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FOR WEEK ENDING DECEMBER 15, 1866.

4p or SEVEN CENTs.

TO OUR READERS.

We devote the whole of our space in the pre-
sent issue to Dickens's new Christmas Story,
« Mugby Junction ;” and in order that our read-
ers may have the several tales complete, we issue
at the same time No. 68. Other matter had
been prepared for our Christmas numbers, but
we have decided to exclude it, and place before
our readers, in preference, these charming stories,
which have employed the pens of the most popu-
lar writers of the day.

DICKENS’S CHRISTMAS
STORY.

MUGBY JUNCTION.

BARBOX BROTHERS.
I

“ g UARD! What place is this ?"
« Mugby Junction, sir.”

« A windy place!”

« Yes, it mostly is, sir”

« And looks comfortless indeed !”

« Yes, it generally does, sir.”

«[s it & rainy night still?”

¢ Pours, sir.”

# Open the door. T'll get out.”

«Youwll have, sir,” said the guard, glistening
with drops of wet, and looking at the tearful
face of his watch by the light of his lantern as
the traveller descended, « three minutes here.”

« More, I think.— For [ am not going on.”

« Thought you had a through ticket, sir?”

« 8o I have, but I shall Bacrifice the rest of it.
I want my luggage.” ’

« Please to come to the van and point it out,
gir. Be good enough to look very sharp, sir.
Not & sicment to spare.”

The guard harried to the luggage van, and
the traveller hurried after him. The guard got
into it, and the traveller looked into it.

¢ Those two large black portmanteaus in the
corner where your light shines, These are
mine.”

« Name upon 'em, sir ?”

« Barbox Brothers.”

« Stand clear, sir, if you please. One, Two.
Right ! .

Lamp waved. Signal lights ahead already
changing. Shriek from engine. Train gone,

“ 4 Mugby Junction " said the traveller, pulling

up ‘the woollen muffler round his throat with
both hands. “ At past three o'clock of a tem-
pestuons morning! So!”

wé to himself. There was no one else
to speak to, Perhaps, though there had been
any one else t0 speak to, he would have pre-
ferred to speak to himself. Speaking to himself,
he spoke to a man within five years of fifty
either way, who had turned gray too soon, like
a neglected fire; a man of pondering habit,
brooding carriage of tie bead, and suppressed
. internal voicé; a man with many indications on

» him of having been 'much alone.

Ho stood unnoticed on the dreary platforms

except by the rain and by the wind. Those two
vigilant assailants made a rush at him. * Very
well,” said he, yielding. It signifies nothing
to me to what quarter [ turn my face.”

Thus, at Mugly Junction, at past three o’clock
of a tempestuous morning, the traveller went
where the weather drove him.

Not but what he could make a stand when he
was 80 minded, for, coming to the end of the
roofed shelter (it is of considerable extent at
Mugby Junction) and looking out upon the
dark night, with a yet darker spirit-wing of
storm beating its wild way through it, he faced
about, and held his own as ruggedly in the diffi-
cult direction, as he had held it in the easier
one. Thus, with a steady step, the traveller
went up and down, up and down, up and down,
seeking nothing, and finding it. =

A place replete with shadowy shapes, this
Mugby Junction in-the black hours of the four-
and-twenty. Mysterious goods trains, covered
with palls and gliding on like vast weird
funerals, conveying themselves guiltily away
from the presence of the few lighted lamps, as
if their freight had come to a secret and unlaw-
ful end. Half miles of coal pursuing in a Detec-
tive manner, following when they lead, stopping
when they stop, backing when they back. Red
hot embers showering out upon the ground,
down this dark avenue and down the other, as
if torturing fires were being raked clear; con-
currently, shrieks and groans and grinds inva-
ding the ear, asif the tortured were at the height
of their suffering. Iron-barred cages full of
cattle jangling by midway, the drooping beasts
with horns entangled, eyes frozen with terror,
and mouths too: at least they have long icicles
(or what seem so) hanging from their lips.
Unknown languages in the air, conspiring in
red, green, and white, characters. An earth-
quake accompanied with thunder and light-
ning, going up express to London. Now, all
quies, all rusty, wind and rain in possession,
lamps extinguished, Mugby Junction dead and
indistinct, with its robe drawn over its head,
like Ceesar.

Now, t0o, as the belated traveller plodded up
and down, & shadowy train went by him in the
gloom which was no other than the train of a
life. From whatsoever intangible deep cutting
or dark tunnel it emerged, here it came, unsum-
moned and unannounced, stealing upon him and
passing away into obscurity. Here, mournfully
weat by, a cuild who bad never had a childhood
or kmown & parent, inseparable from a youth
with a bitter sense of his namelessness, coupled
to a man the enforced business of whose best
years had been distasteful and oppressive, linked
to an ungrateful tiend, dragging after him a
woman once beloved. Attendant, with manya
clank and wrench, were lumbering cares, dark
meditations, huge dim disappointments, mono-
tonous years, a long jarring line of the discords
of a golitary and unhappy existence.

“—Yours, sir ?"

The traveller recalled his eyes from the waste
into which they had been staring, and fell back
a step or 80 under the abruptness, and perliaps
the chance appropriateness, of the question.

«QOh! My thoughts were not here for- the
moment. ' Yes. Yes. Those two porumantesus
are mine, Are you a Porter 7"

« On Porter's wages, sir. But [ am Lamps.”

The traveller looked a little confused.

“ Who did you say you are ?”

“Lamps, sir,” showing an oily cloth in his
hand as further explanation. . :

s Surely, surely. [s there any hotel or tavern
here 7"

« Not exactly here, sic. There is a Refresh-
ment Room here, but—" Lamps, with a mighty
gerious look, gave his head a warning roll that .
plainly added—* but it's a blessed clrcumstance
for you that it is not open.” ’

“You could not recommend it, I see, if it was
available ?”

« Ask your pardon, sir.

“QOpen?” :

«Tt ain’t my place, a3 a paid servant of the
compaiy, to give my opinion on any of the com-
pany’s toepics,” he pronounced it more like
toothpicks, ¢ beyond lamp-ile and cottons,” re-
turned Lamps, in a confidential tone; ¢ bat,
speaking as a man, I wouldn't recommend my
father (if he was to cowe to life again) to go
and try how he'd be treated at the Refreshment
Room. Not, speaking as & man, no, I would
not.” ’ :

The traveller nodded convicticn. “#1 suppose
I can put up in the towa? Thereisa town
here?” For the traveller (though a ‘stay-at-
home compared with most travellers) had been,
like many others, carried on the steam winds
and the iron tides through that Junction before,
without having ever, a3 one might say, gone
ashore there.

% yes, there's a town, sir. Anyways there's
town enough to put up in. But,” following the
glance of the other to his luggage,  this is a very
dead time of the anight with us. The deadest
time. I might a’'most call it our deadest and
buriediest time.” .

 No porters about ?” I

« Well, sir, you see,” returned Lamps’ con-
fidential again, ¢ they tn’ general goes off with
the gas. Thals how itis. And they seem to
have overlooked you, througic your walking to
the furder end of the platform. But in about
twelve minutes or so she may be up.”

¢ Who may be up ?” e e

“ The three forty-two, sir. She goes off # a
sidin’ till the Up X pusses, and then she,” here
an air of hopeful vagueness pervaded Lamps,
« does all as lays in her power.” )

« [ doubt if [ comprehend the amrgge:ﬁe,nt.f'

«1 doubt if anybody do, sir. She’s a Parlia-
mentary, sir. And you see, & Parliamentary,
or a Skirmishun—" o :

. % Do you mean an Excursion ?” ’

« That's it, sit. A Parlismentary or a Skir
mishun, she mostly doos go off into & sidin.”
But when she can get a chance, sie’s whistled
out of it, and she's whistled up into doin’ all as,”
Lamps again wore the air of » highly sanguine
man who hoped for the best, ¢ all as lays in ber
power.” . '

He then explained that porters on daty being
required to be in attendance on the- Parlianien-
tary matron in question, would doubtliess turn
up with the gas. [n'the meantime, if the gentle-
man would not very much object to the smell of
lamp-oil, and would accept the wermth of his
little room, The gentleimas “belag by this time
very cold, instantly cloged with the proposel,

If it was ?”
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A greasy Littlo cabin it wag, suggaestive to the
sense of smell, of o cabin in a Whaler. DBut
thero was a Lright firo bLurning in Qe rusty
grate, aud on tho floor there stood a wooden
stapd of pewly trimmed aud lighted lamps,
ready for carriago service.  They made a bright
shot, and their light, and the warmth, accwunt-
cd fur the popularity of the roum, us buiuc
wituess to by many iwpressivas of selvetaa
truusers on a furm by the fire, ind wauy rvauded
smears and smudges of stuopiug  vilvoteou
shoulders on the adjaceat wall.  Vacivus uatidy
shielves accommodated a quantity of Jamps and
v-cans, and alsv a fragract cotlection of what
looked like the pocket-baudkercbiefs of the
whole lamp fawily.

As Barbux Brothers (oo to call the traviller
on the warranty of his luggagce) took his scat
upon the form, and warmed his now uuloved
hauds at the fire, be glanced aside at a little
deal desk, much blotched with iok, which bis
clbow toucked. Upon it were some scraps of
coarso paper, and a superannuated steel pen in
very reduced and gritty circumstances.

From glancing at the scraps of paper, be
turned involuntarily to his host, and said, with
somo roughness,—

¢« Why, you are never a poct, man 7

Lamps had certainly not the conventional ap-
pearance of onc, as lie stood modestly rubbing
his squab nosc with a handkerchief so exceed-
ingly oily that he wight have beea in the act ¢f
mistaking bimself for one of his cbarges. lle
was a spare moan of about the Jarbox Brothers
time of life, with his features whimsically drawn
upward a3 if they wero attracted by the roots
of his hair. Ho bad a peculiarly sbining trans-
yaront complexion, probably occasioncd by
constant oleaginous application ; and his attrac-
tivo Lair, being cut short, and being grizzled,
and standiog straight up on cnd as if it inits
turo wero attracted by some invisible magnet
above it, the top of Lis bead was not very unlike
o lampwick,

¢ But to be sare it’s no business of mine,” said
Barbox Brotbers. ¢ That was an impertinent
observation on wy part. Be what you like.”

4 Some people, sir,” remarked Lamps, in a
tono of n};ology, ¢ are sometimes what they
don't like

¢ Nobody knows that better than I do,”
sighed the other. ¢ Ibave been what 1 don't
like, ail my life?

¢« YWhen I 1rst took, sis,” resumed Lamps, ¢ to
composing little Comic-Songs-like—"

Barbox Brothersered him with great disfavor.

¢ To composing little Comic-Songs-like,—
and what was more hard,—to singing "em after-
wards,” said Lawmpe, # it went against the grein
at that time, it did indeed.”

Something that wars aot all oil here shining in
Lamps's cye, Barbox Brotlers withdrew his owa
a little disconcerted, locked at the fire, and put
afoot on tho top bar. ¢ Why did you do it,
then 77 hioasked, after & sbort pause, abruptly
cnough, bat in a softer tone. ¢ If you dida't
waat to do it, wlx%did youndo it? Whero did
you sing them? Public house?”

To which Mr. Lamps returned the curious
reply = = Bedside.”

At this moment, while the traveller looked at
him for clucidation, Mugby Junction started
suddenly, trembled violeniy, and opened its gas

¢ She's got up [” Lamps annouuced,
cxcited. * What lays in her power is sometimes
wore, ard sometimes less; bat it's laid in her
power to get up to-night, by George!”

Tho legend ¢ Barbox Brothers,” inlarge white
letters on two black surfaces, was wery soon
afterwards trondling on & truck through a
silent street, and, when tho ovner of the 1cgend
bad shivered on the pavement half an hour,
what timo the porter’s knocks at the Inn Door
knocked ap the whole town first, and the Inn
1ast, he groped Lis way into the close air of a
shut-up house, and so groped between the shects
of a shut-up bed that scemed to have becn cxe
pressly refrigerated for him when last made,

.

« You rememier me, Young Jackson ?°
“ What do I remember, ifnotyou? You ate

~

' my first remembrance. It was you nho tuld wmy

thut wus my name. It was you who told me
that on cvery twenticth of Deceruber my lifo had
o pepitential ananiversary in it called a bictbday.
I supposc the last communicativi was truer than
tho first.”

“ What am I like, Young Jackson 2”

“ You are like n blight all through the ycar,
to me. You hard-lined, thia lipped, repressive,
chiangcless wumnan with a wax mask oa. vu
aro liko the Devil to me , most of all when yun
teach mo religious things, for you make tae
abhor them.”

“ You remember me, Mr. Young Jackson 7°
In another voice from another quarter.

¢ Most gratefully, sir. You wero tho ray of
hope and prospering ambitiva in wy life. When
I attended your course, I belived that i should
come to be a great healer, and I fultalmost bap-
py,—cven though I was still the one buarder in
tho house with that horrible mask, and ate and
dragk in silence and constraiut with the mask
beforo we, cvery day, As I had dono cvery,
every, every uay, through my school-time and
from my carliest recollection.”

¢ What am ! like, Mr, Young Jackson ?*

¢« You aro tike a Superior Being tome. You
aro like Naturo Beginuning to reveal Lerself to
me. bear you again, as one of tho hushed
crowd of young mcu kindling under the power
of your presence and knowledge, und you bring
into my cyes tho only cxultant tears that cver
stuod in them”

% You remzmber me, Mr. Young Jackson 2V
In a grating voice from quite another quarter.

*t Too well. You made your ghostly appear-
ance in wy lifo one day, and apnounced tuat its
course was to be suddenly and wholly changed.
You showed meo which was my wearisome seat
in tho Galley of Barbox Brothers. (\When they
were, if they ever were, isunknown tome ; thero
was nothing of them but the namo when I bent
to the oar.) You told me what I was to do, aud
what to be paid ; you told meafterwards, at ie-
tervals of years, wheal was to sign for the Firm,
when I became a partoer, wken I became the
firm, I keow no more of it, or of mysclf.”

¢ YWhat am I like, Mr. Young Jackson??

« You are like my father, I sometimes think.
Youare hard cnough and cold enough so to have
brought upanunacknowledged son. I seo your
scanty figure, your close brown suit, and your
tight browa wig ; but you, t0o, wear a wax
mask to your death. You never by a chance
remove it—it never by a chance falls offwand 1
know no more of you.'

Througboat tlu3 dialogae, the traveller spoke
to bimself at bis window in the morning, as he
had spoken to himself at tho Junction over-
night. Acd as be had then looked in the dack-
ness, a man who bad tamed gray too soon, like
a neglected fice, so he now looked in the sane
iight, an ashier gray, like a fire which the bright-
ness of the sun put ont.

The Grm of Barbox Brothers had been some
of-5) Jot or irregular branch of The Public
Notary and bill-broking tree. It had gaiged
for itself a griping reputation before the day of
Young Jackson, and the reputation had stuck
to it and to him. '

As he bad imperceptibly come into possession
of tho dim den up in the corner of a court off
Lombard strect, on whose grimy windows tho
inscriptions Barbox Brothers bad for many long
years daily interposed itself between bimand the
sky, 50 he had insensibly found bimself a per-
sounage held in chronic distrust,. whom it was
essential to screw tight to every transaction in
which ho cogaged, whose word was never o
bo taken without his attested bond, whom all
dealers with openly sct up gaards and wards
against. This cbatecter bad come upon him
through no act of his own. It was as if tho ori-
ginal Barbox had stretched himself down upon
the office-floor, and bad thither cansed to be con-
veyed Young Jackson in his sleep, and had thero
effccted & metempsychosis and excharge of per-
sons with him, The discovery,~saided in its
turn by the degeit of the only woman Ho had
ever loved, and the deceit of the only friend bo
had cvermado: who eloped from him to bg
mazied together,~the discorery, 8o followed

¢ I havenot madu:gonm move much cles
by.this, No hoxry. aeed o wake op 5

up, cowpleted what his carliest readiug ny
begun.  Uo sbrark, abaslied, within tho forg o
Baibzx, and hfted up lus Lead and heart g
moro.

But lie did at last ceffect vno great release 1y
his condition. 2 broke the our ho bad ple
80 Jung, and lio scutiled and sank tho gaitey,
He prevonted tho gradual retirement of an o]’a"
cunvcaironal business frum lum, by taking th.
initialito aud reiinog from it With cnough -
Lige un (though alter all with nut teo muct), be
ubliterated the firm of Barbox Brothers from the
pages of tho Post-offico Directory and the fa
of the carth, leaviug nothing of itbut 1ts pams
on two portmantcuus,

¢ T'or one must have some nawme in goig
abuat, for peoplo to pick up,” he cxplawed 1
Mugby High Street, through the Iun-window, :
* and that pamo at least wasrealoncu. \Waere. |
as, Young Jackson !—Not to mention its bewg |
a sadly satirical wisnomer for Old Jackson.» |

He took up lifs hat and walked on, justin 1
timo to sce, passing along on tho opposite sids
of the way, u velvcieen man, carrying his days
dinner in o small bundle that might have beey
larger without suspicion of gluttony, and pelusg .
away towards the Junction at o great pace,

¢ There's Lamps!” said Batbox Brothen.
# And by the by—" :
Ridiculous, surely, that a man so serious, s |
self-contained, and not yet three days cuuncip. |
ted from a routine of drudgery, should sind |
tubbing hLis cbin ia the street, in o brown siwdy |
about Comic Songs. ’

t Bedside 77 suid Barbox Brothers, testiy.
“ Sibgs them at the bedside?  Why at the bed.
side, unless he goes to bed drunk? Dogs, I .
should n’t wonder. But it's no business of mps.
Let me see. Mugby Junction, Mugby June-
tion. Where shall X go next? As it came jaty
my head last night when I woke from an unessy
sleep in the carriage and found myself bere, 1
can go anywhere from here.  Where shall 1 got
I'll go and leck at the Junction by daylight
There's no hurry, and I may like tho look of o
Line better than another.”

But there were 80 many Lines. Gazing dom
upon tucm from a bridge at the Juncticn 1t wu
as if tho concentrating Companies formed s
great Industrial Exhibition of the works of et
traordinary ground-spiders that spun jron. Asd
then 50 many of the Lines weat such wondera
ways, So crossing and curving among one a-
other, that the eyo lost them, And then some
of them app.ared to start with the Gixed iptes.
tlon of going five hurdred milss, and allof & sod-
den gave it up at an insigaificant barner,
turncd off into a workshop.” And then otbes,
like intoxicated men, went a little way vey
straighy, and surprisingly slued ronnd and caze
back aguin. And then others were so chock-f21
of tracks of conl, others were so blocked with
trucks of casks, others were so gorged wmitk
trucks of ballast, others were 50 set apart fx
wheeled objects liks immense iron cotton-reels;
wkile others werc €0 bright and clear, sad otes
were so delivered over to rust and ashes aad
idle wheelbarrows oat of work, with their leg
ime)ai:hgloolll{ing much liko their masters ¢
strike), that there was no beginning, middle, &
end, to the bewilderment. & °

Barbox Brothers stood puzzled on the bndge,
passing his right band across tho lines oa ks
forchead, which multiplicd while he looke!
down, as if the railway Lincs were gettng thes
sclves photographed on that sensitivo plate.
Then, was hieard a distant ringing of bells ad
blowing of whistics. Then, puppet-lookisg
Leads of men popped out of boxes in perspectirg,
and popped in again.  Then, prodigionswoods
razorsset up on cad, began shaving tho stmo-
pbere.  Then, several locomotive. engines D
soveral directions began to scrsam and b
agitated. Then, along one avenuo a train caz
in, Then, along snother two trains sppeared
tbut didn't come.in, bat stopped without. Ihes,
hits of trainsbroke off, Then & straddling hoce
tecame involved with them, Then, tho locomr
tives shared the Dbits of teains, and ran awsf
with tho whole, -
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It

maod to-duy, ur to-morrow, nor yet tho day { good Lord, they can never bu singiug the mul

afer. D'l tako o walkX

It fell out somehow (perhaps he meant it
«hould) that tho walk tended to tho platform at
ohich he bad alighted, and to Lawps’s rvom.
Bot Lawmps was not in 'his room. A pair of vel-
.etsea shoulders wero adapting themselves to
on¢ of the impressions on the wall by Lamps's
freglace, but otherwise the room was vuid. In
wsivg back to got out of the station again, ho
‘lesrn’ the cause of this vacancy, by catching
ughit 1 f Lamps on the opposite line of railway,
Lipping aloug the top of a train, from carriage
w carr age, and catching lighted namesakes
thrown 1y to bim by a coadjutor.

uHe i3 bugy. Ho " 1s not much time for
Jmpusing or singing Comic Songs this morning,
1 take it

The dicection he pursued now, was into the
owuutry, heeping very near to the side of one

t Laue of milway, and within easy view of
obers.  “¢I have balf a mind,” he said, glancing
aroand, ¢ to settle the question from this poiat,
ty syying, * Ul tako this set of rails, or that, or
t other, and stick to it.” They scparate them-
qutes fium the cunfusivp, out Lere, and go ther
s2ys.”

Ascending a gentle hill of somo extent, he
ame to a few cottages. Thero, looking about
b as & very reserved man might who bhad
ever looked about lum in his life before, le
aw some six or eight young children como
iy trooping and whooping from one of the
ottazes, and disperse.  But not until they had
sll tarned at the littlo garden gate, and kissed
tieir hands to a face at the upper windoiwv : a
by mindow enough, although the upper for the
etage had but a story of one room above the
groand.

