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T H-F S U BERE R

SHOE coming loofe from the
fore-foot of the ‘thill-horfe, at
the beginning of the afcent of mount
Taurira, the poftilion difmounted,
twifted the fhoe off, and put it in
his pocket; as-the afeent was of five
or {ix miles, and that ‘horfe our main
dependence, I made a point of having
the thoe faften’d on again, as well as
we could; but the poftilion had
thrown away the nails, and the ham-
mer in the chaife-box, being of ne
great ufe without them, I {fubmitted
to 20 on,
He
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He had not mounted half a mile
higher, when coming to a flinty
piece of road, the poor devil loft a
fecond fhoe, and from off his other
fore-foot; I -then got out of the
chaife in good earneft; and feeing
a houfe about a quarter of a mile to
the left-hand, with a great deal to do,
1 prevailed upon the poftilion to
turn up to it. The look of the houfe,
and of every thing about it, as we
drew nearer, foon reconciled me
to the difafter.— It was a litde
farm-houfe furrounded with about
twenty acres of vineyard, about as
much corn—and clofe to the houfe,
on one fide, wasa potagerse of an

acre and a half, full of every thing
which
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which could make plenty in a French
peafant’s houfe —and on the other
fide was a little wood which furnithed
wherewithal to drefs it. It was about
eight in the evening when I got to the
houfe—fo I lefc the poftilion to ma-
nage his point as he could—and for

mine, 1 walk’d direétly into the
houfe.

The family confifted of an old
grey-headed man and his wife, with
five or fix fons and fons-in-law and
their feveral wives, and a joyous ge-

nealogy out of *em.

They were -all fitting down to-
gether to their lentil-foup; a large
wheaten loaf was in the middle of the
tabnle;
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table ; and a flaggon ‘of wine at each
end of it promifed joy thro’ the |
ftages of the repaft—’cwas a feaft of
love.

The old man rofe up to meet me,
and with a refpe@ful cordiality would
have me fit down at the table; my
heart was fat down the moment I en-
ter’'d the room; fo ! fatdown at once
like afon of the family; and to inveft
myfelfin the charater as fpeedily as1
could, I inftantly borrowed the old
man’s knife, and taking up the loaf
cut myfelf ahearty luacheon; and as I
did it I faw a teftimony in every eye,
not only of an honeft welcome,
but of a welcome mix’d with thanks
that I had not feem’d to doubt it.

4 Was
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Was it this; or tell me, Narture,
what elfe it was which made this mor-
fel fo fweet—and to what magick I
owe ity that the draught I took of
their flaggon was fo delicious with
it, that they remain upon my palate
to this hour?

If the fupper was to my tafte—
the grace which follow’d it was much
more fo.
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