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THE KING’S YARD

CHAPTER 1
MES, MILDWATER LETE HEER ROOM

THE landlord of the " Help the Lame Dog over the
Stile, by George Powditch,” leant against the door-
post of the little tavern, which in those days stood
at the corner of Havant Street, on Portsmouth
Common. The oil lamp on the counter and the
four dips in the windows made quite a brave show
of light, and the tavern was the only place of public
entertainment anywhere near the Dockyard gate;
but, notwithstanding these attractions, the bar was
empty. All the Dockyard men were gene home to
their suppers, and the inn lay not in the way of
chance customers.

Mr. Powditch, lost in thought, calculating the
amount of his brewer's bill, suddenly pricked up his
ears, for the sound of footsteps ou the cobble stones

told him that someone was walking fast along the
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8 THE KING'S YARD

Portsmouth Road. Anyone coming this road so late
must either have important business in the Yard, or
else must be one of the officers living there; such
persons were generally ready to gossip, and gossiping
is dry work unless moistened with pots of ale.

Presently the owner of the footsteps, guided by
the lights, steered a course straight for the inn, and
stopped in front of its door,

“Good evening,” said the landlord, making way
for the stranger to enter, who took no notice of the
movement, and only half turned towards Powditch
as he answered :

“Good evening, Can you tell me where [ can get
a lodging hereabouts?”

“1 can let you a bed.”

“No doubt ; but I want a room somewhere in a
private house. Perhaps one or other of the Dockyard
men would be glad of a respectable lodger,”

Mr. Powditch looked at the an for a moment
in some doubt as to his rank in life, for hiz dress
and appearance were cariously contradictory. The
strangers long, snuff-coloured cloak of fine cloth,
coming down almost to his ankles, was a garment
such as the humbler classes seldom possessed. But
then he carried no sword and wore a shocking bad
hat. The soft black felt drooped over his eyes and
half concealed his face, while a bundle hung over



