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A little breeze stirred the reeds in their bronze set-

ting, and brought up a tang of the sea. The man

slowly turned, and, skirting the edge of the hay-field,

walked toward the house. His pathway ran parallel

to the public highway, and from it there arose the

clatter of a wagon approaching through a clump of

woodland. John Mclntyre waited, smiling.

Down the road it came,bumping noisily. The driver

was a young man, with a dashing air and a merry,

kindly eye. He was sitting on the extreme edge of

the wagon-box, his feet swinging in the dust, and his

hat stuck rakishly on the side of his head, and was

giving forth to the echoing landscape a long, tragic

"Come-all-ye" in an uproariously joyful voice:

"Come all yez true-born shanty byes.

Whoever yous may be,

Fd have yez pay atten-ti-on,

To hear what Vve got for to say.

Concerning six Can-Orjen byes.

Who manfully and brave.

Did break the jam on the Oar-ry Rocks,

And met a wat-e-ry grave!"

"Whoa! Hold up!" shouted John Mclntyre, as

the horses' heads appeared beyond the line of tim-

ber, "What do you mean by making such a row


