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walk and sit doon in the gutter wi’ mair speed I what, but at length an’ lang I managed tae '

than ceremony. The ither ane, gettin' feared,
begood flourighin' a muckle baton; but afore
he cud come doon on ma skull, I deon wi’ ma
head an’ made for his stamack like a billy goat.
The puir onfortunate deevil doobled up imme-
diately wi' an’ expression o’ coontenance that
wad hae drawn pity frac the heart o’ a stane.
At that meenit up comes the sergoant an’
wanted tae ken what was the maitter. **The
maitter,” says I, ‘* i8 just this : Here's twa o’
ver clever fellows shackled me—a decent wave-
honseman,on ma road hame frae ma employer’s
hoose—Tamson an’ Tamson, tae wut, an’ ar-
rested me for a forger wi' a hunder an’ fifty
names, a’ because I happeuned tue hae a grey
coat on ma back. Gin that's no matter
eneuch, I'l De obliged tae ye gin ye'll tell
me what can be waur.” The sergeant Jauched,
an’ said the forger wae safein the lock-up, but
advised me tae wear ma ain claes after this,
Wi’ that he opened the shackles wi' a key an’
ance mair I was masel’ again, Fw o' wa ad-
venture, I flew hame tae ma boordin’ hooge—
but what was ma surprise tae find a’ the
hoorders assembled in the dinin’-room an’ the
Jandlady greetin’ an’ roavin’ oot that her honse
had been disgraced. The braw new lodger
wha had sae generously lent me the grey suit
was the vera forger I had been wista’en for.
Noo, wha wid hae thocht it !

The excitement i* ma boordin-hoose, hooover,

was na’ a flco bite compared wi’ the terrible.

steer an’ coimmotion in oor warchoose the neist
morain’. It was awin’! Ye sce, I had o wee
bit bizness tac settle at the police eoort for
asspultin’ the police—although, as I telit the
mawgistrate, 1t was them assauited me, -an’ no
me them. Weel, on accoont o’ that, it was
cleeven o'clock i’ the day afore I got doou tac
the warehcose, As was nateral, I concluded
they were haudin’ un indignation meetin’ ower
me bein’ aveested in sic an onlawfu’ mainner,
they were sae tnony tongues gaun an’ sic angry
soonds comin’ oot o' the office. I was just
aboot stappin’ iv tae throw ile on the troubled
waters like, by tellin’ them that I had been
dismissed wi’ a warnin’ no’ tac dae the like
again, an’ that the real {orger was safe in pov-
ernment yuarters, when I was strucken fanly
dumb wi' the sicht o° Tam--I mecan Maister
Tamson—comin’ oot o' the office door, an’
luckin’ as if the warelivose had been a-five.
lle wan in's sark sleeves, an’ tryin’ frantically
to get his coat on, his pen instead o' bein’
ahint his ear as nsual was stickin’ clean upricht
oot o’ the croon o' his head' an’ he was jubber-
in’ awa in sic a high state o’ excitement that
he couldna see that the sleeve o’ his ¢oat was
ootside in, an’ as for me he glowered clean
ower ma head the same as though I wasna
there.  ““Scrves us right,” he wos sayin’, “we
condoned his political erimes, and instead of
kicking him out then, we returned him to power
with a large majurity. Serves us right 1”

I began to julcuse that it wasna me that a’
the stcer was aboot, for Ly the timie he got
him smuggled inside o’ his cuat, he rammed his
hat doon ower his cen an’ gaed tesrin’ oot o
the warehoose door like a man possessed. I
cam tac the conclusion that the bank had
broken, or some o’ his customers failed, an’
offcred him five cents on the dollar, for the con-
dition o' thc man's mind was awfw’. Sae |
just tied on ma apron an tuk ma broom i’ ma
hand an’ slippit awa doon tae the Dascmeut.
Gudesalke ! ye'd think the world had come till
anend! Thero were 2’ the clerks, an’ aboota
dizzen country shopkeeper hodies, customers,a’
gabblin’ an’ gabblin® like jucks roond a water
pump. Sic anither Babel, argyfeein’ aw’
Jawin’ an’ lectirin’ awa aboot the %yill, an’ the
bill, an’ the bill, till I thocht they had &’ gane
hill daft. It was naething Lut a confusion an’
medloy o’ ¢ Indians,” ¢ Pagans,” “atrocious
outrage,” ‘¢ Poundmaker voting,” *“no appeal

from his decision,” * liberty muzzled,” OMd :

To-morrow,” ¢ Barristers,” an’ gude kens a’

find oot that it was u’ uboot the now Franchceese
Bill. Noo, what I thiok aboot it is this: L'tk
may forfgio yo for spendin’ their siller, an’ wink
at a gue

slump, but whou it comes tae handin’ folk
ower individually to the tender mercies o a
lawyer tosay whether or no they gaun tae vote,
is anither maitter, a personal maitter in fack,
aw’ g proposal that pre-supposes anything hut
a free an’ indeperdent speevii on the pairt o’
the clectors. Ma ain private opinion is that
Sir John maun hae hatched oot this bill some-
whaur aboot the wee siw’ hoors o’ the mornin’,
when he had a crappic in his e’e, an' was
dreamin’ that he was the Czar o' Rooshin, an’
Cavadians o nation o' serfs,

Yer brither,
Huoan Amrnie,
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SUCH 1S LIFE,
AN AMERICAN DRAMA OF THE AFFECTIONS,

Dramarts PERSONA :—Nathanicl Buyles, a

merchant ; Jabez Jolinson, his confidential clevk ;
Justus Mildew, « breker ; Mrs Selina Byles ;
Mrs. Mavian Midew ;  clerks,  sympathotic
JSriends, ete.
ACU L,

