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Casting impatient glances right and left, the
stranger deseried Adam, and halting, leaned upon
the paling.

“ Mo, there, old Adam !

# Thee knowest my name?” snid the old man,
in some surprise,

s | sce your occupation, which was Adam'’s”
replicd the steanger, with a sneer, * 13 there
wever a forge at band ? See how my gooud horse
is Inmed by your cursed roads.”

# Execration will little mend taem, friend, and
nay do tuceselt very gricvous hurg,” siid Adam,
The steanger uttered a short hollow langh,

Adam goticed that his fiave was very thin and
pate, uud hiseye somewhat sunken,  The fea-
tures, however, were cast in a refined mould aud
but for their expression, which, when it was not
one of profound melancholy, smackedd of disdam,
he might bave been esteemed o sufliciently per-
sonable man, ot about thirty. Iis hair fell in
jeuy ringlets over the collar and cape of his
riding.cont, which, like the rest of his dress,
was of fine material,  His horse was 2 maguifi-
cent roadster—one of those for which, in days
when this manly mode of travel was i vogue,
no price was considered too high. Pistols in
the holsters, and & smadl valise strapped to the
back of the saddle, completed the ordinary cquip-
ment of'a well-to-do traveller of the time.

¢ Good morrow to thee, Jolin the less,” said
old Purslet to 4 Quaker youth, who passed and
smiled to him,

€ Are yeul! ¢ ducks in this neighbourhood 27
ingnired the stranger.

“ I by ¢ ducks' thee meanest Friends, hadst
thce not better say so,” returned Adane Purslet,
¢ seeing that the tenm hath not obuwined among
us?”

The traveller repeated his sepulchral laugh,
and again inquired, withi some impatience, wheth-
cr 2 forge enisted in the neighbourhood.

Adam replied that there wus none nearer than
Thankerton, at which the stranger croaked 2
laugh,

Aud John the less, who had lingered near,
regretted that Nin Small was not just then at
hand, as he that restored Dorcas Hodgkin's
voiler to a condition rather better than new,
could surcly construct a horse’s temporary
shoe.

 When would this Tubal Crin return?* in-
quired the traveller.

& 1f thee hast stadied thy Bible only to devise
ill-fitting names, I have fear of thy condition,
friend,” said Adam.

“ When, Task you, will this fellow be back
bither 7”7 repeatted the stranger, with a mised
voice.

# We look for him very shortly,” said the
lesser John,

¢ Today T

& In four months,” said John, cheerfuily.

The traveller turncd his sunken eyes upon
them, for a moment, in silence.  Then, as sud-
denly resolved, hie said @

# Good. I'll wait for him.”

st Thee hasmore patience than 1 shioulit have be-
licved of thee,” remarked the plain-spoken
Adamn, % Wait four months to have thy poor
beast shod, mther than put him topain? 1 stand
rebuked before thee”

#* The place scems quict as the grave,” the
stranger remarked, looking up and down the
little strecy, in which no sign of life was visible,
1 need repose and stillness, Is there any house
of entertainment or lodging in this—what &'se
call it?—Holyton ®

Inn there was none. As for lodging—
Adam hesitated, for he knew that Doress
Hodgkin lhad conceived theidea of accepting an
inmale, could such Le found, in prefercnce to
abandoning lier much-cherished home.  Yet
something scemed to whisper him that the
strange, pale pilgrim, who wanted repose and
stillacss, would not prove an cligible tenant.
Nevertheloss, the conscientions Adam could not
deny that the protticst cottagein the place stood
in need of alodger; and, as the stranger, n0-
ticing his hesitation, pressed him on 1he subject,
but & few miautes elapsed before Mrs. Hodgkin
hiad 10 descend and give audicace 10 an uncx-
pected visitor,
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No record of the dialogue was preserved, ex-
cepting that the stranger, on learning the pro-
posed rent, produced a bundle of notes, and was
with difliculty prevented from paying two years
in advance, With regard to references, he had
observed that, thongh he was not in the habit
of earrying ahout his churacter in his pochet, he
would obtain one, by un carly post from the
metropolis, of such 1 nature a8 to oceasion the
most poigount regret to the Friends among
whom lic hoped heneefortly to sajourn, that he
did not actually belong to their fraternity.

Gentle Doreas Hodgkin thought littde of the
seavcely covert sueer, for, stange to say, the
fice and ntnner that had o untiwvourably im-
pressed ncighbour Parslet, had, upon ser, the
precisely opposite effect,  She saw, in her in-
tending lodger, & man aged before his tiwe by
ment:tl and bodily ills of no common kind  1lis
soft voice and most melancholy smile conveyed.
she thonght, an appeal for ihat sympathy only
the more precious to haughty natures because
itis not sought in words. Even his curious
hollow laugh exacted pity, for it told some-
thing about the chest and lungs which might
require more than repose and solitude to st it
right,

Thus it came to pass that the stranger, who
announced that his name was Lopré, novk up
his abode at Tabernacle Lodge, nud began,
without delay, to reap opinions ot the most au.
riferous nature from all sorts of men.  Uis merit,
it must be adwitted, was of 2 negtive charae-
ter. e bore limself like a man of breeding,
and he did no harm. Some baggage, including
sundry huge brown books sccured with brazen
clasps, arsived from southwards, and the bringer
took back Monsicur Lopré’s horse, to be sold,
fur what he would fetch, nt u ncighbouring fuir.”

