Hoy ; a story which
has often been iiKorrectly l(j|d, but, f)f wliich the real truth is this—because it is,

in fact, a story belonging to cnir family -and she was a comiexion of our f.imily.

When she was about forty years (;f age, and still an uncommonly fine woman (her

lover died young, which was the renson why she never married, though she had
many offers), she wi.-iit to stay at a place in Kent, which her brother, an Indian-

Merchant, had new ly bought. There was a story that this ])lace had once been

held in trust, by the guaiflian of a young bf)y ; who was hinv.elf the next heir,

and who killed the young boy by harsh and cruel treatment. She knew nothing

of that. It has been said that there Vv'as a ("age in her bed-room in which the

guardian used to ])ut the b(jy. There was no such thing. There was only a closet.

She went to bed, made no nlarni whatever in tlu- night, and in the morning said

com[)osedly to her ni.'iid when she came in, *' Who is the pretty forIorn-l(»(jking

child who has been peeping out <;f that closet all night?" The maid rejilied by
giving a loud scream, and instantly decamping. She was suri)rised ; but she was
a woman of remarkable strength (jf niiiifl, and she dressed herself and went down
stairs, and closeted herself willi her biollier. '* Now, Walter," she said, " I have
been disturbed all niglit by a pretty, forlorn-looking boy, who has been constantly

j)eeping out of that'closet in my room, which I can't open. This is some trick."
"

I am afraid not, Charhjtte," said he, " for it is the legend of the house. It is

the Orphan i!oy. What did he do?" "He opened the door softly," said she,

"and ])eeped fjiit. Sometimes, he came a step or two into the room. Then, I

called to him, to encoumge him, and he shrunk, and shuddered, and crept in

again, and shut the door." " The closet has no communication, (Jharlotte,' said

her brother, "with any other j)art of the house, nnd it's nailed uj)." This was
undeiMably true, and it t')ok two cnr[)enters a whole forenoon to get it open, for

examination. Then, she was satisfied that she had seen the Or[)lian I'(;y. I'ut,

the wild and terrible jiart f)f the story is, that he was also seen by three of her
brother's srtns, in succession, who all died young. On the occasion of each child

l)eing taken ill, he came home in a heat, twelve liours before, and said, (jh,

Mamma, he had been jilaying unrler a particular oak-tree, in a certain mc.aflow,
with a strange boy—a j)relty, ffjrlorn-lookmg Ixjy, who was very timid, and made
sign.-, ! I'roin fatal experience, the par'.-nt.^ came to know that this was the Orphan
])<;y, and that the course ol that child whom he chose for his little playmate was
surely run.
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