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IX WHICir THIS HISTOKY IS KNDKD

A HRIGIIT room, luxuriously appointed; a rrn-at wide he I

with carvfd posts and cnibroidirnl canopy; hctween tlu'

curtained windous, a tall oak press with fi-rotes,|ue heads
carved thereon, heads that leered and <raped a-d scouled at
me. IJut the hed and the room and the oak press were all
fannhar, and the <.-r„tes(iue head- h.ad leered and ga{)ed and
frowned at me before, and haunted my boyish dreams many
and many a nioht.

An(l now I lay between sleeping .md wakin/r, staring
dreamily at all these things, till roused by a voice near b^,
and starting? up, broad awake, beheld SirRichard.
-Deuce take you, Peter! "' he exclaimed; " I say— the

devil tly away with you, my boy! — curse me ! — a nice
j)ickle you've made of yourself, with your infernal Revo-
lutionary notions — your digging and'bhicksmithing, your
Avalking-tours — "

''Where is she. Sir Richard?" I broke in; "pray,
where is she?

' -^

*• She? " he returned, scratching his chin with the corner
of ;i letter lie held; "she? "'

" She whom I saw last night — "

" You were asleep last night, and the night l)efore."
" Asleep? — then how long liavo I been here'-'

"
" Three days, Peter."
" And where is she — surely I have not dreamed it all —

where is Charmian? "

'• She Went away — this morning."
ViOiiO "iii-ie lo."


