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“Had'nt ye best be out of the road,” sug-
8ested his better half.

“Iguess you are right for once, old woman,”
;'.l‘:wered Mr. Timothy Smith to his wif¢’s last

t.

b By this time the family had finished their
Yeak fast, and each in turn having drank their

s are of the milk that remained, they setabout

e daily toil—Mrs. and Miss Smith to clear
U the house, Master Timothy to look out his
ane ang gloves—while Mr. Timothy Smith,
companicd by Bobby, his youngest son, left
f'e house, in order to escape mecting with his
Yiend, old ’Squire Bell. Mr. Smith would
%0ner face any body than the *Squire on this
Particylar day.

“Bobby,” said he, addressing hisson, a little
Moleskin-clad being, with a face that claimed
quaintance with the surface of Drury Lane,
d who held water inas great aversion asany
per ever did : the conscquence was, that his

e was always dark apd grim, having many
Shades of a brownish tint dispersed over its
'“.Tface : “Bobby,” said he, “hand me that
°¥Ick there.” Bobby, as advised by his parent,
bicked from the gutter a stick that inits better
it ¥8 might have been a broom-handle, butnow

‘Was impossible for any one clse than Mr.

l:m)thy Smith to know what it was.

; ‘Bobby, that will make a very good walk-
g canc,”” said Mr. Timothy Smith, addressing
18 80n, at the same time surveying the stick

With a pleasant smile.

“I¥'s a better one than brother Tim’s,” quoth
Ste sensible Bobby, “it'll hit harder, and is

Tonger than his by a sight.”

“That it will—that itis,”” quoth Mr. Timo-
thy Smith, gravely; “there’s no mistake in
that, Bobby.”

b By this time Mr. Timothy Smith and his
Opcful son had reached the Market Square,

:’ ere we soon lost sight of them. But let us
®turn once more to their story in Drury Lane,

te_ill the afternoon, where sat Mrs. Timothy

Mith and her daughter Rebecea, the former
ning her husband’s stockings, while the lat-
hr Was repairing a pair of inexpressibles, that
ad once Lelonged to her brother, Master Ti-
othy, but were now destined to grace the per-

f‘ of Mr. Timothy Smith himself.”

M"Therc’s a knock at the door, mother,” said

188 Smith, on hearing somebody outside the

21’ demanding entrance.

Well, Becca, why don’t you open it, and

See Who's there,” replied Mrs. Smith.

“liss Rebecca said somcthing about her hair

€ing all mussed, and that she was not fit to

be seen ; and asked her mother whether she
would’nt go.

“How can I go?’ asked Miss Rebecca’s
mother.

Miss Rebecea said, ¢ that that wasa curious
question to ask ; that she supposed that who-
cver went must go on their feet,’—at which
piece of wit Miss Rebecca laughed outright.

But all these suggestions were cut short by
the unknown demanding admittance a second
time ; and Mrs. Timothy Smith’s curiosity be-
ing now greatly excited, she condescended to
go to the door herself, which on opening, great
was her surprise to behold old 'Squire Bell
almost breathlessevith indignation, caused by
his not being let in sooner.

“Lauk, Mr. Bell,” said Mrs. Timothy Smith,
as soon as her surprise would let her;  lauk,
Mr. Bell, is that you?—dear me, I am glad to
sec you.”

Mr. Bell being a man of very few words nod-
ded an assent to Mrs. Smith’s aflectionate in-
quirics ; but at the same time doubting as to
whether she was glad to see him or not.

“Come in, and sit down, Mr. Bell,” contin-
ued Mrs. Timothy Smith.—Mr. Bell complied,
and after surveying the room from end to end,
and looking to sec if all the windows were
whole, he at length sat down by the fire.

] suppose, Mr. Bell, you have come for the
rent—he, he, he!—Mr. Bell, dear me, Mr. Bell
how young you look—he, he, he!’—said the
politic Mrs. Smith, at the same time casting a
look of despair at her daughter.

Mr. Bell said, * that he had come for the
rent, and hoped it was ready.”

«] know you have,” said Mrs. Timothy
Smith, smiling at the *Squire,—*1 know very
well you have, Mr. Bell—Becca,” said she, ad-
dressing her daughter—* Becea, why don’t you
sit upright!—Mr. Bell, I suppose you know
Miss Rebeeca Smith, my daughter ; but she
has overgrown herself so much—so very much
indeed, that you can scarcely know her to be
my daughter.”

“Yes, I would,” said Mr. Bell, “yesI would ;
1 remember secing her talking to a young
gcn——”

«Oh! oh! mother, my head !’—ecried out
Miss Rebecea, 5o loud as almost to drown the
last word of Mr. Bell's sentence.

“My child! what is the matter with your
head 7’ asked Mrs. Timothy Smith.

%It is better, now, mother,” answered Miss
Rebecea.

“Well, well, now,” said Mr. Bell, in a tone
of some importance ; “ well, well, now, Mrs.



