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have Andy in bis conmpany lic rnaie hian
his attendant. Wlhen the swect oil was
producçed, Pick looked about for a fcatlier ;
but, flot finding one, desircd Andy to
fetch himi a pen. Andy went on bis
errand, and retturnutd, after some delay,
with an inkhottle.

-i1 brouight yoti tlie ink, sir, but I eazi't
find a pin.,

' Confound your numnskull. I didn't
zay a word about ink ; 1 asked for a pen.'

And wvhat uise would a, pin be wvithout
ink, now 1L a,,- yourself, *Misther DickiV

'TI'd knock your brains out if you had
any, yoit omadkaun! Go along and get
me a feather, anid make hiaste.'

Andy wenit ofl, and, hiaviiig obtaiucd a
feather, retarned to Dick, -who bcgan to
tip certain portions of the loek very deli-
catelv wvith oul.

1'%What's that for, 1%Misthier Dick, sir, if
you plaze l'

' To make it work smoothý.'
' And what-s that you're grazin' now,

sir ?'*

' That's tlie tumnbler.'
'O Lord ! a tuimbler-whiat a quare

namne for it. I thought there was no
turnbler but a tunbler for punchi.'

1rfhat's tli, tumbler yout would like to
be cleaning the iniside of, Andy.'

' Trtie for you, sir.-And what's that
littie thing yotu have your haad on xîou,
sir '

' Tha 1 s the cock.'
' Oh dear, a cock !-Is there e'er a hin

mn it, sir V
' No, nor chielien cither, though there

isa feather.'
,The one *ini you banid, sir, that you're

grazin' it with.'
' No. but this littie thing-this is called

the feather-spring.'
' It's the feather, I suppose, makejs it

let ly.'
f No doubt of it, Andy.'
WelI, there's somne isinse in that naine,

theti ; but who'd think of sitch a thing as
a tutnbler and a coek in a pistie? And
wvhat's that }pkce that openra adu ahuts,
sir ?'

' The pan.'
' Weil, there's sinse in that ame, too,

hekaze thcrc's lire i» the tbiing; and it's
as nath'ral to sayr pan to that as to a
frI ip'-pan-isii't it IMither Pick?'e

' Oh! therc ivas a great gun-xuakcr lust
ini yotu, Andy,' said Dick, as he screwed

on the lochs, w%ýhieh lie had reguilated to
Iiis ni id, and began to examine the
various departm-ents of tie pistol-case, to
sec that it was propcrly provided. Hie
took the instrument to eut somne circles; of
fluin leuther, and Audy again askied him
for the nanie ' o' titat thiing.'

This is calcd the piinch, Andy.'
So, thcrc is the punch as well as thc

tumbler, sir r
' Ay, and very strong punch it Is, -you

sec, Audy ;' and Pick stritck it with bis
miahograuy nîallet, and euit bis patches of
leathev.

' And what's that for, sir 1-the leather,
1 mnane,

Thtsfor putting rouind the bal.'
'Js it for fear't-wouild hiurt inu too iauch

whcn yon hiot Iimr V
' You're a, queer cuistoiner, Anidy,' saici

Pick, smiling.
' And what wccshc little balls thim

'Thcy are always smnall for duellingý-
pistols.'

' Oh, then thiqn, is jewellia' pisties.
Why, mutshia, Mistlier Dick, is it goin' to
figlit a jute you arc?' said Andy looking
at bim -with great earncstuess.

' No, Andy, bi.jt the master is; bat don't
isay a word ab)out lt.'

' Not a word for the wvorld. The
mnasther goin' to fighit!-God send Iimi
safe ut iv it !-Amin. And who is he
gemi' to figlit, MIfisther Pick'

'Murphy. the attorney, Andy2
Oh, woni't the mather disgraeo himi-

self by fighitin' the 'torney?'
'IJlow dare you say such a thing of

your masterV
; I ax your pard'n, Misthcer Dick but

suire yon know 'wlat 1 matie. Il hope
bell1 shioot limi.'

'Why, Andy, Murtougli -%as always
very good to you, and iiow you wishi hlm,
to he sbot.'

' Sure, why %vouldn't 1 rather have hirn
kilt more than the masther l'

Blt n('ither may bc killed.
Misther Pick,' said Andy, lowering

bis voice, 1 wc>idnit it be an il igait tbing
to puit twvo balld into tife pistle instid o'
one, and give the masthcr a chance over
the 'torney lr

Oh%, you rnurdhcrous villain !'
Arrali, why shouldn't the niasther huve,

a chance over hlin? sure hie lis qhildlre,
and 'Torncy Mkurphy has noiio.'