Yo, that the children should do this was
sothing ; but that they should do this to a face
Ijiog on tho sill of the open window, turned
towards them in a horizontal position, and ap-
prently only a face, wes something noticeable.
He looked up at the window again, Could
«ly sec & very fragilo though a very bright
fice, Ising on onc cheek on the window-sill.
The delicate smiling fico of a girl or woman.
Framed in long bright brown bLair, round which
vas tied a light blue band or fillet, passing
wder the chin.

He walked on, turned back, passed the win-
dow again, shyly glanced up again. No chavge.
B struck off by a winding branch-road at the
tp of the hill,—which be must otherwise have
ducrnded ~kept the cottages in view, worked
3 way round at a distenco so a3 to come oat
eee more into the main road and be obliged to
fass the cottages again.  Tho face still Iay on
ts window-sill, but not so much inclined to-
wards him. And now there were a pair of delicate
baxda too. They had the action of performing
oasome mausical instrament, and yet it produced
20 sound that reached his cars.

#Mogby Junction must be the maddest place
3 Eogland,? said Barbox Brothers, pursaing his
w3y down tho hill. ¢ The first thing I find
bere is a Rajlway Porter who composes comic
%333 to sing at his bedside. The second thing
1E2d hero o face, and o pair of bands playing
snasical instrnment that don’t play 12

Tee doy was & fine bright day in the carly
beginniog of November, tho air was clear and
miriting, and the landscape was rich in beau-
Halenlors. Tho prevailing colors in the conrt
f Lombard Street, London city, hsd been few
1) sorbre. Sometinies, when the weather
thewhero was very bright indeed, the dwellers
3 those tents enjoyed & pepper-and-salt.colored
d&iy or two, but their atmosphere’s usnal wear
w3 slate, or snuff color.

. Be relished his walk so well, that ho rcpeated
Rrextday. He was a little carlier at the cot-
taze than on thedsy before, and hio could hear
the children up stairs singing to a regular mea-
gr: d;nd clapping out ‘the time with their

©Still, thero i3 no. sound of apy musical in-
tirument,” ho said, listenidgat the cornet, *and
JeiI saw the performing hands again, as I came
'y What are the children singing? Wby,

VoY

tiplication-tablo 1" .
They wero though, and with ivfinite cnjoy-
ment. Tho mysterious face hada voico attachel

h;m duwn all the avenues of railway, and begin-
ning to tako an interest in tho ncomings and
ontguiogs of tho trmns. At fitst, he often put
big head into Lamps's Little room, but bo never

to it which occasivually led or set the cluldoun | fuund Lamps there. A prur or two of velveteen

n;ht.  Its musical cheerfulness was delightful,
Tho measure at length stupped, and was succeed-
cd by a murmuring of young vuices, aud then

by a short song which homade out tu bo abuut |

shoulders ho usually found there, stooping over
the fire, sumetimes 1n connection with o clasped
kpife and a pieco of bread and meat; but tho
answer to lus inguiry, * Where 3 Lamps?? was,

the current mouth of tho year, and abvut what | cither that ho was “tother swde tho hine,” or,
work it yiclded to tho Inburers in the ficlds and j thet st was bis ofRune, or (i tho Iatter case),

farm-yards. Then, there was a suc of litde
fect, and the cbildren camo trouping and whuop-
ing out, ason tho previvus day. Andagmn, as
on tho previous day, they all turned at the
garden gute, and kissed their hands—evidently
to the faco on tho window-sill, though varbox
Brothers from his retired post of disadvanlage
at the corner coald notsco it.

But as tho children dispersed, ho cut off one
small straggler—a brownJaccd buy with flaxen
bair—and said to bim,—

# Como here, littlc one. Tell me whose houso
is that 7

The child, with ope swarthy arm held up
across bis eyes, balf ip sbyness, and half ready
for defence, and from bebind the inside of s
elbow,~—

“ Phoebe's.”

% And who,” said Barbox Brothers, quite as
much embarrassed by his part in the dialogue
as the child could possibly be by his, is
Phabe 77

To which the child made answer,~‘ Why,
Phabe, of course.”

Tho small but sharp observer had eyed his
questioner closely, and had taken his moral
measure, He lowered bis guard, and rather
assumed a tono with bim : as having discovered

him to be an unaccustomed person in the art of ;

polite conversation,

“ Phacbe,” said the child, © can’t be anybobby
else but Phaebe. Can she ??

¢ No, I suppose not.”

¢ Well,” retarncd the child, ¢ then why did you
ask me??

Decming it prudent to shift bis ground, Bar-
box Brothere took up a nerw position.

¢ What do you do there? TUp there in that
room where the open window is. What do you
do there 27

4 Cool,? said the child.

“#EL? -

¢ Co-0-0),” tho cbild repeated in a louder
voice, lengthening out the word with afixed look
and great emphasis, as much asto say : ® Whats
the uso of your having grown up, if you're such
a donkey as not to understand me ?*

@ Ah! Scheol, schoo),” said Barbox Brothers,
# Yeg, ye9, yes.  And Phade tiaches you ??

The child nodded,

¢ Qoed bey.”

« Toand it out, liave suu ™™ sad the child.

¢ Yes, I have found it out. ¥ kur would you
do with twapence, if Y gave it to jou??

« Pend it

Tho knock-down promptitude of this reply
leaving him not a leg to stand upon, Barbox
Brothers produced tho twopence with great
lameness, and withdrew in a stafe of humiliation.

Bat, seeing tho face on tho window-sill as he
passed the cottage, he acknowledged its presence
there with a gesture, whick was not & nod, not
a bow, not & removal of his bat from his bead,
but was a diffident compromise between or
struggle with all three. The cyes in the face
retmed amased, or cheered, or both, and the lips
modestly said : ¢ Good day to yog, sir.?

«Y find T must stick for & timo to Mugby
Junction,” 8aid Barbox Brotbers, with mach
gravity, after o1.co moro stoppiog on bis return
road to look at the Lines whero they went their]
several ways so quietly.  #I cau't mako up my
mind yet, which iron road to toke. In fact, I
must get a littlo accustomed to the Junction
before I can decide.”

So, ho announced at tho Inn that he was
“going to stay on, for the present,” and im-
proved his acquaintance with the Junction that
night, and again next morning, and agsin next
night and morning: going down {o the station,

‘mipgling with the people there, lagking about )

s uwn yersonal troduction to another Lamps
who was not us Lamps. However, bo was not
sv desperately sct upon seeing Lumps now, but
ho boro tho disappointment. Nor did he so
wholly devote himself to lus govere appheation
to the study of Mugby Junction, as to neglect
exercise. On the contrary, ho took a walk
cvery day, aud always the same walk. But tho
weather turned cold and wet again, and the wi.
dow was nover open,

ut.

At length, after a lapse of some days, there
came another streak of fine bright bardy autumn
weather, It was a Saturday. The window was
open, and the children were gone. Not sur-
prising, this, for he had patiently watched and
waited at the corner, uutil they were gone.

“ Good day,” he said to the fuce; absolutely
gertiog lus hat clear off his liead this time,

« Good day to you, sir.?

« I am glad you bavea fine sky again, to look
atl .

% Thank you, siv. It is kind of you

¢« You are an invalid, I fear.”

« No, sir, I have very goed health.”

“ But are you not always lying down?”

« Q yes, I am always lying down, because I

_cannot sit up, But I am not an invalid.?

The laughing cyes scemed highly to enjoy Lis
great mistake.

« Would you mund taking the trouble to come
in, sir? Therr Is o beautiful view from this win-
dow. Aund yuuwould sce that I am not at all
ill=being s0 good as to care? :

It was said to help bim, as he stood irresolute,
but cvidently desiring 1o enter, with his difident
hard on the latch of tho garden gate, It did.
Lelp him, and he went in. ‘

The room up stairs was a very clean, white
room with & low roof, Its only inmatc lay on
a couch that brought her face to a level
<wvith the window. Tho couch was whito too;
and lier simple dress or wrapper beiog light
blue, like tho band around her hair, she had an
ethereal look, and a fanciful appearance or Jying
among clouds. He felt that she instinctively .
perceived himto beby habit a downeast, tacitura-
man ; it was another hiclp to him to havo ests-
blished that understanding so casily, and got it
over. i

There was an awkward constraint upon him,
nevertheless, as ho touched her hand, and took
a chair at tho side of hier couck.

¥ seo now,” he began, not at all fuently,
«how you occupy your hands. Only secing you
from the path outside, I thought you were play-,
idg upon something.”

She was engoged in very nimbly and dexter-’
ously making luce. A lace-pillow lay upon her
breast ; and the quick movements and changes
of her hands upon it as she worked, bad given
them the action he had mismterpreted.

« That is curious,” sho aanswered, with a
bright smile. ¢ For I often faacy, myself that I
play tones while T am at work”

« Havo you any musical knowledge ?°

Sho shook her head.

« 1 think 1 could pick out tanes, if I had aony
iustrument, which could be made &3 handy to
me as my lace-pillow. Bat I dare say I deceivo
mysclf. At all events, 1 shall never know.”

4 You have a musical voice. Excuse me; 1
have heard you sing.”

& With tho ¢hildren ?” sho answered, slightly
coloring. O yes. I siog withtho dese chil-
dren, if it can be called singing?? -« - )

Barbox Brothers glanced at- tho-fwo.small
forms in the room, and hazarded the specalation
thst she was ford of children, and that.she was

Iearned ju new syetems of teaching them 2,4 Very .
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fond of them,” sho said, shahing i tead uguin ; '

“but I know notbing of teaching, beyond tho
interest T have in it, and pleasure it gives me
when they learn,  Perhaps your overhearing my
little scholars sing somo of their lessons, has led
you so far astray as to think mo a grand teacher?
Al! I thought so! No,I have only read aud
been told about that system, It seemed so pretty
and plensant, and to treat them so like the merey
Robius they are, that I took up with it in my
little way. You don't aced to be told what o
very little way mine is, sir,” sho addeg, with o
glance at tho small forms and round the room,

All this time her baunds were busy at her lace.
pillow. As they still continued so, and as there
was a kiud of substitute for conversation in the
click and play of its pegs, Barbox Brothers took
tho opportunity of observing her. He guessed
her to be thirty. The charm of her transparent
face and large bright brown cyes, was, not that
they were passively resigned, but that they
were actively and thoroughly cbeerful. Even
her busy hands, which of their owa thinness
alone might have besought compassion, plied
therr task with a gay courage that made mere
compassion an unjustifiable assumption of supe-
riority, and an impertinence.

He saw ber eyes in the act 3f rising towards
his, an? he dirccted his towards the prospect,
saying : * Beautiful indeed 77

 Most beautiful, sir. I have sometirges had
a fancy that I would like to sit up, for unce, only
to try how itlooks to an crect head. But what
a foolish faucy that would be to encourage! It
cannot look more lovely to apy onc than it does
to me.”!

Her cyes were turned to 1t as she spoke, with
most delighted admiration and cojoyment. There
was not & trace in it of any sense of deprivation,

« And thosc tbreads of railway, with their
puffs of smoke and steam changing places so
fast, make it 50 lively for me,” slic went on. 1
thiok of the number of people who can go where
they wish, on their business, or their pleasure ;
{ remewber that the puffy'make signs to we that
they are actually going while I look; and that
cnlivens the prospect with abundance of com-
pany, if I want company. There is the great
Junction, t00.  1don't see it under the foot of
the hill, but I can very often hear i, aud 1
always know it is there. It seems to join me,
in a way, to I don’t know Low many places and
things that £ skall never see”

With an abashed kind of iden that it migbt
have already joined bimsclf to sometbing be hiad
never seep, he said constraigedly : « Just go.”

* And 60 you sec, sir,” pursued Pkabe, “1
am pot the invalid you thought me, and I am
very well off indeed.”

* You bave a bappy disposition,” said Barbox
Brothers; perbaps with a slight cxcusatory
touch for Lis own disposition.

‘ Al! But you should know my father,” she
veplied.  “His is the happy disposition! Don't
anind, sir!” For his reserve took the alarm at a
siep upon tho stairs, and be distrusted that he
would be set down for a troublesome intruder,
¢ This is my father coming.”

The door opened, and the father paused there.

“ Why, Lamps ™ exclaimed Barbox Brothers,
starting from his chair. “ How do you do,
Lamps?”

To which, Lamps respondent :  The gentle-
wan for Nowhere! How do you do, sir 7

And they shook bands, to the greatest admi-
ration and surprise of Lamps's daughter.

“ I bave looked you up, half a dozen times,
since that night,” said Barbox Brothers, « but
have never foupd you.”

“So I've beard o, sir, so I've heerd on,” re-
turncd Lamps. Its your being noticed so often
down at the Junctiop, without taking any train,
that bas begun 10 get you tho name among us
of the gentleman for Nowhere. No offence 1n
my having called you by it when took by sur-
prise, I hope, sic?”

" None atall. It's as good a nawe for me as
any othe- you could ¢all me by, But mayl
ask you a question in tho corner bere 2°

Lamps soffered himself to be led aside from
his daughter’s couch, b one of 4h2 Lutivus of s
veiveteen jacket,

‘13 this tho bedside whero you sing your
songs '’

Lamps nodded.

‘The gentleman for Nowhere clapped him on
the shoulder, and they faced about again.

“ Upon my word, my dear,” said Lawps then
to his daughter, looking from her to ber visitor,
‘it i3 such an mwaze to me, to find youn
brought a~quainted with this geatleman, that I
must (if this gentleman will excuso mo) takea
rounder.”

Alr. Lamps demonstrated in action what this
meant, by pulling out his oily handkerchicf
rolled up in the form of a ball, and giving hin-
selfan claborate smear, from bebind tho right
car, up the cheek, across the forhead, and down
tho other check to behind his left car. After
this opceration, he shono cxccedingly.

“ It's according tomy custom when particular
warmed up by any agitation, sir,” he offered by
way of apology. * And really, Iam throwed into
that state of amazo by finding you brooght
acquainted with Phaebe, that I—that I taink I
will, if you']l excuse me, take another rounder.”
})Vhich he did, sccwing to be greatly restored

y it

They were now both standing by the side of
ber couch, and she was working at her lace-
pillow. * Your daughter tells me” said Barbox
Brothers, still in a half reluctant, shamefaced
way, * that she never sits up.”

 No, sir, nor never bas done.  You see, her
mother (who died when she was a year and
two months old) was subject to very bad fits,
and as she had ucver meationed to me that she
was subject to fits, they couldn’t be guarded
against. Consequently, she dropped the baby
when took, and this happened.”

It was very wroeng of her,” said Barbox
Brothers, with a kaitted Urow, * to marry you,
making a secret of her infirmity.”

*\Well, sir,” pleaded Lamps, in behalf of the
long-deceased. * You see, Phacbo and me, we
have talked thatover tvo. And Lord bless us!
Such a number on us has our infirmities, what
with fits, and what with misfits, of one sort and
another, that if we corfessed to ’em all before
we got married, most of us might never get
married.”

1t Might that not be for the better 27

 Not in this case, sir,” said Phaebe, giving her
band to her father.

“ No, not in this case, sir,” said her father,
patting it between his own.

“ You correct me,” returned Barbox Brothers,
with a blush ; ¢ and I must look so like a brute,
that at allerents it would be superfluous in me to
confcss to that infirmity. I wishyou would tell
me a little more aboat yourselves. I hardly
know bow to ask it of you, for I am conscious
that I bave a bad, stiff manaer, a dull, discour-
aging way with me, but I wish yon would.?

« With all our hearts, sir,” returned Lamps,
gayly, for both. ¢ Aud first of all, that you
may know my name—"

¢ Stag 1" interposed the visitor, with a slight
Gusb. ¢ What signifies your name ! Lamps is
name coough for me. I like it. It is bright
and cxpressive.  What do I want more 7

* \WWhy to be sure, sir,” returned Lamps. ¢ X
have in general no other name down at the
Junction ; but I thought, on account of your be-
ing here as a first-class single, in a private char-
acter, that you might—-

The visitor waved the thought away with bis
hacd, and Lamps acknowledged the mark of
confidence by taking another rounder,

“ You ars hard-worked, I take for granted ?”
said Barbox Brothers, when the subject of the
rounders came out of it much dirtier than he
went into it,

Lamps was begiening, * Not particular so,?
—svhen his daughter took him up.

~ Q yes, sir, bo is very hard-worked. Four-
teen, fifteen, cighteen hours a dsy.  Sometimes
twenty-four hours at a time”

% And you,” said Barbox Brothers, ¢*what
with your school, Phaebe, and what with your
lace-making—"

¢« But my schiool is & pleasure to me.” she in-
wrropted, opening her brown eyes wider, a8 if
surprised to find him so0 obtuse. “ I began it

when I wag but a child, because it brought m
and other children into company, don't you see?
That was not work. I carry it on still, becags
it keeps chitdren nbout me. Thut is not work,
I do it as love, not as work. Then my lacs
pillow ;" ber busy hands had stopped, asifbe
argument required all ber cheerful carnestnesy;
but now weat on again at the name; ¢ it goy
with my thoughtswhen I think,and it goes it
my tunes when I hum any, and thal’s not worl:
Why, you yourself thought it was music, yoq
know, sir. Andso it is, to me”

“ Evergthing is!” cried Lamps, radiautly,
 Everything is music to her, sir.”

“ My father is, at any rate,” said Phaebe, ex.
ultingly pointing her thin forefinger at lip,
“There is more music in my father than there
in a brass band.”

“Isayl My dear! It's very fillyillially done, |
you know; but you are flattering your father?
he protested, sparkling.

*No I am not, sir, I assuro you. No [an
not, If you could lLecar my father sing, yo
would know I amnot. But you never will hear
bim sing, because he never sings to any one bt
me, Iowever tired be is, ho always sings to
when he comes home. When I lay hero long
ago, quite a poor little broken doll, ho used to
sing to me. Moro than that, ho used to make
songs, bringing in whatever little jokes we had
between us.: Moro than that, be often does so to
this day. O, I'li tet’ of you, father, as tho gep.
tiecman has asked awvout you. Ho is a poet,
sir.”

¢ 1 should n't wish the gentleman, my dey,”
observed Lamps, for tho moment turning grave,
i€ 15 carry away that opinion of your fatber, be
cause it might look as if I was given to asking
tho stars in a_molloncolly manner what they
were up to.  Which I would n't at onco wasz |
the time, and take the liberty, my dews?

“ My father,” resumed Phacbe, amending her
text, ¢ is always on the bright side, and thegood
side. You told me justnow, I had a bappy dis. .
position. How can [ help it ?”

% \¥cll; but my dear,” returned Lamps arge.
mentatively, ¢ bow can I help it? Put it to
yoursclf, sir, Look at her, Always as you s
beruow. Always working,—and after all, s,
for but a very few shillings a week,—alwap
contented, always lively, always interested in
others, of all scrts. 1 said, this moment, she
was always ag you seo hernow. Sosho is, with
a difference that comes to much the same. For,
when it's my Sunday off and tho morning belis
bave doneringing,l hear the prayers and thanks
rcad in the touchingest way,and I have th
bymns sung to me—so soft, sir, that yor couldws
hear ‘em out of this room—in notes that seen
to me, I am sure, to come from heaven aud go
back to it.” :

It might bave been merely through the asso-
ciation of these words with their sacredly guiet
time, or it might have been through the large
association of tho words with the Redcemer's
presenco beside the bedridden ; bat here her dex
terouns fingers came to a stop on tho lace-pillow,
and clasped themselves around his neck as be
bent down. Therewas great nataral sensibility -
in both father and daughter, the ¥isitor could
casily sec; but cach made it, for tho others
sake, retiring, not demonstrative; and perfect ©
cheerfalness, intuitive or acquired, was citber
the first or sccond naturs of both. Inavey.
few moments, Lamps was taking another ronnder
witl his comical featares beaming, while Phabe’s
laughing cyes (just a glistening speck or s
upon their lashes) were again directed by toms |
to him, and to ber work, and to Barbox Brothers.

 When my father, sir” she said brigblly
# tclls you about my being interested in otber
people even though 4bey know nothing sbowt .
me,~which, by the by, X told you myself,—yoa
ought to know how that comes abont. ~Tbats-
my father’s doing.” E

“ No, it is o't I” he protested. L

¢ Don't you believe him, sir ; yes, it is. Ho~
tells me of every thing ho secs down at his work -
You would be surprised what a quantity ho gets.
together for me, every day. Heo looks into the

coed.
—g0that I know all the fashions!

and tells me how the ladies Kre Gressiy
He looksinte. ]

’ - BB



1868.)

THE SATURDAY READER.

