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want~ to eart his bread. and. if possible, butter wherewith to flavone
i, Like Britons in zeneral, from Dick Winttinoton downwards,
he thinks that the capital 15 the place in winen 1o seck one's
fortune, ‘and to find it.  He had not exjpected streets paved with
gold. nor vet with the metaphorical plenty of penny loaves . but an
indefinite disappointment weighs upon him as he passes through
«quarters fully as dingv and poverty-stricken as those in lis own
provincial town.

Still on—on—across © the provinee coverrd with hous <™ 2ome-
times in a great thoroughfare, where mudnight is a< noisy as noon-
day, and much more glaring; sometimes throuzh a region of
silence and sleep, where gentility keeps proper hours. going to
hed betimes n ite respectable streets.  Robert Wynn brran to
wonder when the journev would end; for, much. as he kuew of
London by hearsay and from books, it was widelv different thus
personally to experience the metropolitan amplitude. A slight
dizziness of sight, from the perpetual sweeping past of lamps and
shadowy buildings, caused him to close his eves; and from specula-
tions on the possible future and the novel present, his thoughts
went straight home again.

Home to the Irish village where his ancestors had leng been
lords of the soil; and the peasantrv had deemed that the greatest
power on earth, under majesty itself, was his Honour Mr. Wynn of
Dunore, where now, fillen from greatpess, the family was com-
siderably larger than the means. The heavily encumbered
property had dropped away piece by piece, and the scant residue
clung to its owner like shackles. With difficulty the narrow
cxchequer had raised cash enough to send Robert on-this expedi-
tion to London, from which much was hoped. The young man
had been tolerably well educated; he possessed a certain amount
and quality of talent. extolled by partial friends as far above the
average ; bat the mainstay of his anticipations was a premise of a




