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THE MAID

fine rosy color, and eyes as black as Arch-
angel pitch.

One day, when I was moping there, all
abroad about my bearings, and no better
than water-ballasted, the while I looked
at my wife’s new broom, now carrying
cobweb try-sails, this little Bunny came
up to me as if she had a boarding-pike,
and sprang into the netting hammocks of
the best black coat I wore,

“Grand-da !” she said, and looked to
know in what way I would look at her ;
“ Grand-da, I must have sumkin more to
eat.”

“Something more to eat I” I cried,
almost with some astonishment, well as 1
knew her appetite ; for the child had eaten
a barley-loaf, and two pig’s feet, and a
dog-fish.

“ Yes, more ; more bexfass, grand-da.”
And though she had not the words to tell,
she put her hands in a way that showed
she ought to have more solid food. I
could not help looking sadly at her, proud
as I was of her appetite. But recovering
in a minute or two, I put a good face
upon it.

‘“ My dear, and you shall have more,”
I'said ; “only take your feet out of my
pocket.  Little heart have I for fishing,
God knows ; but a-fishing I will go this
day, if mother Jones will see to you.”

For I could not leave her alone quite
yet, although she was a brave little maid,
and no fire now was burning. But within
a child’s trot from my door, and down
toward the sandhills, was that famous

» ancient well of which I spoke just now,

dedicated to St. John the Baptist, where
they used to scourge themselves. The
village church stood here, they say, before
the inroad of the sand ; and the water was
counted holy.  How that may be, I do
not know ; but the well is very handy. It
has a little grey round tower of stone
domed over the heart of it, to which a
covered way goes down, with shallow
steps irregular. If it were not for this
plan, the sand would whelm the whole of
1t over; even as it has overwhelmed all
the departure of the spring, and the cot-
tages once surrounding it. Down these
steps the children go, each with a little
brown pitcher, holding hands and grop-
ing at the sides as the place feels darker.
And what with the sand beneath their
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feet, and the narrowing of the roof above,
and the shadows moving round them, and
the doubt where the water begins or ends
(which nobody knows at any time), it is
much but what some one tumbles in, and
the rest have to pull her out again.

For this well has puzzled all the coun-
tiy, and all the men of great learning,
being as full of contrariety as a maiden
courted. It comes and goes, in a man-
ner, against the coming and going of the
sea, which is only a half a mile from it ;
and twice in a day it is many feet deep,
and again not as many inches. And the
water is so crystal-clear, that down in the
dark it is like a dream. Some people say
that John the Baptist had nothing to do
with the making of it, because it was made
before his time by the ancient family of
De Sandford, who «once owned all the
manors here. In this, however, I have
no faith, having read my Bible to better
purpose than to believe that John Baptist
was the sort of man to claim anything,
least of all any water, unless he came
honestly by i

In either ¢ e it is very pretty to see
the children rc .d the entrance on a
summer afternoon, when they are sent for
water.  They are all a little afraid of it,
partly because of its maker’s name, and
his having his head on a charger, and
partly on account of its curious ways, and
the sand coming out of its “hostrils”
when it first begins to flow.

That day with which 1 begin my story,
Mrs. Jones was good enough to take
charge of little Bunny ; and after getting
ready to start, 1 set the thong of our latch
inside, so that none but neighbors who
knew the trick could enter our little cot-
tage (or rather “mine” I should say now);
and thus with conger-rod, and prawn-net,
and a long pole for the bass, and a junk
of pressed tobacco, and a lump of bailey-
bread, and a may-bird stuffed with onions
(just to fine off the fishiness), away I set
for a long-shore day, upon as dainty a
summer morn as ever shone out of the
heavens.

* Fisherman Davy” (as they call me all
around our parts) was fifty and two years
of age, I believe, that very same July, and

with all my heart I wish”that he were as
young this very day. For I never have
found such call to enter into the affairs of




