
WITH BELL, BOOK AND CANDLE ,„
legs that shook beneath him, suddenly entered themn He was vejy pale and blinked at the blazing
oil lamp above the bar.

*

•'Tis his reverence's self!" cried Mrs. Peam.
No less, my good woman, no less. A glass ofyour best brandy, please. I— I _"

"You'm gallied -you'm likewise skeered. I see
.t .n your worshipful manner of shaking below theknee^ I w,sh to God you had let me go along with
e Bu, my stars! you must have corned downRed H,ll properly quick, if so be you went to thetop of un."

"I did descend quickly, John Cramphom. Ihave no hesitation in declaring that never have Icome down that hill so fast before. The Lord
coked to .t that I dashed no. my foot against a
stone. And, furthermore, this apparition is no mere
conce., of .gnorance or bucolic fancy; I myself,my fnends, have seen it; and I heartily wish tha
I had not done so."

"Pass the glass to his reverence, Jenifer, will 'e--n get you out of the armchair, Toby, an' let min-'
ister come by the fire. I've put in hot water an'
sugar an' the brandy be —

"

Sh. stopped All men knew the brandy of th«
Golden Anchor," but it was not considered good

manners to criticise it.

Mr. Yates drank, then colour returned to his


