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black, you know her well. And the other
is a little thing I picked up on the coast
last night.”

“Ha, ha ! you pick up children where
you put them, I suppose. But take them
indoors and be done with them. Cubs
to come with a wreck ashore, a noble
wreck ashore, I'say! But come you down
again, fisherman Dyo.” He ysed the word
“fisherman” with a peculiar stress, and a
glance of suspicion at my pockets. “Come
you down again, Dyo dear. | shall want
you to help me against those thieves from
Kenfig.  Bring my other gun from the
clock-case, and tell the boys to run down
with their bando-sticks, 1] warrant we'll
clear the shore between us ; and then,
good Dyo, honest Dyo, you shall have
some—you shall, you dog. Fair play,
Dyo; fair share and share, though eve
stick is mine of right.  Ah, Dyo, Dyo,
you cunning sheep’s head, you love a keg
of rum, you dog.”

This 1 knew to be true enough, but
only within the bounds of both honesty
aud sobriety. But so much talking had
made his brain, in its present condition,
go round again ; and while T was think-
ing how far it might be safe and right to
come into his views, his loaded gun began
wagging about in a manner so highly dan-
gerous, that for the sake of the two poor
children I was obliged to get out of his
way, and, looking back from g safer dis-
tance, there I beheld him flourishing with
his arms on the top of a sand-hill, and
waving his hat on the top of his gun, for
his sons to come over the warren

Moxy Thomas was

very kind ; she

She stripped the
two wet children at once, and put them
each other warm,
] snugly simmering
I amilk-pan of hot water with a little
milk for the sake of their skins.  Bunny
Wwas heavy and sleepy therein, and did
nothing but yawn and stretch out her
arms. - Bardie, on the other hand, was
ready to boil over with delight and liveli-
ne§sl,( flashing about like a little dab-
chick,

“Old Davy,” she said, as I came to see
er at her own invitation, and she sat
quite over Bunny, “I'll a have a ickle
dop?” With the water up to her neck,
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she put one mite of a transparent finger
to my grizzled mouth, and popped a large
drop in, and laughed, until I could have
worshipped her.

Now, having seen these two little dears
fast asleep and warmly compassed, I be-
gan, according to Evan's order, to ask
about the boys, not having seen any sign
of them. Moxy said that Watkin went
out to look after his five brothers about
an hour after I had left, and in spite of
the rain and lightning. She had tried in
vain to stop him : something was on his
mind, it seemed ; and when she went up
to attend on his father, he took the op-
portunity to slip out of the kitchen,

Now, Moxy having been in the house,
and the house away from the worst of the
storm, being moreover a woman, and
therefore wholly abroad about weather, it
was natural that she should not have even
the least idea of the jeopardy encounter-
ed by her five great sons in the warren,
Enough for her that they were not at sea,
Danger from weather upon dry land was
out of her comprehension,

It wanted perhaps half an hour of dusk,
and had given over raining, but was blow-
ing a good reef-topsail gale, when I start-
ed to search for the sons of Sker.  Of
course I said nothing to make their
mother at all uncasy about them, but
took from the clock-case the loaded gun
(as Evan had commanded me), and set
forth upon the track of young Watkin,
better foot foremost. For he was likely
to know best what part of the warren his
five great brothers had chosen for their
sport that day ; and in the wet sand it
was easy to follow the course the boy had
taken.

The whirlwinds had passed before he
went forth, and the deluge of rain. was
aow soaked in, through the drought so
long abiding. But the wind was wailing
pitifully, and the rushes swayed wearily ;
and the yellow baldness, here and there,
of higher sand-hills, caught the light.
Ragged clouds ran over all, and stream-
ers of the sunset ; and the sky was like a
school let loose, with the joy of wind and
rain again. It is not much of me that
swears, when circumstances force me 3
only a piece, perhaps, of custom, and a

piece of honesty. These two lead one
astray sometimes; and then comes disap-