Monsicur Lopré, who was French in nothing
hat his name, turned out, in fact, the pearl of
lodgers. He gave so little trouble, that Doreas
felt almost dissatisficd. There was no chanuel
of approach by which she and little Ruth—her
mother's active and interested ally—could make
kuown to the sblitary wan the sympathy they
felt for his evidently failing health and broken
spirits. e ate little; and drank less. A slice
of brown bread and a cup of cream forbreakfust,
an omclette or o couple of rashers of farm-bacon
for dinner, appeared to be the objects of his
choice ; but if, for these, a dish of tomtits or a
stewed gguierel had been substituted, Doreas
felt, with o heavy hieary, that her Jodger would
have accomplished his meal with unchanged
indifference. His time seemed to be about equally
divided between cager study of his mighty
books and meditative wanderings——sometimes
protracted farinto the night—among the dense
neglected woods that, beginaing just without
the village, clothed the adjacent slopes for miles
around.

Some weeks had clapsed in this fashion, when
Dorcas’s interest in ber singular guest was in-
creased by liearing, as slic fancicd, sounds of
deep distress issuing from Lis chamber.  This
occurred ore and more frequently 3 and,
though it was manifest to the listener that cvery
cffort was being made by the unhappy man to
suppress these tokeas of suffering, it was equally
clear that Lis anguish, whatever its nature,
could not be tamed to silence. At such times
he would move about the room for an hour to-
gether, until, apparently exbiausted, e would
sink hicavily upon the couch, when choking sobs
aud halfaasticulato cjaculations bore testimony
to the tempest that continlicd to rage within,

QOn ono of these oceasions—it was about noon
—Dorcas was passing his door, when an excla-
mation struck her car, having so much the tone
of actual corporal suffering, that, acling upon
womaoly impulsc, she opened the door and went
in.

Loprd was scated at the table reading. He
hiad onc of his great books open Lefore bim, over
which, as she entered, he spread blis hiand-
kerchicef, and he gazed at Dorcas with an aicof
indifcrent question, so welt aud hastily assumed,
thiat, but for his still quivcring lip and the drops
thiat stood upon kis brow, she might have fancicd
her cars bad been decsived.  As it was, mur-

wmuring an apology, shie witbdrew.
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Ruth conld not scold her mother ; but she
did hazard the undutiful remark that, had she
beea in that mother's place, she would lave
ventured more.

Ruth was a very pretiy littie damsel of ten,
beyond hier years in intelligence, and the most
precise of little puritans, She dressed, and en-
deavoured 1o demean herself, exnctly like her
mother. She had the selfeposses  m of middle
age, and her remarks were ofien wore in har-
wony with that period of life than witle her own,
She wasg, perhaps, the only creatare in the village
who had never expericnced that mysterions
feeling, not absolutely wmingled with tear with
which Monsicur Lopré, with his eccentric habits,
haughty demeanour, and unspoken griefs, was
beginning to be viewed. But the child's heart
wus sorcy for the loncly man, and the wistful
expression of her soft blue eyes, as she occusion-
ally ministered to his wants, had attracted the
notice of the rectuse, and perhaps inducsd him
to break his habitual silence, and exclunge «
word or two with his little attendant.

One morning they met upon the stairs <

“ Here's a letter for thee, Augustus,” said
Ruth. aud put it in his hand.

“ You have learned my name,my little maid 2?

“f Augustus® is on by letter,” observed
Ruth, in a tone of gentle r, .hension, It
that be thy baptismal name, thou shouldst have
told us sooner, Augustus. Tliou necds not to
hide what is {it and true.”

“ Are you not a mnrvcllous little atom, to
lL;lclnrc an clder thus ?” said Lopsd, mach amus-
¢

“ 1 have more to say to thee still,” said Ruth,
calely.

© Say on, little grandmother.  ILear," replied
the lodger, opening his letter with an agitated
hand.

# 1 do not like thy ways.”

 What 3" cexclaimed Lopré, in a tone so
fierce, that poor little Rath turned pale, and
began to lose heart, Bmt she made an effort,
aud added ¢

¢ Jt—it—is—for thy own sake, Augustus.
Thou art not Lappy, and 1 fear thouw art not in
the way to beso.  Thon h.tst not once attended
thy steeple-house—and——-"

¢t Steeple-house ! Walk ten miles to licar some
droning booby misquote other idiots' dreuns 27

# ] would not connsel thco o go for suck 2
purpose,” said Ruth, # but that thon mightest,
peradventure, be stirred 1o prayer. .Augustus,
thou neglectest that exercise.  Canst thou say
thy catechism?”?

“ My catechism and thine are different, my
pretty little saint,” said Lopré, with a grin that
made his cadaverous face more ghastly still,
 But, see, you mustscold me no wmore fo-duy.
We arc going to be busy, for once.  Say toyour
wother that I look for a friend to dine with me.
This letter warns me he will be here at six,
evening.  He is young, andrich, and sclftindul-
gent, and will look for a delicate repast. Spare
no cost. Here’s money” 1e put 2 purse of
guineas in her hand. “ For the wine, 1 will
take care of that.”

# Doth the steahger rest here ?inquired Ruth,

 He-—rests—yes—no—that is, he will depart
Iate to-night,” replied Lopré, with some con-
fusion of manner.

But Rutls hospitasle thoughts were now in
the ascendant, and, -after avother word or two
of necessary directions from Lopré, she tripped
away to licr mother.

According to the accounts subsequently col-
Tected, it was near dusk when theexpected guest
cantered up the village street, and dismounting
at Tabernacle Lodge, threw his rein to John the
less, who, as the least employed member of the
community, was ofien made of use when help
was needed.

The age of the new comer scetned bardly to
exceed cighteen.  He was a very handsomo
youth, but pale and dissipated-looking, and a
somewhat hicavy eye and Ianguid gait t0ld too
plainly of the incvitable tax that debauchery
and cxeess tad began to levy upon a frame and
constitution intended by nature for long and
vigorous life,

The fricnds grected each other with great ¢or-



