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The bell rings, the eurtain rises and discov-
he actors in our little drama. A middle-
azed, stontiy built man, who would have been |
odlooking, but for the deeply graven im-
" wions of anxiety and hunger which his face
!\‘ hited: he was arrayed in an entire sait of
cotored  tights, moch darned; round his
head he wore a fillet, that had once been glow-
. Jace: but all its lustre had gone, long,
¢ ago, and it looked like a piece of dirty
vellow-ochred canvass shoes, terribly
ced and jagged, end a pair of faded erimson !
trunks, on which a tarnished spangle,
here and thete by a piece of yellow |
cad, showed that they had once been elab-
orately trimmed, completed his attire. Two
le-faced little boys, dressed, or rather |
«d, in precisely the same manner, stood |
looking oun dejectedly, yet listening with
interest to the conclusion of a dialogue between
their father and a hard-featured, elderly wo-
pan. of whom the whole family seemed to
«and inawe. These formed the group to which
| would direct your attention.
The long and the short of it is, you'll have
tarn out! I could ha'let this room, times
ften, for three-an’six, an’ here 1 only
wu half-a-crown an’ that you won't

'
ers i

T

by

Won't pay, Mrs. Niggs ?" replied the poor

Well, leastways, vou don’t pay. To be
are oonr missis eive me her bit of best gownd
terday, as a kind of security for the rent;
Us the cood o' that 7 It's nowt but a

It wus her wedding-gown,” mildly expostu-

lated the rountebank, heaving a sad sigh as

zht of tne happy sunny morting when

int the *old merina’ adorued its then gay

r t was her wedding-gown, aud poor
\znes wonldn't hike to lose it.’

* That may be; baut 'tain’t no use to me it'ud

v fit a half-starved shrimp of a woman like

But Mrs. Niggs, you've got my \\'alx-‘.n'
A trumpery, old-fashioned thing, as big asa
warn " said Mrs. Niggs.

sighed the poor

It was dear grandfather’s,

Tain't worth half-a-surring. T know,’ return-
1t nevolent Niggs; ‘ 'an 1 want
veeks’ rent of you this very day. Now don't
‘tali’s no mse; it won't fill my
ney T want.  Why don’t you

with them two You said vou
» nowt vesterday an’ the day before for
ram: it don't rain to-day.’
“Wlhy, certainly, it dosen’t rain to-day
<aid the father, walking to the window
bing a pane of glass with his arm, to
wroughfare for his eyesight: ‘it doesn’t

t looks terribly dark, there'd be
wifall of some sort—either rain or snow,

wking apprehensively towards his thin-
children—* it's bitter cold!’

' ‘cold, do you say?

She had

shawl-

seven

v no more!
wkoets t's

lads ?

asif

Cold,” retorted Niges:
I dou't find it cold.’
rm cloth dress, a large woolen
f, and thick double-soled boots
t ain't cold for the time o’ year; fine
weather, I call it—make the boys
y be out in it
But." said their father, ‘ they haven't broke
eir fast vet; and'——
It's only twelve o'clock,’ interrnpted the
idlady, * an’ many's the good chris-
as o !' had their breakfast yet, let
sone mountebanks an’ the uneddicated scum,
shich I looks on as hathings! What matters
von take your lads out afore their
or arter 7 You shouldn’t indulge

i s " ’
ppetites overmuch

¢ father glanced at the attenuated
< of his young ones, and replied only by a
raful shake of his head—the childrea star-
z earnesrly at Mrs. Niges, as if wondering
notions of * indulrence’ might be. A
v loaf and a jug of water had been the
rovision within the walls of their wretch-
aarret for the last four-and-twenty hours;
morsel of the bread nad been demol-

¢ supper the night previous
ided Niggs, as a single dab
t door-—* there's the zal with

from the baker's. 1

13

was

e stree

and taters

far 1 b

ate my victuals ¢

nd what I've said, Mr. Thing

't pay up like a man, afore T
1 go! Take them litile creeters
streets, an’ see if they can’t carn a
s you call it—beg a trifle, as 1 eall it:

as good. Grumble
weather, indeed! Why, for the time
— Drat that gal! she's left
rajar, an’ the dranght comes up them
zh to cut a body in two —u-u-gh’
z and shivering, Mrs. Niggs lamp-
; to scold the * gai " and
nis to solace herself with a pint of hot
substantial dinner, the steam
nz smell whereof ascending to the
}

