QUEEN MARY’S BOWRR, CHATS\WORTH, DERBYSHIRE.

Original Tale.
OLARENCE NUGENT.

CHAPTER I.

A young, bandsome and rich stranger
Appearing in any quiet country village, is
the talk of gossips, the admbation of
young ladies,” the wonder of stiff-backed
chaperones, and a lion amongst the gouty
grand-fathers, who by chance may have
on hand two or thres grand-daughters to
dispose of on reasonuble termss with im-
mediate possession.

The hero of our tale was sufficiently
good-looking, and well to do in purse, to
excito the curiosity of most persons residing
within an easy distance of' the pretty little
village of Buslow. Iis maunersand ap-

rance were those of a gentleman, and

¢ was instantaccously dubbed a lord by all
eager gossipmongers. Mis father, a Mr.
Nugent, was a_wealthy tobacco merchant,
whose houso of business was in the vicinity
of London Bridge, in the City of Loundon.
Our hero was his only son, and indulged
in every caprico that his father could afford
to meet with his well filled purse, and not
unfrequent were the occasions upon which
it was called to eropty itself into the pockets
of Mr. Clarence Nugent.

It was after one of those satisfactory en-
croachments on the father's generosity, that
Clarence found himselfon his way to spend
some weeks in Baslow.  Having travelled
the same road ryself, I can well imagine
tho train of thoughts that passed through
ourhero’s mind.  Arrived at Chestarfield,

and having o\ rcome the bustle and an-
noyaneo of collecting one's baggage at the
Railway Station, a tolerably comfortable
seat is found outside an old stage coach,
upon which conveyance we will fancy our
hero to be seated, backed by a carpet bag,
valise and sporting dog. Al right ! shouts
a voice in the rear; sll right | responds
the coachman; crack! crack! goes tha whip,

the reins are tightened, the horses start and

plunge, and with a swerve and a jolt, the ; et 'em hact as such, and go and in and.

“‘Thew's my principlessir, and I tries to hact

cumbrous old coach leaves Chesterfield for
Baslow.

“What a curious trap " soffloquized Clar-
ence, “very like a bumble beo without wings,
drawn by main force by two almost ex-
hausted skeletons in the shapo of horses.
1 should fancy the conchman 5’3«1 to feal
them out of his wages, and support a
fanily of six or seven children. The poor
animals seem to got more thrashing than
corn.”

“This is a very murky, unwholesome kind
of atmosphere!”

Y es, sir, half smoke, half dirt, and tother
aint to be got at vithout vinge”  And with
a fresh crack of the whip he revived the
drooping spirits of his horses.

“ How many miles have we runi”

“ Habout six, sir, and four left; I ’sposo
you're on a visit, sir, to some o' the grand
folk1”

“No, pleasure; London becomes dull after
acertain season, and 1 then kill timein the
country.”

“Vell, sir, I can’t help a thinking that
herery man should have a summut to do;
anything’s better than being a drone in
the hive of the vorld’s hindustry.”

“ But some men are born with sufficient
meaus to enable thetn to live without labour,
what then 1"

“Then I'd have 'em travel about the
hearth, hobserve heverything from a gnat
hupwards to & helepbant, and purdooss a
book as would henlighten them as can't
travel.  Make use of their money, sir, for
their hown enjoyment, and the pleasure
and profit of hothers. Hallmenis brotbers,

up to ‘em.”

“But suppose a man born to inherit
wealth has no tasto beyond gratifying him-
self”

« Il havesich a feller—for he could'nt be
no gentleman—1'd have such a feller, as I
~id utore, deprived of his money, and put
on the road to break stones”

“ You are severa upon that class of per-
sons.”

“ Not at all, sir, 2 man hon the roads, or
like me, perched on this here box from
suariso to sucdown, has little timo for hob-
serving the vorks of nature, and other like
things, thereforo he ought to get hinstruc-
tion from them as can give time, without
much troubls, to all asis going hon, ho
ought totry and conwinca the lower horders,
{and between me and you, it would'nt hurt
some abave’em,) that heverythink is at work
for some great hend. No, sir, let no man
sleep on his gold.  Wo, wo, Betsy, wo, lass.”
And the stage pulled up at a waysido inn.
4 Hero you are, sir.”

#Thank you, my friend, for the informa-
tion; I am here, and what then "

“Vy, this hero is the village of Baslow,
and this here's the Pescock Inn.
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