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It

maod to-duy, ur to-morrow, nor yet tho day { good Lord, they can never bu singiug the mul

afer. D'l tako o walkX

It fell out somehow (perhaps he meant it
«hould) that tho walk tended to tho platform at
ohich he bad alighted, and to Lawps’s rvom.
Bot Lawmps was not in 'his room. A pair of vel-
.etsea shoulders wero adapting themselves to
on¢ of the impressions on the wall by Lamps's
freglace, but otherwise the room was vuid. In
wsivg back to got out of the station again, ho
‘lesrn’ the cause of this vacancy, by catching
ughit 1 f Lamps on the opposite line of railway,
Lipping aloug the top of a train, from carriage
w carr age, and catching lighted namesakes
thrown 1y to bim by a coadjutor.

uHe i3 bugy. Ho " 1s not much time for
Jmpusing or singing Comic Songs this morning,
1 take it

The dicection he pursued now, was into the
owuutry, heeping very near to the side of one

t Laue of milway, and within easy view of
obers.  “¢I have balf a mind,” he said, glancing
aroand, ¢ to settle the question from this poiat,
ty syying, * Ul tako this set of rails, or that, or
t other, and stick to it.” They scparate them-
qutes fium the cunfusivp, out Lere, and go ther
s2ys.”

Ascending a gentle hill of somo extent, he
ame to a few cottages. Thero, looking about
b as & very reserved man might who bhad
ever looked about lum in his life before, le
aw some six or eight young children como
iy trooping and whooping from one of the
ottazes, and disperse.  But not until they had
sll tarned at the littlo garden gate, and kissed
tieir hands to a face at the upper windoiwv : a
by mindow enough, although the upper for the
etage had but a story of one room above the
groand.

Yo, that the children should do this was
sothing ; but that they should do this to a face
Ijiog on tho sill of the open window, turned
towards them in a horizontal position, and ap-
prently only a face, wes something noticeable.
He looked up at the window again, Could
«ly sec & very fragilo though a very bright
fice, Ising on onc cheek on the window-sill.
The delicate smiling fico of a girl or woman.
Framed in long bright brown bLair, round which
vas tied a light blue band or fillet, passing
wder the chin.

He walked on, turned back, passed the win-
dow again, shyly glanced up again. No chavge.
B struck off by a winding branch-road at the
tp of the hill,—which be must otherwise have
ducrnded ~kept the cottages in view, worked
3 way round at a distenco so a3 to come oat
eee more into the main road and be obliged to
fass the cottages again.  Tho face still Iay on
ts window-sill, but not so much inclined to-
wards him. And now there were a pair of delicate
baxda too. They had the action of performing
oasome mausical instrament, and yet it produced
20 sound that reached his cars.

#Mogby Junction must be the maddest place
3 Eogland,? said Barbox Brothers, pursaing his
w3y down tho hill. ¢ The first thing I find
bere is a Rajlway Porter who composes comic
%333 to sing at his bedside. The second thing
1E2d hero o face, and o pair of bands playing
snasical instrnment that don’t play 12

Tee doy was & fine bright day in the carly
beginniog of November, tho air was clear and
miriting, and the landscape was rich in beau-
Halenlors. Tho prevailing colors in the conrt
f Lombard Street, London city, hsd been few
1) sorbre. Sometinies, when the weather
thewhero was very bright indeed, the dwellers
3 those tents enjoyed & pepper-and-salt.colored
d&iy or two, but their atmosphere’s usnal wear
w3 slate, or snuff color.

. Be relished his walk so well, that ho rcpeated
Rrextday. He was a little carlier at the cot-
taze than on thedsy before, and hio could hear
the children up stairs singing to a regular mea-
gr: d;nd clapping out ‘the time with their

©Still, thero i3 no. sound of apy musical in-
tirument,” ho said, listenidgat the cornet, *and
JeiI saw the performing hands again, as I came
'y What are the children singing? Wby,

VoY

tiplication-tablo 1" .
They wero though, and with ivfinite cnjoy-
ment. Tho mysterious face hada voico attachel

h;m duwn all the avenues of railway, and begin-
ning to tako an interest in tho ncomings and
ontguiogs of tho trmns. At fitst, he often put
big head into Lamps's Little room, but bo never

to it which occasivually led or set the cluldoun | fuund Lamps there. A prur or two of velveteen

n;ht.  Its musical cheerfulness was delightful,
Tho measure at length stupped, and was succeed-
cd by a murmuring of young vuices, aud then

by a short song which homade out tu bo abuut |

shoulders ho usually found there, stooping over
the fire, sumetimes 1n connection with o clasped
kpife and a pieco of bread and meat; but tho
answer to lus inguiry, * Where 3 Lamps?? was,

the current mouth of tho year, and abvut what | cither that ho was “tother swde tho hine,” or,
work it yiclded to tho Inburers in the ficlds and j thet st was bis ofRune, or (i tho Iatter case),

farm-yards. Then, there was a suc of litde
fect, and the cbildren camo trouping and whuop-
ing out, ason tho previvus day. Andagmn, as
on tho previous day, they all turned at the
garden gute, and kissed their hands—evidently
to the faco on tho window-sill, though varbox
Brothers from his retired post of disadvanlage
at the corner coald notsco it.

But as tho children dispersed, ho cut off one
small straggler—a brownJaccd buy with flaxen
bair—and said to bim,—

# Como here, littlc one. Tell me whose houso
is that 7

The child, with ope swarthy arm held up
across bis eyes, balf ip sbyness, and half ready
for defence, and from bebind the inside of s
elbow,~—

“ Phoebe's.”