way the money’s

the

lown stairs
I a gcood
s
wd away from his

r to meet their looks
when

hungry chil-

S0 he
1 }-"D;»fv‘ o excited or
anhappy, or hungry, perhaps:
w, he was all once. First
the dir ¥ window aforesaid, za-
heavy clouds, then down at
ving mournfally to himself: “There
., for the pavem

and that's always a sign’ Then
almost empty grate, put on the |

¢ morsel of coal, fanned it with
Wio a tiny flame, than back again

%, then again to the cheerless fire-
iZeling about, snd busying himself
{tie matters as sweeping the hearth
* )¢ shaky mantle-piece witha remnant |
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low, ricketty wooden chair before the miserable
attempt at a fire, saying, in as cheerful tone
as he could muster: ‘ Mother’ll be coming in
soon, my lads, and then’

‘Aund then, will there be bretfas, daddy
asked the youngest boy.

‘ Yes, yes, Midgkins; at least, I hope there
will.’

Here the poor fellow took the boy on his
knee, drew Alfy towards him also, and tried
to beguile the time until mother should come,

by hearing them repeat the little songs and

and admire their performance. Indeed, had a
few spectators been, by some wonderful chance,
collected in any such locality, the police would
certainly bave interfered with the customary
gruff * Move on there!” After threading in-
numerable intricate passages, and tortuous by-
ways, with which the mountebank seemed per-
fectly familiar, our little party emerged into a
large open square—in former times used as a
hay-market—which,being surrounded by work-
men’s cottages, was a place where, perhaps, an |
audience might assemble; so father began to |
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nile auditors as warm an interest as ever ;
and many were the sensible remarks aod per-
tinent questions to which they gave rise.—
Formerly, when the children were too young
to be amused in this manner, the mountebank,
in providing for a business excursion, would
purchase some comfits or peppermint lozengers,
and, after walking so long, that symptoms of
weariness began to exhibit themselves in the
slackened pace of the little pedestrians, he
would scatter sweetmeats here and there on the
road at short intervals, and the children, for-

hymns which that mother loved to tcach | beat the dram with ail his might, Alfred star- | getting their fatizue, would follow quickly to

them.

 tled the neighborhood with the clash of cym- | secure the tempting prize ; and when the stock

‘Now, Midgkins, it's your turn, said the | bals, and little Midgkins shook his tiny square | of confectionary was exhausted, they would

father, after Alfy had gone through his little | of carpet, by way of giving ‘note of prepara- | race with as much eagerness after a ball thrown |
hoard of knowledge, and yet no mother, and | tion’ to passers-by. The drum and cymbal | by father in their onward path, as ever was |
i overture continued for full ten minutes before | maniiested by jockey when competing for the
Accordingly the child began to recite, and | any condescended to notice the efforts of the | Derby.

no breakfast.

prettily too, that infant favorite, The Busy Bee, | performers. Three or four workmen having | the place of the comfits and the ball.

but when he came to, ‘with the sweet food,’ |
&e., his voice failed him, the tears started into '
his eyes, and he wept loudly and bitterly, with
his pale tiny face hidden in his father’s breast.
At this moment a weary step was heard slowly
ascending the cracking stairs.

‘ Mother, mother!” shouted Alfy who sprang
to open the door. Little Midgkins's eyes |
brightened up; his father set him gently down
and hastened to meet his wife and release her |
from the burden of a baby some ten months old
which she carried with great diflicaity, for the
woman was slight and pale, half-starved, and
half clothed. The most carsory glance might
serve to inform yon that she was indeed the
mother so anxiously waited for; she was so
like her boys. The same expression of patient
endurance was on her loug thin face and in her
meck blue eyes. A girl, who might have seen
two summers, toddled in, clinging to her gown.
The child’s nose was red, her cheeks blue, and
her eyves were filled with water; it was evident
indeed, from the appearance of both the chil- |
dren, and the mother too, that the morning
was inteusely cold.  Alfy met his sister, took |

| off her lilac cotton bounet, which, long inno-

cent of starch, flapped uneasily ever her fore- |
head.” e next divested her of an old, coarse,
brown overcoat, made originally by mother for
Midcekins to wear over his fleshings, but which
Lucy had on becanse her own green stuff pe-
lisse had last weck been converted into a din-
ner Strangely enough the fire seemed to burn |
brichter as soon as mother entered the room !

