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To this, the novice made re joiner oywurths of broth and soup, and sav- 
that be would take the tow, though °0 puddings, com tounded of surfa 
it should choke him and it was at- K*r*Ps *s «» to or bought in the 
cwdingij administers with many ^ ‘,,r the least money at Fleetsrs: “T,skïlîï wi.L 1 ÜÏLdlAj msuto ^,havr rh,rtMh> on hifs Pr‘te,r

bone*wÏ TÀ ÜOUllbï"* ‘horougwL and ÏL Tt tha^kmd 
*‘th J* ST S"»** I of plate in which many people were
erate mmhik »uh tk h °f Hhelv to take th air, or to frequentgrate exercises with the blunderbuss „ J, promenade
and sabre, and some dismal groan
ing by unseen ’prentices without. All 
these dark and direful ceremonies be
ing at length completed, the table 

aside, the chair of

CHAPTER IX.
Chronicles are privileged to enter

*** JJJ** aside, the chair of stale ; where they list, to come and go 
removed, the sceptre locked up in through keyholes, to ride upon the 
its usual cupboard, the doors of wind, to overcome, in their soarings 
communication between the three cel- ,,p and down, all obstacles of dis- 

,‘ars thrown freely open, and the tance, time, and plaie. Thrice bless- 
f lent ice Knights resigned themselves he this last consideration, suue 

tc> merriment. , it enables us to follow the ilisdam-
But Mr lappertit. who had a soul fuj Miggs even into the sanctity of 

above the vulgar herd, and who, on her chamber, and to hold her in sweet 
account of his greatness, could only companionship through the dreary 
altord to be merry now and then, watches of the night’ 
threw himself on a bench with the air Miss Miggs, hav ing undone her mis- 

* "?an. 'ho was faint with dig- tress, as she phrased it (which means 
n • ,.** *°Oh*d wntli an indifferent assisted to undress her), and having

1*‘e vn skittles, cards, and dice, (seen her comfortably lu bed in the 
thuking only of the locksmiths back room on the hist floor, with- 
da.ighter, and the base degenerate drew to lier own arartment, in the 

•îw- on *hich he had fallen. attic story Notwithstanding her
»y noble captain neither games, declaration in the locksmith’s pres- 

nor songs, nor dances. said his host, Mice, she was in no mood for sleep, 
taking a seat beside him. “Drink, so, putting her light upon the table
^u t Hlfra ' , I and Withdrawing the little window

Mr Tappcrtit drained the proflered curtain, she gazed out pensively at 
goblet to the dregs; then thrust his lb«, w jld night sky.
Bands into his pockets, and with a Perhaps she won demi what star 
‘?*tï'nR ïoaRv walkeil among the was destined for her habitation when 
SKitth-s, while his followers (such is Nhe had run her little course below; 
toe o.flueru'e of superior genius) re- perhaps speculated which of those 
strained the ardent i. M, anti held his glimmering spheres might )>e the 
little shins in dumb respect natal orb of Mr. Tapjiertit; |>erhaps

If had been born a corsair or a marvelled how they could gaze down 
pirate, a brigand, genteel highway- ,m that perfidious creature, man, ami 
man or patriot and they re the same not sicken and turn green as chem- 
thmg, thought Mr. Tapjiertit. mus- jsts' lamps; perhaps thought of no- 
ing among the nine-pins, “1 should thing in particular. Whatever she 
have beeti all right Hut to drag out thought about, there she sat, until 
an ignoble existence unbeknown to her attention, alive to anything eon- 
mankind in general patience! I will uccted with the insinuating ’pren- 
be famous yet. A voice within me (ice, was attracted bv a noise in the 

w oSw°n whispering (neatness. I m-xt room to her own—his room the 
shall burst out one of these days, anil }room in which he slept, and dreamed 
when I do, what power can keep me —it might be, sometimes dreamed of 
down7 I feel inv soul getting into her

