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as the * Garrick Papers,” or any other papers wha'ever. It
consists of letters from the members of the Pugsley family, giv-
iog an nccount of a manzion and farm in Lincolnshire, which thad
heen left to Mr. Pugsley, of Baclican, and to swhich the family
have reticed. The foilowing inimitable letters will speak for
themselves : —

« From Muster Richard Pugsley, to Muster Robert Regers, at

Nwmber 132, Barbican.

« Dear Bob,—Iluzza !—Here 1 am in Liocolnshire.” It's good
bye to Wellingtons and Cessacks, Ladies’ double channels Gen-
tlemen's stout calf, and ditto ditte. They've all been sol} off
under prime cost, and the old Shoe Mart is disposed of, good-
will and f(ixtures, for ever andesver. Father bas been made a
rich Squire of by will, and we've got a house and flields, and
trees of our own. Such a gacden, Bob!—It beats White Con-
duit .

*Now, Bob, I'll te!l you what Lwant. I want you to come
down here lor the holidays. Dou’t be afraid.  Ask your Sister
to ask your Mother to ask your Father to let you cume. [{'s on-
ly ninely mile. If you're out of pocket money, you can wallk,
and beg a lift now aud then, or swing by the dickeys. Futcn
cordroys, and don't care for ¢ cut behind.' ‘I'he two prentices,
George and Will, are here to be mude farmers of, and brother
Nick is took home from schoc' to help in argriculture.  We like
farming very much, it's capital fun. Us four bave got a gun, aund
go out shooling ; it's a famous goad nu, and sure to go off if" you
don’t full cock it. Tigeris to be our shooting dog as soon as he
has lefl off killinz the sheep. 1le’s a real savage, and worries
cats beautiful. Before Father comes down, we mean to bait our
bull with bim.

 There’s plenty of New Rivers about, and we're going a fi:h-
ing as scon as: we have mended our top joint. We've killed one
of our sheep on the sly to get gentles. We've a pony too, to ride
upon when we caun catch him, but he’s locse in the paddock, and
has neither mane nor tail to signify to lay hold 6f. lsn’t it prime,
Bob ? You must come. If your Mother won’t give your Father
leave to allow you,—run away. Rcmember, you tuin up Gos-
well Street to go to Lincoloshire, and ask for Middlefen Hall.
‘There’s a pond full of fregs, but we won't pelt them till you
coine, but let it be before Sunday, as there's our own oschard to
rob, and the fruit’s to be gathered on Monday.

“ 1" you like sucking raw egas, we know where the hens lay,
and mother don’t ; and I'm bouud there’s lots of bird's nests. Do
come, Bob, and I'll show you the wasp's nest, and everything
that can mauke you comfortable. [ dure say you could bLorrow
your father’s volunteer musket of him without his kuowing of it ;
but be sure any how to bring the rumrod, as we have mislaid ours
Ly firing it off.  Don’t forget some bird lime, Bob—and some fish
'hooks—und some different sorts of shot—and some gut and some
gunpowder—and a geatle-box, and seme flinte, —some Mayflies,—