She sat down: Midgkins climbed oun ber lap:

Alfy took posession of a low stool, seated Lucy
on his knees, and began chafing her poor half- |
frczen hards and feet; while father uontied |

baby’s clouk and hood—put on ceriainly more |
for appearance sake than for warmth, four
voung mounntebanks in suceession having worn
them completely threadbare.

‘No use your long walk, I know, Agnes,’|
said father

‘Very little. The guardians gave me a
shilling, and told me—not gruffiy, but as if |
they were sorry to say it to me, for they look-
ed pitifully at the poor babes—they told me
that the torn-out and the lock-ont together
had made matters so bad that in justice to
their own townsfolk, they oughtu’t to have
ziven me even that, and that I musu’t trouble
aain’

On the mention of a shilling, Alfy quietly
filled the small tin kettle, and set it on the
now sparkling fire, slipped on his overcoat and
cap, and then nodded to mother, who of course
understood him to mean: ‘ I'm ready to go to
the shep.” She popped the coin into his hand,
and away he trotted on his joyful errand.— |
During his short absenee, what preparations |
Midgkins and Luey made! how they bastled
about: how they set out the odd cracked cups |
and sancers, the two battered leaden tea-spoons
and the old broken-sponted brown tea-pot!— |

them

| cottages.

" this end ~f the town.’

| summons, away walked the workmen.

just dined, then sauntered to the doors of their
respective dwellings) where they stood a while,
leisurely smoking their pipes and enjoying the
fresh air: a few children, too, attracted by the
noise, formed into a group to witness the pro- |
ceedings of the professionals; and a young |
woisuin with an infant in her arms leaned out |
of an upstairs window of one of the adjacent |
Father cast his practised ecyes |
around, connted heads, and shrugged his shoul- |
ders. lHe drummed away for another five |
minutes, and then took another survey of his |
audience, but without any satisfactory result,
if one might jodge from the rueful expression
of his countenance; however, he muttered to
himself: * We must make the best of it, I sup- |
pose; it's the only likely place for a pitch at

Giving a sort of sideways nod to the boys,
they took the cne from him with great alacrity, |
divested themselves of their coats and prepared |
to dazzle and delight all beholders with the '
splendor of their wardrobe, and the combined
grace and agility of their movements. Un-
luckily, just as these preparations were com-
pieted, ding dong, ding dong, went the large
bell of the nearest factory, and, obedient to its'
A mo-
ment after was heard the tinkling of » school-
bell, wherenpon ‘ with uowilling steps and
slow,” as if sorry to be thus deprived of the |
expected sight, the admiring scholars moved |
off. Father and boys, perceiving that no |
chance remained of earning even the smallest
pittance, made ready for their departare. Just
as they were walking sadly away, the yoang
woman at the window called out: ‘ Bide a bit:
I've summat for the little Jads.’ Presently oat
she came bringing a jug of hot tea and some
thick slices of bread and butter, saying, ‘ You |
mun eat this, and take this tea before you go |
any further, poor things! You'll do but little |
to-day for it's beginning to snow,and yon can’t |
act in the wet streets. God help you! There!
Stop a bit,” she exclaimed, as Alfy gave her |
the empty jug—* Stop a bit!" She ran upstairs
and retarned with an old scarlet muffler and a
green cotton neck-tie, which she gave to the |
mountebank to wrap round the children’s |
throats. He received them with many expres- |
sions of gratitude—so much kindness was some
thing rather unnsnal. ‘I'se sure vou're heartily
welcome,” said the friendly giver ; ‘I wish |
could do more for yon; but my man's oue of
the turn-outs, and we've now't but the c’lection
brass to live on. Good-luck to you, master, |
and to vour pretty lads, wherever you go. Ah!|

| there’s no knowing what one’s own poor little |

‘uns may come to in this hard world’ Here !
she hugged her baby fondly to her bosom; and |
nodding a kina farewell to the street-artistes, |
she disappeared. Perchance, comfortable read- |
er, you wonder how these children coald find |
an appetite to enjoy a second meal so soon |
after their breakfast; bat, remember, these |