a* the idea More drink i That be v as not Énmniaa now, i.n-there'” less_ — he was taking a walk in his
The not ice, pursued Mr. 'I apjier- sleep, was clear, for every now and 

tit, not exact.y in a voice of thun- then there came a shuffling noise, as
der, for his tones, to sav ike truth, though he were engaged in jnilishing
were rather cracked and shrill,—hut the whitewashed wall, then a gentle
very impressively, notwithstanding— creaking of his door, then the faint-

wnere is he. est indication of his stealthy foot-
, ' e™' noble captain’ cried Stagg. ; steps on the landing-place outside

me stands beside me who 1 feel is Voting this latter circumstance. Miss 
* ,, Miggs turned pale and shuddered, as

Have you, said Mr. lappertit, mistrusting his intentions and more 
letting his gaze tall on the party in- than once exclaimed, beloe her breath, 
dicat ed who was indeed the new |«»Oh! what a Providence it is. as I
knight, by this time restored to his am bolted in*"—which, owing doubt- 
own apparel, “Have you the impres- less to her alarm, was a confusion of 
sion of your street-door key in wax’? ; ideas on her part between a holt and 

The long comrade anticipated the its use: for though there was one 
reply, by producing it from the shelf on the door, it was not fastened

j ■!* d.elK,s*t<*<t' Miss Miggs’ sense of hearing, how-
Uood, said Mr. lappertit, s< ru- ever, having as sharp an edge as her 

Lmizing it attentivelv while a breath- temper, and being of the same snap
less silence reigned around, for he pish and suspicious kind, very soon 
had constructed secret door-keys for j informed her that the footsteps pass- 
tfae whole society, and jierhajis owed ed her door, and appeared to have 
something of his influence to that some object quite separate and dis- 
mean and trivial circumstance— on connected from herself. At this dis- 
such slig.it accidents do even men cover)- she became more alarmed than ; 
of mind depend! —“This is easily ever, and was about to give ut- 

' orne nither, friend terance to those cries of ‘‘Thieves!’’ !
With that, he beckoned the new and “Murder!" which she had hither- 

knight apart, and putting the jiattern to restrained, when it occurred to her
in his pocket, motioned to him to 
walk by his side.

“And so,” he said, when V ■ had 
taken a few turns up and oown, 
“you—you love your master’s daugh
ter?”

to look softly out, and see that her 
fears had some good palpable foun
dation.

I .cxiking out accordingly, and
stretching tier neck over the handrail, . 
she decried, to her great amazement

. I do, said the prentice. “Honor Mr. Tapjiertit completely dressed, 
ou' •'° t'haï, vou know stealing down-stairs, one step at a
. y°u. rejoined Mr Tajijier- time, with his shoes in one hand and

tit, catching him by the wrist, and a lamp in the other. Following him 
giving him a look which would have with her eyes, and going down a lit-1 
h<*n expressive of the most deadly tie way herself to get the better of 
malevolence, but for an accidental an intervening angle, she beheld him 

*1CC<îüR" *®af ri^Pr interfered with 1 thrust his head in at the parlor door, 
.iv ^ol! a—a r*,Nal' draw it back again with swiftness, |

, “j®* as * know on, replied the and immediately begin a retreat up-
** , stairs with all possible expedition

If you had now —said Mr. Tap- “Here’s mysteries'” said the dam- ; 
la* wo,u^ you—eh? — sel, when she w as safe in hei own 

I ne prent ice looked fierce and room again, quite out of breath. “Oh 
.ci*” 'lls *IS*"'S,', gracious here’s mysteries!”
It is enough, cried Mr Tapin rlit The prospec t of finding anybody out ; 

astily, we understand each other, in anything, would have kept Miss 
We are observed. 1 thank you Miggs awake under the influence of

So saving, he cast him off again . henbane Presently, she heard the 
and calling the long comrade aside step again, as she would have done if 
after taking a few hasty turns by 1 it had been that of a feather en- 
nimself, bade him immediately write 
anh post against the wall, a notice, 
prescribing one .Joseph Willet (com
monly known as .Joe) of Chigwell; 
forbidding all 'Prentice Knights to 
succor, comfort, or hold communion 
with him, and requiring them, cn pain 
of excommunication, to molest, hurt, 
wrong, annoy and pick quarrels with 
the said Joseph, whensoever and 
wheresoever they, or any of them, 
should happen to encounter Mm.

