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‘ PICTORIAL ‘TIMIES

The potter stood at his daily work
One patient foot on the ground ; i
‘The other. with never slackening speed |
Turning his swift wheel round, j
Silent we stood beside him there, ;
Watching the nestless knees, :
Till my fricud said low, in pitying voice,
How tired his feot must be?
The potter never paused in his work
Shaping the wondrous thing.
# Twas only a common tlower pot,
But perfet in tashioning.
Slowly he ruised his patient eyes,
With hamely tuth inspired ; :
+¢ No, marm, 1t isn’t the food that kicks- |
Ttie one that stands gets tired ! i
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[ FOR THE PICTORIAL TIMES.]

A CRUISE IN CaASCO BAY.

here are certain

penin atife time |
which we «mn -
alwayslook back .
upon with feel-:
ings of pleasure |

the memory;
carrving us back
to the time and |
place where the events have occured.

To commence—] was at the time I ;
am about to speak of,
Portland, Maine, and was connected !
with one of the Royal Mail Steamship
lines, which ply between Montreal and
Liverpool during the summer season.

It was towards the end of the month ;
of April. the weather was becomingl
milder after the severe winter, and
everything around letokened the ap-
proach of spring ; the snow which had
covered the ground, nearly the whole
of the winter, was rapidly melting dis-
closing green patches on the islanls
and headlands in Casco Bay-

The & 8. 8 was in port di-charging
her inward cargo, it was her last trip to
Portland that season. Her well known
commander Lieut W. II. S.—R. N. R.
whose name is so familiar to those who
cross the Atlantic, proposed that we
should form a party and have a cruise
down the bay, the weather being sn
inviting. The day fixed upon wu- bright
and sunny, just the day for a cruise on
the briny. The Capt. had arranged with
the pilot for the use of his last little
schooner, the “ Maggie” to convey us,
and a pretty sight it was when we be
he]d the little craft moored by the
wharf in readiness with the company's
house flag at her main topmast head,
and the stars and stripes flying at her
peak. Qur party con-isted of Cupt. S,
tbe pilot, the doctor, purser and chief

steward of the 5. 8. S.—Mr. MeF—of
our office. a few other friends, and
your humble xervant.

Everything heing in readiness, the
sails were unfurled. the mooring rope
let go and we dropped quictly away
with the ebb tide down the harbour,
and passing the Lrenkwater, headéd
towards Peake's islund which lay direct-
lé' in front of us, while the hou-es on

ape Elizabeth which forms one side

l the bright sunlight. Presently we caught t side ol the island, looking scaward ' Sfoute of us say “nice® when wo mean

a glimpse of Portland lighthiouse in the | rocks shelved down into the deep blue ] charming. or beautiful, or satisfactory.

far distance, while beyond the sea had [depths below. We had not much time

P A

nice tasie in the use of words will

assumed  that deep green and blue ! to spare in exploring the beauties of | prevent you from  using nice except
tinge so observible on n sunny day.  the p'ace our destination being Dia- ! when you mean particular, fastidious

:5"@{ ";.‘

Evervone on board was enjoying the
trip and Capt. 8. amused the company

and goodwill seemed to reign supreme.
We were rapidly approaching Peake's
Island, a breeze having sprung up
which cacsed our little craft to slip

through the water like n thing of life. .
and satistaction, © The landing pict was soon reached and [ if he had  ever tasted a wool  clam

we all landed and strolled along the
from the sca as it rase aud fell gently
over the rocks which girt the island.
Ieake’s island is a great summer resort

stationed at | for the Portland people and we past . board the =My

ne sunumer residences

several picturesq 1 residenc
hen occupied, it being

which wore not t

50 early in the year. Fir trees grew in
patches here and there, while on the

}mond island jwhy it shonld be eailed

i by that name [ know not, there being .
events that hap- ; by relating some amusing anecdotes i no dinmonds that we could see), and

| having embarked, we once more set
- sail,

|  About this time the conversation
“turned npen the merits of certain
“dishes and the pilot asked our steward

chiowder cookad in the American style

i beach watching the undulating swell | to which he replied in the negative, and

! from sweley =izn= whieli passed hetween
" the pilot and his factotn who filled
tthe posts of cook and useful man on
i 1 concladed there
Pwas something in the wind.  We had
! been sailing among the islinds which
cstud the Lay for nearly an hour when
!rolmuling a bold hewlland, we found
sourselves in a  charwing  little cove
where we let go owr anchor and pre-
- pared to diseimbark in the dingy or
 small bout which lay astern.
I

i Mac.

