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scratches his head, in a case of puzzle,
has often been a question of deep interest

!

to me ; but I have never been able to solve
the problem. Whether it is that h^ seeks,
by a natural instinct, to stimulate the or,
gan of cogitation, or whether it is that the
Unusual exercise of something within the
skull makes its external teguments to itch
or whether there is an irresistible inclina'
tion in man's nature to do something with
the hands when the mind is busy, and that
the first thing that presents itself to work
upon is the head, I do not know, but cer-
tain it is that Ben Halliday was in a puz-

j

zle, and did scratch a spot a liitle above
the left ear with a great deal of vigor and
determination.

" VVell now, sir,'' he said, at lenglh,
" ifyou had asked for anything else in°the
world I could have better told you where
to find it than a public-house. There is
not a place where you would like to sjeep,
1 think, nearer than Brownswick."
^ " Why, my good friend, that is just
where I have come from," replied his
visitor

;
" and I should not like to go baok

ttgaia over the moor to-night."

Ben flaUiday was exceedingly disposed
tobe JjQspiLaljie, a^d ^ w^? JiJ^ wjfe ; ftjjd
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