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“ When the innkeepér camo to this point,”
continued Mr, Delnfield, *he stopped short as
if waiting for somo yemark for me; but,
tihooked as X was, I had nono to make, and he
resnaged bis account :—

¥ tTho butler, sir, searcely waited to seo

could nover vemember. o folt so horrified
that he was glad to maks his escape as fast as
yossible. And now, sir, you are to know that,
after o cortain hour of tho night, the sorvants
used to go to their own beds, and leave the
gambling party to, take core of themselves.
This was tho hebit of the house. DBut, onthat
Fnrticulnr night,~1I call it night, sir,—but, in
act, it wag the blessed Christmas mornjng,—
the butler woke from his sleep in a very uneasy
-stute of mind, and topk it into his head to got
up and look after his master. He had misgiv-
ings of—mischiof, was, I beliove, his own ac-
count of tho matter ; go ho struock a light, and
lit the oandle in the small lnnthorn he used to
carry about, and glided down the steirs, and
nlotig - the pnssages to the gambling-room.
But to the gnmbling-room ho was never able
to come, though he wandeored up and down,
backwards and forwaxds, searching for the
door, for o couplo of hours, and knew he must
be near; for he heard tho rattling of the dico
going on all thoe time.
s¢ ¢ At Jast, howevor, he got so completely
chilled, for the weather was unusually stormy
und wild, and beeameo so confused and light-
headed, that ho thought it Dbest to go to hed
agein, supposing, of course, it was from his
not being thovoughly awnke that he could not
come upon tho proper xroom. Bat, sir —'

¢ And here,” said Mr. Delafield, * the inn-
keoper fixed his eyes upon me and paused till
1 almost g o frightoned, young and bold as I

L]

* ¢ Bat, sir,~the room has never been found
from that day to this, nor has thLe door of it
over boen seen agan, though every inch of the
wally has been exawmined to fiud the place of
it, and although the ratiling of the dice has
many times roused people up from their beds
at night to look for it '—

4 But what on earth can you mean ?' cried
I; +I do not understand.’

¥ ¢« Nobody ean understand,” was the man's
noewer ; ¢ only the room has never been found
again, and yet the play goes on as the wicked
lord prayed it might do, &s is known to any
ono that sleeps in that particular part of the
castlo where tho dice ave heard.’

s «But the wicked lord and his friends,’

ourse of all—the curso of letting him have his
own way ?'

“I was silonced,” pursied the traveller,
“and respected very deeply tho solemn foel-
ings of my poor old fn‘en&p ; and after many
thanks on my part, and o little friondly ohat,
wo both went to bed. And this, boys, is my
story of the Game without an End.  What do
you think of it ?"

For a fow minutes no one answered ; but at
last one of the bLoys, who bad ‘been nudged
soveral times by his companions, inquied :—

¢ Ploase, sir, is it true

Mr. Delafield smiled.

¢ 1 do not wonder at your asking. All that
I have told you of myself is true, and I have
told you truly what the innkeeper told me.
But you must have observed as I wenton, that
the story itself had come through a great many
hands. Part of it from my friend's grand-
father, part of it from his father, paxt of it
what his grandfather had told his father, part
of it what servants let out, or villagers report-
ed. Who could warrant the exact truth of
auything got at in such a manner ?

“No! the story is one of those curious
legends or traditions of an out-of-the-way
country, which are always founded on truth;
but which, in passing through many mouths,
got mixed up with a great many changes ond
additions.

- ¢ A tradition, you know, is something which
is handed down from one gencration to another
by word of mwouth, instead of being written,
and so preserved always the snme. Now you
know, boys, how difficult it is for poople to
give o perfectly correct account even of what
has happened under their very eyes—even in
their own strect, perhaps. John tells it one
way aud Tom another, and John contradiots
Tom, ahd Fom contradiocts John, aud yet they
both say they ave quite sure. And if Bill has
been there as well he comes up, and, ten hun-
dred to oue, contradicts them both.

« And if this is so about things which have
been soen by people at the same time, yon may
judgo what chance there is of getting to know
the exact trush of such a story as I have been
telling, the particulars of which were collected
nobody can gquito tell how.