229

the carriages, and tells mo what pairs of lovers
be sces, and what new-married couples on their
wedding trip,—s30 that I know all about thatl
Ho collccts clhance newspapers and books,—so
that I iavo plenty to readt o tells me about
te stck peoplo who are travelling to try to get
petter,—s0 bat I know all about them! In
short, as I began by esying, bo tells e every-
ting ho sees and makes out, down at his work,
and you can't think what a quantity ho does seo
aod make out.”

s As to collecting newspapers and books, my
dear” said Lamps, ¢« it '3 clear I can bhave no
went in that, because they 're not my perquisites,
You see, sir, it 's this way . A Guard, o 'll say
1w me, ¢ Hallo, here you are, Lamps. I'vo
saved tais paper for your daughter, llow is she
sgomgon ' A Head Porter, ke ') say to me,

Here!  Catch bold, Lamps. Here s a couplo
of woliums for your daugliter. Js sho pretty
puch whero shie were 7 And that 's what makes
wdouble welcome, you sce.  If she had a thou-
sid pound in o box, they would n't trouble
ttemselves about Ler ; but being what sho js—
that is, you understand,” Lamps added, some-
what hurriedly, ¢ not baving a thousand pound
m s box—they take thought for bher. And as
concerning the young pairs, married and unmar-
ried, it s only natural I should bring home what
littlo I can about them, secing that there’s not a
wuple of either sort in the neighbourhood that
don’t come of their own accord to confide in
Pbaebe

She raised her cyes triumpbantly to Barbox
Brothers, as sho said,—

¢ Indeed, sir, that is true. If I could have
gotupand gone to church, I Gon't know how
often Ishould have been & bridesmaid. But if I
ould bavo done that, some girls in love might
tave been jealous of we, ard as it is, vo gicl is
palous of me. And my pillow would not have
teen half as ready to put the pieco of cake un-
d&r, as I always tind it,” sho added, turning her
fsce on it with a light sigh, and a gmile at her
fuher,

The arrival of o little girl, the biggest of the
holars, now led to an understanding on the
rt of Barbox Brothers, that she was tho domes-
tic of tke cottage, and had come to take active
measures in ity attended by o pail that might
bive extinguished her, and a broom three times
terbeight. Ho therefore rose to take his leave,
x2d took it ; saying that if Phobe had no ob-
jpetion, ho would como again.

Ho bad muttered that e would come #ia the
coarse of his walks” The course of his walks
nust have been highly favourable to bis return,
for bereturned after an interval of a singlo day.

« You thought you would ncver sco me any
zore, 1 suppose 77 he said to Phacbe as he touch-
od her band, and sat down by her couch.

¢ Why should I think so I’ was her surprised
mjoinder,

“JItook it for granted you would mistrust
mﬁ

% For granted, sit? Have you been so mach
tistrasted 7°

41 think I am justified in angwering yes.
Bt Imay have mistrusted, too, on my part. No
=qter just now. Wo wero speaking of the
lanction last time. I have passed hours there
¢e the day before yesterday.’

¢ Are you now tho gentleman for Some-
xbero 77 ghe asked with & smile.

¢ Certainly for Somewhere ; but I don’t yet | cred.

Ingw Where. You would never goess what I
atavelling from. Shall I tell you? Iem
tavellivg from my birthday.”

Her Lands stopped in ber work, and sho look-
st bim with jncredulous astonishment.

« Yes” said Barbox Brothers, not quito easy
2 bis chair, ¢ from my birthday- I am, to my-
wf, an unintelligiblo book with tho carlier chap-
wryall torp out and thrown away. My child-
kood b2d no grace of childboud, my youth had
wcham of youth, and what can be expected
from such o Jost begioning?®  His eyes mesting
bers 238 they were sddressed intently to him,
something geemed to slir within his breast, whis-
Periag- ¢ Waa thin bed a place for the graces of
ti}dbood and the charms for youih iv' ks to,
tiadly 7 O shame, shams ¥ - :

- . Y

“It i3 o diseaso with me” said Barbox
Brothers, checking himself, and making as
thoughi lio had a difficulty in swallowing some-
thing, ¢ to go wrong about that, I don’t know
how I came to speak of that. I hope it is be-
causo of an old misplaced confidenco in ono of
your sex involving an old bitter treacliery, I
don’t know. I am all wrong together.”

Her bands quictly a-d slowly resumed their
work. Glancingat her, ho saw that ler eyes
wero thoughtfully following them.

“I am travelling from my birthday,” he re-
sumed, “becauso it hasalways been adreary day
to me. My first free birthday coming round
some five or six weeks hence, I am travelling to
put its predecessors far bebind me, and to try to
crush tho day—or, at all events, put it out of
my sight—by beaping naw objccts on it.”

As ho paused, clio looked at him; but only
shook her head as being quite at a loss.

¢ This is unintelligiblo to your happy dicposi-
tion,” he pursued, abiding by his former phrase
as if there were somo lingering virtue of self-
defencein it : # I know it would be, and am glad
itis. Howevar, on this travel of minoe (in which
I mean to pass *be rest of my days, having
abandoned ali thought of a fixed home), I stop-
ped, as you heard from your fatber, at the Junc-
tion here. Thoextent of its ramatications quite
confused me as to whither I should go, from here.
I bavo not yet settled, being still perplexed
among 50 many roads. What do you think I
wean to do? How many of the branching roads
can you scc from your window ¥

Looking o .t, full of interest, she aunswered,
t Seven.”

“ Seven,” said Barbox Brothers, watching her
with a grave smile. ¢ Well! I propose to my-
self at oace to reduce the gross number to those
very seven, and gradually to fine them down to
one—the most promising for me—and to take
that.”

¢ But how will you knotw, sir, which is the
most promising 7 she asked, with ler brighten-
ed eyes roving over tho view.

¢ Ah I” said Barbox Brothers, with another
grave swmile, and considerably improving in his
caso of speech. ¢ To be sure. In this way.
Where your father can pick up so much cvery
day for a good purpose, 1 may once and again
pick up alittle for an indifferent purpose. The
gentieman for Nowhere must becomo »till botter
known at the Junction. Ho shall continue to
explore it, until he attaches something that he
has scep, heard, or found out, at tho head of cach
of the seven roads, to the road itself. Andso
his choice of a road sball be determined by his
choice among bis discoveries.”

Her hands still busy,sho again glanced at the
prospect, as if it comprehended something that
had not been in it before, and laughed as if it
yielded her new pleasure.

«But I must not forget,” said Barbox Brothers,
« (haviog got so far) to ask a favour. I want
your belp in this expedient of mine. I want to
tring you what I pick up at the heads of the
seven roads that you lie herc lookiog out at,
and to compare notes with you aboutit. May
1?7 They say two heads aro better than one.
I sbould saymyself that probably depends upon
tho heads concerned. But I am quite sure,
though wo aro 80 mewly acquainted, that your
head and your father’s bave found ont better
things, Phabe, than ever mine of itself discov-

”

She gave hio her sympathetic right band, in
perfect raptore with his proposal, and eagerly
augd gratefally thanked him.

« That's well I said Barbox Brothers. ¢ Again
1 must not forget (having got so far) o ask a
favour. Will yoa shpt your cyes?”

Laughing playfaily at the strange naturo of
the request, shie did so.

# Recp them shat,” said Barbox Brothers,
going softly to the door, and coming back.
“ You gre on your honour; mind, not to open
your, eyes until I tell you that you may?”

«Yes! Oan my honour”

¢ Good. May I take your lace pillow from
yau for s minutes 27

Still laughing and wondering, she removed
Ther hands o= 3f; and he pat it aside.

¢ Tell me. + Did you see the puffs of smoke
and stcam made by the morping fast-train yes-
terday on road number seven from hero 7

tt Behind tho chn-trees and tho spire?”

¢ That's the road,” smd Barbox Brothers, di-
recting his eyes towards it.

“ Yes. I watched them melt away.”

% Anything unusual in what they expressed 7?

¢ No” sho answered, merrily.

¢ Not complimentary to mo, for I was in that
train. I went—don’t open your eyes—to fotch
you this, from tho great ingenious town, It is
not halt so largo ns your lace-pillow, and lies
casily and hghtly in its place, These little
keys aro liko the keys of o miniatr-e piano, and
you supply the air required with yoar left hand.
May you pick out delightful music from it, my
dear! For tho presen!—jyou can open your
eyes now—good bye!”

In his cmbarrassed way, he closed the door
upon bimself, and only saw, in doing so, that she
ccstatically took the preseat to hier bosom and
crpessed it. The glimpso gladdened his heart,
and yct saddened it: for so might she, i€ her
youth had flourished in its natural course, have
taken to her breast that day the slumbering
music of her owa child’s voice.

BARBOX BROTHERS AXD CO.

With good will and carnest purpdse, the gen-
tieman for Nowhero began, on tho very next
day, his rcsearches at the heads of the seven
roads. Tho results of his researches, as he and
Pliebo afterwards set them dovrn in feir writing,
hold their due places in this veracious chronicle,
from its seven hundred and fiftecuth page, on-
ward. But they occupied & much longer timo
in the getting together tban they ever will in
the perusal. And this is probably the case with
most readiog matter, except when it is of that
highly benehcial kiod (for Posterity) which is
¢ thrown off in o fow moments of leisure” by
the superior poctic geniuses who scorn to take
prose pains.

It must be admitted, however, that Barbox
by no means hurried himself. His heart being
in his work of good-nature, he revelled in it
There was the joy, too (it was a trus joy to
him), of sometimes sitting by, listening to
Pbacbe as sho picked out more and moro dis-
coarse from ber musical instrament, and as her
pa.ral tasto and ear refaecd daily upon her
first discoverice. Besides b. ng a pleasure, this
was an occupation, and in the course of weeks
it consumed hours. It resulted that his dreaded
birthdsy was close upon him befors hoe had
troubled himself any more about it.

The matter was made more pressing by tho
unforeseen circumstance that the councils held
(at whicl Mr. Lamps, beaming most brilliantly,
on o few rare occasions assisted) respecting the
road to be sclected, were, after all, in no wise
assisted by his investigations. For, ho had
connected this interest with this road, or that
interest with the other, but could deduce no
reason from it for giving any road the prefer-
cnce. Consequently, when the last council was
holden, that part of tho business s200d, in the
cnd, exacily where it had stood in tho begin-
ning.

“ant, sir,” remarked Phaebe, ¢ we bave only
six roads after all. Is the seventh road dumb??

« Tho seventh road 7 O, said Barbox Broth~
ers, rabbing his chin, ¢ that is the road I took,
you know, when I went to get your little pre-
seat. That is its story, Phabe”

“ Would you mind taking that road again,
sic?* she agked with hesitation,

¢ Not in the least; it i3 a great high road
after all.” .

« ¥ should like you to tako it} returned Phee-
be, with a persaasive smile, ¢ for the Iove of that
little preseat which must ever be so dear to me.
I should liko you to take it, because that road
can never bo again liko. any other road to me.
1 should like you to take it, iz remembrance of-
your having done mo somuch good; of your
haviog made mo so much happicr! If you
leave me by the road you travelled when you
went to do mo this great kindness,” sonnding &

faint chord as she spoke, ¢ I shall- feel, lying.
| here watching at my ind ow, 24 if it moust con-
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duct you to n prosperous end, and bring you ' others, or to be happy, I must east my interest

back some day.”

w It shall be done, my dear: it shall he done *

So at last the gentleman for Nowhere took a
ticket for Somewhere, and his destination was
the great ingenious town.

Ho had loitered so long nbout the Junction
that it was tho cighteenth of Drcember when he
feftit.  “High time he reflected, ns he seated
himself in the train. * that ] started io earnest!
Only one clear day remains between me and the
day I am running away from. PIl push for-
ward for the hill country to-morrow. I'll go to
Wales”

Tt was with some pains that he placed before
himself the uadeniable advantages to be gainod
in the way of novel occupation for his senses
from misty mountains, swollen streams, rain,
cold, a wild sea-shore, and rugged roads. And
yet he scarcely made them out as distinetly as
he could have wished. Whether the poor girl.
in spite of her new resource, her music, would
have any fecling of loncliness upon her now
—just at first—that she hed not had before;
whether she saw those very puffs of steam and
smoke that he saw, as he sat in the train think-
ing of her; whether her face would have any
pensive shadow on it as they died out of the
distant view from hgr window ; hether, in
telling him he had done her so much good, she
had not unconsciously corrected his old moody
bemoaning of his station in life, by setting him
thinking that 2 man might be a great healer, if
he would, and yet not be a great doctor; these
and other similar meditations got between him
and his Welsh picture. There was within bim,
100, that duil sense of vacaity which follows
separation from an object of interest, and cessa-
tion ot » pleasant pursuit; and this sense, being
‘quite new to him, made him restless. Further,
in losing Mugby Junction be bad found himself
again; aad le was not the more enamoured of
himsclf for having lately passed his time in
better company.

But surely, here, not far ahead, must be the
great ingenious town. This crashing and clash-
ing that tre train was undergoing, and this
coupling on to it of a multitude of new echoes,
could mean nothing less than approach to the
great station. It did mecan nothing_less. Af-
ter some stormy flashes of town lightning, ia
the way of swift revelations of red-brick chim-
ney-shafts, vistas of red-brick railway arches,
tongucs of fire, blots of smoke, valleys of canal,
and hills of coal, there came the thundering in
‘at the journey's end.

Harving seen his portmanteau safely housed in
the hotel he chose, and having appointed bis
dinner-hour. Barbox Brothers went out for a
walk in the busy streets.  And now it began to
he suspected by bim that Mugby Junction was a
Junction of many branches, invistble as well as
visible, and bad joined lum to an cndless num-
ber of byways. For, whereas he would, but a
littlo wuile ago, have walked these strects blind-
1y brooding, he now had eyes and thoughts for
o new external world.

How the many toiling people hived, and loved,
and died ; how wonderful it was to consider the
various trainings of cye and hang, the nice dis-
tinctions of sight and touch, that scparated
them into classes of workerz, and even into
clagses of workers at subdivisions of one com-
plete whole which combined their many intell-
gences and forces, though of itself but some
clicap object of uy r ornament in common
life; how good it was te know that such assen-
bling in a moultitade on their part, and such con-
tribution of their several dexterities towards a
civilizing end, did not geteriorato them as it
was the fashion of the supercilious 2ay-flics of
hamanity to pretend, but engendered among
them a self-respect and yet a modest desiro to
be much wiser than they were (the first evinced
in their well-balaoced bearing and manner of
speech whea he stopped to ask a question; the
second, in tho anrouncements on the pablic
walls ; theso considerations, and a hostofsuch,
mado his walk a memorable one. *1 too am
but a little part of a great whole,” be began to
think ; ¢ and to be serviceable to mysclf and

into, and draw it out of, the common stock.”

Althongh lie had arrived athis journey’s end
for tho day Ly noon, he had since jnscnsibly
walked about the town so far and 50 long that
the lamplighters were now at their work in the
streets, and tho shops were sparkling up bril.
tiantly., Thus reminded to turn towards lis
quarters, ho was in the act of doing so, when o
very little hand crept into his, and a very little
voice snid,~—

% 01 Ifyou please, I nm lost {7

He looked down, and saw a very little fair-
Iaired girl.

 Yes,” she said, confirming ler words with
aserious nod.  “ f am indeed, T am Jost.”

Greatly perplexed, he stopped, looked about
him for help, deseried none, and said, bending
Iow : “ YWhere do you live, my child 2"

“1 don't know where I live,” she returned.
“T am lost.”

% What is your name ?”

] pony.n .

* What is your other name ??

The rep'y was prompt, but unintelligible.

Imitating the sound as be caught it, he
hazarded the guess, ¢ Trivits 7"

“ O not!” said the child, shaking her lead.
¢ Nothing like that”

* Say it again, little one.”

An unpromising business.
bad quite a different sound.

e made the venture - ¢ Paddens 7°

“0Q no!” said the child. ¢ Nothing like
that.”

“ Once more. Let us try it again, dear.”

A most hopeless business This timo it
swelled into four syllables. ¢ It can't be Tap-
pitarver?’ said Barbox Brothers, rubbing his
head with his bat in discomfiture.

“ No! It ain’t)” the cbild quietly assented.

On her trring this unfortunate name once
more, with cxtraordinary cfforts at distinct-
ness, it swelled into cight syllables at least,

“ Ab! I think,” said Barbox Brothers, witha
desperate air of resignation, * that we had
better give it up.”

“ But I am lost,”said the child, nestling her
little band more closely, jn his, ¢ and you'll
tako care of me, won't you?"

If ever aman were disconcerted by division
between compassion on the one hand, and the
very imbecility of irresolution on the other,
here the man was. “Lost!” ho rcpeated,
looking down at the child. “ I am sure 7 am.
What is to be done !

 Where do you live?” asked the child, look-
ing up at him, wistfully,

 Over there,” he answered, pointing vaguely
in the direction of his hotel.

“ Hadn't we better go there?” said the
child.

“ Really,” he replied, “ I don’t knuw but
what we had.”

So they sct off, hand in band. Ie, through
comparison of bimsclf agaiast his litile com-
panion, with a clum~y feeling on him as if be
had just developed *ato a foolish giant. She,
clearly clevated in her own tiny opinion by
baving got him so neatly out of his cmbsarrass-
ment.

“ We are going to have dinner when we get
there, I suppose 77 said Polly.

 Well,” be rejoined, ¢ I—yes, T suppose we
are.!

“ Do you like yoor dinner ¥ asked the child.

“ Why, on the whole,” said Barbox Brothers,
4 yes, I think I do.”

“] do mine,” 8aid Polly.
brotbers and sisters?”?

‘ No. Have yout”

“ Mine are dead.”

* 01" gaid Barbox Drothers. With that ab-
surd sanse of unwicldiness of mind and body
weighing him down, ho would not bave known
Low to pursue tha conversation beyond this
curt rejoinder, but that the child was alw.ys
ready for him.

“ What” sho nsked, torning ler soft hand
coaxiugly in his, “ are youn going to do to amuse
me, after dinner?”?

« Upon my soul, Polly,” exclaimed Barbox

For this time it

‘“Have you any

Brothers, very much at a losg, ¢ I have not tly
slightest idea 1

“ Then I tell you what,” said Polly. *Hay
you got any cards at your house ?”

* Plenty,” said Barbox Brothers, ina boad
ful vein,

“ Very well. Then I'l build houses, und 5
shall look at me. You mustn't blow, yo
know.”

0 no'™ said Barbox Brothers. ¢ No, no, gy,
No blowing. Blowing's not fair.”

Tle flattered himself that hc had said this prety
well for an idiotic monster; but the child, instags
Iy perceiving the awkwardness of his attemy
to adapt iimsclf to her level, utterly destrore
his hopeful opinion of himself by saying, cun
passionately, ¢ What a funny man you arc 1

Feeling, after this mclancholy failure, as if b
cvery minute grew bigger and heavier in pers
and weaker in mind, Barbox gave himselfup fy
1 bad job. No giant ever submitted more meelly
to be led in triumph by all-conquering Jack, the
he to be bound in slavery {o Polly,

“ Do you know any stories?? she askd
Jim.

He was reduced to the bumiliating cont. ssioa.
[ No-n

¢ What a dunce you must be, mustn’t you™
said Polly,

He was reduced to the bumiliating confession,
% Yes

«t Would you like me to teach you a stors!
But you must remember it, you know, and be able
to tell it right to somebody clse afterwards *”

Ho professed that it would afford bim the
highest mental gratification to be taught astog,
and that he would humbly endeavor to retain g
in hismind. Whercupon Polly, giving her jtand
anow Jittlo turn in bis, cxpressive of settlieg
down for enjoyment, commenced a long romaace,
of which every relishing clause began with the
words, ¢ So this,” or, # And So this.” As ¢ &
this Loy™ ; or, ¢ 8o this fairy”; or, ¢ And so thy
pic was four yards round, and two yards ards
quarter deep.”

The interest of the romance was derived fron
the intervention of this fairy to punish tbis bes
for having a greedy appetite. To achieve whick
purpose, this fairy made this pic, and this by
ate and ate and ate, and bis cbeeks swelled ad
swelled. There were mony tributary circax
stances, but the forciblo interest culminatedia
tbe total consumption 6f this pie, aud the bort
ing of this boy. Truly ho was a fine sight
Barbox Brotliers, with serions attentive face,
and car bent down, much josticd on the pare
ments of the busy town, but nfraid-of losing a
single iucident of the epic, lest he should beexs-
mined in it by and by and found deficient.

Thus they arrived at the hotel, And there be
had to say at the bar, and said awkwardly
cnough: 1 have found a little girl I

The whole establit yment turncd out to look
at the little girl. body Lknew bér: nobody
cc. d make out ber uame, as she set it ford
except one chambermaid, who said it was Coer
stantivople,—which it wasn’t.

¢ I will dine Wwith my young friend in o priva2
room,” said Barbox Brothers to the hiotel authet
ties, # and perhaps you will be so good as ki
the police know that the pretty baby is here. I
supposc sha is sure te be inquired for, soon. ifsbe
has not been already. Como dlong, Polly.” °

Perfectly at ease and peace, Polly.came alozg,
but, finding tho stairs rather sfiff work, wascar-
ricd up by Barbox Brothers. The dinner w23
amost traoscendent success, and the Bark)
sheepishness, under Polly’s directions how |
mince her meat for lier, and how o diffase gravy .
over the plate with o liberal and equal hand,
was another fine sight. i

« And now,” said Polly, ¢ while we are 3l
dionér, you be good, and tclt me that story I
taught you,” :

With the tremors of a civil seivice examine-.
tion ‘on him, and very uacertain indced, notoly |
28 to thé époch At which the pie appeared in ..
‘tory, but also a8 to the measurcments of that’
indispensable fact, Barhox Brotherd thade ashaky’
beginnisg, but underéntourageétient did very
‘fairly. ‘There wat a want'of breadth ¢
in his rendering o7 the chécks, ns well at e
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appetite, of the Loy ; and there was o certoiu
tameuess 1 his Miry, referable to an under-cur-
r:ot of desivo to account for her.  8til), as the
first | \mbering performanco of » good-humounred
monster, it passed muster.

u ) told you to bo good,” said Polly, ¢ and you
are pood, nin't you 7

| Lopo 80,” replied Barbox Brothers.

