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1, b the bites begang to wddl) and 1o bearue oy
codingdy antham o,

*They alie
et offienal,  Yoll ey to et some dley and smea
your fiwe with it fish ile’s the best”

T v e they o b as that 7 dngunad Lastonee

do tihe to atiangers,” sad the dr

in e Qepedeion, for he had a constitutional

mverston to the toack of any kil of oil,
W, they du <ay they killed awan out north
here : bat §oguess that waz a band o drawin’ o lone

bow.  Somethsn hike the story bost one ushee

ters, Yer huow, they ray many on ‘e will wereh

a pound.”

«CThey dont sy how wany, though,” sl Lo
tence, wha saw through the joke

“Yerll do for Mu koha, § reckon, if yer allers
as ctte as that,” sad the steward adisivingls.
“We want a pretty poart man in here, 1 tll yer
*Amest anybody N do for cutside, but it takes a
man to get alor in here —it doos.”

“ Bxeuse me, My, Steward ;3 T have uot the
pleasute of knowing your mume yet,” said Law.
renee.

* Haophui Pethins ay yer sunviee,” veplind that
functionary, with a galvanic attempt at a bow,

“Hlophui! What a singular mane! 1 nover
heard it out of the Bible before,”

“ Well, ver see,” explained Mr. Perking, ¢ father
amd mother, they wuz olifashioned Methaodi<” aut
to the frond, and they wuz great on Seriptooral
names.  No they called my twin broth © Phineas
—he lives jos' over the swale yonder—=and they
had to call me Hophni, to keep up the balanee, 1
spose.  They mought 2 chosen more vespeetable
namesakes for us, though,  Hows'ever, that don’t
make no odds,  [Us somethin’ like original sin,
T lew, X man ain't jedged fer the name he bears,
an’ I won't bu punished fer Hophni's sins, but fer
my awn, unless they is washed away i the blood
o' the Lamb.  An', praise the Lord, mine is. Thve
ot the assumance cvery day.  But hete we are”
he continued, as they reached a small log-ceabin
stinding near the roadside.  The chimuey was
hailt of sticks and elay ; but the evening weal was
being cooked out-of-doors—gipsy-fashion——as was
¢ the general custom in liot weather.

“Jderushy, here's the noo preacher,” he said to a
i toil worn, weary-looking woman in & woolsey pet-
ticoat and linen upper-garment of no distinctive

name,

“Yer welcome, shure,” she said, rising from the
frying.pan, where she was cooking 2 savoury meal,
# kindly smile ilwminating her plain featupes,

“Yer to make this yer howme till quarterly
meetin’,” said Mr. Perhius,s % then they'll arrange

,where ver to go. ICH be wonth about, 1 guess,
, beginnin’ at. Brother Phiin’s, over there . We call
"him that fer short, yer know. Yer muy find some
places Letter'n this, but yer 'l find more wuss. Sct
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At prayers with this hand Ly, hospitable
to the extent ot there wean aed a bing conld be
Lawrence was chown to his sleeping

Tewas a 1ot under the toar, to which

Lo Jnote
tpartnent.
aevess Was had by means of 1 rude ladder in the
corhier,

“We g to vaost with the fowls and get up with
the fowls here,” saild Mr, Perkins,

“Look ont fer yver head,” he addedy just aste r
Liwrenee had brought tht important pat in con
tact with the vafter, A faint light came
through a siaadl four pane window, which was open
for ventiltion,  The furniture of the loft con.
sisted of o tlock bed, o spinning-wheel, & quantity
of wool —which had at strong, greasy smell—tied
ap in o blanket, and a quantity of last year’s corn

low

i the cob, Iying on the floor,

Lawsence stept te sleep of youth, of peiace of
mind, and of i weary buly.  He awole early, but
found that the household were stirring before him.,
Cor want of other menns of making his ablutions,
he washied in o tin basin set on the end of the
bivee trough ont of doors, although it was raining
Slightly, and dred his hands and face on a rvoller
towel behind the dowr. Having forgotien to pro.
vide hitaself with i comd and brush, which useful
articles he procured on kis first visit to the store,
he tried to wrrmnge his dishevelled locks with a
uot, howerver, with a very high degree
of sucerss.  Looking-ghios— that luxury of civiliza-
tion- =there was none, except a small dise, not
much Jarger than a wateh, hanging on the wall,
before whiclh Mr. Perkins performed his weekly
shaving operation.  To get a view of his broad
face in its small surface, he was obliged to twist
his features as though hie were making faces for n
wager, and to squint sideways in a manner that
threatened permanent strabismug,  Notwithstand-
ing these efforts, or perhaps in consequence of
them, he sometimes nicked his features ina manner
by no weans ornamental, especially as he employed
as a stvptic a film of cobweb which contrusted
strongly with his ruddy countenance and suowy
but unstarched expausive shirt collar.

