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(of which heavy relays were constantly appearing from
another kitchen under the direction of a very plump servant),
was admirably adapted to the cold bleak morning, and
received the utmost justice from all parties. At last, it

came to a close; and the fire which had been lighted in the
best parlour having by this time burnt up, they adjourned
thither, to hear what Nicholas had to tell.

Nicholas told them all, and never was there a story which
awakened so many emotions in the breasts of two eager
listeners. At one time, honest John groaned in sympathy,
and at another roared with joy; at one time he vowed to
go up to London on purpose to get a sight of the Brothers
Cheeryble; at another, swore that Tim Linkinwater should
receive such a ham by coach, and carriage free, as mortal
knifti had never carved. When Nicholas began to describe
Madeline, he sat with his mouth wide open, nudging Mrs.
Browdie from time to time, and exclaiming under his breath
that she must be " raa'ther a tidy sart," and when he heard
at last that his young friend had come down, purposely to

communicate his good fortune, and to convey to him all

those assurances of friendship which he could not state with
sufficient warmth in writing—that the only object of his

journey was to share his happiness with them, and to teU
them that when he was married they must come up to see

him, and that Madeline insisted on it as well as he—John
could hold out no longer, but after looking indignantly at
his wife, and demanding to know what she was whimpering
for, drew his coat-sleeve over his eyes and blubbered outright.

" Tell'ee waa't though," said John seriously, when a great
deal had been said on both sides, "to return to school-

measther. If this news aboot 'un has reached school to-day,

the old 'ooman wean't have a whole boan in her boddy, nor
Fanny neither."

" Oh John! " cried Mrs. Browdie.

"Ah! and Oh John agean," replied the Yorkshireman.
" I dinnot know what they lads mightn't do. When it first

got aboot that schoolmeasther was in trouble, some feythers

and moothers sent and took their young chaps awa'. If

them as is left, should know waat's coom tiv'un, there'll be
sike a revolution and rebel!—Ding! But I think they'll a'

gang daft, and spill bluid like wather! "

In fact John Browdie's apprehensions were so strong that