Such was hig deference that Polly, clevated
oa a platforin of sofu-cushions in a chair at his
nght hand, encouraged him with a pat or two
on the face from tho greasy bow! of her spoon,
and even with o gracious kiss. In getting on
ter feet upon her chair, however, to give
tim this last reward, she toppled forward among
the dishies, and caused him to exclaim as ho
edected her rescuo : ¢ Gracious Angels! Whew!
[ thouzht we were in the fire, Polly 1?

s What a coward you are, ain't you 7" said
Polls, when replaced;

#1¢3, I am rather nervous,” he replied. Whew
Dont, Polly ! Don't flourish your spooa, or you'il
go over sidoways. Don’ttilt up your legs
when you laugh, Polly, or you il go over back-
wards. YWhew! Polly, Polly, Polly,” said
Barbox Brothors, nearly succumbing to despair,
& we are cnvironed with danger alll”

Tadeed, hio could descry no security from the
pitfalls that were yawning for Polly, butin pro-
posing to her, after dinner, to sit upon a low
stool. ¢ T will, ifyou will,” said Polly. So,
a3 peace of raind should go before all, ho begged
the waiter to wheel aside the table, bring a
pack of cards, a couplo of footstools, and a
sercen, and close in Polly and himself hefore
the fire, as it were in & sung room within the
room. Then, finc¢st sight of all, was Barbox
frotkers on his footstool, with a pint decanter
on the rug, contemplating Polly as sho built
saccessfully, and growing blue in the face with
boldiog his breath, lest he should blow the
bouse dowr.

4 How you stare, don't you?” said Polly, in
a houseless pause.

Detected in the ignoble fact, he felt obliged
{0 admit, apologetically : ¢ I am afraid I was
looking rather hard at yon, Polly.”

“#\Why do you stare?’ asked Polly.

1 cannot,” ho murmured to himself, ¢ recall
wby.—I don't know, Polly.”

“ You must bo a simpleton to do things and
nrot know why, mus n't you?” said Polly.

In spate of which reproof, b looked at the
child again, intently, ng she Eent her head over
her card-structure, her rich curls shading her
fice. “ It i3 impossible,” he thought, “that
Tean ever have scen this pretty baby before.
Can I have dreamed of her? In some sorrow-
fol dream 77

He could make nothiog of it. So he weat
nto the buildigg trade as n journdyman ander
Polly, and they built three stories high, four
stories bigh : even five,

“1 say. Who do you think is coming?”
asked Polly, rubbing her eyes after tea.

He guessed : ¢ The waiter 77

# No," said Polly, ¢ the dustman.
tiog slcepy.”

A new embarrassment for Barbox Brothers!

“Tdon’t think I am going fo be fetched to-

night,” said Polly; ¢ what do you think?”
He thought not, cither. After another quarter
of an hour, the dustman not merely impending
bat actually arriviong, recourse was had to the
Constantinopolitan chambermaid : who cheer-
ily undertook that tho child should sleep in o
comfortable and wholesomo room, which she
berself woold share.

“ Aud I know you will be careful, won't you,”
said Barbox Brothers, as a new fear dawned
g Cpon bim,  that she don't fall ont of bed.”
Polly founa this so highly cntertaining that
she was under tho nccessity of clutching him
round the neck with both arms ashoe saton bis
footstool picking up the cards, and rocking
him to0 and fro, with ker dimpled chin on his
shonider,

%0 what & soward you are. ain't youl? said
Poil‘l{{. ¢ Do you fall "’ll’nl“ ked?”

—not generally, Polly.
“Nouore do1.” ™

Iam get-

-

With that, Polly gave him a reissuring hog

or two to keep him going, and then giving that
confid.ng mite of a hand of hers to bo swallow-
ed up in tho hand of tho Coustantinopolitan
chambermaid, trotted off) chattering, without a
vestigo of anxiety.

Ha looked after her, had the screen removed
and tho table and chairs roplaced, and still
looked nfter her. Ho paced the room for half
an bour. “ A most engaging little creature,
but it's not that, A thost winning little voice,
but it's not that. That has much to do with it,
but there is something more. How can it be
that T scem to know this child? What was it
she imperfectly rcealled to mo when I felt her
touch in the strcot, and, looking dowa at her
saw her looking up at mo?”

& Mr. Jackson {”

With o start he turned towards the sound of
the subdued voice, and saw lus auswer stand-
ing at the door.

O Mr. Jackson, de not be severe with me.
Speak & word of cucouragement to me, I bo-,
seech you.”

“ You are Polly’s mother.”

* Yes.?

Yes. Polly herself might come to this, onc
day. As vou sco what tho rose was, in its
faded lesves; as you sco what the summer
growth of tho woods twas, in their wintry
braaches; so Polly might bo traced, one day,
in a carc-worn woman liko this, with her bair
turned gray. Before him, wero the ashes of a
dead fire that bad once burned bright. This
was the worman he bad loved. This was the
woman ho had lost. Suchk had been the con-
stancy of his imagination to her, so had Timo
spared her under its withholding, that now,
seeing how roughly the inexorablo hand had
struck her, his soul was filled with pity and
amazement.

Ho led ber to a cbair, and stood leaningon a
corner of the chimney-picc, with biy head rest-
ing on his hand, and his face half averted.

“ Did you see mo in the street, and show me
to your child 7? he asked.

& ch‘"

“Is the little crcature, then, & party to
deceit 7

“I hope there is no deceit. I said te her,
¢ We havo lost our way, and I must try to find
mine by mysclf. Go to that gentleman and toll
him you are lost. You shall be fetched by and
by Pecrhaps you have not thought how very
young she i3.”

% She is very sclf-reliant.”

“ Porhaps because she is so young 2"

He asked, afier a short pause, * Why did you
do this "

“0 Mr. Jackson, do you ask me? In the
sopo that you might see something in my inno-
cent child to soften your heart towards me.
Not anly towards me, but towards my hus-
band.” ' B

He suddenly turned about, and welked to the
oppasite end of the room. He came back again
with a slower step, and resumed his formez at-
titade, saying,—

# 1 thought you bad emigrated to America?”

“We did. Butlife went ill with us there.
and wo came back.”

% Do you live in this town?”

“Yes. Iam a daily teacher of music here.
My busband is a book-keeper.”

« Are you—forgive my asking-~poor?”

“YWe carn enough for our wants. That is
not our distress. My husband is very, very ill
’ofa.li;)gering disorder. He will never reco-
ver—’ -

“ You check yourself. Ifit is for want of
the encburaf'mg word you spoke of, take it
from, Tc. cannot forget the old time, Bea-
trice.’

% God bless you!” sho replied, with a burst
of tears, and gave him her trexbling hand.

* Composo yonzself. I cannotbs compesed
if you are not, for to seo you weep distresses
mo beyond oxpression. Spesk freely to me.
Trust me .

Sho.shaded her faco with ber vell, and aftex
s little whils spoke calmly. Her voice ind the
ring ofPolly’s.” "~ X

#1tis not that my husband's mind is at all

impaired by his bodily suffering, for I assuro
you that is not tho case. Bnt in his weakness,
and in his knowledgo that ho is incurably ill,
lie cannot overcomo the ascendancy of ono
idea. It preys upan him, embitters overy mo-
wment of his painful life, and will shorten 5.

She stopping, he said again: “ Speak freely
to me. Trust me.”

 Wo hirve bad fivo children beforo this dar-
ling, and tbey all lic in their littlo graves. He
believes that they have withered away under a
curse, and that it will blight this child like tho
rest.

# Under what curse 7

‘ Both I and he bave it on onr conscienco
that we tried you very heavily, and I do not
know but that, if I were asill as be, I might
suffer in my mind as ho does. This is tho con-
stant burden :—* I believe, Beatrice, I was the
only friend that Mr .Jackson over cared to make,
though I was so much kis junior. The more
influenco he acquired in tho business, tho bigher
headvanced me, and I was alono in his privato
confidence. I camo between bim and you, and
I took you from him. We wero both secret,
and tho blow fell when ho was wholly unpre-
pared. The anguish it caused o man g0 com-
pressed, must have been terrible; the wrath
it awakencd, inappcasable. So a curse came to
bo invoked on our poor pretty littlo flowers,
and they fall.

**And you, Beatrice,” he asked, when she bad
ceased to speak, and thero had been a silence
afterwards : ““ how say you 7"

 Until within theso few weeks I was afeaid
of you, and I believed that you would nmever,
never, forgive.”

¢ Until within these few weeks,” he repeat-
ed. * Have you changed your opinion of me
within these few wecks?”

 Yes.

% For wbat reason 7?

I wag getting some piecés of music in a
shop in this town, when, to my terror, you camo
in. AsI veiled my faco and stood in the dark
cnd of tho shop, I heard you cxplain that you
wanted a musical instrument for a bedridden
girl. Your voice and manner were 50 softened,
you showed such interest in its selection, you

Jook it away yonrself with 3o much tenderncss
of carc and pleasare, that I knew you were a
man with o most gentle heart. O Mr. Jackson,
if you could have fclt tho refreshing. rain of
tears that followed for me1?

Was Pheebe playing at that moment, on her
distant couch? He seemed to hear her.,

¢ 1 enquired in the shop where you lived, but
could get np information. AsIhad heard you
say that you were going back by tho next train
(bat you did not say where), Ircgolved to visit
the station at about that time of day, as often as
I could between my lessons, on the chance of
seeing you dgain., I havo been there-very often
but saw you no moro until to-day. ¥You wero
meditating as you walked the strect, but the
calm expression of your face emboldencd me to
send my child to you. And when I saw you
bend your head to speak tenderly to her, I pray-
ed to God to forgive me for having cver brouyght
asorrowonit. I now pray = you to forgive
me, and to forgive my busband. I was very
young, be 4vas young too, and in tho ignorant
bardibood of such & time of lifc wo don’t know
what we do to those who bave undergone more
discipline, You generous man! You good
man'! So t0 raise nid up and make nothing of
my crime against youl"—for ho would not gee
her on ber knees, and soothed her as a'kind
father might have soothed an crring danghterae,
¢ thank you, bless yon, thank youn I” '

When he next spoke, it was after having drawn
aside thn window-curtain and’Jooked out awhile.
Then, be only said,— o

¢T3 Polly asleep?”

* Yes. AsI came in, I met her going away
up stairs, and put her'to bed mysclf.”

# Leave heg with me for to-morrow, Bestrice,
and write nio, yout addréss on_ ibisleaf of iy
pocket-book. In $he cvening I will bring her
homs (o‘y,éq;—,and'lo hex iath«ir.” ’

s e ) L] . L]

wHallo'f cried Polly, pufting heg sadcy,



232

THE SATURDAY READER.

[Dec.15

sunpy face in at tho door next morning when
breakfast was ready : ¢ I thought I was fetched
last night ?”

% So you were, Puily, but I asked leave to keep
you here for the day, aud to tako you hume in
the cvening?

“ Upon my word!” said Polly. * You are
very rool, ain't you 7"

However, Polly scemed to think it n good
idea, and added, I supposo I must give you a
kiss, though you are cool.” Tho kiss given and
taken, they sat down to breakfust in a highly
conversational tone.

“ Of course you are going to amuse i : 7" said
Polly.

« ), of cours:,” said Barbox Brothers.

In tho pleasurable height of ber anticipations,
Polly found it indispensable to put down her
picce of toast, cross onc of her little fat koces
over the other, and bring her little fat right
hand down in lier left hand with a business-like
slap. After this gathering of herself together,
Pollv, by that time, 8 mere heap of dimples,
askea in a wheedling manner : © What are we
going to do, you dear old thing?"

« YWhy, I was thinking,” said Barbox Brothers,
t_but are you fond of horses, Polly ??

¢« Ponies, [ am* said Polly, “especially when
their tails are long. But horsesen—no—too
big, you know.” .

«\Well,” pursued Barbox Brothers, in n spirit
of gravo mysterious confidence adapted to the
importance of the consultation, * I did see, yes-
terday, Polly, on the walls, pictures of two long-
tailed ponics, speckled all over—"

¢ No, no, xo!” cried Polly, in an eccstatic de-
gire to linger on the charming details, “not
speckled all overt”

¢« Speckled all over.
through hoops—"

1t No, no, xo1” cried Polly, as before.
never jump through Loops 1"

i Yes, they do, O, I assure you they do. And
ecat pie in pinafores—"

« Ponics cating pie in pinafores!” said Polly.
¢« What a story-teller you are, ain't you?”

¢« Upon my honor. And fire off guns.”

(Polly hardly scemed to see the force of the
ponics resorting to fire-arms.)

« And T was thinking,” pursued the exemplary
Barbox, ¢ that if you and I were to go to the
Cirens where these ponies are, it would do our
constitations good.”

¢t Docs that mean amuse us 7" enquired Polly.
« What long words you do use, don't you ?°

Apolegetic for baving wandered out of bis
depth, he replied : ¢ That means amuse us. That
is exactly what it means. There are many other
wonders besides the ponies, and we shall see
them all. Ladics and gentlemen in spangled
dresses, and clephants and lions and tigers.”

Polly became observant of the teapot, with o
curled-up nose, indicating some uneasincss of
mind.

¢ They never get out, of course,” she remarked
a8 a mere truism.

“ The elephants and lions and tigers? O dear
nol”

0 dear nol” said Polly. “And of course
nobody is afraid of the ponics shooting any-
body.” .

¢ Not the least in the world.”

¢ No, no, not the least in the world,” said
Polly.

“Y was also thinkiog,” procecded Barbox,
¢ that if we were to look in at the toy-shop, and
choose n doll—"

¢ Not dressed 17 eried Polly, with a clap of her
hands. “No, no, »0, not dressed [?

¢ Full dressed. Together with a house, and
all thiags neceesary for housekeeping—"

Polly gave o little scream, and scemed in
danger of falling into & swoon of bliss, ¢ What
a darling you arel” sho languidly exclaimed,
leaning back in her chair. < Come and be bug-
ged, or I must como and bug you.”

This resplendent programme wag carried into
execution wita the utmost rigor of the law, It
heing csseatial to make the purchase of the doll
its first feature—or that lady would have lost
tho ponies—tho toy-shop expedition took prece-
dence. Polly in the magic warchouse, with a

Which ponies jump

¢ They

doll as largo as herself under each arm, and o
neat assortment of somo twventy more upon tho
counter, did indeed present o spectacle of inde-
cision not quite compatible with unalloyed
happiness, but tho lght cloud passed. Tho
lovely specimen oftenest chosen, oftenest reject.
ed, and finally abided by, was ¢f Circassian
descent, possessing as much boldness of beauty
as wag reconcilable with oxtreme feebleness of
mouth, and combiving o sky-blue sille pelisse
with rose-colourced satin trousers, and a black
velvet hat: which this fair stranger to our
northern shores would scem to have founded on
tho portraits of tho lato Duchiess of Kent, The
name this distinguished forcigner brought with
hee from bencath the glowing skies of a sunny
clime was (on Polly’s authority) Miss Melluka,
and the costly nature of Lier outfit as a house.
keeper, from the Barbox coffers, may be inferred
from tho two facts that her silver teaspoons were
as large as lier kitchen poker, and that the propor-
tions ofher watch exceeded those of her frying pan,
Mies Mclluka was graciously pleased to express
her eatire approbation of the circus, and 80 was
Polly ; for the poniescere speckled, and brought
duwn nobody when they fired, and tho savagery
of the wild beasts appeared to bo mers smoke,—
which article, i. “act, they did produce in large
quantities from tl.oir insides. The Barbox absorp-
tion in the general subject throughout the realiza-
tion of these delights was again a sight to see, nor
was it less worthy to bebosd at dinner, when he
drank to Miss Melluka, ticd stiff in a chair oppo-
site to Polly (the fair Circassian possessing an
unbendable s, .ac), and even induced the waiter
to assist in carrying out with duc decorum the |
prevailing glorious idea, To wind up, there
came the agrecable fever of getting Miss Melluka
and all her wardrobe and rich possessions into a
fly with Polly, to be taken home. But by that
time Polly had become unable to look upon such
accumulated joys with waking cyes, and had
withdrawn her consciousness into the wonderful
Paradise of a child’s sleep. “Sleep, Polly,
sleep,” said Barbox Brothers, as her head drop-
ped on his shoulder; ¢ you shall not fall out
of this bed casily, at any ratel”?

What rustling piece of paper he took from his
pocket, and carefully folded into the bosom of
Polly’s frock, shall not be mentioned. Ho said
nothing about it, and nothing shall be said
about it. They drove to a modest suburb of
the great ingenious town, and stopped at the
fore-court of a small house. “ Do not wake the
child,” said Barbox Brothers, softly, to the
driver, # I will car 7 her in as she is.”

Grecting the light at the open door which was
held by Polly's mother, Polly’s bearer passed on
with mother and child into a ground-floor room.
There, stretched on o sofa, lay a sick man, sorely
wasted, who covered his eyes with his emaciated
hands.

 Tresham,” said Barbor, in a kindly voice,
“1 have brought you back your Polly, fast
aslecp. Gave me your band, and tell me you
are better.”

The sick man reached forth his right hand,
bowed his head over the band into which it was
taken, and kissed it. % Thank you, thank you!
I may say that I am well and happy?

¢ That's brave,” said Barbox. ¢ Tresham, I
bave & fancy-~can you make room for me beside
you here 77

He sat down on the sofa as he said the words,
cherishing the plump peachy check that lay
uppermost on his shoulder.

¢ I have o fancy, Tresham (T am getting quite
an old fellow, now, you kaow, and old fellows
nmay take fancics into their heads sometimes),
to give up Polly, having found her, to no ono
but you. Will you take ber from me ?°

As the father held out bis arms for the child,
cach of the two men looked steadily at the
other.

« She is very dear to you, Tresham 77

# Unutterably dear.”

“ God bless her! Itis not much, Polly,” he
continucd, turning his eyes upon ber peaceful
face as ho apostrophised her, “it is not much,
Polly, for a blind and sinful man to invoke a
blessing on something so far better than him-
self as o little child is; but it wonld be muche-

much upon his cruel head, much upon his guilty
soul—if he could bo so wicked as to invoke
curse. Ho had better havo a millstone round by
neck,.and be cast into tho deepest sca. Lir
and thrive, my pretty baby 1” Here he kissed
her. «Live and prosper, and becomo in timy,
the mother of otlier litt!o children, liko the Ay,
gels who behold the Father’s face!”

He kissed her again, gave her up gentlyy,
both her parents, and went out,

But hie went not to Wales. No, he never wegt
to Wales. Ho went straightway for auothe
stroll about tho town, and he looked in upon th
people at their work, and at their play, he
there, everywhere, and where not. For he vy
Barbox Brothers and Co. now, and hud take
thousands of purtners into the solitury firm

Iie had at length got back to his hotel ro
and was standing before his fire refreshing hin
self with a glass of hot drink which he b
stood upon the chimuey-piece, when he hear
the town clocks striking, and, referring to by
watch, found the ovenra” to havo so slippd
away, that they wero striking twelve, As b
put up his watch again, his cyesmet those of by
reflection in the chimney-glass.

“ Why it's your birthday already,” he said,
smiling. “ You are looking very well. [ wi
you muny happy returns of the day.” .

Ho had ngver beforc bestowed that wish upog
nimself, “By Jupiter!” he discovered, “it
alters the whole case of running away from one's
birthday! It's a thing to explain to Phohe
Besides, hero is quite a long story to tell be,
that has sprung out of tho rosd with no story
I'll go back, instead of going on. T go ba
by my friend Lamp’s Up X presently.”

He went back to Mugby Junction, and is
point of fact he established himself at Mughy
Junction. It was the convenient place to lire
in, for brightening Phabe's life, It was the
convenient place to live im, for having b
taught music by Beatrice. It was the convenient
place to live in, for occasionally borrowisg
Polly, It was the convenient placo to live ig,
for being joined at will to all sorts of agreeable
places and persons. So, ho became settled ther,
and, his housc standing on anelovated situation,
it is noteworthy of him in conclusion, as Polly
berself might (not irreverently) have put it~

Thero was an O1d Barbox who lived on s bLill,
And if beain’t gone ho lives there still,

[Here follows the substance of what was seen,
heard, or otherwise picked up, by the Gentlemas
Jor Nowhere, in his careful study of the Junction)

MAIN LINE.~THE BOY AT MUGBY.

p T am The Boy at Mugby. That's about what
am. :

You don'tknow what I mean? What a pity!
But I think you do. I think you must. Lotk
here. I ag tho Boy at what is called The Re-
freshment Room at Mugby Junction, and what's
proudcst boast 15, that it never yet refresheds:
mortal being,

Up in a cornerof the Down Refreshment Roon
at Mugby Junction, in the height of twenty-
seven cross draughts (I'vo often counted ’em
while they brush the First Class hair twenty-.
seven ways), behind tho bottles, among tbe:
glasses, bounded on the nor-west by the beer,
stood protty far to tho right of a metallic object”
that's at times the tea-urn and at times the sonp- -
tareen, accordin | to the nature of tho last twsng :
imparted to jte .-ntents which are tho sams’
groundwork, fenued off from the traveller bys.

wrier of stalv sp nge-cakes crected atop of the
counter, and lasily exposed sideways to the.
glare of Qur Miss 5’8 eye—you ask a Boy so siti-
wated, next time you stop ir. a hurry at Mugby,
for anything to drink; you tako particulsr |
notico that ho'll try to scem not to hear you,
that Le'll appear in & absent mannor to survef .
the Line through a tr.vsparent wedium com- ¢
posed of your head and body,and that he won't
scrvo you a3 long as you can possibly bearit. |
That's Me. * 3

Wkat a lark it isl  We are the Model Estab- |
lishment, we are, at Mugby. :
ment Rooms send their imperfect young ladies *
up to be finished off by our Missis. ~For some of
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tbe young ladies, when they’re new to the busi-
gess, come into it mildl Al! Our Missis, she
won takes that ont of 'em. Wby, I originally
wome mto the business meek myself, But Our
Hissis she soon took that out of me.

