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ST. I1VES,

CHAFTEPR. L

T BECOME THE OWNWERE OF A CLARET-COLOURED CHARE.

WhAT with packing, sighing papers, and partaking
of an excellent cold supper in the lawyer's room, it was
past two in the moming before we were rexdy for the
road. Romaine himself let ns out of a wingow In g
part of the house known e Rowley: it appeare it served
as a kind of postern to the servants’ hall, by which
{when they were in the mind for a clandestine evening)
they would come regularly in and out; and I remember
very well the vinegar aspect of the lawyer on the receipt
of this piece of information-——how he pursed his lips,
jutted his eyebrows, and kept repeating, “This must be
seen to, indeed! this shall bhe barred toe-morrow in the
morning!” In this precccupation, I believe he took leave
of me without observing it; our things were handed out;
we heard the window shut behind us; and became in-
stantly lost in a hornd intricacy of blackness and the
shadow of woods.
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A little wet snow kept sleepily falling, pausing, and
falling again; it seemed perpetually beginning to snow
and perpetually leaving off; and the darkness was in-
tense. Time and again we walked into trees; time and
again found ourselves adrft among garden borders or
stuck like a ram in the thicket. Rowley had possessed
himeelf of the matches, and he was neither to be terri-
fied nor softened. “No, I will not, Mr. Anne sir,” he
would reply. “You know he tell me to wait till we
were over the ‘il It's omly a little way now. Why,
and I thought you was a soldier, too!® I was at least
a very glad soldier when my valet consented at last to
kindle a thieves’ match. From this, we easily lit the
lantern; and thenceforward, through 2 labyrinth of wood-
land paths, were conducted by its uneasy glimmer.
Both booted and preat-coated, with tall hats much of a
shape, and laden with booty io the form of a despatch-
box, a case of pistals, and two plump walises, 1 thought
we had very much the look of a pair of brothers return-
ing from the sack of Amersham Place

We issued at last upon a country by-road where we
might walk abreast and without precaution. It was nine
miles to Aylesbury, our immediate destination; by a
watch, which formed part of my mew ontfit, it shouid
be about half-past three in the moming; and as we
did not choose to arrive before daylight, time could
not be said to press. 1 gave the order to march at
ease.

“Now, Rowley,” said 1, “so far so good. You have
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come, in the most obliging manner in the world, to carry
these valises. The question is, what next! What are
we to do at Aylesbury? or, more particularly, what are
you? Thence, 1 go on a journey. Are yom to accom-
pany me™

He gave a little chuckle. “That's all setiled already,
Mr, Anne, sir,” he replied. “Why, I've got my things
here in the valise—a half a dozen shirts and what not;
I'm all ready, sir: just you lead on; you'sf see”

“The devii you havel” said L “You made pretty
sure of your welcome ™

*If you please, sir,” said Rowley.

He looked up at me, in the light of the lantern,
with a boyish shyness and triumph that awoke my con-
science, I could oever let this innocent invoive himself
in the penls and difficolties that betet my course, with-
out some hint of warning, which it was a matter of
extréme delicacy to make plain epough 2od not too
plain.

“No, no,” said I; “you may think you have made
a choice, but it was blindfold, and you must make it
over again. The Count's service is 2 good cne; what
are you leaving it for? Are you not throwing away the
substance for the shadow? No, do not answer me yet.
You magipe that [ am 2 prosperous nobleman, just
declared my uncle’s heir, on the threshold of the best
of good fortune, and, from the point of view of a
judicious servant, a jewel of a master to serve and



