on the Thames bank, cut out in forma!
walks; with Sowers growing in the
odls “of ttie ‘Hiomely Kinds beloved by
i”m‘ Musk roses, honeysuokie
/and virgin's bawer, plimbed on the old

‘And 0 I bave.’ said Randall, with
something of his ordirary humor.
‘There’s no man dares to speak such
plain truth to my lord—or for that
matter to King Harry himeelf, save bis
own Jack-a-Lee—and he, being a fool
of nature’s own making, connot use
his chances, poor rogue! And so the
poor lads came up to London hopiag to
find a gallant eaptain who could bring
them to high preferment, and fonnd
ovaught but—Tom Fool! I counld find
it in my heart to weep for them! And

v | 8o thou mindest clutehing the mistleton

sad sign from bis master, then retired
Spn 10 & distance to mark what be-

on wpk Hal's shoulder. I warrant it
groweth still on the crooked May bush?
And is old Bobbin alive”

They anewered his guestions, bat
still as if under a great shock, and
presently he §sid, as they peced up
and down the garden walks: “Aye, |
bave been sore bestead, and Pl tell
you how it came about. boys, aad may-
hap ye will pasdion the poor fool, who
would not own you soomer, lest ye
should come In for meokery yo have
not leammd to beook.” There was a
sadness and pleading in his tone that
touched Ambrose, and he drew nearer
to his unple, who laid a hand on his
shoulder, and pressntly the other on
that of Stephen, who shrank a little at
firet, but submitted. ‘ Lads, I need not
tell you why I left fair Shirley and the
good greenwood. I was & worse fool
then ever | have been since I wore the
cap aad bell, and if it all had been

" | brovight Bome to me, it might bave
- [brought your father and mother into

trouble—my sweet Moll, who had done
her best for me. 1 deemed, as you do
now, that the way to fortune was open,
bat [ found no road before me, sad 1
had tightened my belt many a time,
and was not much more than a bag of
bones, when, by chance, I fell in with
a company of gleemen. I sang them

* Come away, Ambrose,’ said Stephen | an old bunting song, and wherens they
atinst. * Hoonly meant to make fools | gaw I could already dance a hornpipe
before be comes o @ibe|and turn & somersault passably wall,

amoment. Cowe, | the leader of the troop, old Nat Fire-

;z.;-ﬁﬂl—-*bd-

what we are doing heve.’

For a tall, well-made, well-dressed
pomonage, in the black or sad color of

eater, took me on, and methinks he did
00t repeat—aor I neither—save when
1 sprained my foot and had time to lie
by aod think. We bad pleaty to fill
our bellies and put on our backs; we
bad welcome wherever we went, and
the groats and pennies rained into our
osps. | was Clown and Jack Pudding

.|and whatever served their turn, and

the very name of Quipsome Hal drew

.| grave, quiet, and slow in movement;

the dark germemte, and

sonvenience to the tiny household—n

his uncle now ook & more serious tose.
*Look thia, Ambrose, thou art my

bound in duty to me, sad [ to have
obarge of thee, nor will [—for the sake

thy father and mother—have thee -

ag
ot rudf 1

lying I koow not where, amoug gulla, g

and outpusses and beguilers of youth

¢ | bere 1u this city of London. 8o, ull

inherited the same dark eyes from their
mother, and Ambrose for the first time
a considerable resemblavce

: between him and Stephes, not only fo

to be one of his gles-maidens, to dance,
tumble and sing. And there was the
poor old franklin shaking his head
more than the palsy made it shake
already, and trying to frame his lips to
say, ‘ rather they both should die.’

*Oh, uncle, I wot now what thou
didet?" eried Stephen.

‘Yen, lad, there was nought else to
bodone. [ asked Master Fulford to
give me Peronnel, plighting my word
that never should she sing or dance for
anyone’s pleasure save her own and
wine, and lettiog him kuow that I
came of a worthy family. We were
wedded out of hand by the priest who
bad been sent for ta housel him, and
in our true names. The Fire-eater
wes flery emough, and swore thas,
wedded or not, I was bound to bim,
that he would have both of us, and
would not drag about a helpless old
man unless he would have the wench
to do his bidding. I verily believe
that, but for my being on the watch
and speaking a word to twgp or three
stout yeomen of the King’s thas
chanced to be crushing a pot of sack
at the Garter, he would have played
some villalnous trick on us., They
gwwe hint to my Losd of York's staw-
ard, and he came down and declared
that the Archbishop required Quipsome
Hal, snd would—of his grace—eend a
purse of nobles to the Fire-eater,where-
with he was to be off the spet without
more ado, or e might fiad it the worse
for him, and they, together with mine
host's gbod wife, took care that the
rogue did not carry away Peronnel
with him, as he was like to have done.
To end my stury, here am I, getting
showers of gold coins one day, and
nought hut kicks and gibes the next,
while my good woman keeps house
near here on the banks of the Thames
with Gaffer Martin. Her Flemish
thrift has set her to the washing and.
clear-starching of the lawyers' rufls,
whereby she makes enough to supply
the defects of my scancy days, or when

feature but in unconscious gesture.
Ambrose was

be Bad bepier givehis uncle a hing
lest concealment should exvite sus
picion; when, niohed as it were against
an abatmeut of the wall of the Temple
oourts, close to some steps going down
to the Thames, they came upon & tiny
house, at whose open door stood s
young woman in the snowiest of caps
and aprons over ashort black gows,

beneath which were a trim pnltolblno!

hosea and stout shoes; a suspicioon of
yellow halr was allowed %0 appear
framing the honest, fresh Flemish face
which beamed s good-bumored wel-
come.

