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body was struck with my Kindness in
using such handsome terms of a riya],

The result was that Perkins lost
church-clock, which Paid him as wel]
amany two others, ha\'ing be
to the parish, and therefore
go without pushing,
2 peppery man, except when in the
pit, and what he said to Hezeki
exactly this,

“What, Perkins !
again ! “T'o repair of church-clo
and-sixpence, to ten mile
threepence per mile,"— 3

my brother “the Colonel’s, the
times you haye charged for,

church ! There ;
whistle.”
“Indeed !

my parishioners,

times you have charged for,
thing you have picked for many years,
and that is the pocket of my ratepayers,
Be off, sir-—be off with your trumpery
bill! We will have a good churchman
to do our clock-—g thoroughly honest
Seaman, and a regular church-goer.”

“Do you mean that big thief, Davy
Llewellyn ? Well, well, do as you please,
But I will thank you to pay my bill first.”

“Thank me when you get it, sir. Yoy
may fall down on your canting knees and
thank the Lord for one thing,”

“What am I to thank the Lord for?
For allowing you to cheat me thus ?”

“For giving me self-command enough
ol to knock you down, sir.” Wit that
the rector came 50 nigh him, that brother
Perkins withdrew in haste ; for the parson
had done that sort of thing to people
who ill-used him; and the sense of the
parish was always with him, Hence the
Management of the church-clock passed
entirely into my hands, and kept it
almost always going, at Jess than half

THE MAID of SKER,

our - perhaps had led me astra

as  bya monthly arrangement which reflected
€n presented

not likely to
For our rector was

pul-  me, for the sake, no doubt, of
ah was

another great 1))
ck, seven-
s’ travelling, at
nd so on, and SO
on! Why, you never came further than
last three
Allow me
to ask you a little question : to whom
did you go for the keys of the church ?”

“As if I should want any keys of the
no church-lock in the
county that [ cannot open, as soon as

So you pick our lock. Do
you ever open a church-door honestly,
for the purpose of worshipping the Iord ?
[ have kept My €eye upon you, sir, be.
cause I hear that you have been reviling

And I happen to know
that you never either opened the lock of
our church or picked it, for the last three

But one
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s and this reuniteq me

Hezekiah's price ;

to the Church (from which my poor wife

1y some little),

cqual credit on either party.

And even this Was not the whole of
the blessings that now rolled down upon
little Bar-
die, as with the ark in the Bible. For

this fine Felix Farley was the only great
author of news a4 that time prevalent
amongst us, It js trye that there wag
another journal nearer to us, at Hereford,
and a highly gocd one, but for 4 very
clear reason it failed to haye command of
the public-houses, For the customers
liked both their pipes and thejr papers
to be of the same origin, and 80 together
kindly. And Hereford sent gy no to-
bacco 5 while Bristo] Was more famoyg
for the best Virginian birdseye, than even
for rum, or intelligence,

Therefore, as everybody gifted with the
gift of reading came t(, the public-houses
gradually, and to compare interpretation
over those two narratives, hoth of which
stirred our county up, iy humple name
Wwas in their mouths a4 freely and approy-
ingly as the sealing-wax end of their pipe-
stems, Unanimous consent  accrued
when all had said the same thing over,
fifty times in different manners, and wit,
fine drawn argument) that after all; and
upon the whole, David Llewellyn was an
honour to county and to country,

After that, for at least a fortnight, ne
more dogs were set g me. When |
shoved myself over a gentleman’s gate,
in the hope of selling fish to him, it used
to be always, “ At him, Pincher 1 « Into
his legs, Growler, boy I &, tha T was
compelled to carry my conger-rod to save
me.  Now, however, and’ for a season
till my fame grew stale, I never lifted the
latch of a gate without hearing gratefy]
utterance, * Towser, down, you son of a
gun! Yelp and Vick, hold your stupid
tongues, will you?” The value of my
legs was largely understood by gentlemen,
As for the ladies and the hﬂuscmaids, if
conceit were in my nature, what a run j
would have had | Always and always
the same am I, and above even women’s
opinions.  But I know no other man
whose head would not have been turned
witha day of it. For my rap at the door