Havoig relieved his mind by this 
energetic proceeding, he condescended 
to approach the festive hoard, and 
warming h- degrees, at length deign
ed to preside, and even to enchant the 
company with a song After this he 
rose to such a pitch as to consent 
to regale the society with a horn
pipe, which he actually performed to 
the music of a fiddle (played by an 
ingenious member), with such sur
passing agility and brilliancy of exe-

dowed with motion and walking down 
on tiptoe. Then gliding out as be
fore, she again beheld the ret resting 
figure of the ’prentice again he look
ed cautiously in at the parlor door, 
but this time, instead of retreating, 
he passed in and disappeared 

Miggs was back in her room, and 
had her head out of the window, be
fore an elderly gentleman could have 
winked and recovered from it Out 
he came at, the street door, shut it 
carefully behind him, tried it with his 
knee, and swaggered oil, putting 
something in his pocket as he went 
along At this spectacle Miggs cried 
“Gracious!” again, and then "Good
ness gracious'” and then, “Goodness 
gracious me'” and then, candle in 
hand, went, down stairs as he had 
done. Coming to the workshop, she 
saw the lamp burning on the forge, 
and everything as Sim had left it 

‘‘Why Î wish I may only have a 
walking funeral, and never be buriedcution. that the .spectators could not _____............_____ _____ „JH,_

be sufficiently enthusiastic in their j decent with a mourning-coach and 
• lon■.an/*. host protested feathers, if the boy hasn’t been and

with tears in his eves that he had ne- made a kev for his own self' ” cried 
ver truly hit his blindness until Mices “Oh the little villain'” 
that moment I This conclusion was not arrived at

Hut the host, withdrawing—nr.iha- without consideration, and much peep- 
h7to weep in secret—soon returned i jng and peering about: nor was it uii- 
with the information that it wanted jassisted by the recollection that she 
little more than an hour of day, and ,jiad on several occasions come upon 
that ail the corks in Barbican had the ’prentice suddenly, and found him 
already- begun to crow, as if their busy at some mysterious occupation 
lives depended on it X t tins Intel- Ij^st the fact of Miss Miggs calling 
isrencc the Prent i.e Kni-hts arose in , him, on whom she stooped to east a 

haste, and marshalling into line, tiled favorable eve. a bov, should cre- 
nff one by one and disjiersed with all aje surprise in anv breast, it mav 
speed to their several homes. leaving pc observed that she invariably, af- 
their leader to pass the grating last. fee ted to regard all Tiifle bi'veds under 

‘wood-night. noble captain, wins thirtv as i»ere chits and infants : 
jiered the blind man as he held It op- which phenomenon is not unusual in

tlarge, she approached the door, and 
dr. pping on nee knee before it, drx- 
ter louslv blew into the keyfaolr as 
much ol these bee ashes as the luck 
would hold When slie had ni led it to 

I the brim in a very womanlike and 
skilful manner, she crept up-stairs 
again, and chuckled as she went

“There'’’ cried Miggs rubbibg her 
hands, “now let's see whether you 
won't be glad to take some notice of 
me. mister He, he. he! You'll have 
eves for Mtmehodv besides Miss Dull' 
now, I think À fat-faced puss st 
is. as ever I come across!”

As she uttered this criticism, she 
glanced approx inglv at her small 
mirror, as who should say, 1 thank 
my stars that can't be said of me — 
as it ‘Mainly could not for Miss 
Miggs* style of beauty was of that 
kind which Mr Tappertit himself 
had not inaptly termed, in private, 
"Kcraggv ”
“1 don't go to bed this night!” said 

Miggs, wrapping heiseif m a shawl, 
and drawing a couple of chairs 
near the window, flouncing down up
on one, and putting her feet upon 
the other, “(ill you come home, my 
lad. 1 wouldn't," said -Miggs vici
ously, "no, not lor live and forty 
jjounds!”