« But, as I said before, the traditions of n
country are always founded on truth ; and what
I like them for is, that thoy generally teach a
first-rate moral lesson. Nay, in some cnses
you might even fancy that they have arisen
out of some strong moral conviction. And the
story of the wicked Lord Warloch is n striking

persisted I, ¢ what ¢s it that you menn

¢ They will never be seen axain till the !
judgment-day,” answered the innkeeper.—:
¢When the grave and the sca give up their
dead, then the gambling-roon will open again,
and dsliver np those that are in it,—the wicked
ford, thoso strangers, and my father's own
brother.’ ©

“ It wag pitiful to hoar him ndter these last
words,” continued AMr, Delafield. ¢ It was
the scoret of his deop interestin the story, that
his Jather's own brother “was mvolved it its hor-
rors. I also now understood what he meant,
but could not resist asking,—

3 And you really think, then, that they
are all thero now, at this very moment, whilo
wa an tallang, playing their horrible games,
snd will go on so to the yudgment-day 2 !

t¢ ¢ It matlters Jittle what I think," replied
the innkeeper; *but wasn't that what they
asked for 2  God hears all gmyer, doesn’t He ?
And if He angwers the good man’s prayer with
& biessing, nyn't Ho sometimes avswor the

instance of this; and, if not altogsether true in
itself, teaches what is true. Every mon who
gamnables and drinks is not shut in b gambling-
room, to play on tothe day of dvom, cei“tainly.
Nay, 7 am not prepared io say I believe 1t,
oven of the wicked Lord Warloch. But every
man who gambles and drinks runs a visk -of
one day losing the mnstery over himself and
his own will, and, therefore, of being unable to |
break away from his vile sins, let him leathe
them ever so much. Both drunkards and
gamblers often wish {o be free, but the evil
custom, or rather the devil through the evil-
custom, has them as fast as my story says ho
lins the people in the wonderful old castle.

 Now, boys, you will do well, as my friond
your clergyman has told you, to remember this
story for life, for it 1s the same thing with all
other sins too., If you do not, by the grace of
God, master them, they will, by the raslico of
the devil, master you,

“ Thove, now ! Yoy have heard both my
story and the moral; will it do 2"

bed man’s prayer with 8 curse—the worst

—

A murmur of thanks was tho answer, for

overybod{ had been pleased ; but then nne or
two of the lnds whispered somothing to the
Curato, and presently he said tp his friend :—

#If you'ro not tived, theso boys are very
ourious to know whother yon wont to seo the
custlo after all, and whother you were able to
find out where the voom had been—or wag—
or ig—1I searcely know which to say!”

#Well! yes! I went to the castle the next
morning,” answered My, Deolafield ; ** but, as
to making out anything about where the xoom
was, I was not more successful than the rest ¢f
the pevple who have looked for it since it dis-
appeared—so to speak. T was shown over the
place by a stiff, imiddle-aged woman, who was,
what you boys wauld call, as mute ar a fish,
on overy point I wanted to know about. I
asked her if thore was not some ourious tradi-
tion about a room which couldn't be found,
thero. Buat at this inquiry she twrned away
and moved forward, saying, ¢Oh, of course;
thore was the hiding-room against trouble.’
By which sho meant the secret room common
in many old fortresses, where the family conld
take refuge, if nccessary, and romain con-
cenled; for its existence was never maede
known to more than three peopls at a time.—
But I saw by that answer thet, whatever she
knew, she was not disposed to let out tho his-
tory of the wicked lord of the placa. Aftdh
this, I asked whether people did not sometimes
hear very. 0dd noises in the castle at might.
But oven this did not' do. She didn't lnow
sbout odd noises, she said. People heard
noises thero, as they did everywhere else, when
the wind blew, and the wainscoting creaked,
and the rats ran about in the walls, Old
houses were always full of noises. People
might please thomselves as fo whether they
thought them odd or not. She slept in a wing
of the castle whero there were Ho noises, and
where overything was as comforidble as possi-
ble. It had been added to the building & fow
years ago, Now thig was, in reality, o great
admission, for it sounded-asif she was nobsure
overything was as comfortable in the old part
of the castle as in the new ; but the gooll lady
looked go testy, I was afraid to say any more
about it.

« At last, however, just as I was going away,
I ventured fo inquire whether o certain William
Lord Warloch hed not once inhabited the
castle, nnd disappeared rether suddenly. But
at the vary moment I spoke, and whether on
purpose or not I couldn't discover, she let a
door she was wus holding open, fall {o vith a

tremendous bang—I really half suspeot she -

flung it to—and then darted through another,
and called to some Johus.and Thomassa in the
distance, to bring o lead o hold the front sal-
oon doors open. After which camo 'a noise
and fuss of one little boy running along, and
then o talk between them, of which I conldnot
catch o single word; and then back she came
with some large keys, and told me she would
let mo out by the front hell deor; which she
accordingly did, leading the way ; snd it was

not tili I was spfe outside on the steps that she

said,— : .

« ¢ Oh, I beg your pardon, sir; but I was
enlled away. Yon wereasking about the Eqrls
of Warloch. Of course they resided here for
3 meny years, father and son. The last lord
died guito en infant, X believe, and the pro-
pexty ’s passed intg other hands since.’

# She made a sort of balf-curtsey as she fin-
ished, and retreated into the hall, so there was
necthing left for me but to be off too. For, you
see, I was very young then, as I told you, and
her cross manner guite cowed mo for thetime,
But I called hor * old humbug ' to myself, after
I was out of hearing, and that was s little bit
of comfort a any rate.” - .




