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Satunvay, 191 Manon, 1881,

Anut Polly’s Opinions.

What with the awful mushy weather, with
coal that dear it recms a sin to burn it, and
chilbluing, and ehapped hands, and one thing
und another, I’ve been worritied nigh to death’s
door this week.

Monduy wus wash-day as uvsual, and T was
getting on so Dbrisk, and thinking I'd get
through in time to cook a snack of dinner,and
tidy mysclf a bit; for, having a boarder, 1 likes
1o have everything straight for meal tinme, when
who should come in to my back door bat Mrs.
Sam Banks! 1f she'd only come to the front
door I'd a taken care whether I'd u et herin or
not.  And she was dressed up withinan ineh of
her life, and that fixed up with bows and fil-
fals; not that her dress was. wmuch above a
shilling wincey ; but it bad bows of turnable
blue and red ribbon all down the front, and
anotlier about the «jze of a cabbage leal stuek
in front on the top of her head, and beru-cnteh-
ers all around the sides of hev face. 1 don't
hold with no such rigeing out, and she two
years older than me, the vain ercature! I know
her well, I went to school with her, and she's
that proud of Yeing married to Sam Danks!
and she knows well enongh I could have had
him, ycars agve, over and over, without as much
as raising a finger.  She was speaking about it
herself one duy, and she said, * Weren't yon
just a fool not to marry Sam when you hud a
chance? Don’t tell me you ain’t sorry, you
can’t deceive the inquisitional cyes of friend-
ship, and I knows, Though of course I am
unfranedly glad you let him slip.”” She docsget
her words so wixed up, it’s past believe. Why
the other day she said, talking about lhersclf,
as she mostly does, ‘I am sueh » sanguinary
disposition, no trouble don’t enervate me,
quick.” Well, ae I was saying. shccame in the
back door withont knoceking and sat down on a
chuir elose to the wash-tub, and 1 tell you I
ached to splagh the soap-suds over her.

“ How can you do your own washing,'Polly?”
suid she, to begin with, “I think [- should
transpire if I wazhed.”

“Don't doubt you would, freely,” said I,
vexed like, for it’s only the last few weeks I'veo
dore my washing, just since I took my boarder
—it’s quite an undertaking having a boarder,
espeeinlly if he works at printing, if your means
are small, “Taint long since you washed fora
family of six,” I went on, thinking as I'd be.
gun I might as well give her a good one.

“(Oh! but that was priory to my marrying
Sam Banks. DBut what I came over for was to
ask you to give n dinner to some deserving par-
ties.”

“Woll, Mrs. Banks,” eaid I, *I never yct
turned awoy & hungry tramp. I don't give
money, but broken victuals I never refuse.”

“But you know they ain’t what yow'd call
tramps,” she said, kind of gentle, *It’s what
Sam calls a kind of specinl conference ; we've
had some trouble in our church, and some deli-
cantes are coming to.try to renoverate matécrs,
and we're to have ten ministers to stop with us
for thres days, and I want you to give them a
dinner the first evening.” .

%Well,” says I, *if n meal’s an object, you
con feteh them along to ten.?

¢ Cull it dinner and I'm with you,” says she,
insinunting like.

“Cull it what yon please, it don’t wake a
particle of difference in the provinder. TIf you
think by ecalling it dinner you gets hot meat
and vegetablex you reckons a Jong way ahead of
yonr hostess,”

¢ Dinner do sound so much more exquisite,”
she sighed.

o [t won't taste a mite better, but let that be.
Ten men and you and Banks and Billy and we,
that’s fourteen, yes the table’ il hold them at a
pineh, and I don’t mind obliging you for once
ina way. You can come,” .

“ Thank you, Polly, and you'll ask some ladics
to meet than, now do? '

*No, that I won’t,” says T, quite rasped, ¢ 1
never did and T never will hold with encourag-
ing iinisters in theiv flirtations.  They’ll get
1o temptations here, to be unirne to their poor
wives ! If they ean’t come and eat a solid meal
without a lot of eaudling women around, Tdon’t
want “em.”

“\Well, but onc of them is yet mnwed.
do ask some one to cheer him up.”

