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292 THE INN OF WOLFSWALD.

drunken innkeeper, in neglecting to hand me

his note, knew no bounds. Alas ! in the years

that have since gone by, there has been more

than one moment when the reproaches which T

then lavished upon him have come home to

myself; for the piteously appeahng look of the

dying man long haunted me, and I sometimes

still hear his moan in the autumnal blast that

wails around my casement.
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WHITING, BEAUFORT HOUSE, STRAND.