% And who,” said Barbox Brothers, quite as
much embarrassed by his part in the dialogue
as the child could possibly be by his, is
Phabe 77

To which the child made answer,~‘ Why,
Phabe, of course.”

Tho small but sharp observer had eyed his
questioner closely, and had taken his moral
measure, He lowered bis guard, and rather
assumed a tono with bim : as having discovered

him to be an unaccustomed person in the art of ;

polite conversation,

“ Phacbe,” said the child, © can’t be anybobby
else but Phaebe. Can she ??

¢ No, I suppose not.”

¢ Well,” retarncd the child, ¢ then why did you
ask me??

Decming it prudent to shift bis ground, Bar-
box Brothere took up a nerw position.

¢ What do you do there? TUp there in that
room where the open window is. What do you
do there 27

4 Cool,? said the child.

“#EL? -

¢ Co-0-0),” tho cbild repeated in a louder
voice, lengthening out the word with afixed look
and great emphasis, as much asto say : ® Whats
the uso of your having grown up, if you're such
a donkey as not to understand me ?*

@ Ah! Scheol, schoo),” said Barbox Brothers,
# Yeg, ye9, yes.  And Phade tiaches you ??

The child nodded,

¢ Qoed bey.”

« Toand it out, liave suu ™™ sad the child.

¢ Yes, I have found it out. ¥ kur would you
do with twapence, if Y gave it to jou??

« Pend it

Tho knock-down promptitude of this reply
leaving him not a leg to stand upon, Barbox
Brothers produced tho twopence with great
lameness, and withdrew in a stafe of humiliation.

Bat, seeing tho face on tho window-sill as he
passed the cottage, he acknowledged its presence
there with a gesture, whick was not & nod, not
a bow, not & removal of his bat from his bead,
but was a diffident compromise between or
struggle with all three. The cyes in the face
retmed amased, or cheered, or both, and the lips
modestly said : ¢ Good day to yog, sir.?

«Y find T must stick for & timo to Mugby
Junction,” 8aid Barbox Brotbers, with mach
gravity, after o1.co moro stoppiog on bis return
road to look at the Lines whero they went their]
several ways so quietly.  #I cau't mako up my
mind yet, which iron road to toke. In fact, I
must get a littlo accustomed to the Junction
before I can decide.”

So, ho announced at tho Inn that he was
“going to stay on, for the present,” and im-
proved his acquaintance with the Junction that
night, and again next morning, and agsin next
night and morning: going down {o the station,

‘mipgling with the people there, lagking about )

s uwn yersonal troduction to another Lamps
who was not us Lamps. However, bo was not
sv desperately sct upon seeing Lumps now, but
ho boro tho disappointment. Nor did he so
wholly devote himself to lus govere appheation
to the study of Mugby Junction, as to neglect
exercise. On the contrary, ho took a walk
cvery day, aud always the same walk. But tho
weather turned cold and wet again, and the wi.
dow was nover open,

ut.

At length, after a lapse of some days, there
came another streak of fine bright bardy autumn
weather, It was a Saturday. The window was
open, and the children were gone. Not sur-
prising, this, for he had patiently watched and
waited at the corner, uutil they were gone.

“ Good day,” he said to the fuce; absolutely
gertiog lus hat clear off his liead this time,

« Good day to you, sir.?

« I am glad you bavea fine sky again, to look
atl .

% Thank you, siv. It is kind of you

¢« You are an invalid, I fear.”

« No, sir, I have very goed health.”

“ But are you not always lying down?”

« Q yes, I am always lying down, because I

_cannot sit up, But I am not an invalid.?

The laughing cyes scemed highly to enjoy Lis
great mistake.

« Would you mund taking the trouble to come
in, sir? Therr Is o beautiful view from this win-
dow. Aund yuuwould sce that I am not at all
ill=being s0 good as to care? :

It was said to help bim, as he stood irresolute,
but cvidently desiring 1o enter, with his difident
hard on the latch of tho garden gate, It did.
Lelp him, and he went in. ‘

The room up stairs was a very clean, white
room with & low roof, Its only inmatc lay on
a couch that brought her face to a level
<wvith the window. Tho couch was whito too;
and lier simple dress or wrapper beiog light
blue, like tho band around her hair, she had an
ethereal look, and a fanciful appearance or Jying
among clouds. He felt that she instinctively .
perceived himto beby habit a downeast, tacitura-
man ; it was another hiclp to him to havo ests-
blished that understanding so casily, and got it
over. i

There was an awkward constraint upon him,
nevertheless, as ho touched her hand, and took
a chair at tho side of hier couck.

¥ seo now,” he began, not at all fuently,
«how you occupy your hands. Only secing you
from the path outside, I thought you were play-,
idg upon something.”

She was engoged in very nimbly and dexter-’
ously making luce. A lace-pillow lay upon her
breast ; and the quick movements and changes
of her hands upon it as she worked, bad given
them the action he had mismterpreted.

« That is curious,” sho aanswered, with a
bright smile. ¢ For I often faacy, myself that I
play tones while T am at work”

« Havo you any musical knowledge ?°

Sho shook her head.

« 1 think 1 could pick out tanes, if I had aony
iustrument, which could be made &3 handy to
me as my lace-pillow. Bat I dare say I deceivo
mysclf. At all events, 1 shall never know.”

4 You have a musical voice. Excuse me; 1
have heard you sing.”

& With tho ¢hildren ?” sho answered, slightly
coloring. O yes. I siog withtho dese chil-
dren, if it can be called singing?? -« - )

Barbox Brothers glanced at- tho-fwo.small
forms in the room, and hazarded the specalation
thst she was ford of children, and that.she was

Iearned ju new syetems of teaching them 2,4 Very .