The sixth milestone was greeted by the
youngsters as a friend, for it told them that
half their journey was accomplished ; but fa-
ther appeared uneasy : he looked with dismay
at the heavy black clonds overhead, and at the
thickening snow ; it had fallen gently all the
afternoon, bnt now it began to assume a
threatening aspect. He stopped suddenly in
the most interesting portion of ZT%he Thrifting
Heir, which he was relating, and felt irresolute
whether to return even then, or to go forward.
After a brief pause, he chese the latter alter-

| native, for as he argued mentally, to retarn

without having any part of the rent to proffer
to Mrs. Niggs, would only provoke her to carry
into immediate execution her threat of turning
all the family into the streets ; whereas, if he

| went on to the fair, his wife and the younger

children would at least be certain of a roof to
shelter them—and that was something in such
inclement weather. Setting this out of (ques-
tion, his little party was half way to its place
of destination. To be sure, the remaining half
lay across a barren moor, where there were no
hedgerows or walls to screen the travellers
from the weather. What of that? He'd
carry Midgkins ; and then he and Alfy could
walk faster than they had done previously and
wounldn't teel the cold. Pursnant to the reso-
lution, he took the tired little one, mnothing
loath, in his arms, althongh encumbered as he
was by the very large drum, it was a trouble-
some matter to manage this additional weigzht.
Still be toiled on, sapport ing Midgdins on one
arm, and leading Alfy as quickly onward as he
could, while thicker and faster fell the snow-
flakes, and gradunally and more feeble hecame
the boy's steps ; and Midgkius nestled in his
father's bosom, overpowered with the extreme
cold, fell fast asleep.

‘ Come, my boy, step out and let ns get under
cover ; it’s going to be a fearful nicht! Lucki-
ly, the first house we come to in glinthorpe,
is the Traveller's Rest: and a kindhearted body
is Mrs. Dawson, that keepsit : she'll not re-
fuse to let you and Midgkins sit by the kitchen-
fire, while I look for Tom Whitlock, and settle
matters with him. Walk as fast as you can
—there's a good boy !’ )

This the mountebank said in an anxions,
husky tone of voice, for the blinding snow pre-
vented his discerning anything likely to prove
aguide ; a thick darkness was spreadins all
round, and the unbappy man felt a dire fore-
boding of evil.

‘Indeed, father,” feebly replied the ehild,
‘I do walk as fast as ever [ can : but I've lost
my shoes in the snow, and I am so fired, and
so cold, and so rery drowsy. 1 wish I might
lie down aud take a sleep.’

Tne mountebank made no reply to this ;
but he clasped the boy's hand convulsively and
still endeavored to urge him forward. In what
direction they were going he knew not, yet
hoped for the best. At length, after wander-

Father meantime recounted the particulars of | boys had existed in a state of semi-starvation | ing ahout on the desolate, snow-clad waste for

Mrs. Niggs's visit, which grieved his wife, al- |
though it did not surprise her. Laden withl
a loaf, tea, sugar, and two red herrings, Alfy |
returned, and the whole family—in spite of |
landladies and turn-outs, and the cold weather |
—enjoved a hearty meal: babkins (baby I
mean) tacking in wonderful quantities of weak
tea and sopped bread. Poor fellow! the ma-
ternal nourishment maust needs have been but
scanty.

Breakfast over, evervhody looks more lively:
father thinks that, ‘ after all, the snow mayn't
come to-day:” mother fancies ‘ the weather's
milder than it was two hours ago:’ and the
bovs button on their coats.

“ Well, well, we mast even try onr luck,’
savs the mountebank: we must see if we can't
xet as far as Egzlinshorpe: there's a fair held
there to-morrow. It's no use trying the town
again; what with the strike and the dearness
f food, poor folks can’t give, and the rich ones
never stop to look at us. Keep up yoor spir-
its, Agnes; perhaps we may make a pitch at
village on the road; and if we do, I'il
send vou haif of whatever we get; so ook out
r.

» saving he strapped a drom round his
waist over a miserable ragged gray coat, and
pinned a little square of worn carpeting over
Midgkins shoulders; Agnes tied her own cot
ton shawl ronnd Alfy, kissed her boys, said
good-bye to them and tather, but still seemed
to linger about them; and when they were
quite ready for a start, she laid baby ou the |
bed, followed them down stairs, kissed them
thrust the remains of the loaf into
Alfy's pocket, and whispered to him: ‘ Be kind
to little Midgkins ¥  Mother watched her
treasures in their progress down the street;
and when they were quite out of sight, she
tarned away with a heavy heart to her infant
charge in the zarret. Poor mother! why was
her rt so heavy 7 Often and often had she
been separated from ber husband and the boys
for three or four days at a time, while they
parsacd their ealling. Why, then, was ber

¥

beart so heary !

some

NY

once more,

. THE MOOR.

