
the maid of sker.

we do one another. Great part of it fe ’ seynse 0f them (which perhaps is
under mine own eyes, for a period of a 8 ,,ver-strone) they only pat
score of years, or something thereabout. ^ ,)ack and smile at one another, 
My memory still is pretty good , but if f ughing noise, ac-
contradict myself, or seem to sweep b - and make » so^^S And lf
yond my reach, or in any way to med Viok^nleased (which for my life I can-
with things which 1 had better have let 1 look,P^eC l* ^ £ jt ^ at
alone, as a humble man and a Christian, I sneak up like this :—
I pray you to lay the main fault there° onel ‘™°w Davy you know better. You 
on the badness of the times, and the rest ’ -f at [east as good as any one
of it on my neighbors. For 1 have been th k y ^ ,ike,y far above Us all 
a roving man, and may have gathered - > Davy the fisherman, out with
much of evil from contact with my fellow- 1 "erctore l y without any French 
men, although by nature meant for good aU yon^ Y of telling things
In this 1 take some blame to myself; for palaver, vo
if 1 had polished my virtue weH, the evd sotiH and wjth that> and most of
could not have stuck to it. Nevertheless, hinting about a Frenchman, they
I am, on the whole, pretty well satisfied all with "8 s0 that I sit upon
with myself; hoping to be of such quality pu stQnys of the old-well gallery 
as the Lord prefers to those perfect won- t something like the compamon-
ders with whom he has no trouble at all, ^ a fore.and.after), and gather them
and therefore no enjoyment. . me wdh the householders put

But sometimes, taking up a book, I am according to their income, and
pestered with a troop of doubts ; not only fore ,istening between their legs ;
about my want of skill, and language, an end, the tale
experience, but chiefly because I never »"d thus I begm haps shall
have been a man of consummate mno- I now “5“ ™ y ’ 

excellence, and high wisdom, such never end it.

some
move

me

cence,

hunger drives him a-fishing.CHAPTER II.—

distress and trouble, more than I h • th;s ;s not very much, of course,
tell you. My dear wife (a faithful partner N th^ ^ trQyubles some people
for eight-and-twenty years, in spite of P Rut j had not been used to this
very quick temper) was lately gone to a ■ except jn case of a mess-
better world ; and I missed her tongue and ^ I was greatly broken down,
and her sharp look-out at almost every fôund.my eyes so weak of a morning,

Grass doors.
corner, 
as ever went
th? Frenchman,'hid bèentostT a prize- The Uttk cottage,
ship called the Tonner of 54 guns and sound churchyard, was my orphan 
500 Crappos, which sank with nil hands <ac u Bunnyy„ daugbter of my son
on her way home to Spithead, under - g ed and his only child that we
mirai Graves. His young wife (who had justd was a rare strong lass,
been sent to us to see to. w.th his b ess- knew f^ ^ ^ j think; a .tout
ing) no sooner heard of this sad affair as " ,yhearty.feeding child, able to che

:«ie rS' h z « »! h„ .«*»>, »d

now to keep a stir or 
which

/ JtjV 11/

i

P 3


