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and shall we not receive evil 17 X
shape of.death, ¢ The Lord geve, and the
Lord hath taken away ; blessed be the name
of the Lord.”

I had been reading some sweet passages
in Baxter's Saint’s Rest, and was just wrup-
piog up some little reward books for the use
of the gunday-school, when a shout reached
my ears which made me start, It was about
ten o’clock in the morning ; and when 1 went
to the door of my cottage, the village was all
in.confusion, from one end of itto the other,
There was Holling the outcher, with a
cleaver in his baud ; Richard Willis carried
& hay-fork; while Jack and Huwphrey,
without shues or stuchings, brandished their
sticks in the air, They were all running
in the same direction, and the two "Lilers
were crying, * A mad dog ! a nad dog !
2y loud as they could bawl: you may be
sure that 1felt some alarm. Just at the
moment, too, the dog which bad been
knocked down with a preat stone, rolled
over and over, and then ouce moure tuok the
road down the village. Tweuty persons,
at least, were at the doors of the different
eottages : for the dog had passed up the
villagé before. There was no stopping
within doors under such circumstances ; sv,
snatching up my hat, § left the reward books,
and Baxter’s Saint's Rest on the table, and
set off down the village. ‘The mad dog, in
turning round the coiner of the butcher’s
shop, wasseized by Hollin’s bull-dog, which,
being a ppwerful animal, shuok lum vie-
lently ; buttbe mad dog got away beture
the people came up with him. 1 suppose
there were, by this time, more than ascore
personsat his hecls. Nome a:ald he had
bitten the bull-dog, and othc1szaid thathe had
not: however this mght be, Hollins quick-
ened his pace until he overtook the mad
dog, and with one stroke of his cleaver he laid
him writhing at his fecet.  When the dog
was dead they all veturned in a pose, and
.Hollins examined his bull-do,, to see if ke
had been bitten. Now Lollw’s bull-dey
had Jong been a great nuisatice, fur, nut
only had he worried many a dog in the vil-
lage, but also attached several persuns with-
out the least provugation, llolhs wasa
cruel hearted man, bug he was (ond of his
dog, nar weuld he allow any one to hurt a
hair of hishead : Hollins and his bull-dog
was hoth hated and feared. ,P_c,r,hups_ this
.might lead some, who hnew bugitde about
the matter, to say that_the bull-dog had
been bitten by the mad-dug; for the _eneral
opinion.was that the bull-dog had been bit-
ten. If there ever wasan ugly dog increa-
tion, surely, it was. Holie’s bull-dug. A
brindled, blackelipprd, baudy-fegeed am-
mal, witha nose winch turned npso savage-
1y that he alwaysuppeared ready torun at
gow. Ugly and sava eas he was, he hada
driend in his master ; nnd 1 do tunk thay
Hgllins loved his uuil-dog as well as he did
s children.. 1 .suppuse npthing would have
induced him to think seriously of purung
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Ifin the ) with this animdl, hod it not been for a report
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which just then had reached the village, that
aman who had been bitten by a mad-dog,
some ten miles off, had goné raving mud, and
had been smothered between two feuther
beds. Though the latter part of this report
was untree, it made a deep impression on
the mind of Hollins.

After the confusion was somewhat abated
I walked down to the river-side, thinkwg
on the mamfold dangers to which we are
hablein this life, and on the necessity of
always being in a state of preparation to
meet calamity.  Danger and death are ever

around us ; and a mowent may call us from
time to etermty. *¢ Watch, therefore; tor
ye hnow neither the day nor the huur where-
in the Son of man cometh.” '
While § was musing to myself, Follins
came by, with hisson Bill on one side, and
his bull-dog on the other, 1lewas looking
hard at his bull-dog, and pzid no attention
tme. 1 wasalitle surprived at thus, as
he always makes me a bow as he pnsses,
and speaks civilly, ** Do you thuk your
dog is hurt, olling #” said 1 ; but hemade
no reply to what I said, and walked oh,
seemingly lost in thought, looking on his
brindled bull-dog. All thisappeared very
odd to me, and I slowly ful‘uwud ham.
MWhen he came to the bend of the river, he
stupped, and tovk something out of his poc-
ket. 1 walked on till there was nothng
butween us but an vak-tree and a few bushes,
a.d through the bushes 1 saw Hollins tymg
acuid round the dog’s neck. I observed
that his haud shook as he fastened a large
stoue to the other end of the cord. The
hardest hearts are sometines melted ; and
1 felt sure that Hollin's heart at that mo-
ment was ready to burst. V) hen he had
tastened the stone, he looked fora winle at
his bull-dug, as though he half repented the
deteriination he had furmed, and thenm a
bu.ried mauner, took the dog and the big
stone in his arws, and at one plange threw