With that, and with an expression 
of (ace in which a great number 
ol opposite ingredients, such as mis
chief, cunning, malice, triumph, and 
patient expectation, were all mixed 
up together in a kind ol physiogno
mical punch, .Miss Miggs composed 
herself to wait and listen, like some 
lair ogress who had set a trap and 
was watching for a nibble from a 
plump young traveller

She sat there, with jiei feet compos
ure, all night. At length, just upon 
break of day, there was a footstep 
in the street, and presently she could 
hear Ml. Tappertit stop at the door. 
Theti she could make out that he tried 
Ins key—that he was liowing into it 
—that Ik knocked it on the nearest 
post to beat the dust out—that he 
took it under a !amp to look at it 
—that he jHiked hits of stick into the 
lock to clear it—that he peejied into 
the keyhole, lirst with one eye, ami 
then with the other—that he tried the 
key again—that he couldn't turn i', 
and what was worse, couldn't gc' 
it out—that he bent it—that he gave 
it a mighty twist and a great pull 
and then it came out so suddenly that 
he staggered backwards—that he kick
ed the door—that he shook it—finally, 
that he smote his forehead, and sat 
down on the step in despair.

When this crisis had arrived, Misa 
Miggs, a fleeting to be exhausted with 
terror, and to cling to the window
sill for support, put out her night
cap, and demanded in a faint voice 
who was there.

Mr Tapjierti' cried, “Hush!” and, 
backing into the road, exhorted her 
m a frenzied pantcmiine to secrec y 
and silence

“Tell me one thing,” said Miggs 
‘•Is it thieves?”

"No—no—no!” cried Mr Tappertit.
"Then,” said Miggs, more faintly 

than before, "it's lire Where is it. 
sir'* It’s near this room, I know. 
I've a good conscience, sir, and would 
much rather die than go down a lad
der All I wish is, respecting my 
love to my married sister. Golden 
Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, se
cond hell-handle on the right-hand 
door-post *

“Miggs!” cried Tappertir, “don't 
you know me1 Nun, you know— 
Sim”—

”Oh' wfa.it about him!” cried 
Miggs, clasping ner hands. “Is he 
in any danger7 Is he in the midst 
of flames and blazes' Oh. gracious, 
gracious!"

“Why, I’m here, ain’t 1?” reintned 
Mr. Tajipertit, knocking himself on 
tlw breast “Don’t you sex* me? 
What a fool vou are, Miggs'"

“There!” cried Miggs, unmindful 
of this compliment. “Why—so it— 
Goodness, what is the meaning of — 
If vou please mini here's"—

“No, no!” cried Mr Tapjiertit, 
standing on tiptoe, as if by that 
means he. in the street, were anv 
nearer being able to stop the month 
of Miggs in the garret. ‘‘Don't*—i’ve 
been out without leave, and some
thing or another's the matter with 
the lock Come down, and undo the 
shop window, that I mav get in that 
w-ay.”

“1 diirsn't dn^t. Simmun," cried 
Miggs — for that was her pronun
ciation of his Christian name “ I 
dursn’t do it, indeed You know 
as well as anvbndy, how particular 
I am And to come down in the dead 
of nieht. when the house is wranve-f 
in s'umhers md veiled in ohsrurltv." 
Vnd there she stunned and shivered, 

for her mod es tv caught cold at the 
verv thought

“But Miggs," cried Mr. Tanpertit, 
getting under the lamp, that she | 
might see his eves “My darling 
Miggs”—

Miggs screamed slightlv
'That I love so much, and never j 

can help thinking of," and it is im- 1 
possible to describe the use he made 
of his eyes when he said this—“do— 
for my sake, do.”

