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Us! we're all born—but those not dead, don’t

New what’s before them—and so best—and
Sure the hand that made desolate ycr nest, may
Stretch out for food yet and have none to get.

“When the Almighty made Paradise and put
the holy saints in it, and beasts and things to
€over the carth, he set the trecs to shelter them,
and the dwelling of the birds of the air—he
"nade both the one and the other; but man is
0 unjust, birdecn agra bawn! that he says,
‘L will have all the tree, though I hav'nt the
Skill 1 build a nest in it, end am obligated 1o
Ve in a mud house under it, still you shan’t
€njoy what I can’t, beeause I am a man, and
¥ou are a bird—that's man’s justice, birdeen a
@nan.” —And so he would go on for half the
€0gth of a spring day, mingling wisdom and
9“)’ together, as I never heard them mingled
s_“lCc‘ Whenever I secarook now, and some-
Umes those that reost in the old trees at Lord

olland’s, or the still older I believe, at the

Ishop’s Palace of Falham, WIng over our gar-

€0, I think of poor Jack Purcel, who interest-
“dme when a child in their movements.

Valentine’s day, he always made his quar-
'ers mo0d close to the gateway that led into the
ro"'Jker_v. He gave names to particular crows,
and affirmed that he knew them all.  As the
Season advanced, woe to the urchin who at-
mpted to ascend a tree, or pelt a crow; and

ack would watch the birds coming and going
3 a mother docs the coming and going of her

tloved children. When he saw a stcady pair
Wheel off to scek food for their young, he would
*and under the trec, and sing and talk as much
l?‘“"Sm'y nonsense to the nestlings as would de-

‘8ht a parish full of nurses.  If the birds made
2 great clamour, oras he called ita “Lobbery,”
"® would grub up a handful of earth-worms,
iscend the tree, imitate the voice of the parent
Y0ws in a most laughable manner, and having
fd e young, descend with the agility of a
sq“irrel, and then with great gravity inform the

Tooks, on their return, of the benefit he had
fonferred upon their offspring.

remember asking him, somewhat foolish-
¥, one morning—*If the crows prayed nore
on Sundays, than any other day 7!

“No, miss,” replicd Jack, “they pray as
Much every day, as Christians do on Sunday.”
L°“g observation had taught him which way

©rooks would return after a predatory ex-
eu“‘iOn, aud it was no unusual thing for Jack

Urcel to go and meet them, and shout and
®nce when the dark flock came in sight. In
h."“er. he never asked for food or raiment for

‘M3elf, byt begged unccasingly for the crows,

and if refused by the scrvants, would appeal to
the master.

“They have,” said he, on one occasion, “a
tenant's right—they war bred, born, and rear-
ed on yer honour’s cstate; and more, they
have a right to labourers’ wages, for they de-
stroyed the grub that would have destroyed the
grain.”’

I have only hinted at his fondness for, and
kindness to all things living ; but sometimes a
terrible war disturbed his mind as to what he
ought to do, under particular circumstances.
Jack was a greatmar-plot. If snares were set
by gardeners or gamckeepers for vermin, Jack
Purccl was sure to defeat their intentions by
destroying the snares; and it was no unconi-
mon thing for the cook to find the chickens,
set apartin a particular coop for immediate use,
at liberty; and yet, when they were cooked
Jack would eat them. He was often upbraid-
cd with this inconsistency, but only replicd
with his usual half laugh--half shout.

Once, having detected a weasel, at the in-
stantit had pounced upon a poor rabbit,and hav-
ing made prisoners of them both, one under
one arm, and the other under the other, he did
not cxactly know how to act.

After much deliberation, he let the rabbit go
in a clover field 5 and then sitting down in his
favourite rookery, despite the creature’s strug-
gles, he extracted the weazel's tecth with an
old penknife, and then, as we told him, left the
animal to starve.

“Well ! said he, “the times are bad, and
when all’s said and done, the Irish weazel
won’t be worse off than the Irish poor. Coct:
him up wilth freshmeat.”

It was always pleasant to met Jack in the
country roads and bohrcens,* for he was cer-
tain to say something quaint or strange.

One evening we found him gathering wild
flowcers. “Here !’ he exclaimed, “isn’t this
daisy the very moralt of Mary More, with her
round white starry face, and yalla breast knot ?
And this—this little ‘blue forget-me never,’
that’s my mothcr—my own mother that’s in
heaven—they put her in the Abbey-yard, and
say she’s in heaven. ‘The forget-ine-never’
grows round her grave—over where she’s laid
—and there are her eyes, sure enough.  Here's
the tanscy— the bitter tansey—that’s Molly the
Cook—Molly the Cook, of a fast day, in a
black lent, when she smells the meat and can’t
eat it—can’t eat it—can’t eat it And the
idea of the cook being unable to partake of the

* Lanes. i Picture.