What a delightful 1ark it isl I look upon us
Re‘reshmenters as ockipying the only proudly
independent footing on tho Line. There's Papers
for ‘nstance—my honorable friend if he will
slow me to call him so—him as belongs to
Saith's bookstall. Why lic no more dares be up
ta our Refreshmenting games, than he dares to
jamp atop of o locomotive with her steam at
fll pressure, n~u cut away upon her alone,
dncing hims<.r, at limited-mail speed. Papers,
ted get his head pupched at every compart-
oeat, first, second, and third, the wholo length
ofa train, if he was to ventar to imitate my de-
meanor  It's the same with tho porters, the
sume with the guards, the same with the ticket-
derks, the same the whole way up to the secre-
urs, traffic manager, or the very chairman,
There ain't & one among ‘em on the nobly inde-
podent footing we are. Did you ever catch
e of them, when you wanted anything of bim,
wshing a system of surveying the Line through
s transparent medium composed of your head
1nd body ?  Ishould hopo not.

You should sce our Bandolining Room at
Nagby Junction. It's led to, by the door behind
te counter, which you'll notice usually stands
gr, and it’s the room where Qur Missis and our
jouog ladies Bandolines theirhair.  Youshould
s¢ ‘emn at it, betwixt trains, Bandolining away,
1if they was anointing themselves for the com-
tat. When you're tclegraphed, you should see
teir noses all & going up with scorn, as if it was
1 part of tho working of the same Cooke and
Wheatstone clectrical machinery. You should
bear Qur Missis givo tho word ¢ Here comes the
Beast to be Fed1” and then you should sco 'em
isdignantly skippiog across the Liune, from the
Cpto the Down, or Wicer Warsaw, and begin
t pitch the stalo pastry into the plates, and
thack the sawdust sandwiches under the glass
wrers, and get out the—hu ha hal—the
S&ery—0 my oye, my eyol—for your Refresh-
went. .

Its only in the Isic of the Brave and Land of
tee Freo (by which of course I mean o say
Batannia) that Refreshmenting i3 so effective,
w’olesome, 50 constitutional, & check upon the
pblic. Thero was a fereigner, which having
politely, with his hat off, beseeched our young
ludies and Qur Missis for *a lcetle gloss hoff
parndee,” and having had the Lino surveyed
ttrough bim by all and vo other acknowledg-
reat, was o proceeding at last to help himself,
& seems to bo the custom in his own coantry,
when Qur Missis with her hair almost & coming
w-Bandolined with rage, and her cyes omitting
gatks, flow at bim, cotched the decanter out of
&5 band, and said: * Put it down} I won't
dlow that!”  The forcigner turned pale, stepped
teck with bis arms stretched out in front of him,
ks hands clasped, 'nd his shoulders riz, and
eaimed: ¢ Ab{ Is it possible this! That
tese disdaineons females and this ferocious old
wczan aro placed here by the administration,
ot only to cmpoison the voyagers, but to affront
Bem!  Great Heaven! How arrivesit? The
Eoglish people, Or is he then a slave? Or
iliot?”  Another time, s merry, wideawake
American gent had tried the sawdust and spitit
tct, and had tried the Sherry and spit that out,
12d bad tried in vain to sustain exhausted natur
tpen Butter-Scotch, and had been rather extra
Bundolined and Line-sarveyed through, when,
2 the bell was ringing, and be paid Qur Missig,
be gays, very loud and good-tempered: 1 tell
Tew what 't i3, ma'arm., I 1a'af. Theer! I
af, IDew. I oughter ha' seen most things,
for I hail from the Onlimited side of the Atlantic
Ocean, and I haive travelled right slick over the
Limited, head on through Jee-rusalemm and the
East, and likeways France and Italy, Enrope, Old
World, and am now.upon thetrack tothe Chief En-
ropean Village ; bat sush an Institationas Yew
2d Yewer young ladies, and Yewer fixin's soli
1cd lignid, afore the glorious Tarnal I never did
keyet] And if I hain't found the eighth won-
8 of monarchical Creation in finding Yew, and
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Yewer young ladics, and Yewer fixin's solid and
liquid, all as aforesaid, establisted in a country
where tho people nir not absolute F.oo-naticks,
I am Extra Double Darned with & Nip and
Frizzle to the innermost gritl Wheerfur—
Theer!—I la’afl I Dew, ma’arm, I lnafl”
And 8o he went, stamping and shaking his
sides, along the platform all the way to hisown
compartment.

I think it was her standing up agin the For-
cigner, as giv’ Our Missig tho idea of going over
to France, and droring a comparison betiwixt
Refreshmenting as followed among tho frog-
caters, and Refreshmenting as triomphant in the
Isle of the Brave rnd Land of the Free (by
which of course I mean to say agin, Britannia.)
Our young ladies, Miss Whiff, Miss Piff, and
Mrs. Sniff, was unanimous opposed to her going ;
for, as they says to Our Missis, one and all, it is
well be known to the heads of the herth as no
otber nation except Britain has an idea of any-
think, but above all of business. Why then
should you tire yourself to provo what is already
proved 2 Our Misses, howerer, (being o teazer
at all pints,) stood out grim obstinate, and got
& return pass by South-Eastern Tidal, to go right
through, if such should be her dispositions, to
Marseilles,

Sniff is husband w0 Mrs. Sniff, and iza regular
insignificant cove. He looks arter the sawdust
departmert in a back room, and is someties
when we are very hard put to it let in bebind
the counter with a corkscrew ; but never when
it can be helped, his demeanor towards the
public being disgusting servile. Hosw Mrs. Sniff
ever came so far to lower herself as to marry
him, I don't know ; but I suppose e does, and
s+ should think he wished he didn't, for ho leads
& awful life.  Mrs. Sniff couldn’t ba mauch barder
with him if he was public. Similarly, Miss
Thill and Miss Piff, taking tho tone of Mrs.
Spiff, they shoulder Sniff about when he is let
in with a corkscrew, and they whisk things out
of his hands when in hig servility he is a going
to let the public have 'em, and they snap him
up when in the crawling basencss of his spirit
lie i3 a going to answer a public question,
and they drore more tears into his eyes than
ever tho mustard does which he all day long
lays on to tho sawdust. (But it ain't strong.)
Once, when Sniff had the repulsiveness toreach
across to get the milk-pot to hand over fora
Daby, I see Onr Missis in her rage catch him by
both his shoulders and spin him out into the
Bandolining Room.

But Mrs. Sniff. How different! She’s the
onc! She’s the one as yow'll notice to be always
looking another way from you, when you look
at her. She's tho one with the small waist
buckled in tight in front, and with the lace cuffs
at her wrists, which she puts on the edge of the
counter before her, and stands a smoothing
while tho public foams. This smoothing the
cuffs and looking avother way while the public
foams, is the last accomplishment taught to the
young ladies as come to Mugby to be finished
by Our Missis; and it's always tanght by Mrs.
Soiff.

When Our Missis went away upon her jour-
ney, Mrs. Sniff was leftin cbarge. Shedid hold
the public in check most beautiful! In all my
time, I never seo half so many cups of tea given
without milk to people as wanted it with, nor
hslf so many cups of tea with milk given to
people as wanted it withont. Whea foaming
ensued, Mrs, Sniff wounld say: ¢ Then you'd
better settle it amoung yourselves, and change
with one another.” It was a most highly deli-
cious lark. I enjoyed the Refreshmenting busi-
nessmoro than ever,and was so glad I had took
to it when young.

Our Missisreturncd. It got circulated among
the young ladics,and it as it might be pene-
trated to me through the crevices of tho Bando-
Lning Room, that she bad Orrors to reveal, i€
revelations so contemptiblo could be digmified
with,the name. Agitation became awakened.
Excitement was up in the stirraps: Expects.
tion stood a tiptoe, At length it was put forth
that on our slackest evening in the week, sad
at onr slackest time of that evening betwixt

traing, Our Missis would give her viows of foreign
Refreshmenting, in the Caudolining Room.

It wus ananged tasteful for the purpose. The
Bandoliniug tableand glass washid in u cozner,
a arm-chair was clevated on n packing-caso for
Our Missis's ockypation, a tublc aud a tumbler
of water (no sherry in it, thankee) was placed
beside it. Two of the pupils, the season being
autumn, and holiyhocks and daliahs being in,
ornametsted thowalls with three devicesin those
flowers, On ono might bo read, “May ALutoy
Nevir Leary”: on anotber, ¢ Krzp Tue Pustic
Dows"; on anotb.r, “Our RErFRgsguzyTING
Caarter. The whole had s beautifal appear-
ance, with which the beauty of the suntiments
corresponded.

On Our Missis's brow was wrote Severity, 48
she ascended tho fatal platform. (Not that thut
was anythink new.) Miss Whiff and Miss Piff
sat at her fect. Threo chairs from the Waiting
Room might have been perceived by a averagu
eye, in front of her, on which the pupils was
accommodated. Behind them, a very close ob-
server might have digcerned a Boy.  Myself,

¢ Whero,” said Qur Missis, glancing gloomily
around, ¢ is Sniff?”

T thought it better,” answered Mrs. Sniff,
* that he should not be let to como ia. He i3
such an Ass.”

% No doubt,” nssented Our Missis. ¢ Bat for
that reason is it not desirable to improve his
mind

¢ 0, nothing will c~erimprove Aim,” said Mrs,
Sniff.

¢ However,” pursucd Our Missis, * call him in,
Ezekicl.”

I called him in. The appearance of the low-
minded covo was hailed with disapprobationfrom
all sides, on account of his having brought his
corkscrew with him. He pleaded * the force of
habit.”

* Tho force!” said Mrs. Sniff. ¢ Don’t let us
have you talking about force, for Gracious sake.
There! Do stand still where you are, withyour
back against the wall.”

Ho is & smiling piece of vacancy, and he
smiled in the mean way in which he will even
smi'e at the publicif ho gets a chance (langauge
can say no meancr of him), and he stood npright
near the door with the back of hishead agin the
wall, as if ho was a waiting fi. somebody to
come and measuro his height for the Army. *

¢ I should not cnter, ladies,” says Our Missis,
“on the revolting disclosures I am about to make,
if it was not for the hopo that they will cause
you to be more implacable in tho excrcise of the
power you wicld ina constitational country, ana
yet more devoted to the constitativnal motto
which I see before me”; it wag behind %er, but
the words sounded better sc; ¢ May Albion
never learn!” '

Here the pupils as had made the motto ad-
mired it, and ericd “Hear! Hear! Hear!”
Soiff, showing an inclination tc¢ join in chorus,
go* himself frowned down by every brow.

¢ The bascpess of the French,” pursued Oar
Missis, “ as displayed in tho fawning nature of
their Refreshmenting, cquals, if not surpasses,
anythink as was ever heard of the baseness of
the cclebrated Buonaparte.”

Miss Whiff, Miss Piff, and me, we drored a
heavy breath, equal to saying, ¢ We thought as
much!” Miss Whiff and Miss Piff sseming to
object to my droring mine along with theirs, I
drored another to aggravate ‘em.

«Shall I be believed,” says our Missus, with
flashing eyaes, ¢ when I tell you that no sooner
had Iset myfoot upon that treagherous shore—'"

Hero Sniff, either busting out mad, or think-
ing aloud, says, in a low voice: ¢ Feet. Plural,
yor: know,”

The coweting that come upon him when he
was sparned by all eycs, added to his being
beucath coatempt, was sofficient punishment
for & cove so grovelling, In the midst of a
silence rendered more impressive by the turned-
up femsle noses with whish it was pervaded,
Qur Missis want on ;e

¢ Shall X be belioved when I tell you that rno
sooner had I lauded,” this word with o killing
look at Sniff, ““ on that treacherous shore, than

I'was ushered intoa Refreshment Room where
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there were, I do not exaggerate, actually eatable
things to eat?”

A groan burst from the ladies. T not only did
myself the honor of jining, but also of lengthen-
ing it out.

¢ Where there were,” Our Misses added,” not
only eatable things to eat, but also drinkable
things to drink 7"

A murmor, swelling almost into a scream,
ariz.  Miss Piff; trembling with indignation,
called out: ‘ Name 1”

1 will name,” said Qur Missis. * There was
roast fowls, hot and cald ; there was smoking
roast veal surrounded with browned potatoes;
there was hot soup with (again I ask shall I be
credited ?) nothing bitter in it, and no flour to
choke off the consumer; there was a variety of
cold dishes set off with jelly ; there was salad ;
there was—mark me!—fresh pastry, and that of
& light construction ; there was a luscious show
of fruit. There was bottles and decanters of
sound small ‘wine, of every size and adapted to
every pocket; the same odious statement will
apply to brandy ; and these were set out upon
the counter so that all could help themselves.”

Our Missis’s lips so quivered, that Mrs. Sniff,
though searcely less comvulsed than she were,
got wp and held the tumbler to them.

“ This,” proceeds Our Missis, “ was my first
unconstitational experience. Well would it
have been, if it had been my last and worst.
But no. AsI proceeded furtber into that en-
slaved and ignorant land, its aspect became
more hideous. I neednoi explainto thisassem-
bly the ingredients and formation of the British
Refreshment sangwich 7’

Universal langhter,—cxcept from Sniff, who,
a8 sangwich-cutter, shook his head in a state of
the“ut:most dejection as he stood with itagin the
wall,

“Well I” said Qur Missis, with dilated nos-
trils, ¢ Take a fresh crisp long crusty penny loaf
madeé of the whitest and hestflour. Cut it long-
wise throughi the middle. Insert a fair and
nicely fitting slice of ham. Tie a smart. piece
of ribbon round the middle of the whole to bind
it together. Add at one end a neat wrapper of
clean white paper by which to hold it. And
the universal French Refreshment sangwich
busts on your disgusted vision.”

A cry of “Shame!” from all,—except Sniff,
which rubbed his stomach with & soothing hand.

“Y need not,” said Our Missis, ¢ explain to
this assembly the usual formation and fitting of
the British Refreshment Room 7"

No, no, and laughter. Sniff agin shaking his
head in low spirits agin the wall, :

“Well,” gaid Our Missis, “what would you
say 1o & general decoration of everything, to
hangings (2ometimes elegant), to easy velvet
furniture, to abundance of little tables, to abun-
dance of little seats, to brisk bright waiters, to
great convenience, to a pervading cleanliness
and tastefulness positively addressing the public
an;i» m;king the Beast thinking itself worth the

ng

Contemptuous ﬂn{ on the part of all the
lIadies.  Mrs. Sniff looking as if she wanted
somebody to hold her, and everybody else look-
ing as if they'd rather not.

“ Three times,” said Qur Missis, working her-
self info a truly terrimenjious state, ¢ three
times did I see these shameful things, only be-
tween the coast and Parig, and not counting
either: at Hazebroucke, at Arras, at Amiens,
But worse remains. Tell me, what would you
call a person who should propose in England
that there ghould be kept, say at our own model
Mughy Junction, pretty baskets, each holding
an assorted cold lunch and dessert for ofie, each
at a certain fixed price, and each within a pas-
senger's power to take away, to empty in the
carringe at perfect leisure, and to return at an-
other station, fifty or a hundred miles further on?”

There was disagreement what such a person
should be' .called. ~ Whether revolationist,
Bright (7 said'bim), or Un-English, Miss Piff
screeched her shrill og}nio‘n last, in the words:
« A malignant manine )

41 adopt,” says Ote Miasis, tHe brand set
upon such a person by the tighteous indignation

of my friend Mies Pif.  A'melignant maniac.

Know then, that that malignant maniac has
sprung from the congenial soil of France, and
that his malignant madness was in unchecked
action on this same part of my journay.”"

I noticed that Sniff was a rubbing his hands,
and that Mrs. Sniff had got her eye upon him.
But I did not take more particular notice, owing
to the excited state in which the young ladies
wag, and to feeling myself called upon to keep
it up with a howl. ’

“On my experience south.of Paris,” said Our
Missis, in a deep tone, “I will not expatiate.
Too loathsome were the task! But fancy this.
Fancy a guard coming round, with the train at
full speed, to inquire how many for dinner.
Fancy his telegraphing forward the number of
diners. Fancy every ome expected, and the
table elegantly laid for the complete party.
Fancy a charming dinner, in a ¢charming room,
and the head-cook, concerned for the honor of
every dish, superintending in his clean white
jacket and cap. Fancy the Beast travelling
six hundred miles on end, very fast, and with
great punctuality, yet being taught to expect all
this to be dene for it ?”

A spirited chorus of ¢ The Beast!”

I noticed that Sniff was agin a rubbing his
stomach with a soothing hand, and that he had
drored up oneleg. But agin I did n't take par-
ticular notice, looking on myself as called upon
to stimulate public feeling. It being a lark be-
sides.

4 Putting everything together,” said Our
Missis, “ French Refreshmenting comes to this,
and O it comes to a nice total! First: eatable
things to eat, and drinkable things to drink.”

A groan from the young ladies, kep’ up by me.

#Second : convenience, and even elegance.”

Another groan from the young ladies, kep’ up
by me.

« Third : moderate charges.”

This time, a groan from me, kep’ up by the
young ladies.

# Fourth:—and here,” says Our Missis, “I
claim your angriest sympathy,—attention, com-
mon civility, nay, even politeness!”

Me and the young ladies regularly raging mad
all together.

“And I cannot in conclusion,” says Our
Misgsis, with her spitefullest sneer,  give you &
completer pictur of that despicable nation (after
what I have related), than assuring you that
they would n’t bear our constitutional waysand
noble independence at Mugby Junction, for a
single month, and that they would turn us to
the right-about, and put another system in our
places, as soon as look at us; perhaps soouer,
for I do not believe they have the good taste to
look at us twice.”

The swelling tumult was arrested in its rise,
Sniff, bore away by his servile disposition, had
drored up his leg with a higher and higher
relish, and was now discovered to be waiving
his corkscrew over his head, It was at this
moment that Mrs. Sniff, who had kep’ her eye
upon him like the fabled obelisk, descended on
her victim., Our Missis followed them both
out, and cries was heard in the sawdust depart-
ment.

You come into the Down Refregshment Room,
at the Junction, making believe you don't know
me, and I'll pint you out with my right thumb
over my shoulder which is Our Missis, and which
is Miss Whiff, and which is Miss Piff, and which
is Mrs. Sniff. But you won't get a chance to
see Sniff, because he disappearsd that night.
Whether he perished, tore to pieces, I cannot
say ; but his corkscrew alone remains, to bear
witness to the servility of his dispesition.

NO, 1 BRANCH LINE—THRE SIGNAL-MAN.

“ HaLvoa! Below there!”

When he heard a voice thus -calling to him,
he was standing at the door of his box, with-a
flag In his hand, furled round its short pole.
One would have thought, considering the nature
of the ground, that he could not have doubted
from what guarter the voice came; but, instead
of looking up to where I stood on the top of the
steep cutting nearly. over his head, he turned
bimself about and looked down the Line. There

was something remarkable in his manner of
doing so, though I could not have said, for my
life, what. But, I know it was remarkable
enough to attract my notice, even though his
figure was foreshortened and shadowed, down
in the deep trench, and mine was high above
him, and so steeped in the glow of an angry
sunaet that I had shaded my eyes with my hand
before I saw him at all.

“ Halloat Below!” ’ )

From looking down the Line, he turned him-
self about again, and, raising his eyes, saw my
figure high above him.

«Ts there any path by which I can come
and speak to you?” )

He looked up at me without replying, and I
looked down at him without pressing him too
soon with & repetition of my idle question. Just
then, there came & vague vibration in the earth
and air, quickly changing into a vielent pulsa-
tion, and an oucoming rush that caused me to
start back, as though it had force to draw me
down. When such vapoer as rose to my height
from this rapid train, had passed me, and was
skimming away over the landscape, I looked
down again, and saw him refuriing the flag he
had shown while the train went by.

I repeated my inquiry. After a pause, during
which he seemed to regard me with fixed atten-
tion, he motioned with his rolled-up flag to-
wards a point on my level, some two or three
bundred yards distant. 1 called down to him,
« All right? and made for that point. There,
by dint of looking closely about me, I found a
rough zigzag descending path notched out:
which I followed.

The cutting was extremely deep, and unusu-
ally precipitate. It wasmade through aclammy
stone that became oozier and wetter ag I went
down. For these readons, I found the way long
enough to give me time to recall a singular air
of reluctance or compulsion with which he
pointed out the path.

