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2W THE CROMABOO MAIL CARRIÉX

a walking fiméral, with never a" hat band or m*ark of moming, and
he expressed something of this feeling to Miss Paxton, as, they were

driving home together the da wing the int ent.
"You foolish Robert, she said, didn't he tell us to rejoice

and not moum, to, thank God that he is free. Mourning is very well
for an unrepentant sinner-and the andertakers Must live" poor fel-

lows-no bl is too deep fôr the loss of a soul, bui for a sufféring
saint, who escaped fromhis mortal prison, theré is nothing to

Moura about; our sorrow is jýst selfieh."
I know I am selfish, but I do miss him w m-*uch. I have such a

respeét for him,'the déar 'ld'masteýr, that it would have comfbrted
me to, have a black band."

Then you shall have one, Robert,-" said -ýi1àry, with a smile,
and-" but at thatmoment - they encountered Mr. Crutch, on his

bay poney, and the sentence was never finished.
Robert drew in his h, orses and asked him. if he thought they would,

find Mr. jibb at honie.
Ye&, replied the Reverend Peter, with a sly twinkle of his bright

hawk-like eye, Il 1 have just left him, and you will find hirn under his
his own vine and fig-tree what lie planted," and lie cantered on, and
they turned up to Mr..Jibb's house, Robert explaining that he was

a first-class hand at paneling but àn ugly old beggar to-deàl with-11
They found hirn standing at his door,- with his arms a-kiýnbo; a

short and burly man, clothed in a blue shirt, the sleeves rolled to the
shoulders, -displaying his hairy arms, which were as sturdy and mus-

cuW as a crôcodile's fore legs. Brown derry 'frowsérs, and a striped
-bed-.tick apron, co:mpleteý his dress. Heý had a short neck, and a

large head -covered with a thatch of thick iron-gray hair, a large,,
coarse face with a weeWs growth of stubbly beard upon ît, the most
rernarkable féature being a very long uppeýr li'p. There he stoo(l,
John jibb, the richest and most successful man in Cron-dboo, look-
ing at the new corners with more curiosity than courte"-

Good evening, ý'-Mr. said Robert; 111 doyou want a job?»
I dodt know as I da," teturnéd the persoù addressed.

Mary now spéke, and courteously told nature of her busi-
ness, her intention of turning the barn into a house, and what she

wSld want him to do,, asking what wages he would require, 'and if
she should pay him by the day or by the job.
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