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out a pen, and t linn, taking' a little iiik-bottle from niiother porket,

he took out tliH cork and baiuiieed it un the top ot a chiuu tigure ;

then, securing the ink-bottle to one of the buttons of his coat by a
little loop, he pulled out a long pjcket-book, drew from it an
elastic baud with a snap, opeut'd it, and fastened the leaves back
with the band, just as a tall, gaunt, elderly inun came in with a
pen behind on»; ear, a pencil behind the otluT, making him look in

profile like some peculiar kind of horned snail.

1 watched their acts with boyish in!»'ie.s^ as they proceeded
methodically to set down the conf^nts of room after room, punch-
ing the chairs, turning up the settees, feoliiig the curtains, and
tapping the mirrors, till at the end of the second day, all being

done, they closed their books with a f-nup, nodded to nie, and
after a short chat with Mr. Kowle took their departure.

"Sale's on Toosdny week," said that gentleman as I looked at

him inquiringly. " What's going to be done o' you 'i

"

" l)cae with me?" J said.

" Yes ; where are you going to Ije !"
" "

" I'm going to stop here," 1 isaid.

"That can't be, anyhow, young un. Il.iven't you got any
friends ?

"

" Yes," I said; "there's Dick Wilmot, but he's at school."
" I say, young un, what a precious innocent you arel Haven't

you never been awav at school ?
"

" No, sir."

" Where have you been, tiien ?
"

" Here at home with papa and mamma."
" Lor', what a shame, to be sure ! Why, you don't seem *(> know

nothin'."

"Iiideed I do," I said indignantly. " T can read, and write, and
cipher, and I know a little botany, and Latin, and French, and
papa was teaching me the violin."

" What, the fiddle ? W^ell,'that may be some use to you ; but
as for t'others, bah ! I never found the want of any on 'em. How
old are you ?

"

"Just turned eleven, sir."

" 'Leven, and blt^s your 'art, young un, you're about as innocent

as a fcaby."
" If you please, sir, I'm very sorry."
" Sorry .^ .So am I. W^hy, up in London I've ^een boys of 'leven

as was reg'lar old men, and know'd a'most everythitig-. Lookye
here, .young un, don't you know as your poor guv'nor died ever so

much in debt through some bank breaking?
"

"I heard poor papa say that the bonk had shut its doors."

"That's right,'' said Mr. Rowle, nodding. " Well, young un,

and don't you know what that means for you P
''

"No, sir," I said.
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