¢ Here they bel here be the poor lads
Pornel mine.’ She beld ous ber hend
and offered a round. comfortable cheek
to each, saying: ‘ Welcome to London,
young gentlemen.’

Good Mistress Perronel did not look
exactly the stuff to make a glee maiden
of, vor even the beaunty for whom to
sacrifice everything, even liberty and
respect. She was substantial in form,
and broad in face and wouth, without

better befalls thee, and T wot ot it.thos
must be here uo later then curfow, or I
will know the tenson wity.”

“And I hope the young gentleman
will find it mo sore grievance,’ sald
Perronel, 80 good-bumoredly that Am-
brose could only protest that he had
feared to be troublesome to her, and
promised to bring his bundle the next
day.

She began another kind speech; bat
it seomed to freeme on her lips; hes
face, tarned o the light, assumed sa
expression of pain and terror.

“Yt s nothing,' she said, as they no-
ticed her startled look. But it did not
pass from her face,

[0 B cosriNumDp.]

much nose, and with Jarge, coloriess “

eyes. Bat there was a wonderful look
of heartiness and kindliness ahout her
person and ber house; the boys had
nevet in their lives seen anything so
amasingly and spotlessly clean and
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shining, In a corner stood an erection | esd

like a dark oaken cupbosad or ward:
robe, bat in the middle was an opening
about s yard squsre, through which

could be seen the night-capped face of | seffer

s while:hended,  white-bearded old
man, propped against snowy pillows
To bim Randall went at onoe, saylog:
* 80, Gaffer, how goos it? Yousee |
bhave brought company, my poor
gister's sons—reat ber soul!l’

Gaffer Martin mombled something to
them incomprebensible, but which the
jester comprehended, for he called
them up and named them to bim, and
Martin put out & bony hand and gave
them o greeting. Though his epeech
and limbs had failed bhim, his intelli-
gence was evidently still intect, and
there was a tenderly oared-for look
about him.

The table was covered with a oloth,
and Peronnel quickly placed on 1t &
yellow bow! of excellent beefl broth,
savory with vegetables and pot-herbs,
and with meat and dumplings floating

I bave to follow my Lord's grace o‘“!ln it. A lesser bowl was provided for

of her resch, sweet soul. There's my
tale, nevoys. And now, have you a
hand for Quipsowe HalP

*Oh, Uncle! Father would have
honored thee[ oried Stephen.

* Why didet thou nos bring her down
to the Forest? said Ambrose.

‘I conned over the thought,' esaid
Randall, ‘but there was no way of
living. I wist not whetber the Ranger
might not stir up old tales, and more-
over, old Martin is too ill 0o move,
We brought bim down by boas from
Wiadsor, and he has never quitted the

.| house since, nor his bed for the last

i|two years,

1ih
;iifm

You'll come and see the
housewife? She hath » supper laying
out for you, and on the way we will
speak of what ye are to do, my poor
lads.

* I'd forgotten that,” sald Btephen.
‘80 bad not 1’ returned his uncle;
I fear me I cannot aid you to prefeer-
ment ms you expested. Nowe kmow
Quipsome Hal by any name but that
of Harry Merryman, aod it were not
well that yo should come in there as
akin to the poor fool.”

¢ No," said Stephen, emphatically.

* Youy father left you tweaty crowns

* Aye, but Jobn bath all-but four of

*For that there's remedy, What

each of the company, with bera spoons
and a loaf of good wheaten bread, and
o tankard of exoellent ale. Randall
declared that his Perronel made far
daintier djshes than my Lord Arch-
bisnop's eook, who went every day in
silk and velvet.

He explained to her his view on the
armorer, t0 which she agreed with all
her might, the old gentleman in bed
adding something which the boys be-
g*a to understand, that there was no
wortueir nor more honorable eondition
than that of sn REaglish burgess,
especislly in the good town of Loundon,
where the kings kaew better than to
be ever at eamity with their good
towns.

* Will the armorer take both of you?
asked Mistress Randall.

‘Nay, it wag only for Stephen we
devised it,’ sald Ambrose.

‘ Aod what wilt thoa doP

‘I wish to be & scholar,’ said Am-
brose.

“ A lean trade,’ gouth the jester; *1
never yet saw a man who throve upon
books

‘T bed rajher sigdy then theive
said Ambrose, rather dreamily.

‘He wolteth not what he salth,’
ovied Bwphen,

*Oh, ho! eo thou art of that sort !’
rejoined his uncle. ‘I know them! A
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