Ou they weot—the mountcbank and his
boys—throach dirty, poverty-stricken lanes— |
on, on, through dark, dejected looking courts |
and narrow alleys where father thought it just
possible they might raise a few pence. In
front streets and bustling thoroughfares, he

; aud, finally, seiting a | was aware that pove would Le tempted to stop

all their Lives; and in such cases the cnringl
for food is incessant. l

‘It's useless to go home without money |
thoaght the poor moantebank. ‘I could no !
more face Mrs. Niggs than I could face a tiger; |
so, we'll step on, best foot foremost; and if the |
weather doesn’t turn out rery bad we can be |
at Eglinthorpe by five o'clock. Tom Whit-!
lock’s sure to be there with his tumbling-booth;
he'il be glad of us, and pay us well too, for
the fair-day. Let's make a start, boys! Come!
Cheerily, ho!” Thas monologuing, and leading
Midgkins by the hand, he tarned his back on
the town, with little Alfy bringing up the
rear. At the outset of the journev, the young-
sters were lively enough, and prattled on, in
childish fashion, about ‘ what they'd do when
they were older; what pains they'd take with
their posturing and vaulting; and how they'd
get a sitaation in some grand circus, where an
immense amoant of salary would be theirs; and
how joyfully thev'd give it all to father and
mother, who should never be ragged or hun-
gry any more.

The mountebank smiled on them compas-
sionately as he listened : he remembered that
long years gone by, iz, too, bad thonght and
spoken in the same strain. Alas for haman
hopes and resolves ! Aus parents had died in the
parish workhoase ! Not that he was nawill-
ing to assist them—not that he lacked affection
towards them —but few and far between had
been his opportunities of assisting them ; for
he had not been fortunate in a profession,
which is, at best, a precarious one. True, he
had seen others, with a very limited amoant of
talent and iwdastry, get forward in the race of
life—rise in the world, and attain a hizh posi-
tion in their calling ; but his career had been
an uasuccessful oune ; and thoagh it woald '
have been the pride of his affectionate heart to
have cherished the declining years of his aged
parents, it was not to be; and, as I said before,
they died in the workhouse.

“ Cheerily, ho, Alfy ! Gire me your hand,
and I'll help you along.” So father led both
boys ; and when they had walked nearly five
miles, and begun to look tired, to their great
delight he opewed his inexhaustible budget
ot oft-repeated tales, to lighten the tedions-
pess of the jonrmey. First, he related the
anecdote of Alfred the Great and the burned
cakes ; then the story of William Tel! ; after
these came the fable of the shephend boy and
the wolf—all of which, thouach heard for the
tweuticth time i least, awakeved in the juve |

nearly two hours, withont meeting a living
creature—the fury of the storm increasing and
the cold, as the day wore on, becoming yet
mcre intense, he yielded to the faiut entreaties
of poor Alfy, * to sit down and rest just a lit-
tle while.’ He sat down with both the chil-
dren on his knees, Midzkins still slambering
but not peaccfully, as happy childhood sleeps:
his teeth chattered. he moaned incessantly and
trembled from head to foot. Alfy was paie,
foot sore, exhausted. In this terrible strait,
what was the bewildered father to do? Shiv-
ering as he was with cold, the agony of his
mind cansed streams of perspiration to roll
dowa his careworn conatenance. Short time
sufficed for deliberation : be rose, took off his
coat, wrapped it aroand his boys, and placed
them in a sitting postare, sitting against the
drum.

£

‘ Now, Alfy,” said he, making a painfal ef-

1

fort to speak cheerfully, * I must
a while. Yon know I can walk
and I'll try to find my way to the
et oue to come and help r
you awl MidgKkins to the Traveller's Rest

‘ But, father, you musn’t go withont your
coat ; see what large flakes of snow are com-
ing dowa.’