ScExg : Nathaniel Byles’ private afiice. N
B. discovered writing,  Clevk enters arith letler,

ByvLes,—Ah ! what have we heve? (Opens
letter,) From my Marian, (Reads:

Draresy Nar,—) have made cvery arrancement for
our journcy. Expect me promptly al the place of
meeting: Justus suspeets nothing, Yours ever, MaRiax,

e deal o’ political sharp practices in the :

* him 1}
1 hin wife he sconps me clean by taking mdne,

Tho trick is clearly hi¢ with honors. Huwever,

Tinust not appear to he indiflerent.
i therefore, as (id the villain in the old melo-
" dramas,

chaivs, upsets a pile of hooks, uml fulls with
Vdull, sickening thud.
Srom the ouler office ;
er, o ax the curtain deseends facm o wonrnfnl
tubleas round him. )

: dence,
| wtoickon on sofw in centre of stugr surronnded
Shyp o crowd of sympnthizing fowale friomis.

MY Marux,~We bave Ieen 1 A1, bt T e
. discourngel.  Carry oul ev anged, dlalf.
~past ten, Chink's Coreer. T an as of oll, Nart
1 Mus. Muoew.—Ladies, (sympathetice ad.

" ranee) this letter has much vefreshed wa,
i tells me where T can find my faithless hus-
 band,
tanrs of admacation from the sypupithelios as
S they gather avenid Mrs. Middew, wha poses
Virtaows  [ndignution to the tuae *“al Come

Tis Eyes When | Catele Hin,™ byi the oreficstioo)

i
Ii and so Jonely.
I

the next seat anyway?

BvLes (loguitur).—All goes well, This will -

be a little surprisc purty for Mr.Justus Mildew, :

Ho little dreams that hefore the midnight hour
his wifc will huve gone on a jouruey with
yours truly. D3ut what keeps Jabez? e has
heen an howr away. Al! here he comes!
(Fnter Jahez Solmson with a look of alaym wpon

- thunder!

P with him?

hi.\i{'m tures. ) o
Bvres,—What lhas happened? Why this |
look ?

Janez.—Have you not heard the news? M, '

Justus Mildew—

Byris.—\What!
Mildew’s—that is, I mean—has he befallen
gome accident ?

JapEz.—Worso than that to you, siv, He
has—cloped with—yomr wife I! (Double.for(
chords by the orvchestra.  Byles falls into hi
chair with a crash,  Jabez vushes (o his side.)

Has he heard of Mrs, !

(Pulls out revoleer,
Yutter picveing shriels, and throw themselers upon
p the bosoms of their vespective Tewful Tusbineds.)
)

i Mus, Muoew (looking devonrivgly at Lyles),
* —-You monstor of a man !

Bvies.—Eloped with—my—~wife ! The vil-
“laint To rob me of my dariing Selina. Jabez,
" this is too much.
. reflections
exeiledly. )

—On ! (tears) Oht Oht Cmore ivaras )
less Justus 1 (sohs) Negleeted ! (wmore <ohx ) Tt
will break my heart ! (hysteries) What shadi T
Ao ? (more hysteriee) 1 wish
known him 1! (More lears, sobs wud hypsivyics,
Ax the hystevies incregse the syapesihilic e
Caure yrow lowder,
Swulden lull.
Dpwes i,
1‘[)'.\‘. .']I. l'(’lll,.\’ s

veryy quiet seuside yesorl,
S wo doys discovered basking in the sun,
IM)-. Nathaniel Byles awith Mys, Maiion Ml
Sdew hanging wpon his arm,

: shall be unkuown here,
alone,
Jacing Prompt, and tidle abont the areather,

Enter Jusias Mildew and Mrs. Sviinee Byles,
S0P

( They seat themseives @i centre of stage, fucing
0.

(They turn avoumld cantiously and lool: cach
other in the fuce))

place for my bullets, siv ! (Pulls oul revolves.)

Leave me to my misernble
( Lcit Jabez,  Biyles puses the stage

Byres.—luoled, and by Mildew ! Curse
Just as T am about to relicve himn of
T will,
(e Lieks over serveral

dissetbic.

Fnter e and clerks
:'/.'lj[ /u‘t'l'.' "y their l‘l.‘l/lll;!/-

ACT IIL,

SCENE : Silting-room in Justus Nildews s vesi-
Mrs. Mildew is seen sealed  sorrow-

Mus, Mrenew (amidst sympothelic imarmurs),
Faith-

had ver

Wader serveut awith lotter,
With a gigunte cflort 3rs, Mildonr
Suympnathctive velive (o boek of s,

I

To-night I o in scarveh of b, (Wur-

i3

ACT IIT.

( Sic: months have supposid Lo clupse. )
SCENE : The Promenade al Saltwaterville, o
A blind wmen awd
Jontey

Bynes. —Saltwaterville iy deligh:ful. We

Mus. Mimpew.—Yes, Nat, we ara ahmost,
(Lhey sead hewselves in centre of daye

Mgus. Bvegs.-This is charming; so quiet
We are almost alone, Justns,
Mn.pew,—-We have struck the very spot,

ByLEs.—I wondor who those hebing usare?
Minvrw.—Wlho the deuce are the couple on

Byvies. —What if he should Le Mildew !
Mtrorw,—What if he should he Byles!

Byres (hounding to his feel).—-Mildew, by

Mupkw.—Yes, Mildew ! What want yon
(Striles intensely dramalee pose.)
Byris.—You stole my wile.
Micpew.—And you got mince in exchange.
Byres.—Your body shall find a vesling-

Mrtoew.-—Two can play at that gnme, sir!
Bra. B. and Mrs. M.

Hurt my Justns if |

!

———




