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SAM NAYLOR.

A TA LE 0F ME7WODISMil IN THlE BLA CK CO UITR Y.

BY MRS. AMELIA E. B3ARR.

S,%xit NAYLOR, was the hiero of Picardy Green. 1 do not know
why it wvas ca lied "Green." Perhiaps thcere hiad been pleasant
fields there once; but when Sami lorded it over the long rows of
blackened cottages it wvas covered witli heaps of calcined shale
and cinders. Massive brick furnaces stood in its centre, the cruel,
flaring flames craw%ýling Up its sides, while from underneathi
trickled sluggishily the scoria,,. used in rnaking the black, ugly
roaids that intersected tis acre of fire and desolation.

Its inhabitants w'ere workers in coal and iron, and long beeni
regarded as a peculiarly wicked and degraded cIass. But, whait-
ever tbey were, Sai *n ivas king among tlieni, and few men in
Picardy Green would have cared to say c, no " to Sain's cyes."l

One miorning in the auturn of 1830, when the sky wvas brightly
blue above the blacek, fiery plain, Sani started for the works. Ucl
vvas a gigantic fellow, able to swing a, haînmer tliat no othcr îwai
could lift, and as hie stalked along in bis leathier suit withi an
enormnous bull-dog at bis side, lie ~'sthe very ideal of a modern
Cyclops.

Passing througlb thiat part of the village wliere the few trades-
-people lived, lie met a collier toward wbomn lie liad a. particular
dislike-a dislike which the nîen'sdogsseemied to share, for while
their masters only glowed at each other the brutes flew to battie
at once. In a very few minutes, howvever, the men were ciiii-
lating them, and their blows and oathis mingled terribly wvit1î the
hoarse growls and tearing of the animais.

The pitincn and ironmien. of Picardy Green were reaidy fighiters.
No one nîinded their quarrels, and grenerally no one interféecd.
l3oth moen and dogs were ivont to figlit out thieir fi-lits at will, ad
spectators rether enjoyed the batties. This morning, hlowever, lu
the vcry bieiglbt of bis passion, Snnm feit a grasp on bis arm, and
turningr bastilv saw standing by him at girl wlio ivas an utter
stranger to in. Shie 'î'as verv pretty, wvith a serious, stea«.dfast
face, and a great dca 1 of thiat quaint air whicb w~e are accus-
tomed to cill ,Quakerish." But lier cyes met San's with a lookz
at o nce fearless and pitifal, and before lie could speak she said:

cYoumnust not figit-fatbier says so. Lt is very wicked."
"lloa, therel Lot-a,,-be, lassor'lltrounctiee, too. Tak'caime

0' Bully; he'Il fly at thee. Goa awvay! "