‘Dou’t heed me, love,’ replied the father :
‘but try to stay awake, aud keep close to your
little brother’

‘ Yes, father, and I'll say my prayers. Mo-
ther always told me to pray to God to take
care of us if we shoald be in troable’

The idea of mother at that moment almost
overcame the mountebank ; bat he struggled
maafully with his feelings ; he embraced lov
ingly, azain and again, Alfy and the uncon-
scivus Midgkins. He conld hardiy persuade
himseif to go ; vet to stay, was to bring cer-
tain destruction en them, for the swow still
fell, amd the darkuess still increased. Alone
and encambered, he might reach E:linthorpe
very soon—pay, perhaps, at that moment he
might be close upon the village, although the
darkness obscared it from his view. Tlese
cheering hopes he tried to encourage, as il to
brace his nerves for the approachingz trial -
A trisl it was, and a heavy one, to leave his

some

Latterly, tales and songs had taken |

mon but expressive phrase, ‘ you couldn’t have
seen your hand before you.

111. THE TRAVELLER'S REST.

The door of the Traveller's Rest always
stands hospitably open, as is becoming in a
roadside house of entertainment.  On this par-
ticular  stormy night, the snow came drifting
in furiously ; and the wind, whistling along
the wide passages of the oll fashioned public-
house, disturbed the whist-players, who were
enjoying their usual evening rubber in the lit
tle bar-parlor. Mrs. Dawton, from her scane
tum (the bar,) where she sat in attendance on
the customers, observed this, and called out to
the servant :

‘ Bet, my lass, thou mayst shut the front-
{door : we shall ha’ no more visitors to-night
for certain ; no body wonld venture out in such
| a storm ; so get thy suvper, and to bed wi’
thee—thoun hast to rise early tomorrow. If
the morning turns out fine, we shall ha’ lots o’
fair day folk here by seven o'clock.’

Betty went to obey her mistress's orders,bat
immediately rushed back, screaming with ter-
ror, and erying ont : ““ A ghost, a ghost !”

she took refuge in the kitchen, slamming the |

o e ]
Joe hastened away on his mission, wkile the
doctor and Mrs. Dawson held the patient down
and tried with soothing words to calm his agi-
tation, but in vain. e trembled violently,
his eyes flashed fire, and he raved unceasingly
about his boys—his darlings ! about hanger—
poverty—snow—the workhouse—death !

Joe reappeared with the draaght; this the
doctor put into a tumbler, and applied to the
patient’s burning lips, with, * Come, drink, my
man, drink ! a glass will drown care.’

The mounntebank shook his his head ; bLut,
on hearing the landlady too add ber entreatics
to those of the doctor, he said guietly - * Well
well, Agnes, if you wish me to takeit, [ will ;
and he held ont his hand for the glass, the
contents of which he drained at once. Its
effects were instantaneous; the poor man laid
:lis head ou the pillow, and soon slept tranquil-
y
At the appointed hour the gentlemen who
had promised to relieve the watchers assembled
at the Travellers’ Rest. Mrs. Dawson, how-
ever, declared that she * didn’t feel fatigued —
that it warn’t worth while to go to bed, for

the fair-day folk would be meeting in an hour
or two, and that she would rather stay up.' —

door after her, to keep the spiritual intruder | So said the doctor too, Joe agreed with them.

at a respectful distance,
¢ A ghost ; why what does the silly wench
mean ?" said Mrs. Dawson, as she put her

knitting down, and came out of the har to as- |
certain the caunse of this extraordinary conduct. |

On arriving in the passage, she might have
echoed Betty's cry—that is, if she, too, had
been given to a belief in ghosts—for there,

leaning for sapport with one hand on each

doorpost, stood a figure ghastly to behold !'—
a man, gasping and strnggling for breath ; his

eves bloodshot, and glaring wildly aronnd ;|

his hair matted and dishevelled ; shoeless ;

and, in such a bitter night as that, wearing |
'ouly the thin garments of a street-tumbler, and | slice of bread and ham; it will do you no harm.

these satarated with snow., At last, the
mouniebank had reached the Traveller's Rest
whose friendly lamp hiad gnided him to the door.
1 ‘DBless me ! eried the landiady, * here's a
poor chap that looks as if he was dying. He’s
one of tine show-folk, I see. Come in, zood

man ; don’t stand there—come to the fire ;!

thou seems perished.

The mountebauk essayed to accept her hos-
pitable invitation ; he stazzered forward a few
steps ; nttered, in a horse whisper, the word
‘water,” when a stream of blood gushed from
his mouth, and he fell heavily, face downwards.

The house was all astir directly ; the rubber |

came to a sudden close, and, the village doc-
tor, who was one of the card-players, harried
out to the sick man’s
help of the other members of the whist-party,

assistance,

With the |

he raised the patient up, and bore him care- |

fully into the bar-parlor, where he was depos- |

ited on the sofa.  Joe Ostler and Detty, too,
now that her fears of ‘ the ghost” were dhispell-
ed, hastened to offer their services in his be-
half.