When I came down low enough upon the
zigzag descent, to see him again, I saw that he
was standing between the rails on the way by
which the train had lately passed,in an attitade
as if he were waiting forme to appear. He had
his left hand at his chin, and that left elbow
rested on his right hand crossed over his breast.
His attitude was one of such expectation and
watchfulness, that I stopped a moment, wonder-
ing at it. :

1 resumed my downward way, and, stepping
out upon the level of the railroad and drawing
nearer to him, saw that he was a dark sallow
man, with a dark beard and rather heavy eye-
brows. His post was in as solitary and dismal
a place as ever I saw. On either side, a drip-
ping-wet wall of jagged stone, excleding all
view but a strip of sky: the perspective one
way, ouly a erooked prolongation of this great
dungeon ; the shorter perspective in the -other
dircction, terminating in a gloomy red light,
and the gloomier entrance to a black tunnel, in
whose massive architecture there was a barbar-
ous, depressing, and forbidding air. 8o little
sunlight ever found its way to this spot, and it
had an earthy deadly smell; and so much cold
wind rushed through it, that it struck chill to
me, as if I had left the natural world. o

Before he stirred, I was near enough to- hir
to have touched him. Not even then removing
his eyes from mine, he stepped back one step,
and lifted his hand. . .

This was a lonesome post to octupy (I said),
and it bad riveted my attention when I looked
down from up yonder. A visitor was a rarity,
I should suppose ; mot an uuwelcomo rarity, I
hoped? Iun me, he merely saw a man who had
been shut up within narrow limits all his life,
and who, being at last get free, had a newly-
awakened interest in these great works. To
such purpose I spoke to him ; but I am far from
sure of the terms I used, for, besides that I am
not happy in opening any conversation, there
was something in the man that daunted me.

He directed a most curious look towards the
red light near the tumnel’s mouth, and looking
all about it, as if something were missiag from
it, and then looked at me, '

down
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That light wag part of his charge? Was it
not?

He answered in a low voice: “Don’t you
know itis?’

The monstrous thought came inte my mind
as I perused the fixed eyes and the saturnine
face, that this was a spirit, not a man. I have
speculated since whether there may have been
infection in his mind.

In my turn, I stepped back. But in making
the action, 1 detected in his eyes some latent
:‘iear of me, This put the monstrous thought to

ight.

“ You look at me,” I said, forcing a smile, *“as
if you had & dread of me.”

“1 was doubtful,” he returned, « whether I
had seen you before,”

“ Where ?”

He pointed to the red light he had looked at.

“ There ?” 1 said.

Intently watchful of me, he replied (but with-
out sound), Yes.

“My good_fellow, what should I do there?
Howerer, be that as it may, I never was there,
you may swear,”

#I think I may,” he rejoined.
sure I may.”

His manner cleared, like my own. He replied
to my remarks with readiness, and in well-
chosen words. Had he much todo there? Yes;
that was to say, he had enough responsibility to
bear ; butexactness and watchfulness were what
was required of him, and of actual work—
manual labor—he bad nexttonone. To change
that sigual, to trim those lights, and to turn

“Yes, I am

- this iron handle now and then, was all he had

to do uader that head. Regarding those many
long and lopely bours of which I seemed to
make so ‘mucl, he could only say that the rou-
tine of his life had shaped itself into that form,
and he had grown used to it. He had taught
himself a language down here,—if only to know
it by sight, and to have formed his own crude
ideas of its pronunciation, could be called learn-
ing it. Ho had also worked at fractions and
decimals, and tried a little algebra; but be was,
and had been as a boy, a poor hand at figures.
‘Was it necessary for him, when on duty, always
to remain in that channelof damp air,and could
he never rise into the sunshine from between
those high stone walls? Why, that depended
upon times and circumstances. Under some
conditions there would be less upon the Line
than ynder others, and the same held good as
1o certain hours of the day and night. In
bright weather, he did choose occasions for
getting a little above these lower shadows; but,
being at all times liablg to be called by his elec-
tric bell, and at such times listening for it with
redoubled apgxiety, the relief was less than I
would suppose,

He took me into his box, where there was a
fire, a desk for an official book in which he had
to make certain entries, a telegraphic instrument
with its djal face apd needles, and the little bell
of which he bad gpoken. On my trusting that
he would excuse ihe remark that he had been
well educated, and (I hoped I might say without
offénce) perhaps edueated above that station, he
observed that instances of slight incongruity in
such-wise would rarely be found wanting among
large bodies of men; that he had heard it was
so in workbouses, in the police force, even in
that last desperate resource, the army ; and that
he knew it was 80, more or less, in qny great
railway staff. He had been, when young, (if I
could believe it, sitting in that hut; he scarcely
could, a student of natural philosophy, and had
attended lectures ; but he had run wild, misused
his opportunities, gone down, and never risen
again.* He had no complaint to offer about that,
He had madé pis bed, and he lay upon it. It
was far too late to make another.

All that I have here condensed, he said in &
quiet manner, with his grave dark regards di-
vided between me and the fire. He threw in
the word #Sir,” from 4ime to time, and especial-
1, when he referred to his youth, as though to
request me to understand that he claimed to be
nothing but what I found him.  He was several
times interrapted by the little bell, and had to
read off messeges, and send replies. Once he

bad to stand without the door and display a flag
as a train passed, and make some verbal com-
munication to the driver. In the discharge of
his duties I observed him to be remarkably ex-
act and vigilant, breaking off his discourse at a
syllable, and remaining silent until what he had
to do was done.

In a word, I should have set this man down
as one of the safest of men to be employed in
that capacity, but for the circumstance that
while he was speaking to me he twice broke off
with a fallen color, turned his face towards the
little bell when he did xor ring, opened the door
of the hut (which was kept shut to exclude the
unhealthy damp), and looked out towards the
red light near the mouth of the tunnel. On
both of those occasions, he came back to the
fire with the inexplicable air upon him which I
had remarked, without being able to define, when
we were s0 far asunder.

Said I, when I rose to leave him: ¢ You al-
most make me think that I have met with a
contented man.”

(I am afraid I must acknowledge that I said
it to lead him on.)

1 believe I used to be so,” he rejoined, in the
low voice in which he had first spoken; “but
I am troubled, sir, I am troubled.”

He would have recalled the words if he could.
He had said them, however, and I took them up
quickly.

“With what? What is your trouble?”

‘It is very difficult to impart, sir. Itis very,
very, difficult to speak of. If ever you make
me another visit, I will try to tell you.”

‘““ But I expressly intend to make you another
visit. Say, when shall'it be ?”

“T go off early in the morning, and I shall be
on again at ten to-morrow night, sir.”

“I will come at eleven.”

He thanked me, and went out at the door
with me. “Tll show my white light, sir,” he
said, in his peculiar low voice, “ till you have
found the way up. When you have found it,
don’t call out! And when you are at the top,
don’t call out!”

His manner seemed to make the place strike
colder to me, but I said no more than ¢ Very
well.” :

“ And when you come down to-morrow night,
don’t call ont! Let me ask you a parting ques-
tion. What made you cry ‘Halloa! Below
there!’ to-night?”

“ Heaven knows,” said I.
to that effect—"

“ Not to that effect, sir. Those were the very
words, I'know them well,”

“ Admit those were the very words. I said
them, no doubt, because I saw you below.”

“ For no other reason?”

“ What other reason could I possibly have ?”

* You had no feeling that they were conveyed
to you in any supernatural way?”

“No.”

He wished me good night, and held up his
light. I walked by the side of the down Line
of rails (with a very disagreeable sepsation of a
train coming behind me), until I found the path.
It was easier to mount than to descend, and I
got back to my inn without any adventure,

Punctual to my appointment, I placed my foot
on the first notch of the zigzag next night, as
the distant clocks were striking eleven. He
was wailing for me at the bottom, with his white
light on. “I have not called out,” I said, when
we came close together; “may I speak now?”
“By all means, 8ir.” ‘“Good night, then, and
here ’s my hand.” ¢ Good night, sir, and- here’s
mige.” With that, we walked pide by side to
his box, entered it, closed the door, and sat down
by the fire.

“I bave made up my mind, sir,” he began,
Lending forward as soon as we were seated, and
speaking in s tone but a little above a whisper,
‘“ that you shall not have to ask me twice what
troubles me, I took you for some one else yes-
terday evening. That troubles me.”

“ That mistake 27

¢ No. That some one else.”

“ Who ig it?”

41 don't know.”

1 cried something

# Like me?"

‘] don't know. I never saw the face. The
left arm is across the face, and the right arm is
waved. Violently waved. This way."”

I followed his action with my eyes, and it
was the action of an arm gesticulating with the
utmost passion and vehemence: “For God's
sake clear the way!” -

¢ One moonlight night,” said the man, “I
was sitting here, when I heard a voice cry ¢ Hal-
loat Below there!’ I started up, looked from
that door, and saw this Some one else standing
by the red light necar the tunnel, waving as 1
just now showed you. The voice seemed hoarse
with shouting, and it cried, ‘Look out! Look
out!” And then again ¢ Halloa! Below there!
Look out!’ I caught up my iamp, turned it on
red, and ran towards the figure, calling, ¢ What's
wrong? What has happened? Where?' It
stood just outside the blackness of the tunnel.
I advanced so close upon it that I wondered at
its keeping the sleeve across its eyes. I ran
right-up at it, and had my hand stretched out
to pull the sleeve away, when it was gone.” |

¢ Into the tunnel,” said I. :

f“No. 1ran on into the tunnel, five hundred
yards. I stopped and held my lamp above my
head, and saw the figures of the measured dis-
tance, and saw the wet stains stealing down the
walls and trickling through the arch. I ran out
again, faster than I had run in (for I had a mor-
tal abhorrence of the place upon me), and I
looked all round the red light with my own red
light, and I went up the iron ladder to the gal-
lery atop of it, and.I came down again, and ran
back here. I telegraphed both ways: ¢ An
alarm has been given. Is anything wrong?’
The answer came back, both ways : ¢ All well.’”

Resisting the glow touch of a frozen finger
tracing out my spine, I showed him how that
this figure must be a deception of his sense of
sight, and how that figures, originating in dis-
eage of the delicate nerves that minister to the
functions of the eye, were known to have often
troubled patients, some of whom had become
eonscious of the nature of their. affliction, and
had cven proved it by experiments upon them-
selves. ¢ As to an imaginary cry,” said I, ““do
but listen for a moment to the wind in this un-
patural valley while we speak so low, snd to
the wild harp it makes of the telegraph wires!”

That was all very well, he returned, after we
had sat listening for a while, and he ought to
know something of the wind and the wires, he
who 8o often passed long winter nights there,
alone and watching. But he would beg to re-
mark that he had not finished.

I asked his pardon, and he slowly added these
words, touching my arm :—

¢ Within six hours after the Appearance, the
memorable aecident on this Line bappened, and
within ten hours the dead and wounded wers
brought along through the tunnel over the spot
where the figure had stood.” .

A disagreeable shudder crept over me, but I
did my best against it. It wasnot to be denied,
I rejoined, that this was a remarkable coinci-
dence, calculated deeply to impress the mind.
But it was unquestionable that remarkable eoin-
cidences did continually occur, and they must
be taken into account in dealing with sucha
subject. Though to be sure 1 must admit, I
added (for I thought I saw that he was going
to bring the objection to bear upon me), men of
common sense did not allow wmuch for coinci-
dences in making the ordinary calcalations of
life. : :

He again begged to remark that he had not
finished.

1 again begged his pardon for being betrayed
into interrupticns. . .

# This,” he said, again laying his hand upon
my arm, and glancing over my shoulder with
hollow eyes, * was just & year ago. 8ix or
seven months passed, and I had recovered from
the surprise and shock, when one morning, a8
the day was breaking, I, standing at the door,
looked towards the red light, and saw the spec-
tre again.” He stopped, with a fixed look at me.

¢« Did it cry out?” .

“No. It was silent.”

“Did it wave its arm ?” -
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“No. It leaned against the shaft of the light,
with both hands before the face. Like this.”

Once more, I followed his action with my
eyes. It was an action of mourning. I have
seen su¢h an attitude in stone figures on tombs.

“Did you go up to it?”

“] came in and sat down, partly to collect
my thoughts, partly because it had turned me
faint. When [-went to the door again, daylight
wag nbove me, and the ghost was gone.”

“ But nothing followed? Nothing came of
this?”

He touched me on the arm with his forefinger
twice or thrice, giving a' ghastly nod each
time :—

“ That very day, as a traig came out of the
tunnel, I noticed, at & carriage window on my
gide, what looked like a confusion of hands and
heads, and something waved. I saw it justin
time to signal the driver, Stop! He shut off,
and pat his brake on, but the train drifted past
here & hundred and fifty yards or more. Iran
after it, and, as I went along, heard terrible
screams and cries. A beautiful young lady had
died instantaneoisly in one of the compartments,
and was brought in here, and laid down on this
floor between us.” ’

Involuntarily I pushed my chair back, as’I
looked from the boards at which he pointed, to
himself. :

“True, sir. True.
so I tell it you.”

1 could think of nothing to say, to any pur-
pose, and my mouth was very dry. The wind
and the wires took up the story with a long
lamenting wail.

He resumed. ¢ Now, sir, mark this, and judge
bhow my mind is troubled. The spectre came
back, a week ago. Ever since, it has been
there, now and again, by fits and starts.”

“ At the light 2"

« At the Danger-light.”

“ What does it seem to do?”

He repeated, if possible with increased passion
and vehemence, that former gesticulation of # For
God's sake clear the way!”

Then, Le went on. “I have no peace or rest
for it. It calls to me, for many minutes together,
in an agonized manner, ¢ Below there! Look
out! Look out!’ Itstands waving to me, It
rings my little bell—"

1 caught at that. “Did it ring your bell
yesterday evening when I was here, and you
went to the door 27 :

“ Twice,”

* Why, see,” said I, “how your imagination
misleads you. My eyes were on the bell, and
my ears were open to the bell, and, if I am a
living man, it did xNor ring at those times. No,
nor at any other time, except when it was rung
in the natural course of physical things by the
station communicating with you.”

He shook his head. “I have never made a
mistake as to that, yet, sir. I have never con-
fused the spectre’s ring with the man's. The
ghost's ring is a strange vibration in the bell
that it derives from nothing else, and I have not
asserted that the bell stirs to the eye. I don’t
wonder that you failed to hear it. But I heard
it :

“ And did the speetre scem to be there, when
yon looked out 7

% It was there.”

¢ Both times ?”

He repeated firmly : « Both times.”

“ Will you come to the dnor with me, and
ook for it now ?” :

He bit his under-lip as though he were some-
what unwilling, but arose. I opened the door,
and stood on the step, while he stood in the door-
way. Therc, was the Danger-light. There,
was the dismal mouth of the tunmel. There,
were the bigh wet stone walls of the cutting,
There, were the stars above them,

Do you sec it?” I asked him, taking parti-
cular note of his face. His eyes were prominent
and strained ; but not very much more 5o, per-
haps, thak my own had been when Ihad direct-
ed them earnestly towards the same point.

“ No,” he answered. It is not there.”

« Agreed,” said I. :

Wo went in again, shut the door, and resum-

Precisely as it happened,

ed our seats. I was thinking how best to improve
this advantage, if it might be called one, when
he took up the conversation in such a matter of
course way, so assuming that there could be no
serious question of fact between us, that I felt
myself placed in the weakest of positions.

“ By this time you will fully understand, gir,”
be said, ¢ that what troubles me so dreadfully,
is the question, What does the spectre mean ?”

I was not sure, I told him, that I did fully
understand.

“What is ifs warning against?’ he said,
ruminating, with his cyes on the fire, and only
by times turning them on me. ¢ What i3 the
danger? Where is the danger? There is dan-
ger overhanging, somewhers on the Line. Some
dreadful calamity will bappen. It is not to be
doubted this third time after what has gone be-
fore. But surely this is a cruel hunting of me.
What can I do ?” . N

He pulled out his handkerchief, and wiped
the drops from his heated forehead.

«If I telegraph Danger, on either side of me,
or on both, I can give no reason for it,” he went
on, wiping the palms of his hands. “ I should
get into trouble, and do no good. They would
think I was mad. This is the way it would
work :—Message: ¢ Danger! Take care !’ An-
swer : * What Danger? Where?” Message:
¢ Don't know. But for God's sake take care I’
They would displaceme. What else could they
do?” )

His pain of mind was most pitiable to see. It
wag the mental torture of a conscientious man,
oppressed beyond endurance by an unintelligi-
ble responsibility involving life.

“ When it first stood under the Danger-light,”
he went on, putting his dark hair back from his
head, and drawing his hands outward across
his temples in an extremity of feverish distress,
¢ why not tell me where that accident was to
happen,—if it must happen? Why not tell me
how it could be averted,~—if it could have been
averted ? When on its second coming it hid its
face, why not tell me instead : ¢ She is going to
dic. Let them keep her at home?  If it came,
ou those two oceasions, only to show me thatits
warnings were true, and so to prepare me for
the third, why not warn me plainly now? And
I, Lord help me! A mere poor signalman on
this solitary station! Why not go to somebody
with credit to be believed, and power to act ?”

When I saw him in this state, I saw that for
the poor man's sake, as well as for the public
safety, what I had to do for the time wasg, to
compose his mind. Therefore, setting agide all
question of reality or unreality between us, I
represented to him that whoever thoroughly dis-
charged his duty, must do well, and that at least
it was his comfort that ho understood his duty,
though he did not understand these confounding
Appearances. In this effort I succeeded far
better than in the attempt to reason him out of
his conviction. He became calm; the occupa-
tions incidental to his post as the night advane-
ed, began to make larger demands on his
attention ; and I lefthim at two in the morning.
I had offered to stay through the night, but he
would not hear of it.

That I more than once looked back atthe red
light as I ascended the pathway, that I did not
like the red light, and that I should have slept
but poorly if my bed had been under it, I gee no
reason to conceal. Nor, did I like the two se-
quences of the accident and the dead girl. I see
no reason to coneeal that, either.

But, what ran most in my thoughts was the
consideration how oughtI to act, having become
the recipient of this disclosure? I had proved
the man to be intelligent, vigilant, painstaking,
and exact ; but how long might he remain 80, in
his state of mind? Though in a subordinate
position, still he held a most important trust,
and would I (for instance) like to stake my own
life on the chances of his continuing to execute
it with precision?

Unable to overcome a feeling that thers would
be something treacherous in my communicating
what he had told me to his superiors i the Com-
pany, without first being plain with himaelf and
proposing a middle course to him, I ultimately
resolved to offer to accompany him (otherwise

keeping his secret for the present) to the wisest
medical practitioner we could hear of in those
parts, and to take his opinion. A change inhis
time of duty would come round next night, he
had apprised me, and he would bo off an hour
or two after sunrise, and on again soon after
sunset. I had appointed to retarn accordingly.

Next evening was a lovely evening, and I
walked out early to enjoy it. The sun was not
yet quite down when I traversed the field-path
near the top of the deep cutting. I would ex-
tend my walk for an hour, I said to myself, haif
an hour on and half an hour back, and it would
then be time to go to my signalman’s box.

Before pursuing my stroll, I stepped to the
brink, and mechanically looked-down, from the
point from which I had first seen him. I cannot
describe the thrill that seized nwpon me, when.
close at the mouth of the tunnel, I saw tho ap-
peardunce of o man, with his left sleeve across his
eyes, passionately waving his right arm,

The nameless horror that oppressed me, passed
in a moment, for in a moment I saw that this
appearance of A man was amanindeed, and that
there was a little group of other mén standing
at a short distance, to whom he seemed to be
rehearsing the gesture he made. The Danger-
light was not yet lighted. Against its shaft, a
little low hut, entirely new to me, had been made
of some wooden supports and tarpaulin. Itlook-
ed no bigger than a bed.

Withan irresistible sense that something was
wrong—with a flashing self-reproachful fear that
fatal mischief had come of my leaving the man
there, and causing no ons to be sent to overlook
or correct what he did—I descended the motch-
ed path with all the speed I could make.

“ What is the matter ?” I asked the men.

¢ Signalman killed this morning, sir.”

“ Not the man belonging to that box "

‘¢ Yes, sit.”

¢ Not the man I know ?”

 You will recognise him, sir, if you knew
him,” said the man who spoke for the others,
solemnly uncovering his own head and raising
an end of the tarpaulin, ¢ for his face is quite
composed.”

“ Oh! how did this happen, how did this
happen 7 I asked, turning from one to another
a3 the hut closed in again.

“ He was cut down by an engine, sir. No
man in England knew his work better. But
somehow he was not clear of the outer rail. It
was just at broad day. He had struck the
light, and had the lamp in his hand. As the
engine came out of the tunnel, his back was
towards her, and she cuthim down. Thatman
drove her, and was showing how it happened.
Show the gentleman, Tom.”

The man, who wore a rough dark dress, step-
ped back to his former place at the mouth of the
tunnel. '

* Coming round the curve in the tunnel, sir,”
he said, “I saw him at the end, like as if I saw
him down a perspective-glass. There was no
time to check speed, and I knew him to be very
careful. As he didn’t seem to take heed of the
whistle, I shut it off when we were running
down upon him, and called to him as loud as I
could call.”

« What did you say ?”

. %1 said, Below thers ! Look out! Look out!
For God’s sake clear the way I”

I started.

‘“ Ah) it was a dreadfal time, s8ir. I never
left off calling to him. I put this arm before
my eyes, not to see, and I waved thig arm to the
last; but it was no use.”