“Oh, Simmun,” cried Miggs, “this 
is worse than all. 1 know if I come 
down, you'll go, and"—

“And what, my precious!” said Mr. 
Taupertit.

"And try,” said Miggs, hysterical
ly, “to kiss me, or some such dread
fulness, I know you will!"

'•I swear I won’t," said Mr. Tap- 
pertit, with remarkable earnestness. 
‘‘Upon my soul, 1 won’t. It’s getting 
broad day, and the watchman's wak
ing up. Angelic Miggs! If you’ll 
only come and let me in, I promise 
you faithfully and truly I won't."

Miss Miggs, whose gentle heart was 
touched, did not wait for the oath 
(knowing how strong the temptation 
was, and fearing he might forswear j 
himself), but tripped lightly down 
the stairs, and with her own fair 
hands drew back the rough fastenings 
of the workshop window Having 
helped the wayward 'prentice in. she 
faintly articulated the words “Sim
mun is safe'” and yielding to her

en for his passage out; “Farewell 
brave general Rye, bve, illustrious 
commander Good luck go with you
for a—conceited, bragging, empty- 
hetded. durk-Iegged idiot.”■

ladies of Mis<. Miens' trmj.er, and is 
indeed generally found it to be the as
sociate of such indomitable and sav
age virtue

Miss Miners deliberated with herself
With which partine words, ccxdlv jfor Sr>n>p tittle time, looking hard at 

Mdsd as he listened to his receding t^e .«'•op <l*cr while she did so. r>s
footsteps sad locked the grate upon 
himself, he descended the steps, and 
lighting the fire below the little cop
per, ore vared, without any assistance 

Tor hts dnilv occupation, which Wag
above pen- q

though her eves and thoughts were 
both upon it; and then, taking a 
sheet of paner from a drawer, twisted 
it into a long thin aoiral tube 
Marine failed this instrument with a 

tity of small coal duet fr<

woman s nature, immediately became
insensible

“I knew I should quench her,” 
-aid Kim. rather embarrassed by the 
circumstance "Of course I was cer
tain it would come to this, but there 
was nothing else to tie doue—if I 
hadn't eyed her over, she wouldn’t 
have come down Here Keep up a 
minute, Miggs What a slippery fig
ure she is' There’s no holding oer, 
comfortably Do keep up a minute, 
Miggs. will v,

j As Miggs. however, was deaf to all 
entreaties. Mr. Tappertit leant her 
against the wall as one might dis- 
!mse of a walking-stick or umbrella, 
until be had secured the window, 
when he took her in hi* arms again, 
and, in short stages and w ith great 
difficulty—arising mainly from her 
being tall and his being short, and 
perhaps in some degree from that 
jwuliar physical conformation on 
which he had already remarked—car
ried her upstairs, and planting her in 
the same umbrella or walking stick 
fashion, just inside her own door, 
left her to her repose

“He mav be as cool as he likes." 
said Miggs, recovering as soon as 
she was left alone; “but I’m in his 
confidence and he can’t help himself, 
nor couldn’t if he was twenty Sim- 
mtinses'"

tTIAPTER X
It was on one ol those mornings, 

con mon in early spring, when the 
year, tickle and changeable in its 
youth, ’.ike all other created things, 
is undecided whether to step back
ward into wmter or forward into 
summer, and in its uncertainty in
clines now to the one and now to the 
otfcr:, and now to both at once- 
wooing summer in the sunshine, and 
lingering still with winter in the 
shade—it was, in short, one of those 
mornings, when it is hot and cold, 
wet and dry, bright and lowering, sad 
and cheerful, withering and genial, in 
the compass of one short hour, that 
old John Willet, v ho was dropping 
asleep over the copper boiler, was 
roused by the sound of a horse's 
feet, and glancing out at the window, 
beheld a traveller of goodly promise 
checking his bridle at the Mayjmle 
dour.