‘ Blankets made gnite hot, Betty!
water and Joe !
port-negus, Mrs. Dawson !
" Such were the doetor's
compiiance with
jisappeared  instantaneous.s
anon with the appliances above named. Es-
ery one present lending a hand, the hot blank-
ets were qnickly spread, and the insensible
form of the mountebank enveloped therein ;
his mouth and eyes were sponged incessantly
for many minutes, bat no sigus of retarning
conscionsness appeared

‘ I'm afraid the poor fellow’s gone,’ said the
sympathising Mrs Dawson

* No, no; replicd the doctor, ‘ bat he's in
imminent dangzer . he has barst a blood- vessel,
from over exertion, apparently. We'll try the
effect of the negus ;' so saying, he slowly poar-
ed a small portion of it down the patient’s
throat. With mach difficulty, the latter con-
trived to swallow it. It somewhat revived him

Warm
A glu:s of weak

sponge,

harried orders ; in
person addressed
and retarned

which, ¢

| truth flashed wpon every one present.

|

| qnick

‘ Bring breakfast, then, for the party, at my
expense,’ cried Hopkins, the exciseman; ‘ and
let it be of the best.

The landlady bustled abont, aroused Betty
to assist her, and between them they quickly
prepared a capital breakfast, to which all pre-
seut did ample justice. As the meal drew
towards a conclusion, the mountebank slowly
arose, and assuming a sitting-posture, sarvey-
ed the room and its occapants with uafeigned
astonishment.

“ Well, my man,” said the worthy docter,
* you've had a tolerably long nap; now, take
take this enp of coffee, and if you can, eat a

The poor made no answer, for he was com-
pletely bewildered, but, mechanically, he took
the cap in his hand, staring vacantly around
until he chanced to see the portly formof the
landlady who was presiding at the breaklast-
table, when with the speed and feree of light-
ning, vesterday's incidents rushed in a crowd
upon his memory. *‘ This is the Travellers’
Rest, then,” said he. *Don’t you rememher
me, Mrs Dawson ? You used to call me Bel-
phegor, because, like him, [ was a mountebank
and, like him, had a pretty wife and a family.’

‘So it is, I declare,” replied Mrs. Dawson ;
“it’s the father of them two lovely boys as
were here last fair’

At the mention of his boys, the sick man’s
face became absolutely livid with fear, and his
lips quivered as he gasped forth : “ My chil-
dren—are they safe?

There was a dead silence, for the dreadful
The
father had been compelled to leave his darl-
ings on the moor, exposed to the fary of that
terrible tempest, while songht aid in their be-
half. The doctor was the first to speak ‘“We'll
hope =0, my good friend’

‘Hope? Are they not Aere? Speak ?—
! quick ! gqnick ! You wou't answer me.
O, my boys ! Dead '—dead ! Wreteh,—in-
haman ¥

Agzain the henevolent doctor was the spokes-
man; he hastened to assare the anhappy father
that immediate search should be made—tried
to cheer him by expressing a hope—which he
certainly did not feel —that the children wouid
be fourd safe, and promised that every thing
possible should be done for them.

* It's my delight, of a shiny night, in the

| season of the year I" roared rather then sung a

1

for presently he opened his eyes, and gazed in- |

quiring'y at the anxious faces assembled roand
his couch ; the doctor took this opportunity to
administer a second dose ; aud having laid the
stranger in as easy a posture as he coald,
hezan to make his arrangements for the nizht.
Taking the patient’s dangerous condition nto
counsideration, he resolved to sit up with him
Mrs. Dawson and Joe Ostler volun
{ to watch too : and it was agreedd upon

all night

ieved by the other members of the party. —

at six in the morning, they should be re- |

Fain would the good-natared trio of the cand- |

» remained all night ; bat this the
r by no means allow ; so, with
wany Kind wishes for the invalid’s speedy re-
covery, they took their devarture.  DBetty re-
tired t and Mrs bronzht the
joct tumbier of his favorite beverage
 and water, hot | ; also a giass of strone
h f ip him to watch.'—
effect thoash: for

Joe, tired out with a hard day’s work—he was

plave

Dawson

w Joe, ‘ to

g pr xince the desiy

ostier, boots, zardener, and waiter, too, some- |
times—after tossing off the steaming potion,
leaned back in Lis chair, and fell fast asleep

