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CHATTER L

115.,74. midpight bell had telled out from
SN the city clocks, and its sound was still
vibrating on the air: the hush of night had
fallen upon the crowded thoroughfares, and fow
steps were to be heard, sava thosa of the police-
men treading their beats, or here and there
some band of drunken revellers returning home
after a night's caromse. Three or four such
were walking with unsteady steps down tha
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Canongate of Edinburgh, and, suddenly stopping
at the top of one of those narrow wynds which
open from if, some coarse jokes were exchanged
with one of their number, who then left his
companions and turned down the wynd He
had evidently been drinking deeper than the
rest, and it was with difficulty that he kept his
footing as he staggered down the dark, narrow
lane. He began some drinking song in a loud
voice, but soon broke down in the tune; then
he suddenly etood gtill, and, with drunken
gravity, seemed to remember something. “Why,
bless me,” he said to himself, “they sent me
for the doctor, and I'm sure T only stopped a
minute to get a gill o’ whisky; but somehow
it's a deal later than I thought for. Why, it
was just in the gloaming that I went out, and
now it’s as dark as pitch; I can't make it out.”
Then, striking hiz forchead as if to help hie
recollection, and muttering an cath, he entered
a dark passage, end mounted a steep, narrow,
filthy stair, the smell of which would have
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sickened any one less wsccustomed to it
Stumbling et almost every step, and uttering
dreadful ocaths at each stoppage, he reached
the top landing at Isst, and, after some fumb-
ling, lifted the latch of eme of the doors that
opened from i, and entered the miserable attic
which he called his home,

It was n pitiful sight that met his eye as he
opened the door; but when did the habitual
drunkard ever feel pity or penuine love? The
attic had a sloping roof, which, being consider-
ably out of repair, occasioned dark green
blotches hera and there upon the walls, show-
ing where the rain had dripped in on wet
days. The small window could scarcely be
said to be glazed, for more than half of the
panes had been broken, and replaced hy brown
paper pasted om, or by rags stuffed into the
holes. Thera was no furniture in the room,
unless a rickety table with only two legs and
a-half, which rested apainst the damp wall,
and a small three-legged stool, could be digni-
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fied by that name. The very smallest possible
fire smounldered in the bottom of the rusty
grate, filling the room every now and then
with smoke, as the cold November wind
blew in fitful gusts down the chimney; and a
farthing dip-candle, stuck into a bottle, lighted
up the dreary scene.

Melancholy, however, a4 were these outward
surroundings, it was the human element in the
picture that gave it such inexpressible sadness.
Lying upon a bundle of straw in one corner of
the room was a young woman of four or five
and twenty years of age. It was evident at a
glance that she had been very pretty; but
anxiety, want, and sorrow had stamped deep
lines on the young forehead and once fair
cheek, She was deadly pale, and with the
scanty ecovering of an old torn blanket, tried
to shiold herself and a new-born infant from
the cold. By her side, on the three-legged
stool already mentioned, =at an old woman,
with another new-born baby on her knee,