! le was none of your flippant young 
fellows who would call for a tan
kard of mulled ale, and make them
selves as much at home as if they I 
bad ordered a hogshead of wine, 
none of your audacious young swag
gerers, who would even jienetrato in
to the bar—that solemn sanctuary — 
and, smiting old John ujion the back, 
inquire if there was never a pretty 
girl in the house, and where he hid 
ins little chambermaids, with a 
hundred other imjiertinencies of that 
nature, none of your free-and-easy 
companions, who would srrajie their 
boots upon the fire-dogs in the com
mon room, and he not at all parti
cular on the subjevt of spittoons; 
none of your unconscionable blades, 
icquiring impossible chops, and tak
ing unheard-of pickles for granted, 
lie was a staid, grave, placid gen
tleman. something past the prime of 
life yet upright in his carriage, for 
all that and slim as a greyhound. 
He was well mounted upon a sturdy 
chestnut rob. and had the graceful 
seat of an exjieriencewl horseman, 
while his riding-gear, though free 
from such fopjieries as were then 
in vogue, was handsome and well 
chosen. He wore a riding-coat of a 
somewhat brighter green than might 
have been expected to suit the taste 
of a gentleman of ms years, with a 
short black velvet cape, and laced 
pocket-holes and cuffs, all of a jaun
ty fashion; his linen, too, was of the 
finest kind, worked in a rich pat
tern at the wrists and throat, and 
scrupulously white. Although he 
seemed, judging from the mud lie 
had picked up on the way. to have 
come from London, his horse was as 
smooth and cool as his own iron- 
grav periwig and pig tail Neither 
man nor beast had turned a single- 
hair, and. saving for his soiled 
skirts and sjiatterdashes, this gen
tleman w ith his blooming face, white 
teeth, exactly ordered dress, and per
fect calmness, might have come from 
making an elaborate and leisurely 
toilet, to sit for an equestrian jmr- 
trait at old John Willet's gate.

It must not lie supposed that John 
Observed these several characteristic* 
by other than very slow degrees, or 
that lie took in more than half a 
one at a time, or that he even made 
up his mind upon that, without a 
great deal of very serious considera
tion Indeed, if he had been distract
ed in the first instance by question
ings and orders, it would have taken 
him at the least a fortnight to have 
noted what is here set down, but it 
hajipened that the gentleman, being 
struck with the old house, or with 
the plump pigeons which were skim
ming and courtesying about it, or 
with the tall maypole, on the top o( 
which a weathercock, which had 
been out of order for fifteen years, 
performed a jierjietual walk to the 
music of its own creaking, sat for 
some little time looking round in sil
ence. Hence John, standing with his 
hand upon the horse's bridle, and his 
great eyes on the rider, and with 
nothing passing to divert his 
thoughts, had really got some of 
these little circumstances into his 
brain, by the time he was called up
on to speak.

“A quaint place this," said the gen
tleman—and his voice was as rich 
as his dress. “Are you the land
lord?"

“At your service, sir.” replied John 
Willet

“You can give my horse good stab
ling, can you, and me an early din
ner (I am not particular what, so 
that it be cleanly served), and a de
cent room—of what tliere seems to 
be no lack in this great mansion.” 
said the stranger, again running his 
ryes over the exterior

“You can have, sir," returned John, 
with a readiness quite surprising, 
“anything vou please "

“It’s well I am easily satisfied.” 
returned the other with a smile, 
“or that might prove a hardy pledge, 
mv friend ” And saving so, he dis
mounted. with the aid of the block 
before the door, in a twinkling

“Halloa there! Hugh'” roared 
John. "I ask your pardon, sir, for 
keening you standing in the porch ; 
but my son has gone to town on 
business, and the boy being, as T 
may sav, of a kind of use to me, 
I’m rather put out when he’s awav. 
Hugh'—a dreadful idle vagrant fel
low, sir—half a cTpsv, as I think— 
always sleeping in the sun in sum
mer. »nd m the straw in winter-time, 
sir—Hnrh! Dear Lord, to keen a 
«•etitleman «-waiting here. through 
him* -“Hugh! I wish that chap was 
dead. I do Indeed."