-
I

Mrs. Dawson employed herself in kaitting a
stocking, sipping green tea ; the doctor, with
his feet on the i.--!wl"r‘_ WAas 0oon n]cv}vi_" mmers-
ed ir : amd the mountebank
slumbered This was the
bar parlor until three o'clock
;".t_\‘ the patient started up, seized

newspaper polities

nneasily. state of

affairs in the

a chair which stood near him, waved it

over
inally balanced it on bhis fore
le, exelaiming in a horsea voice
‘ Bravo, bravo, Alfy !
Ha, ha, ha! }

We shall soon eclinse Risley
and Sons !
1]
lurn

Bravo ! Now, little Midgkins, it's
woes 7

Now for a somersauit ! Here
Suiting the action to the wond, he was about

A ecaptial poee that !4

{ the mantlepicce : when the doetor, being m\i

{ the alert, woke Joe with a hearty kick on the

young oves in wtter darkness on that drearn

moor : but it must be. The father yiclded to | el the chair from him, and forced him to !iti
stern necessity, and with tears of agony, tore | down. !
himself from the spot, and walked aw 1y with ‘ Joe” <aid the doctar, ‘ran actoss the road: |
rapid strides. It was all goess work as to | ring the surgery-bell as lomd as vou ean till mv’
which way he was woing—all haphazard v | woans w answers 1t sewrl

being by this tme >0 dark that; to use & com

wnd tell them to

We & composinT-graur

ronsh, good natured voice, as its owner drove
to the inn-door in a light cart.

‘ There's Tom Whitlock I" exclaimed the
mountebauk, and, exerting all his strength,
he eathered his blanket ronnd him, rushed out
of the room, and opened the street-door.

* Whoy, Jem, lad, be tiat thee ?* eried the
Yorkshireman: * 1 be reet glad to sec thee,
mam ! Bat what's up ? Thee looks mortal
pale and thin ; hast been badly ¥

* Your cart—it's empty, isu't it 7" was the
harried reply.

* Ay, for sare” said Tom. ‘T unloaded it *
zoods down’t fair groand, and now I'm for put-
ting Topsy intot” stable here.’

The party, having fo lowed the patient to
the door, now, rapidly explained matters to
Tom, who with the charactistic kindness of
his countrymen, immediately placed his vehiele
at his friend’s disposal, resumed the reins, and
wonld at once have set forth in scarch of the
little ones; bat that the doctor insisted on the
monntehank’s having some refreshment before
he started. Eat he could not; so he and Tom
were e ¢ supp ied with a dram to keep oat
the ¢2d : the exciseman lent a large blne
cloak to father ; the schoolmaster sapplied
him with a thick woollen comforter ; Joe Ost-
ter pro lnced his Sunday boots and  stockings,
and a warm-leeved waist-coat: and Mrs. Daw-
son contribated a pair of tronsers and a hat
that had belonged to her late hasband. The
doctor having declared that nnless his patient
consented to put these things on, he shoald be
detained by main force, the monntebauk re-
lnctantly consented to allow Joe to equip him
in them, althoush his impatience during the
operation amounted to agony. Ina few min-
utes his hasty toilet was completed ; Joe as-
sisted him into the cart ; the doctor farnished
with wine aud other restoratives, took his
seat; and the cstler threw in a bundle o! horse-
cloths and a spade.

‘Now, Tnln::,'ﬂul Jazs as f||li(‘t as thee canst ¥
shoutesd Tom; but the depth of snow rendered
speed impossible.  All the inmates of the
Travellers’ Rest, except its mistress, followed ;

| not a word was spoken ; snspense is zenerally
(silent. The travellers had proceeded nearly

| to preeipitate the chair across the room, and |
! throngh a larze lookine-alyss whieh hungz over |

four miles withont finding any traces of these
whom they sonzht, when suddenly the mounte-
bank, who had hitherto been perfectly motion-
less—if we except a quick, nervous twitching

ry ;\hi:\s, and, by their united efforts, they wrest- | aboat the corners of his mnnth—hlsﬁly clutch-

ol the doctor’s arm, whispering, * See ! see’! —
there ” The dector looked in the direction
indicated by his patient, but shook his head.
The dim eray of the morning presentes] noth
unbroken smface of
530w RIS visiou was vot harpened by parectal

mr to his zaze It o

~




