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The promise of such a startling reward caus-:
ed the boy to open bus eyes wider than before,
and quickened bis stops. Thatis to say, Lubin,®
advanced three paces fiom the gouseberry bush,
and beckoned me, with a sly look of intelligence, :
to enter the garden.

¢ Where be the sigpeace ?' bu said, hold “"b
out his hand, when 1 reacked bum.

¢ Here 1t 18, gisiog 1t to hum ; * but now, be-
fore we go any further, you must tell me a little
about Mr. M~——. 1 suppose be is your
master ¥’

¢ Ees,’ said the boy.

¢ And does he jay yod for griting into bis
garden and ca'ing his gousebeeries 1° said 1.

‘Ibe mmdmb the begs) sad e’ T comzin,
to driv’um out o’ the glarn.’

* But you uidn't drive them vty sad 1.
they sre touling up tue potaty 1uns.’

¢ Lo they be,’ said Luwvn, tahing up a suck,
and making a feeble pretence of drivang them
away ;¢ they hool do’t. It T driv“um out o' vne
gup, they come in at t'other.’

¢ But your master would not be pleased to

gouseberies, 1 suppuse.’

* Aw, but,’ saw the boy, *old M
got no degs, e han'c’

wider than before,

e s . ettt e

And the boy grinned.

L Nolegs I’

stir out of his chair—the old man, ke can’t.’

" she sticks a hog regular prime, Polly doo's.
*No use in ‘um. He be laid up, and can ( And she'll cut lim up to- mght too,’ he nddcd

‘Tndeed! But then it 15 still worse in you tol

» be arglecting your duty .’

i The boy grunted that be was mindiug the
hogs, but it was n5 use t> try to keep them out
Kofthe garden.

¢ Who Leeps house for your master 1' 1 mslk

d tg ko, .

*Polly Randell,’ lxo rcplxed * old master be
Polly’s grand'ther.

¢ Then it is Polly Randell T had better ask

to see,’ I said. ¢ And now show me the way
'into the liouse.’
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¢ Aw, but Polly Randell 1s at work out at
_nlough,’ saud he, moving on, and conducting me,
by a circuitous route, through the neglected
‘garden to the back part of the rambling old
farmhouse. When there, I perceived that there
.was a shorter cut to the back doar from the
steaw yard, which T bad not before observed.

adlmnngly

¢0O%, sndeed I said I, in some embarrassment,
as I was thus made acquainted with the siogular
accomplishinents of my unksowa fair cousig,
¢ But how am I to get to old Mr, M
Is there no servant within call 1’

The boy made me no answer, but, leadiog the

Twhiech ;nvt;,mth 8 response from o shrill voice
from the upper regions.

¢ Come down, too'l ye, Sal?’ he rejoined ;
‘here be a man in a tail-cwoat wants to see
master.” And saying this, Lubia disappeared
by the way he came, leaving me to wonder
what scene would next open.

Thad not long to wait. Perhaps the ¢ tail-
ewoat’ had something to do with it; but all

events, a minute did not elapso before a dirty,
slatternly girl made her appearance, and, after
bonouring me with a broad, gaping stare, con-

* These's Polly, said my gaide, pointing to o descendingly expressed her willinguess to intro-
ucld at some distange, where to my surprise, I duce me to the old farmer. 1 followed het,

* Sew saw a female figure holdiog the stilts of a plough therefore, through a long passage, and up a

‘aud swilfully, as it scemed to my wexperienced  flight of stairs intoa good-sized chamber, at one

Judgment, turning up a deep straight furrow,
winle the horses were led by a boy.

Without waiting to give any further expla-
natwn, tny guide pushed open he door, and ad-
titted me 1ato a large brick-floored washhouse,

tind yuu ncb:gclmg Jout woik, aad caliog uws The tust anélnl wlil preaented stself there was
the cateas of alirge and recently killed hog,
han't suspended, slaughter house wise, by its hind

legs to a strong hook in the rafters overhead.

‘Polly Randell stuck him, said the boy ;

end of which wasa bed, and at the otber a small
fireplace and a large easy chair, ¢ That’s the
master,’ said my introducer, pointing to a living
object in the chair, and vanishing as she spoke,
That object was my grandfather.

Greatly altered since I saw bim last, brandish-
ing his heavy whip over the shoulders cf poor
Peggy Magrath! He had been stricken with
paralysis : he was shrivelled, deaf, and tooth-

less : baldbeaded, too, I afterwards found ; but

ATy through tho wapbhouse, be raised o whoop, kil