“Possjhlv he is.” returned the oth
er. "I think if be were living, he
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would have heard you by this time "
“In his tits of laziness, lie sleeps 

so desperate hard,” said the distract
ed host, “that if you were to fire off 
a cannon-ball into his ears, it would
n’t wake him, sir.”

The guest made no remark ujKin 
this novel cure for drowsiness, and 
recipe for making people lively, but 
with his hands clasped behind him, 
stood in the porch, apparently very 
much amused to see old John, with 
the bridle in his hand, wavering be
tween a strong impulse to abandon 
the animal to his fate, and a half 
disposition to lead the animal into 
the house, and shut him up in the 
parlor while he waited on his master

“Pillory the fellow, here he is at 
last!” cried John in the very height 
and zenith of his distress “Did you 
hear me a-calling, villian?”

The figure he addressed made no 
answer, hut putting his hand upon 
the saddle, sprung Into it at a 
bound, turned the horse's head to
wards the stable, and was gone in 
a . instant

“Brisk enough when he is awake,” 
said the guest

‘‘Brisk enough, sir'" replied John, 
looking at the place where the horse 
had been, as if not yet understanding 
quite, what had become of him. “He 
melts, I think. He goes like a drop 
of froth. You look at him and there 
he is You look at him again, and— 
there he isn't.”

Having, in the absence of any more 
words, put this sudden climax to 
what he had faintly intended should 
hr a long explanation of the whole 
life and character of his man, the 
oracular John Willet led the gentle
man up his wide dismantled stair
case into the May pole’s best apart
ment.

It was spacious enough in all con
science, occupying the whole depth of 
the house, and having at either end 
a great bay window, as large as 
manv modern rooms, in which some 
few jianes of stained glass, embla
zoned with fragments of armorial 
bearings, though cracked, and patch
ed, and shattered, yet remained, at
testing, by their presence, that the 
former owner had made the very light 
s'.ihserv lent to his state, and pressed 
the sun itself into his list of flatter
ers. bidding it, when it shone into his 
chamber, reflect the badges ol his 
ancient family, and take new hues 
and colors from their pride.

But those were old days, and now 
every little ray came and went as it 
uouid, telling the plain, bare.search- 
ing truth. Although the best room 
of the inn, it had the melancholy 
aspect of grandeur in decay, and was 
much too vast for comfort. Rich 
rustling hangings, waving on the 
walls; and, better far, the rustling 
of youth and beauty’s dress, the light 
of women's eyes, outshining the tap
ers and their own rich jewels; the 
sound of gentle «tongues, and music, 
and the tread of maiden feet, had 
once been there, and filled it with 
delight But they were gone, and 
with them all its gladness. It was 
no longer a home, children were ne
ver born and bred there; the fireside 
had become mercenary—a something 
to be bought and sold—a very cour
tesan; let who would die, or sit be
side, or leave it, it was still the 
same—it missed nobody, cared for no
body, had equal warmth and smiles 
for all. God help the man whose 
In-art ever changes with the world, 
as an old mansion when it becomes
an inn

No effort had been made to furnish 
this chilly waste, but before the 
broad chimnev a colonv of chairs and 
tables had been planted on a square 
carpet, flanked by a ghostly screen, 
enriched with figures, grinning and 
grotesque After lighting with his 
own hands the fagots which were 
heaped upon the hearth, old John 
withdrew to hold grave council with 
his cook, touching the stranger's en
tertainment: w'hile the guest himself, 
seeing small comfort in the yet un
kindled wood, opened a lattice in the 
distant window, and basked in a 
sickly gleam of cold March sun

I>eaving the window now and then, 
to rake the crackling logs together, 
T pace the echoing room from end 
to end. he closed it when the fire was 
quite burnt up, having wheeled the 
easiest chair into the warmest cor
ner. summoned John Willet

“Sir." said John.
He wanted pen, ink and pap'r 

There waa an old stand ish on the 
high mantel-shelf eoatatoirg # duty

apology for all three. Having set 
this before bun, the landlord was re
tiring when he motioned him to stay

"There's a house not far from 
! here, said the guest w hen he ha* 
written a lew lines, “which you call 
the Warren, 1 believe?”

