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stands. Quinton Honey^'L'l is wortli from m vcn to te

thousiuul ])i)uii(ls."

"Which bciii^ so. I'll trupsu back, (]o<^-lKat as

am," said .he fat man. '"I don't a\ to know no more

but I'm tiiat youni^f man's humldc friend an' scr.ant t

connnand for life. Like a burr I'll stick to his fortur

so lonj; as ln'm sensible. I always knowed tlu re Wii

the making of a hero in him, and. tluni^h I never tol

him so, I withstood master about him many a time.

The men tramped off to<^etlier to Da<j;<^er Earn

and Dury wearied his comjjanion with unctuous an

short-winded accounts of his own life-long goodncf'

to the dead. Thereupon Brimpts silenced him wit

some painful news.

"You were do\\ n in the second will for one hundrc

pounds, Mr. Ilext. But unfortunately your nam

don't appear in the first. Think upon that disap

pointment, and save 30ur wind for sighing."

At Dagge,' Earm Quint on Honeywell had specc

with Ann Xewcombe, and then, after doing all tha

was in his power to soothe her shattered mind, led Ev

by ihe hand and walkeil out to the tr'U'den with hei

Indoors, Xoali Xewcombe. hastily sunnnoned froi

Postbridge. took command, despatched a messenger t

Prince Town, directed that Hit dead men should be laii

out side by side, aiu made arrangements fur tli