tuem into the river.  The water was deep

on its swface spread wider and wider. 1

ast bubble which rose over the dog had
burst, apd the sutrface was smvoth, and then,
drawing the buck of us hand once, and no
Jnore, across lus eyes, he watked away from
the spot.

. Bitl Hollins lingered behind lus father, so
1 jomned hun. ** Y ou have lust your dog, 4
then, athast,” sad 1, Yes,” iephied e,
s« and father has not tahen the cotlar off his

aech 3 butaf 3 cau get atat, 1 will have 1t,
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though, for all that.” ** And whv did b,
not take off the collnr?”  Becuouse he sayg
that he should hate to see the collar wiy
Fury lay doud at the buttom of the river:
but [ manage it some how or other
There was such a selfish, uafeeling, and vg.
dutiful spirit manifested in these expiessions
that I could not but think that Bill [y
lins would, in time, far surpass his futler
n hard-heartzdness aud cruelty, * Bil”
suid I to him, in o mild way, * a3 vy
know it will displease your father it by
should hear ot your tuking the collar from
Fury's neck, ! thunk you had better let
alone ; 1t will only vex hman.” ¢ And wihiy
care | for that 7 replied Bill 5 « he vexey
me often enough.” ¢ That may be Bi;
but he is your father; aend you should re.
member the care he hus had i bringing you
up, and the duty you owe to him.” [
don't see,” said Bill, ¢ that he has any
trouble in bringing me up : he makes my
work hard enough, if that is what ye
mean.” | dare say, Bill, that yon hue
been taught, or have heard often, the fiity
commandment, ¢ Ilonour thy father an
thy mother, that thy duys may be long i
the land which the Lord thy God giveth
thee,” Thisis # command of God, and he
can pumsh all who disobey it.”  While [
was speaking thus, Bill Hollins sueakel
away, as though he was ashawed of himself:
and 1 thought, Well ! at auy rate [ have
prevented him from vexing his father by
taking the collar from the drowned dog
In thinking thus Twas hasty in my judg
ment, for about an hour after this, justas{
entered the village, I saw ata distance, Bill
Hollins with a long rake on ‘us shoulder,
and a dog cotlar in s hand.  What I had
sard had not prevented um from disobey.
ing his father.

We may have more to say about tlus dog collarn
a future nuinber.

ENGLISH COTTAGES,
"he English cottayes which fell under ny
ohservation may be divided into two clase

and still in that part, for the current ran on y —rhe cotiages of poetry and the cottages

the other side, and the round rings formed s poverty.  Many of the former are quite e
ychanting ; espectully when the hawthon,
suppose the stene shpped from the cud 5 the horse-chestut, the pear-tree, the honey-
dor, after a little space, the bull-dog rose | suckle, the woodbine, und the ivy, together
to the surface of the water, and paddled | withall the vaneties of roses and other bright
. towards his master.  Ilolls hastly tovk | flowers, are in their glory.
upagother stone trom the nver-side, and | more wealthy of education and taste,
Stuch the.dog un the head wab at sv forel- | seem to vie with each other in beautifving
bly, that the pour ammal turned himself | these rural spots, for their own awusement
.round and sank directly to the bottom. jand to variegate the charms of their parks
Hollins stovd gazmg on the nver ull the jand pleasure grounds. ‘

Many of th

Persons of very
small income, teo, often display a great dea!
of tuste, 1 the cultivation of their little cot
tayge gardens, and in training the vines, a
flowers, and fruits, which, uuder their care
spring up so joyously around their humb
dwellmgs. The Euglish peasant, ses
1o be a gardener by a sortof instinet. If
has a shelter which, under other circu
stances, would look, likea mere gloomy
treat from the rude elements, he cortriv