[

Tv be continued

- - -

A cultured gentleman from Connee-
ticut settled in a frontier Texas town,
and started a school.  Une day he ask-
ad a bright little boy :

“I've got nine dollas in 1y pocket
and your father lends me six more;
what have I got then?

“What have you got if my father
lends you six dollars?”

#Yes, John, wnat have [ got?”

“Yoi've got to, pay pn back his six
dollars when he asks for them. or he
will shoot the top of your head oft! ¥

Dr EMIN PASHA.

This remarkable man whose name
is now prominently before the world,
in connection with an expedition, led
by Stanlay for his relief, is one of Gor-
don Pasha's lieutenants in the work of
civilizing equatorial Africa and put-
ting down the slave trade. 1Ie has been
at this work for mmany years, and i< now
s0 hemmed in that an eftort is being
made to rescue him under such auspices

of Portland harbour were glancing in

as will likely be attended with succeas.

| GOOD GRAMMAR,.

Aunt Majorie is convinced that most
of you know why some modes of speech
are right and others wrong, vecording
to the rules of syntax and of polite
usage, but she fears, nevertheless, that
you rlo not always pay attention to these
rwles in your hame conversntion.

#Ain’t 1hat lovely, mamma? " said
Louise, alluding to a white rose which
was blooming on the bush in the in-
dow. Now, in the first place the word
“ain’t" is ro vulgar that it makes your
Aunt Marjorie almost faint whenever
she hears it drop from pretty lips, and
in the second place. being a contraction
of “are not,”’ it is not p ssible to parse
it if you use it instead of “is not.”

“l ain’t coming !” shouts naughty
Phil, when his brother Tom enlls hin
from the pluy groundat dark. But
Phil, naughty as he is, necd not break
a well known rule which does not per-
mit a plural verb to tie itself tust to a
subject or nominative in the singular.
“'m not coming,” is what Phil memnt
to say.

Hundreds of penple, when they
spenk of persony, say “party” when
they should sany “persons.” I inet a

nrty down town and he told me there
had Leen a terrible accident on the
Central railroad.” The person speaking
should say, “I met a person.”

Cor dainty.. “Grandma is very niccabout
| her caps, as any one may see who ob-
i serves the snowy bit of lace nbove the
! silvery hair ; but grandma is more than
s merely anice old lady, which sounds
, too patronizing when one is speaking
rof the dearest grandma in the whole
' world,

i
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!M()NI'.\IENT AT TORONTO, WITH
! OLD RAILINGS FROM

ST, PAULS,

The old railings of St. Paul's-church-
vard, ca-t of Sifssex iron, at Lamber-
hurst, in 1714, were removed in 1874,
and were purchased by Mr. J. C. Ho-
ward, architect, who had emigrated to
Canada in 1882, The ship that conveyed
them was wrecked, but  part of these
railings were recovered by divers from
the Lottom ol the sea. Mr. Ioward,
on the death of his wife, in 1877, erect-
ed her tomb, in the form of u Scottish
cairn, in High Puark. Toronto, near his-
residence, and surrounded it with the’
old railing, attested by an inscription
on a brass plate. Mr. Howmad is still
living in the cighty-third year of his
age. Mr, Howard bought the railings,
as he said to his wife at the time, in
found remembrance of their youth in
Londen, when they “ did their court.
ing,” as plighted lovers, walking round
St. Paul’s Churchyard.

— e
NOT BUILT THAT WAY,

IIad Paris "seen IHeclen attempt to
show a cow out of the back yanl, it is
sale to say that the Trojan war would
never have been waged and Homer
would have heen obliged to take the
[Taymarket riot for an epic. Had An-
tony scen Cleopatra chase o street car
down a dusty avenue at Cairo, it is safe
to state that he would have fled disen.
chanted back to Octavia, and the di-
vorce court lawyer—W“decree quitely
secured ; no publicity”—would never
had made a cent from him. Had Dante
seen Beatrice fire a half brick at the
vandal hen which prospected for seeds
in her f{lower-bed every spring, it is
again safe to say that he would have:
sent back her notes, her white mousse
peu-wiper, the lava smoking set with
Merry Christmas” painted across the’
stern, and discontinned that rocky
courtship which he subsequently cele-
brated in a pocin called “The Inferno.”

- ——— .

“Papa,” inquired a young woman,
“at the concert last night I heurd rome-
body refer to the foui ensemble. What
kind of an instrument is that, papa?
Papa inot quite sure of himself)—tI
think it must be French for trombone.”