As this was said in the tone of on* 
who knew Hie fact, and asked the 
question as a thing of course, Job', 
contented himself with nodding h’- 
liead in the affirmative, at the sum 

I time taking one hand out of hn 
pockets to cou^b behind, and th<* 
putting it in again

| “I want this note’ —said the guest 
glancing on what he had written 
and folding it, “conveyed there with- I out loss of time, and an answei 
brought back here. Have you a mes
senger at hand?"

John was thoughtful for a minuts 
or thereabouts and then said Yes.

“l-et me see him,” said the guest
This was disconcerting; for Joe 

being out, and Hugh engaged in rub
bling down the chestnut cob, he de
signed sending on the errand, Barn a- 
by, who had just then arrived in one 
of his rambles, and who, so that he 
thought himself employed on grave 
and serious business, would gj any
where.

“Why, the truth is,” said John al
ter a long pause, "that the persor. 
who'd go quickest, is a sort of na
tural, as one may say, sir; au<: 
though quick of foot and as much 
to be trusted as the port itself, he s 
not good at talking, being touchée 
and flighty, sir "

“You don’t,” said the guest, rais- 
*g his eyes to John's fat face, “you 
don't mean—what's the fellow’s name 
—you don’t mean Barnaby?"

“Yes I do,” returned the landlord, 
his features turning quite exjiressive 
with surprise

“How comes he to be here7” inquir
ed the guest, leaning back in hi- 
chair; speaking in the bland, eve- 
to.ie, from which he never varied 
and with the same soft, courteous, 
never-changing smile upon his fact- 
“I saw him in London last night.

“Ik’s forever here one hour, an.* 
there the next,” returned old John 
alter the usual pause to get the ques
tion in his mind. ‘‘Sometimes he 
walks, and sometimes runs. He- 
known along the road by every bod; 
and sometimes comes here in avail 

I or chaise, and sometimes riding doc 
ble. He comes and goes, througf. 
wind, ram, snow, hail, and on th. 
darkest nights Nothing hurts him.'

“He goes often to this Warren 
does he not7” said the guest care
lessly. “I seem to remember his mo
ther telling me something to that of 
feet yesterday. But 1 was not ai 
tending to the good woman much."

"You’re right, sir,” John made 
answer, “he does His father, sir 
was murdered in that house "

“So I have heard,” returned the 
guest, takmg a gold toothpick from 
his pocket with the same sweet smile 
"A very disagreeable circumstance 
lor the family ”

“Very,” said John, with a puzzled 
look, as if it occurred to him, dimly 
and afar off, that this might pos
sibly be a cool way of treating 
the subject

“All the circumstances after a mur
der." said the guest soliloquizing 
“must be dreadfully unpleasant — so 
much bustle and disturbance — no 
repose—a constant dwelling upon one 
subject—and the running <n and out 

land up and down stairs, intolerable 
j I wouldn’t have such a thing hap 
.pen to anybody 1 was nearly inter
ested in, on anv account ’Twould be 
enough to wear one's life out — Yot. 
were going to say .friend”—he added 
turning to John again

“Only that Mrs Rudge lives on x 
little pension from the family, an* 
that Barnaby's as free of the house 
as anv cat or dog about it," answer
ed John ‘‘Shall he do vour errand 
sir?"

(To be continued )

I sefiJ at All Times —In » inter or 
in summer Parmelee's Vegetable Pills 

i will cope with and overcome ary ir
regularities of the digestive organs
which change of diet, change if resi
dence. or variation of temperature 
may bring about. They should be 
alwavs kept at hand and once their 
beiwfic*al action becomes known, no 
one will be without them There is 
nothing nausent in* h» their structure, 
and the most delicate can use them 
confidently.