Without prolonging the narrative to dwell
on any one of its curious circumstances more
than on any other, I may, in closing it, point
out the coincidence that the warning of the
Engine-Driver included, not only the words
which the unfortunate signalman had repeated
to me as haunting him, but also the words
which T myself—not he—had attached, and
that onlv in my own mind, to the gesticulation
he had imitated. )

NO. 2 BRANCH LINE.—THE ENGINE-DRIVER.
 Altogether? Well. Altogether, since 1841,
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I've killed seven men and boys.™ It ain't many
in all those years,” -

These startling words he uttered in-a serious
tone as he leaned against the Station-wall. He
was ‘a thick-set, ruddy-faced man, with coal-
black eyes, the whites of which were not white,
but a brownish-yellow, and apparently scarred
and seamed, as if they had been operated upon.
They were cyes that had worked hard in look-
ing through wind and weather. He was
dressed in & short black pea-jacket and grimy
white canvas trousers, and wore on his head a
flat black cap. There was no sign of levity in
his face. His look was serious even to sadness,
and there was an air of responsibility about his
whole bearing which assured me that he spoke
in errnest.

“ Yes, sir, I have been for five-and-twenty
years a Locomotive Engine-driver; and in all
that time, I've unly killed seven men and boys,
There’s not many of my mates as can say as
much for themselves. Steadiness, sir,—steadi-
ness and keeping your eyes open, is what does
it. When Isay seven men aand boys, I mean
my mates,—stokers, porters, and so forth, I
don’t count passengers.”

How did he become an engine-driver 7"

¢ My father,” he said, * was a wheelwright
in a small way, and lived in a little cottage by
the side of the railway which runs betwixt
Leeds and Selby. It was the second railway
laid down in the kingdom, the second after the
Liverpool and Manchester, where Mr. Huskisson
was killed, as you may have heard on, sir.
When the trains rushed by, we young 'uns used
to run out to look at’em, and hooray. I no-
ticed the driver turncd handles, and making it
go, and I thought to myseclf it would be a fine
thing to be a engine-driver, and have the con-
trol of & wonderful machine like that, Before
the railway, the driver of the mail-coach was
the biggest man I knew. I thought I should
like to be the driver of a coach. We bad a
picture in our cottage of George the Third ina
red coat. Ialways mixed up the driver of the
mail-coach—who had a red coat, too—with the
king,only he had a low-crowned broad-brimmed
hat, which the king hadn’t. In my idea, the
king couldn’t be a greater man than the driver
of the mail-coach. I had always a fancy to be
a head man of some kind. When I went to
Leeds once, and saw a man conducting & or-
chestra, I thoughtI should like to be the con-
ductor of a orchestra. When I went home I
made myself a baton, and went about the fields
conducting & orchestra, It wasn't there, of
course, but I pretended it was. At another
time, a man with a whip and a speaking-trum-
pet, on the stage outside a show, took my fancy;
and I thought I should like to be him.
when the train came, the engine-driver
put them all in the shade, and I was
resolved to be a engine-driver. It wasn't
long before I had to do something to
earn my own living, though I was only a
young 'un. My father died suddenly—he was
killed by thunder and lightning while standing
undér & tree out’of the rain-and mother couldn’t
keep usall. The day after my father’s burial
I walked down to the station, and said I wanted
to be & engine-driver. The station-master
laughed a bit, said I was for beginning early,
but that I was not quite big enough yet. He
gave me a penny, and told me to go home and
grow, and come again in ten years' time. I didn't
dream of danger then. 1f I could n’t be a
engine-driver, ] was determined to have seme-
thing to do about a engine ; 80, as I could get
nothing clse, I went on board & Humber steamer,
and broke up coals for the stoker. That was
how I begen. From that, I became a stoker,
first on board a boat, and then on a locomotive.
Then, after two years’ service, I became &
driver on the very Line which passed our cot-
tage.. My mother and my brothors and sisters
came out to look at me, the first day I drove.
I was watching for them and they was watch-
ing for me, and they waved their hands and
hoora'd, and I'waved my hand to them, I had
the steam well up, and was going at a rattling
pace, and rare proud I was that minute. Never
wag so proud in my life! .

But |

“ When a man has a liking fora thing it's as
good as being clever. In a very skort time I be-
came one of the best drivers on the Line. That
was allowed. I took a pride in it, you see, and
liked it. No, I did n’t know much about the
engine scientifically, as you call it ; butI could
put ber to rights if anything went out of gear
—that i3 to say, if there was nothing broken—
but I could n't have explained how the steam
worked ingide. Standing a engine is just like
drawing a drop of gin. You turn & handle and
off she goes ; then you turn the handle the other
way, puton the brakes, and you stop her. There’s
not much more in it, so far. It's no good being
scientific and knowing the principle of the en-
gine inside ; no good at all. Fitters, who know
all the ins and outs of the engine, make the
worst drivers. That's well known. They know
too much. It's just as P've beard of a man
with regard to Aés inside : if be knew what a
complicated machine it is, heJwould never eat,
or drink, or dance, or run, or do anything, for
fear of busting something. So it is with fitters.
but us as are not troubled with such thoughts,
we go ahead.

“ But starting a engine ’s one thing and driv-
ing of her is another. Any one, a child a’most,
can turn on the steam and turn it off again ; but
it ain’t every one that can kecp a engine well on
the road, no more than it ain’t every one who
can ride a horse properly. Itis much the same
thing. If you gallop a horse right off for a wfle
or two, you take the wind out of him, and for
the next mile or two you must let him trot or
walk. So it is with a engine. If you puton
too much steam, to get over the ground at the
start, you exhaust the boiler, and then yowlil
have to crawl along till your fresh water boils
up. The great thing in driving, is, to go steady,
never to let your water get too low, nor your
fire too low. ¢ It’s the same with a kettle. If
you fill it up when it is about half empty, it soon
comes to the boil again; but if you don't fill it
up until the water’s nearly out, it’s a long time
in coming to the boil again. Another thing;
you should never make spurts, unless you
are detained and lose time. You should go up
a incline and down a incline at the same pace.
Sometimes a driver will waste his steam, and
when he comes to a hill he has scarcely enough
10 drag him up. When you’re in a train that
goes by fits and starts, you may be sure that
there is a bad driver on the engine. That kind
of driving frightens passengers dreadful. When
the train, after rattling along, suddenly slackens
speed when it ain’t near a station, it may be in
the middle of a tunnel, the passengers think
there is danger. But generally it s because the
driver has exhausted his steam.

“] drove the Brighton express, four or five
years before I come here, and the annuals—that
is, the passengers who had annual tickets—
always said they knew when I was on the engine,
because they was n't jerked. Gentlemen used
to say as they came on to the platform, ¢ Who
drives to-day—Jim Martin?’ And when the
guard told them yes, they said, ¢ All right,’ and
took their scats quite comfortable. But the
driver never getes so much as & shilling; the
guard comes in for all that, and he does nothing
much. Few ever think of the driver. I daresay
they think the train goes along of itself; yet if
we did n’t keep a sharp look-out, know our duty,
and do it, they might all go smash at any mo-
ment. I used to make that journey to Brighton
in fifty-two minutes. The papers said forty-nine
minutes,but that was coming it a little toostrong.
1 had to watch signals all the way, one cvery
two miles, so that me and my stoker were on
the stretch all the time, doing two things at
once,—attending to the engine and looking out.
I've driven, on this Line, eighty-onc miles and
three quarters in eighty-sixminutes. There’s
no danger in speed if you have a good road, a
good engine, and not too many coaches behind.
No, wo don’t call them carriages, wo call them
¢ coaches’

¢ Yes ; oscilliation means danger. If you're
ever in & coach that oscillates mach, tell of it
at the first station and get it coupled up closer.
Coaches when they’re too loose are apt to jurop,

or swing off the rails; and it’s quite as danget-

ous when they 're coupled up too cloge. There
ought to be just space enough for the buffers to
work easy. Passengers arc frightened in tun-
nels, but there’s less danger, now, in tunnels
than anywhere else. We never enter & tunnel
unless it 's signalled Clear.

4 A train can be stopped wcunderfully quick,
even ‘<jien running express, if the guards act
with the driver and clap on all the brakes
promptly. Much depends upon the guards.
One break hchind is as good as two in front,
The engine, you see, loses weight as she burns
her coals and consumes her water, but the
coaches behind don’t alter. We have a good
deal of trouble with young guards. In their
anxicty to perform their duties, they put on
the brakes too soon, so that sometimes we can
scarcely drag the train into the station; when'
they grow older at it they are not so anxious,
and don't put them on soon enough. It’s no
use to say, when an accident happens, that
they did not put on the brakes in time: they
swear they did, and you can't prove that they
did n’t.

“Do I think that the tapping of the wheels
with a hammer is a mere ceremony ? Well, 1
don't know cxactly ; I should not like to say.
Ls not often that the chaps find anything
wrong. They may somectimes be half asleep
when a train comes into a station in the middle
of the night. You would be yourself. They
ought to tap the axle-box, but they don’t.

* Many accidents take place that never get
into the papers ; many trains, full of passen-
gers, escape being dashed to pieccs by mnext
door to a miracle. Nobody knows anything
about it but the driver and the stoker, I re-
member once, when I was driving on the East-
ern Counties. Going round a curve, I suddenly
saw a train coming along on the same line of
rails. I clapped on the brake, but it was too
late, I thought. Secing the engine almost close
upon us, I cried to the stoker to jump. He
jumped off the cngine, almost before the words
were out of my mouth. I was just taking my
hand off the lever to follow, when the coming
train turned off on the points, and the next
instant the hind coach passed my engine by a
shave. It was the nearest touch I ever saw.
My stoker was killed. In another half second
I should have jummped off and been killed too.
What would have become of the train without
us is more than I can tell you.

¢ There are heaps of people run over that no
one ever hears about. One dark night in the
Black Country, me and my mate felt something
wet and warm splash in our faces. ‘That
did o't comé from the engine, Bill, [ said. - No,
he said ; ¢ it ’s sometbing thick, Jim! Tt was
blood. That'’s what it was. We heard after-
wards that a collier had been run over. When
we kill any of our chaps, we say as little about
it as possible. It ’s generally——inostly always
—their own fault. No, we neter think of
danger ourselves. We’re used to it, you see,
But we ’re not reckless. Idon't believe there’s
any body of men that takes more pride in their
work than engine-drivera do. We are as proud
and as fond of our engines as if they were li-
ving things ; as proud of them asa huntgman or
a jockey i3 of his horse. And & engine has al-
most &s many ways as. & horse ; she ’s a kicker,
a plunger, a roarer, or what not, in her way.
Put a stranger on to my engine, and he would
n't know what to do with her. Yes; there ’s
wonderful improvements in engines since the
last great Exhibition. Some of them take up
their water without stopping. That’s & won-
derful invention, and yet as simple as A B C.
There are water-troughs at certain places,
lying between the rails. By moving a lever
you let down the mouth of & scoop into the
water, and as you rush along the water is
forced into the tank, at the rate of three thou-
gand gallons a minute.

% A engine-driver's chief anxiety is to kesp
time ; that’s what 'he thinks most of. When I
was driving the Brighton express, I always felt
like as if I was riding a raco against time. I
bad no fear of the pace; what I feared was
losing way and not getting in to tho minute.
We have to give in an account of our time

.
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when we arrive. The company provides us
with watches, and we go-by then. Before start-
ing on a journey, we pass through a room to be
inspected. That ’s to see if we are sober. But
they don’t say nothing to us, and a man who
was a little gone might pass easy. I've known
a stoker thas had passed the inspection, come
on to the engine as drunk ags a fly, lop down
among the coals, and sleep there like a log for
the whole run. I bad to be my own stoker
then. If you ask me if engine-drivers are drink-
ing men, I mustanswer you that they are pretty
well. It's trying work; one half of you cold
as ice ; t'other half hot as fire ; wet one minute,
dry the next. If ever a man had an excuse for
drinking, that man ’s a engine-driver. And
yet I don’t know if ever a driver goes upon his
engine drunk. If he was to, the wind would
soon sober him.

“I believe engine-drivers, as a body, are ?he
healthiest fellows alive; but they don’t live
long. The cause of that, I believe to be the
cold food, and the shaking. By the cold food,
I mean that a engine-driver never gets his
meals comfortable. He 's never at home to
his dinner. When he starts away the first thing
in the morning, he takes a bit of cold meat
and a piece of bread with him for his dinner;
and generally he has to eat in the shed, for he
maust n't Jeave his engine. You can understand
how the jolting and shaking knocks a man up,
after a bit. The insurance companies won't
take us at ordinary rates. We re obliged to be
Foresters, or Old Friends, or that sort of a
thing, where they ain’t so particular. The
wages of a cugine-driver average about eight
shillings a day, but if he 's a good schemer
with his coals—yes, I mean if he economises
his coals—he 's allowed so much more. Some
will make from five to ten shillings a week that
way. I don't complain of the wages parti-
cular; but it’s hard lines for such as us, to
have to pay income-tax. The company gives
an account of all our wages, and we have to
pay. It’s a shame.

* Our domestic life—our life at home, you
mean ? Well, as to that, we don’t see much of
our families. I leave home at half past seven
in the morning, and don’t get back again until
half past nine, or maybe later. The children
are not up when I leave, and they 've gone to
bed again before I come home. This is about
my day :—Leave London at 8.45: drive for
four hours and a half; cold snack on the en-
gine step; see to engine; drive back again ;
clean engine; report myself; and home.
Twelve hours’ hard and anxious work, and no
comfortable victuals, Yes, our wives are
anxious about us; for we never know when we
go out, if we'll ever come back again. We
ought to go home the minute we leave the
station, and report ourselves to those that are
thinking on us and depending on us; but'm
afraid we don't always. Perbaps we go first to
thg public-house, and perhaps you would, too,
if you were in charge of a engine all day long.
But the wives have & way of their own, of find-
ing out if we 're all right. They inquire among
each other. ‘Have you geen my Jim? one
says. ¢ No,’ rays another, ‘but Jack see him
coming out of the station half an hour ago.’
Then shé knows that her Jim's all right, and
knows where to find him if she wants him. It's
a-gal thing when any of us have to carry bad
news to a mate’s wife, None of us likes
that job. I remember when Jack Davidge was
killed, none of us could face his poor missus
with the news. She had seven children, poor
thing, and two of ’em, the youn rest, was down
with the fever. We got old Mrs, Berridge—
Tom Berridge's mother—to break it to her,
But she knew summat was the matter, the
mipute the old woman went in, and, afore she
spake a word, fell down like as if she wag dead,
She lay all night like that, and never heard
from mostal lips until next morning that her
George way killed. But she knew it in her
beart. It's ‘iﬁ&h and togs kind of a life ours!

¢ And yet I'néver was nervous on a engine
but once. I never higk of my own life. You
got in for staking that, when you begin, and
You get used to the #ik.” I'ngver think of the

passengers either. The thoughts of a engine-
driver never go behind hisengine. Ifhe keeps
his engine all right, the coaches behind will be
all right, as far as the driver is concerned. But
once I did think of the passengers. My little
boy, Bill, was among them that morning. He
was a poor little cripple fellow that we all
loved more nor the others, because he was a
cripple, and so quiet, and wise-like. He was
going down to his aunt in the country, who
was to take care of him for & while. We thou ght
the country air would do him good. I did think
there were lives behind me that morning ; at
least, I thought harad of one little life that was
in my hands. There were twenty coaches on ;
my little Bill seemed to me to be in every one
of’em. My hand trembled as I turned on the
steam. I felt my heart thumping as we drew
close to the pointsman’s box ; a8 we neared the
Junction, T wasallin a cold sweat. At the end
of the first fifty miles I wag nearly eleven
miuutes behind time. ¢ What's the matter with
you this morning ? my stoker said. ¢ Did you
bave a drop too much last night ?” ¢ Don’t
speak to me, Fred,’ I said, *till we get to
Peterborough; and keep a sharp look-out,
there’s n good fellow.’ I never was so thankful
in my life as when I shut of steam to enter the
station at Peterborough. Little Bill's aunt was
waiting for him, and I saw her lift him out of
the carriage. I called out to her to bring him
to me, and I took bim upon the engine and
kissed him,—ah, twenty times I should think,
—making him in such a mess with grease and
coal-dust as you never saw.

1 was all right for the rest of the journey.
And 1 do believe, sir, the passengers were
safer after little Bill was gone. Itwould never
do, you see, for engine-drivers to know too
much, or to feel too much.”

NO. 3 BRANCH LINE,~THE COMPENSATION HOUSE,

“ There’s not a looking-glass in all the houge,
sir. It's some peculiar fancy of my master’s.
There isn't one in any single room in the
house.” )

It was a dark and gloomy-looking building,
and had been purchbased by this Company for an
enlargement of their Goods Station. The value
of the house had been referred to what was
popularly called “ a compensation Jury,” and
the house was called, in consequence, The Com-
pensation House. 1t had become the Company’s
property; but its tepant still remained in pos-
session, pending the commencement of active
building operations. My attention was origi-
nally drawn to this house because it stood
directly in front of a collection of huge pieces
of timber which lay near this part of the Line,
and on which I sometimes sat for half an hour
at & time, when I was tired by my wanderings
about Mugby Junction.

It was square, cold, gray-looking, built of
rough-hewn stone, and roofed with thin slabs of
the same material. Its windows were few in
number, and very small for the size of the build-
ing. In the great blank, gray broadside, there
were only four windows. The entrance-door
was in the middle of the house; there was a
window on either side of it, and thers were
two mare in the single story above, The blinds
were all clogely drawn, and, when the door was
shut, the dreary building gave no sign of life or
occupation.

But the door was not always shut. Some-
times it was opened from within, with a great
jingling of bolts apd door-chains, and then a
man would come forward and. stand upon the
door-step, snuffling the air as one might do who
was ordinarily kept on rather a small allowance
of that element, He was stout, thick-set, and
perbaps fifty or sixty years old,~a man whose
hajr was cut exceedingly close, who wore a large
bushy beard, and whose eye had a sociable
twinkle in it which was prepossessing. He was
dressed, whenever Isaw him, in a greenish~
brown frock-coat made of some material which
Was not cloth, wore a waisteoat and transers of
light color, and. had & frill to his shirt,~-an
ornament, by the way, which did not seem 1o go
at all well with the heard, whick was continnally
1o comteel with it. 1t was the custom-of this

worthy person, after standing for *a short time
on the threshold inhaling the air, to come for-
ward into the road, and, after glancing at one
of the upper windows in & half-mechanical way,
to cross over to the logs, and, leaning over the

fence which guarded the railway, to look up and -

down the Line (it passed before the house) with
the air of & man accomplishing a self-imposed
task of which nothing was expected to come.
This done, he would cross the road again, and,
turning on the threshold to take & final sniff of
air, disappear once more within the hopse, bolt-
ing and chajning the door again as if there
were no probability of its being reopened for at
least & week. Yet half an hour had not passed
before he was out in the road again, sniffing the
?ir and looking up and down the Line as be-
ore.

It was not very long before I managed to
scrape acquaintance with this restless personage.
I soon found ount that my friend with the shirt-
frill was the confidential servant, butler, valet,
factotum, what you will, of a sick gentleman, a
Mr. Oswald Strange, who had recently come to
inhabit the house opposite, and concerning
whose history my new acquaintance, whose name
I ascertained was Masey, seemed disposed to be
somewhat communicative. Hig master, it
appeared, had come down to thig place, partly
for the sake of reducing his establishment,—
not, Mr. Masey was swift to inform me, on eco-
nomical principles, but because the poor gentle-
man, for particular reasons, wished to have few
dependents about him,—partly in order that he
might be near his old friend, Dr. Garden, who
was established in the neighbourhood, and whose
society " and advice were necessary to Mr.,
Strange's life. That life was, it appeared, held
by this suffering gentleman on a precarious
tenure. It was ebbing away fast with each
passing hour. The servant already spoke of
his master in the past tense, describing him to
me as a young gentleman not more than five-
and-thirty years of age, with a young face, as
far ag the features and build of it went, but with
an expression which had nothing of youthabout
it. This was the great peculiarity of the man,
At a distance he looked younger than he wag’
by many years, and strangers, at the time when
he had been used to get about, always took him '
for a man of seven or eight and twenty, but
they changed their minds on getting nearer to
him. Old Masey bad a way of His own of
summing up the peculiarities of his master, -
repeating twenty times over: Y Sir, he was
Strange by name, and Strange by natare, and
Strange to look at into the bargaig.” '

It was during my second or third interview
with thé old fellow that he uttered the wordg
quoted at the beginning of this plain narrative,

“ Not such a thing as a looking-glass in all
the house,” the old man said, standing beside
my piece of timber, and looking acrose reflecti-
vely at the house oppasite. ¢ Not one.”

‘In the sitting-rooms, I suppose you mean ?”

“ No, sir, I mean sitting-rooms and bedrooms
both ; there is n't somuch as a shaving.glass as
big as the palm of your hand anywhere.”

