
MY AUNT PIOEBE'S COTTAGE.

BY THE AUTHIo 0F "THE HALLS OF THE NOITI," AND 0TIER BOKDEaL LEoENDS.

CHAPTER I. that without thu aid of spectacles'. ile lit
- reading of the present day she viewed in theTH E INTRODUCTION. sane liglit as the novels of lier youth, and con-

Still linger, in our northern cline. dered it a sin tu read it.
Sone remnants of the good old time; "Oh, if I could but write like you." she sai to

And still within our valleys here, me, one day when I was busily enrloy'.d in sone
We hold the kindred title dear. work of fiction, in which I was engaged at tie

MALmiox. timie, "lif I could but write like you, inistead o)f
such stuff as that," pointing to thec manuscript

ON re..visiting mny native country last Summer before me, " I could give you a story ten tiues
after severai years absence, I called, of course, more interesting nd tru besides."

wPon what few of my relatives were left alive, " What would it re about," I said, in no little
attr abu etyea obacle surprise at the new trait w ichl I supptoEgd I had

amtong the number. Sh lived in a neat little dsoventin Ant Peb' aracttr.
cottage of her own, by the san shore. She was " About " she replied rather n-appishy, as ifa hale h calthy woman, with a complexion as under the impression that was disposed to ariddy and blooming as that of any rustic maiden at der literary pretensions ;n"rAbout wh aier neighbourhood, attributable no doub as wuld be about this cottage of mine, and thethe said he piself, to her long morning walks on the room you're in, aye, and rae very chair you are
snd, whenever the weather and the tide would sitting On. Ir but remembr thecngh whnyrd

SOure ofno aail rofi ta ierwitiout akin tue beo e, if you wan the ei me ail egn atu

Permit. Whentel the estim a be va tse t e g un; and was not old then though wasturned her steps te hir. She r had n old providentially saved from a watery grave, and
omanas old and as healthy a herself, wait that poor dear suffering angel-no, that's not

hDler and take care of ier cow and tend er whatrras going to tell" yu about ust now.
e gardn in front of the cottage. Her bees "But dear Aunt," I said, interrupting er as Iand fowls and pigeons, and she had a profusion of saw she was beginning to ramble off into an old

eh, she attended to herself, and they were a story I had heard, but without heedin, a hundred
urce of no small profit to her, without taking times before, if you want to tell me all, bgin at

nto consideration the inestimable value of the the beginning; and give me time to note it downasement they afforded her. Her other means have it printed.
Imall but quite adequate to her wants, and Buae a story of it " she said, repeating ny

the was passing rich with forty pounds a year" words interrogatively, "l Whiy it is made, all put i
Sexactt a t of an annuity whic e had edown in writing. It would want, I dare say,"he

efhe ther ater out ta the fi continued after a moment's pause, " a little Pol.
ishing up and a few connecting links put in to '

Te cottage had been bought partly with her miake it read properly, You would have of course

t little savings, the balance being made up to describe this cottage for instance, PrincipalO f Janeb's wages which had accumulated for scne in the story, tve spid nothing about it, nor
yo beehsrn and about the box-wood tree, you must mind and put

long since ceased to count them At the that in too."
spa f hyha oh aethi But tell me, Aunt Of mine," I said with no

Janet bequeathing all her wages to her umal doubts about their very existence, "lwheres4itreu while the latter had left to Janet, her are all these memorandums to be founid t'"
eý% and garden with all ele she might dia Just hand me down that box, if you can reach

of.me 0 it," she replied, pointing'at the 'samne time to aé
utP b'sleisure time, and it could small tin one on the top of the corner cupboard

fbeen much, was occupied in reading, and in the room.-


