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The Home.

THE KING'S SERVANTS.
B3Y I{ESIA STRET TON.

PAR T H.- UNFAITZFUL.

CHAPTER Il.

GROWING OLDER.

A FT ER that 1 went every month to, carry my rent to my
landiord; and pretty mucli the saine conversation passed

between us each time, only he neyer again offéred to give me a six-
pence out. Now and then when 1 had received a letter from his
ixephew, Philip Champion, I took care to tell himn about it, and hoiv
he was gretting on well ini the world, and how grand folks up in
London thought mucli of him. The old man rather liked to hecar
'of it, especially when Philip sent me word how lie and his father
wex e making money by their voyages out tlo foreign parts. Once 1
carried down a handsome shawl, far too fine for an old woman like
me to wear, which Captain John Champion had brought for me al
the way from India. My landiord told me I could seil it readily for
ten pounds, and then the buyer would consider it a barga in; but 1
would not lower myseif by thinking of sudh a thing. . Love is more
than money.
. Year after year I szw him growing miore withered and shrunken,
yet stili in good health, and with hf- mrind keen; ay, keener than
ever whiere money was concerned. He came by degress to have a
sort of liking for me-more- because 1 neyer missed going with my
rent to the very day than for anything else I can think o£ There
was neyer any change in the gloomy house, not even in the fire,
wvhich always seems smouldering sulkily in the big grate. How
*dree this sameness was to me! As bad even as the sarneness of
the bare walls of the workhouse, where no-change ever came. He,
with lis riches, lived a life as dreary and desolate as the poorest
pauper in the parish.

1 believe Rebecca liked me a littie also. I feit very sorry for
her, and it camne into my heart to take her each -time a posy out of
my garden, or an apple, or somne early fruit, fresh gathered; and slic
was pleased with them, for the master kept such a close hand on al
expenses, that she scarcely tasted a morsel of fruit. She Ioved
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