Next day Mr. Perkins accompanied Lawrence
“cross lots” to introduce himn to Jereminh ITaw-
kins, oc “Jerry Hawkins,” as he was generally
called, the classdeader of the Centreville appoint.
ment.  They found him ploughing in a ficld, with
a lean horse and a cow yoked together. Ile was
a little, meagre old man, with bright eyves like a
ferret.

“ Brother Hawkins, this is the noo preacher,”
said Mr. Perkins, making the introduction with
the very essence of trae politeness, though without
some of its outward fors.

The old man took from his head a well-worn
musk-rat fur cap,” in places rubbed bare, which,
notwithstanding the intense heat of the weather,
he wore, and pulling bis iron.gray forelock, made

lesd-peneil

wlit mtcht be de eribed ag n stronudy accentad
lm\\',

“Pat on vour cate, Father Hawking,” said Law.
ronee, wandy shabang lis hand, 1 never like .
Ald mean to teoser o me o feel that T ouwit
tither to take off my hat o him”

“An' thue be the noo praicher, bless the Loed -
sadd Father Hawlans, leaning against his plougt
handle. O wor ateared the Conference wounld.,
sead us none —we'le vascd 5o little for the Jasy
But we'me did what could — did'nt
Hophni1”

“Yes, but the times wuz bad,  We'll do better
to year,” said that hopeful indiyidual,

“Oh! the Conference will not throw you ovey

we'me

is,

beeanse you're poor,” said  Lawrence cheerils |

cand the Missionay Boud will do what they
Thavts what the Misvumuy Society is for
to help tose that ean’t help themselves,”

S would alita:break we've hearts to hune e
prichin® nor ordinagnces, wouldn't it, Hophmny
said the old man,

“That it would,” said Mr, Perkins,  *“ When 1
com'd in hevey and my littde Esane wuz born, the
wuzn't e prencher to baptize him, an’ when he
died ther wuzn't none within forty miles to bury
him.  An’ my Jerushy, she took on so ’cause the
peor child had never been christened.  She wuy
Tiscopalian, yer know, an’ they makes great ac
court o that. DBut we digged s grave in the
corner o' the lot ; an’ Father Hawking here, he said
a prayer, an’ exhorted a bit over the little cotlin,
an’ then we carvied him out and buried him ; an’
I believe the angels watch his sleep jes’ as much as
though it wuz in ever so consecrated groun’.”

“Not a doubt of it,” said Lawrence; ¢ their
angels do always behold the face of our Father in
heaven.”

“You're from Devonshire?” he continued to
Father Hawkins, knowing that one can alwavs
draw people out by speaking of their native pluce.

“Yes. Be thoo?” said the old mun, brightening
up. ¢ But thoo hast na getten they sprich.”

“ No,” suid Lawrence, with a patriotic emotion ;
“'m from a better pluce—1'm a Canadian.”

“Na, na, lad, thoo cans't na be frac a better
place, though we'me na runnin’ doon Canada.
Jut thoo've never seen they green lanes of Devon,
an’ they orchatds, an’ they hop-tields, an’ they rich
lush pastur’, an’ they Devonshive ercam.  Hev'
’em, Hoplini?”’ and the old man sighed as he con-
trasted the rich culture of that garden county of
the old land with the riuw newness of the rocky
region to which in his old age he was transplanted,
like one of the hop-vines of his native shire, torn
up by the roots and planted on w rock.

“Canada’s not such a bud place to be born in,
after all,” said Mr. Perkius,

“The best in the world,” interjceted Lawrence,

“When father cou’d to York township, on the
front, fifty year agone, there wuz no roads no
more'n here ; an’ the mud was that bad, cattle got
ired every spring.  An’ now we'll goon have the
railrond an’ steamboats an’ the market brought to
our very doors.”

Father Hawkins proceeded to give Lawrence a
list of the names and residences of the members
of the Centreville clugs, which he kept in his head,
because, poor man, he couldn’t “read writing, ar
reading either, for that matter.” It was for this
purpose, indeed, that the latter called upon him.

There was old *Widdah Beddoes,” up the river;
and her son and his wife—they lived on the lake
roud ; and Squire Hill, “kep the siore and Pow’
Oflice;” and Brother Jones, the local-preacher,
lived above the Big Falls

“Good fishin' up thar ef yeor that ways inclined,”
remarked Mr. Perkins.
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