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Twenty-two Short Works

up in the tree, with its golden letters winking in the sun, ogled the
passer-by, from among the green leaves, like a jolly face, and prom-
ised good cheer. The horse-trough, full of clear fresh water, and the
ground below it sprinkled with droppings of fragrant hay, made
every horse that passed, prick up his ears. The crimson curtains in
the lower rooms, and the pure white hangings in the little bed-
chambers above, beckoned, Come in! with every breath of air. Upon
the bright  green shutters, there were golden legends about beer and
ale, and neat wines, and good beds; and an affecting picture of a
brown jug frothing over at the top. Upon the window- sills were
flowering plants in bright red pots, which made a lively show against
the white  front of the house; and in the darkness of the doorway
there were streaks of light, which glanced off from the surfaces of
bottles and tankards.

On the door-step, appeared a proper figure of a landlord, too; for,
though he was a short man, he was round and broad, and stood
with his hands in his pockets, and his legs just  wide enough apart
to express a mind at rest upon the subject of the cellar, and an easy
confidence — too calm and virtuous to become a swagger — in the
general resources of the  Inn. The superabundant moisture, trick-
ling from everything after the late rain, set him off  well. Nothing
near him was thirsty. Certain top-heavy dahlias, looking over the
palings of his neat well-ordered garden, had swilled as much as they
could carry — perhaps a trifle more — and may have been the
worse for liquor; but the sweet-briar, roses, wall—flowers, the plants
at the windows, and the leaves on the old tree, were in the beaming
state of moderate company that had taken no more than was whole-
some for them, and had served to develop their best qualities. Sprin-
kling dewy drops about them on the ground, they seemed profuse
of innocent and sparkling mirth, that did good where it lighted,
softening neglected corners which the steady rain could seldom reach,
and hurting nothing.

This village Inn had assumed, on being established, an uncom-
mon sign. It was called The Nutmeg-Grater. And underneath that
household word, was inscribed, up in the tree, on the same flaming
board, and in the like golden characters, By Benjamin Britain.

At a second glance, and on a more minute examination of his
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