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shËar-p e'ye on thÉe street, ansi observed
what wvas going on. Shie wvent on actinîg
hor part very becomingly, until the mo-
mont Tom Duirfy walkccl off' îith 'Mor-
phy; but thon she could feign no longer,
and jumping Up fromn lier seat, NvitGl an
exclamation of ' The brute!' shie ran to
the door, and looked doiva the street
after them. ' The sava(,e!' sobbod the
ivido-'thei liard-hearted monster, to
abandon rue home to die-o.ll! to use me
sQ--to louve Me liko a-likoe a-thie
widlow wvas fond of similes) like an old
shoe-like a dirty giove-lik-e a-like I
don't knowv what P' (the tisuial fate of
similes.) - vister Durfy, l'Il punishi you
for this-I ivili. P said the -%icluw, withi an
enorgetie cmiphasis on tlie last veord ; andi
she marched ont of tic shop, boiling over
wvith indignation, throughi whiclh, nover-
theless, a, littie bubble of love now and
then rose to the surface ; and by the time
she reached lier own door, love predom-
iriated, and she sighed as she laid lier
band on the knocker: ' Alter ail, if the
dear fellow slîould be killec, wlîat
-ould becomec of me !-oh !-and that

w-retch, Dick Dawson, too-two of tliem.
TVhe worst o)f these m irry divils is, they
are always figlîting!'

The squire lîad riciden immcediately
homewrards, alid told Dick IDaw-son the
piece of work tlîat ivas bofore themn.

1 And so he'll have a shot ut yen, in-
stead of an action?' said Dick. ' W\ýell,
there's pluckr ini tîat ; I xvishi lie Was
more of a gentleman, for your sak-e. 1t's
dirty work, shootiig attorlieys.'

'I-e's enough of a gentleman, Dick,
to, malte it impossible for me to refiibo
him.'

Ccrtainly, ed'said Dick.
Do you know, is lie anything of z.

shot V'
' Faith. lie maltes very pretty snipo-

shootiug; but I don't know if lie lias
ex-,perience of the grass before breakfast.'

' You must try and find out from any
one on the grotind; becauise, if the poor
divil isn't a good shot, 1 wiotldn't like to
kili him, and l'Il lot hirn off easy.-lIl
give it to hlm in the pistol-amm or so.'

' 1Veyy Nel Nei. \Vhere are the
flutes? I must look over thien.'

'liere,' said the squire, producing a
very handsomoc mahogaîîy case of Bigby's
best. Dicli opened the case with the
itmost cure, and tool4 up one of tho pistols

tenclerly, handling it as delicately as if it
were a young child or a lady'.- hand.
Hie tlicked the lock back and forwards a
feîv time.s, and his ear not bceiug satisfied
at the music it î.ri>duced, he said he
shouild like to examine thomi -At ail
ovents, tViey want a touieh of oil.'

1 Moll, keep thenm ouf. of the rnisthriss's
sgIht, Diok, for slio iîiglit bo alarmect.'

'Divil a tasto,' says Diok; "lshe's
IDawson, and tiLere nover wvus a iDawson
yet that did flot knowv men must bc mon.'

1Thiat's truc, Dick. 1 -wiouldii't mmnd
so niuch if shoe wasn't in a delicate situ-
ation just noîv, wvhen it couldn't be ex-
pected of the wonian to ho so stout ; so
go, Ilie a good fWIloîv, into your own
room, and Anidy wvi11 bring you anything
youi wvant.'

Fivo minutes afier, Dick wvns engaged
in cleaningc the dnelling-pistols, and Andy
ut bis elhow, wvith biis miouth wvide openi,
w%%ondering ut tho interior of the locks
whichi Diék hiac just taken off.

IOh, rny heavens ! but that's a quare
thing-, Mýistlkor Diek, sir,' said Andy, going
to takie it u1p.

Keep yotir fingers off it, yon thief *do!'
roared Dick, making a rap) of thie tura-
screw at A~ndy*s knuckles.

' Sure l'Il save y<?u the throuble o' rub-
buti' thae-t, IMister Dick, if' you let nie;
here's the shahhy leather.'

'I 1wiouldt't let voilr clurnsv firt near it,
Andy, nor your shab>y leather, von vil-
lain, for the wvorld. Go gaet me somC oil.'

Andy -%vent on his errard. and rmturiied
tvith. a. cari of lamp-oul to Dick, who
swore at hlm for lus stupidity :'1The
divil fly away- with youi; you never do
anything right ; youi bring me lump-oul
for a pistol.

'Well, sure I thoughit lamip-Qil wa.s the
riglit thing for huLrnin'.

And who wants to baril it, you sav.
ugo 1

'Aren't you goin' to fire it, sir?'
Choke you, yout vagabqnd!P Egid Diek,

who could not resist lauiglang neverthe.
less ; ' be off, gnd get mne ýpiie sweot oi4,
buit don't tell uny one -. hat it's for.'

Andy rotired, and Dick pursued his
polishing of the locks. Why ho used
suoh a blundering fellow for a messenger
inighit ho wvondered ut, oiilv that Dio14
%vas fond of fun, and A4ndy's mistaçes
were a partieular source of vo-ntserpent to
hirn, and on ali occ4sions wheu lie co'4