“I'll ask Weesie Juuiper, if yon like, and
that's all "Il do, and now Mrs, Saw, i you'll
call again to-morrow I'll tulk Lo you as long as
vou like, but now I want to get wmy washing
done.”  And for a wonder she took the hintand
her departure simullancously, promising to
como at five on Thursday. T just fairly worked
after she went, and got things fixed, and a clean
apron on, and dinner ready, aud by the time
my nephew, Billy Webster, eame home every-
thing was tidy as a new pin.

“ Well, Aunty ! he says, trouncing himgelf
down in his place, and knacking his hat off
backwards. ¢ Washing-day again! By Jove,
why don’t they come every day, and then a fel-
low'd be prepared for em; bul now they al-
ways come upon me in {he hush of a sweet sur-
prise.  You might drop an intimation, my au.
gust relative, when it's coming round. Its hurt-
Ful to e taken by surprise ; joy sometimes kills, "

“I'I tell you next time,” T says, not a bit
vexed, I'm used to his ways.

“ Dou't forget, for 1 like to ook forward to it,
T love a wash day and a cold dinner ulmost too
wnueh,”

Now mnything like that he calls saveastie, but
I calls it & rank lie, pure and simple ; pure, be-
canse it ain't mixed with o Lit of truth, and
simple beeause nobody wonld believe it on oath.
I didn’t take no notice, didn’t even scem to
hear, but just told him about the meal I'd pro-
mised to give the preachers, and Le was tickled
most to death.

“ A ministerial dinner-party ! Hokns-pokus,
won't it be sport ! May I share theirbyead and
salt, Aunty 7

¢ OF course. Dut Bily, did you hear what
the tronble in their chureh was?

¢ Well I heard n ramour round town thalihe
man, what @’ye eall him? the man thut raises
the tunes 2"

* Modulator or Irecoptor or somcthing,”
says L.

“That's near enough. Well I had it on good
authority that he used o four.pronged tuning-
fork. instead of a two, to raise the Psalms with
and the Elders boisted him up by it and yam-
med bim square throngh the window ; wherehy
his colinr-bone, or his bone collar-button—1
forget which—-beeame a total wreck.”

s Don't talk to me,” says I, “T know thut
ain't troe, for it’s a Methodist ehareh,”

Then he laughed, and rushed down cellur for
sonte apples, and went off to bis work, leaving
me to prepare for the party I was fool enough
to promise to give.

Now

There are 880,000 more men than women in
the United States. 'T'he Baroness Burdett-
Coutts has done all she could to remedy this
terrible state of things.— Puck.

Edward the Confessor.

. Mr. Blake has at present the satisfuetion of
listeriing to u very childlike, though somewhat
indireet,confession from the lips of the Financo
Minister.  The humble fanctionary. with down-
enst countenance, admits {hat his oft-repeated
assertion to the cffect that the producerand not
the consumer pays the duty is not xo veracious
a8 the statcinents of truly good men ought to be.
‘This confession is not made precisely in the
mauner pictured above, but by means of a Bill
of which notice lias been given, to provide for
for recouping to manufacturers the duty on
raw materials culering into the wmannfactue of
goods that go into the construction of the Can-
ada DPacific Railway. If Canadian makers of
tish-plates, bolts, cte., ete., could afiord to sell
their waves as cheaply as forcigners, the Syndi-
cate people wonld buy thew, Mr. Tilley en-
ables tham to do so by taking off the dnties,
which i3 & very plain, if not very frank. contra-
diction of the assertion that the daty does not
neeessarily add to the cast of any manufuctured
article.  The fact that this Lill is simply
another moutbful for the ulready goreed Syndi-
eate is also worthy of comment. perhaps.

Thos, White, M. P.

Grie admires Mr. Thos, White's touching
modesty,  Speaking on the Hansard delate the
other day he said, in substance, newspEpers
will always report the :pecches of prowminent
members.” Sccing thal more eolumus of the
Montreal Guzelte axe given up to Mr. White's
speeches thau to those of any two other mem-
bers of the Hounse, what u very prominent person-
age Mr. Thomas must deem himself.  Fven Siv
Johit and Sir Charles play seeond fiddles as
compared with him, and povr Mr. Blake is, of
course, nowhere.
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Parlinmentary Nursory Rhyme.

Little Tack Horner
Sat in &t corner,
Eating political pic,
e put n his thunb
And pulled out a Plunb,
Saying, *What « dear, prosy old goy ! "