“ But how is it 7’ I asked. “ Why are there
no looking-glasses in any of the rooms '

¢ Ab, sir!” replied Magey,” that's what none
of us can ever tell. There is the mystery, I¥s
just a fancy on the part of my master. He had
some strange fancies, and this wag one of them.
A pleasant gentleman he was to- live with, as
any gervant could desire. A liberad gentloman,
and. one who gave but little trouble; always
ready with a kind word, and & kind deed, to,
for the matter of that, There Wa3 not a house
in all the parish of Bt, George's (in which we
lived before we came down here) whore the
servants bad more holidays or a better table
kept,.but, far all' that, he had his queer ways
and. his fancies, a3 I may call them, and this
was one of them. And. the peint of it, sir,”
the-old man went on; the extent to which
that regulation wag enforced, whenever a new
servant was engaged ; and the changes in the
establishment it occasiomed! In hiring & new
servant, the very: firsé stipulation made was
that abont the locking-glasses. It wag-one of
my duties to explain the thing, as far as it
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could be explained, before any servant was
taken into the house. ¢ You'll find it an easy
place, I used to say, ¢ with a liberal table,
good wages, and a deal of leisure ; but there’s
one thing you must make up your mind to:
you must do without looking-glasses While

you're here, for there is n’t one-in the house,

and, what's more, there never will be.””

«'But how did you know there never would
be one 77 I asked.

«Lor bless you, sir! If you'd seen and
heard all that 'd seen and heard, you could
have no doubt about it. Why, only to take
one instance: I remember a particular day
when my master had occasion to go into the
housekeeper’s raom, where the cook lived, to
sec about some alterations that were making,
and when a pretty scene took place. The cook
she was a very ugly woman, and awful vain—
bad left a litile bit of a looking-glass, about
six inches square, upon the chimney-piece ; she
bad got it surreptious, and kept it always
locked up; butshe'd left it out, being called
away suddenly, while titivating her hair. I
had seen the glass, and was making for the
chimney-piece as fast as I could; but master
came in front of it before I could get there,
and it was all over in a moment. He gave one
1013; piercing look into it, turned deadly pale,
and, seizipg the glass, dashed it into a hum-
dred pieces on the floor, and then stamped
upon the fragments and ground them into
powder with his feet. He shut himself up for
the rest of that day in his own room, first order-
ing me to discharge the cook, then and there,
at a moment’s notice.”

“ What an extraordinary thing!”
pondering.

“« Ah, sir,” continued the old man, * it was
astonishing what trouble I had with those
women-servants. It was difficult to get any
ihat would take the place at all under the cir-
cumstances. * What, not so much as a mossul
to do one’s‘air at ?” they would say, and they'd
go off, in spite of extra wages. Then those
who did consent to come, what lies they would
tell, to be sure! They would protest that they
did 'nt.want to look in the glass, that they
never had been in the habit of looking in the

lass, and all the while that very wench would

ave her looking-glass, of some kind or another,
hid away among her clothes up stairs. Sooner
or later, she would bring it out too, and leave
it about somewhere or other (just like the
cook), where it was as likely as not that mas-
ter might see it. And then—for girls like
that have no consciences, sir—when I had
caught one of ’em at it, she’d turn round as
bold as brass, “ And how am I to know whe-
ther my ’air’s parted straight?” she'd say;
just ag if it had m’t been considered in her
wages that that was the very thing which she
never was to know while she lived in our
house. A vain lot, sir, and the ugly ones
always the vainest. There was no end to their
dodges. They'd have looking-glasses in the
interiors of “their workbox-lids, where it was
next to impossible that I could find 'em, or
inside the covers of hymn-books, or cookery-
books, or in their caddies. .I recollect one
girl—a sly one she was, and marked with the
small-pox. terrible—who was always reading
her prayer-book at odd times. Sometimes I
used to think what a religious mind she’d got,
_ and at other times (depending. on the mood. 1
was in) 1 would conclude that it was the
marriage service she was studying; but- one
day, when I got behind her to satisfy my

T said,

doubts, 1o and bebold! it was the old story,—.

without a frame, fastened into
the outside edges of the sheets
of postage-stamps. Dodges! Why, they'd
keep theic looking-glasses in the gcullery or
the.coal-cellar, or leave them in charge of the
¥anis next. door, or with the milk-woman
roupsd the corngr; but bave'em they would.
:nd. don't mind confessing, sir,” said the old
ran, bripging his long speech to an end,
¢ that it was an inconveniency not to bave 80
much 88 s-sexap to shave befors. I used to go
to the barber's.at first, but I soon gave that up,
and took 0 wearing my beard as my master

a bit of glass,
the kiver with

did ; likewise to keeping my hair’—Mr. Masey
touched his head as he spoke—* so short, that
it did n’t require any parting, before or-behind.”

I sat for some time lost in amazement, and
staring at my companion. My curiosity was
powerfully stimulated, and the desire to learn
more was very strong within me.

 Had your master any personal defect,” I
inquired, ¢ which might have made it distress-
ing to him to see his own image reflected ?”

« By no means, sir,” said the old man. * He
was as handsome a gentleman as you would
wish to see,—a little delicate-looking and
care-worn, perhaps, with a very pale face, but
as free from any deformity as you or I, sir. No,
sir, no ; it was nothing of that.”

« Then what was it? What is it?” I asked,
desperately. ¢ Is there no one who is, or has
been, in your master's confidence ?”

“ Yes, sir,” said the old fellow, with his eyes
turning to that window opposite; ‘ there is
one person who knows all my master’s secrets,
and this secret among the rest.”

« And who is that?”

The old man turned round and looked at me
fixedly. * The doctor here,” he said. Dr.
Garden. My master's very old friend.”

« 1 ghould like to speak with this gentleman,”
1 said, involuntarily.

“He is with my master now,” answered
Masey. ¢ He will be coming out presently,
and I think I may say he will answer any
question you may like to put to him.” As the
old man spoke, the door of the house opened,
and a middle-aged gentleman, who was tall
and thin, but who lest something of his height
by & habit of stooping, appeared on the step.
0ld Masey left me in & moment. He muttered
something about taking the doctor’s directions,
and hastened across the road. The tall gentle-
man spoke to him for & minute or two very
seriously, probably about the patient up stairs,
and it then scemed to me from their gestures
that T myself was the subject of some further
conversation between them. At all events,
when old Masey retired into the house, the
doctor came across to where I was standing,
and addressed me with a very agreeable amile.

 Jolin Masey tells me that you are interest-
ed in the case of my poor friend, sir. Iam now
going back to my house, and, if you don’t
mind the trouble of walking with me, I shall
be happy to enlighten you asfar as I am able.”

1 hasterred to make my apologies and express
my acknowledgments, and we set off together.
When we had reached the doetors house and
were seated in his study, I ventured to inquire
after the health of this poor gentleman.

«T am afraid there is no amendment, nor
any prospect of amendment,” said the doctor.
« (Old Masey has told you something of his
strange condition, has he not?”

t Yes, he has told me something,” I answer-
ed; “and he says yon know all about it.”

Dr. Garden looked very grave. “1I don't
know all about it. I only know what happens
when he comes into the presence of a looking-
glass. But as to the circumstances which have
led to his being haunted on the strangest
fashion that I ever heard of, I know nomore of
them than you do.”

« Haunted?” T ropeated. ‘ And in the
strangest fashion that you ever heard of ?”

Dr. Garden smiled at my eagerness, seemed
to be collecting his thoughts, and presently
went on :— :

¢ T made the acquaintance of Mr. Oswald
Strange in & curious way. It wason board of
an Italian sleamer, bound from Civita Vecchia
to Marseilles. Wo had been travelling all
night. In tho morning I was shqving myself
in_ the cabin, when suddenly. this- man came
behind me, glanced for a- moment into the
small mirror before which I waa. standing, and
then, Without a word of warning, tore it from
the nail, and dashed it to pieces at my feet.
His face was at first livid with passion,—it
geemed to mo rather the passion of fear than
of anger,—bnt it changed-after a moment, and
be seemed ashamed of what he had done.
Well,” continued the doctor, relapsing for &
moment. infe & smile, ¢ of course I was in &

devil of a rage. I was operating on my under-
jaw, and the start the thing gave me caused
me to cut myself. Besides, altogether it seemed
an outrageous and insolent thing, and ¥ gave
it to poor Strange in a style of language
which I am sorry to think of now, but which, »
I hope, was excusable at the time. As to the
offender himself, his confusion and regret, now
that Lis passion was at an end, disarmed me,
He sent for the steward, and paid most libe-
rally for the damage done to the steamboat
property, explaining to him, and to some other
passengers who were present in the cabin
that what hal happened had been acci-
dental. For me, however, he had another
explanation. Perhaps he felt that I must fnow
it to have been no accident,—perhaps he really
«vished to confide in seme one. At all events,
he owned to me that what he had done was
done under the influence of an uncontrollable
impulse,~a seizure which took him, he said,
at times,~—something like a fit. He begged my
pardon, and entreated that I would endeavor
to disassociate him personally from this action,
of which he was heartily ashamed. Then he
attempted a sickly joke, poor fellow, about his
wearing a beard, and feeling a little spiteful,
in consequence, when he saw other people
taking the trouble to shave ; but he said nothing
about any infirmity or delusion, and shortly
after left me.

“In my professional capacity I could not
help taking some interest in Mr. Strange. 1did
not altogether loge sight of him after our sea-
journey to Marseilles was over. I found hima
pleasant companion up te & certain point ; but
I always felt there was a reserve about him.
He was uncommunicative abount his past life, '
and especially would never allude to anything
connected with his travels or his residence in
Italy, which, however, I could make out had!
been a long one. He speaks Italian well, and' -
seemed familiar with the country, but disliked
to talk about it. i

“During the time we spent together there
were seasons when he was so little himself that
1, with a pretty large experience, was almost
afraid to be with him. His attacks were vio-:
lent and sudden in the last degree; and there"
was one most extraordinary feature connected
with them ; some horrible association of ideas’
took possession of him whenever he foind him- |
gelf before a looking-glass. And, after we had !
travelled together for a time, I dreaded the’
sight of & mirror hanging harmlessly against &
wall, or a toilet-glass standing on & dressing-:
table, almost ag much as he did. H

«Poor Strange was not always affected in
the same manner by a looking-glass. Some-
times it seemed to madden him with fury; at
other times, it appeared to turn him to stone,—
remaining qnotionless and speechless as if at-.
tacked by catalepsy. One night—ths worst’
things always happen at night; and -oftemer
than one would think on stormy nights—we
arrived at a small town jn the central district
of Auverguoe, a place but little known, out of
the line of railways, and to which we had been
drawn, partly by the antiquarian attractions

which the place possessed, and ly by: the
beauty of the scenery. Th;mst":thidb,m :
rather against us. The day had been dull and
murky, the heat stifiing, amd the sky had
threatened mischief since the morning. At
sundown, these threats were fulfiled: The-
thunderstorm which bad been all day conrin;
up—as.it seemed tous, against the m%
over the place where we were lodged; With very

great violence. -
«There are some practical-minded persons

with strong oconstitutions, who deay roundly
thas their fellow-creatures: #re, or can be,
affected, in mind or body; by atmospheric in-
fluences, . I am not a.disciple of that school, -
simply becanse I canuot. believe that those
changes of weatber which have 50 much effect -
upon animals, and even on inanimate- objeets, <
can fail to have some influence on a piecoof
mmin'eg::- sensitive and intricate as the
heman f - 1 think, then, that it was"in
part.owing 10 the disturbed state of tire atmos-

phere. 1, on this particular eveniag, I felt
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nervous and depressed. When my new friend !
Strange and I parted for the night, I felt as

little disposed to go to rest as I ever did in my

life. The thunder was still lingering among

,the mountaius in the midst of which our inn

was placed. Sometimes it seemed nearer, and

at other times farther off; but it never left off
altogether, excopt for a few minutes at a time.

1 was quite unable to shake off a succession of
pa_in(;'u ideas which persistently besicged my

mind. .

“ It is bardly necessary toadd, that I thought
from time to time of my travelling-companion
in the next room. His image was almost con-
tinuatly before me. He Lad been dul} and
depressed all the evening, and when we parted
for the night there wasa look in his eyes which 4
I could not get out of my memory.

‘Thero was a door between our rooms, and
the partitiondividing them was not very solid ;
and yet I had heard no sound since I parted
from bim which could indicate that he was
there at all, much less that he was awake and
stirring. I was in a mood, sir, which made this
silence terrible to me; and so many foolish
fancies——as that he was lying there dead, or in
a fit, or what not—took possession of me
that at last I could bear it no longer. I went
to the door, and, after listening, very atten-
tively but quite in vain, for any sound, I at
last knocked pretty sharply. There was no
answer. Feeling that longer suspense would
be unendurable, I, without more ceremony,
turned the handle and went in.

‘It was a great bare room, and so imperfectly
lighted by a single candle that it was almost
impossible—except when the lightning flashed
—to see into its great dark corners. A small
rickety bedstead stood against one of the walls,
shrouded by yellow cotton curtains, passed
through a greatiron ring in the ceiling. There
was, for all other furniture, an old chest of
drawers which served also as a washing-stand,
having & small basin and ewer and a single
towel arranged on the top of it. There were,
moreover, two ancient chairs and a dressing-
table. On this last stood a large old-fashioned
looking-glass with a carved frame.

‘I must have seen all these things, because
I remember them so well now; but I do not
know how I could have seer them, for it seems
to me that, from the moment of my entering
that room, the action of my senses and of the
faculties of my mind was held fast by the
ghastly figure which stood motionless before
the looking-glass in the middle of the empty
room,

‘‘How terrible it was! The weak light of
one candle standing on the table shone upon
Strange’s face, lighting it from below, and
throwing (as I now remember) hie shadow,
vast and black, upon the wall behind him and
upon the ceiling overhead. He was leaning
rather forward, with his hands upon the table
supporting him, and gazing into the glass
which stood before him with a horrible fixity.
Tho sweat was on his white faco; his rigid
features and his_ pale lips, shown in that feeble
light, were horrible, more than words can tell,
to look at. He was so completely stupefied

and lost that the noise I had made in knocking |

and entering the room was unobserved by him.
Not even whea I-called Lim loudly by name
did he move or his face change.

“What a vision of horror that was, in the
great dark empty room, in a silence that was
sometling more than negative,~that ghastly
figure frozen into stone by some unexplained
terror!  And the silenco and the stillness!
The very thunder had ceased now. My heart
stood atill with fear. Then, moved by some
instinctive feeling, under wbose influence I
acted mechanically, I crept with slow steps
n and npearer the table, and at last, half
ex i 10 see some spectre even more hor-
rible tban shis whick I saw already, I looked
over his shoulder into the looking-glass. I
happened to tewch his arm, though only in the
slightest manner.. .Ia. that one moment the
spell. which bad held him-~who knows how
long ?~—enchained, sostded broken, and he lived
in this world agaln, He turned round upon

me, ag suddenly as a tiger makes its spring,
and seized me by. the arm.

“I have told you, that, even before I entered
my friend’s room, I had felt, all that night,
depressed and nervous. The necessity for
action at this time was, however, so obvious,
and this mau's agony made all that I had felt
appear go trifling, that much of my own dis-
comfort seemed to leave me. I felt that Imust
be strong.

¢ The %ace before me almost unmanned me.
The eyes which looked into miine were 8o scared
with terror, the lips—if I may say so—looked
so speechless. The wretched man gazed long
into my face, and then, still holding me by the
arm, slowly, very slowly, turned his head. I
bad gently tried to move him away from the
looking-glass, but he would not stir, and now
he was looking into it as fixedly as ever. I
could bear this no longer, and, using such force
a3 was necessary, I drew him gradually away,
and got Lim to one of the chairs at the foot of
the bed. ¢‘Come! I said,—after the long
silence my voice, even to myself, sounded
strange and hollow,—¢come! You are over-
tired, and you feel the weather. Don’t you
think you ought to be in bed? Suppose you
lie down. Let me try my medical skill in
mixing you & composing draught.’

“He held my hand, and looked eagerly into
my eyes. ‘I am better now,’ he said, speaking
at last very faintly. Still he looked at me in
that wistful way. It seemed as if there were
something that he wanted to do or say, but had
not sufficient resolution. At length he got up
from the chair to which I had led him, and,
beckoning me to follow him, he went across
the room to the dressing-table, and stood again
before the glass. A violent shudder passed
through his frame as he looked into it; but,
apparently forcing himself to go through
with what he had now begun, he remained
where he was, and, without looking away,
moved to me with his hand to come and stand
beside him. I complied.

¢ Look in thero I' he said, in an almost in-
audible tone. He was supported, as before, by
his hands restiog on the table, and could only
bow with his head towards the glass, to inti-
mate what be meant. ¢ Look in there!’ he re-
peated.

“I did as-he asked me.

“ ¢What do you see ?” he asked nex¥:

‘“¢See ?’ I repcated, trying to speak as cheer-
fully as I could, and describing the reflection
of his own face as nearly as I could. ‘Isee a
very, very pale faco with sunken checks—’

“¢What?' he cried, with an alarm in his
voice which I could not understand.

« ¢ With sunken cheeks,’ I went on
hollow eyes with large pupils.’

“I saw the reflection of my friend’s face
change, and felt his hand clutch my arm even
more tightly than he had doune before. I stop-
ped abruptly and looked round at him. He
did not turn his head towards me, but, gazing
still into the looklng-glass, seemed to labour for
utterance.

“¢What!’ he stammered at last.
—see it—too ?’

““¢See what ?’ I asked, quickly.

‘¢ That face!’ he cried, in accents of horror.
¢ That face—which is not mine—and which—I
£EE INSTEAD OF MINE—always !’

“I was stguck speechless by the words. In
& moment this mystery was explained,~-but
what an explanation! Worse, & hundred times
worse, than apything I had imagined. What!
Had this man lost the power of seeing his own
image as it was reflected there before him ?
and, in its place, was there the image of an-
other? Had ho changed reflections with some
other man ? * The frightfulness of the thought
struck me speechless for a time; then I saw
how false an impression my silecnco was con-
veying.

*¢¢ No, no, no!’ I cried, as soon as I could
sprak,—‘a hundred times, no! I see you, of
course, and only you. It was your face I
attemapted to deacribe, and no other.’

‘He sgemed not to hear me. Why, look
thero!’ ke said, in a low, indistinct voice,

, ‘and two

¢Do—you

pointing to his own image in the glass. ¢ Whose
face do you see there ?’

¢¢Why, yours, of course.” And then, after
a moment, I added, ¢ Whose do you see ?’

“ He answercd, like one in & trance, ¢ [fis,—
only his,—always his!’ He stood still a mo-
ment, and then, with a loud and terrific scream,
repeated those words, ‘ALwWAYS mis, ALwavs
w3, and fell down in a fit before me.

‘“ [ knew what to do now. Here wasa thing
which, at any rate, I could understand. I had
with me my usual small stock of medicines
and surgical instruments, and I did what was
necessary,—first to restore my unbappy patient,
and next procure for him the rest he needed so
much. He was very ill,~at death’s door for
some days, and I could not leave him, though
there was urgent need that I should be back in
London. When he began to mend, I sent over
to England for my servant—John Masey—.
whom I knew I could trust. Acquainting Lim
with the outlines of the case, I left him in
charge of my patient, with orders that he
should be brought over to this country as soon
as he was fit to travel.

‘ That awful scene was always befure me.
I saw this devoted man, day after day, with the
cyes of my imagination, sometimes destroying
in his rage the harmless looking. glase, which
was the immediate cause of his suffering, some-
times transfixcd before the horrid image that
turned him to stone. I recollect coming upon
him once when we were stopping at a roadside
inn, and seeing him stand so by broad daylight.
His back was turned towards me, and T waited
and watched him for nearly half an hour, as he
stood there motionless and speechless and
appearing not to breathe, I am not sure but
that this apparition seen so by daylight was
more ghastly than that apparition seen in the
middle of the night, with the thusder rumbling
among the hills.

‘ Back in London in his own hous, where
he could command in some sort the objects
which should surround him, poor Strange was
better than he would have been clsewhere. He
seldom went out except at night ; but once or
twice I bave walked with him by daylight, and
have seen him terribly agitated when we have
had to pass a shop in which looking-glasses
were exposed for sale.

““It i3 nearly a year now since my poor friend
followed me down to this place, to which I have
retired. For some months he has been daily
getting weaker and weaker, and a digease of
the lungs has become developed-in him, which
has brought him to his death-bed. I should
add, by the by, that John Masey has been his
constant companion ever since I brought them
together, and I have had, consequently, to look
after a new servant.

‘ And now tell me,” the doctor added, bring-
ing his tale to an end, “did you ever hear a
more miserable history, or was ever man haunt-
ed in & more ghastly manner than this man ?”

I was about to reply, when we heard a sound
of footsteps outside, and. before I could speak
old Masey entered the room, in haste and dis-
order. )

“I was just telling this gentleman,” the doc-
tor said, not at the moment observing old Ma-
sey’s changed manner, “ how you deserted me
to go over to your present master.” -

‘ Ah! gir,” the man answered, in & troubled
voice, “I'm afraid he won'tebe my master
lon ‘!) . .

Tghe doctor was on his legs in & moment,
“What ! Is he worse 2 - .

“T think, sir, he is dying,” said the old man.

‘ Come with me, 8ir ; you may boe of use if
you can keep quiet.” The doctor canght up
his hat as he addressed me in those words, and
in & few minutes Wo had reached the Compen-
sation House. A few seconds more and we were
standing in a darkened room on tho first floor,
agd I saw lying on a bed before me——pale, ema-
ciated, and, asitscemed, dying—the man whose
story I had just heard.

. He was lying with closed eyes when we caine

into the room, and I had leisure to examine his

features. What a tale of misery they told !
( Continucd on page 249,)



