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22 THE MAID OF SKER.

pa, and ickle brother, and everybody.
But not the naughty bad man, I doesn't.’
That isn't true English now, I don't
think; is it then, Mr. Llewellyn ?”

“ Certainly not,” 1 answered, seeing
that my character for good English was
at stake.

“And mother say she know well
enough the baby must be a foreigner,
On her dress it is to show it. No name
as the Christians put, but marks without
anv meaning.” And French leather in her
shoes, and fal-lals on her underclothes.
Rich people mother do say they be;
but dead by this time, she make no
doubt.”

“ Boy,” I replied, “ your mother, I
fear, is right in that particular. To me
it is a subject of anxiety and sorrow.

And I know perhaps more about it than
any one else can pretend to do.”

The boy looked at me with wonder
and eagerness about it. ~ But I gave him
a look, as much as to say, “Ask no
more at present.” However, he was so
full of her that he could not keep from
talking.

“ We asked who the naughty bad man
was, but she was afraid at that, and went
all round the room with her eyes, and hid
under mother’s apron. And dreadfu) she
cried at breakfast about her mama, and
her own spoon.  To my heart I feel the
pain when she does cry; I know I do.
And then of a sudden she is laughing, and
no reason for it! I never did see such a
baby before. Do you think so, Mr. Llew-
ellyn?”




