
THE ARROW-
FABLES.

A queer discovery of a mare's nest is reported last
week re Irish Fenian matters in England. Some wise
man bas found out that previous to the murder of Burke
and Cavendish the Irish League held their meetings at a'
house almost within, a stone throw of thle Palace of West-
minster, and that Parnell himself occupied a rooni
thert n. '[his is unlikely enoughi; but wvhen the p)ublic
is asked to believe that the actual weapons used in the
murder-the knives-were ordered to be bought, were
actuallv bought there, anid bought bare blades, having to
be sent 10 a Fenian cobbiler, forsooth, to be covered with
leather and thien lacked, up carefully in a lady's bonnet-
box and forwarded to D>ublin, we feel rather more than
startled.

Thiere was once a mari called Titus Oates, who was a
considerable mnanufacturer of plots and lies generally;
but if this sort of thing is to go on, history will take but
littie account of hizii in future, and the name of the for-
tunate, or unfortunate, inventor of the above wonderful
sensational fabrication will take his place as the modern
Ananias.

We can see the able leader of the Irish party setting
out on a foggy evening, shrouded in a cloak, to visit
some remiote cutler wo purchase the deadly weapons.
Hie casts suspicious glances on al] sides as he goes.
Then the preli-ninary visit ta, the Fenian cobbler. IlWilt
thou stitch this leathier for thy country's sake?" His
hiesitation. The partial confidence made to hirn that
the weapons were to meet other sheathis befuic .Iong.

Interrogatîvely lie whispers, IlBlood ?» 'lhle re1îly cornes
back low and hoarse, 4'Blood,"-and hie PUIS his awl
in ;t.

Evidently some obscure r.ep)orter who furnishes mate-
rial 10 be sent to the press on this side bas mistaken bis
vocation; hie ought ta write dime noveis, or penny
dreadfuls, or drarnas for the Bowery in New York, or
the Surrey in London.

But how do the press on this side corne to, accept and
insert such trash ?

LETTER RECEIVED FROM A PROPOSIED MELAN.
CHOLY CONTRIBUTOR.

Tnbll3UCTOO, June ist, 1886.
DE,%i \RPRov,-Received your letter ail right, but

did not anderstand you wanted an answer at once. I
shall be too glad to do ar>ything. I have been thinking,
Izard ever since; but thinking on purpose, *thouaghts i
won't corne. You know how naturally rnodest I amn, and
I have been l)robably over anxious about so imp)ortat i
an effort. But soine day-somewhere--suddenly-
possibly unexpectedly-the inspiration will corne, and!
have vent. Shoot me sonie old arrows; possibly froni
theni an echo nîay arise in rny mind. The principle ofi
rel)roduction p)ervades ail nature; ideas induce îdeas, as:
well as cals induce kittens. 1 arn getting rnore zble to
concentrate niy thoughts upon what I am doing; per-
hiaps that is a state unnecessary or even adverse to the
kind of work you require. At any rate, wben I can so
seclude rnyself to the frorgetting of ail else, 1-m alinost i

happy. Hear frorn me soon.
T A T.

A sweet subject.

FRENCH F1CT1olý.
AN ALL.EGEDi EXTRACT FRONI ONNE 01 1i MS1:ECS

French and Anierican fiction now seeni to be the rage
-a revival offîhe old fiction cif France, and a continuation
of the new fiction of Arnerica. 'l'le foUlowingý is an
extract froni a anasterpiece of French fiction

M1. De 'Makeshift, when the file of soldiers left hlmii,
found hiniself in a dungeon. Not a ray of ighî pene-
trated the disnial abode, but De Maehfseyes gradu.
ally becarne so accustor ilit to the darkncss that lie sawv
a broom qtr- ; lying ii a cornier. Ile cauglit upl the
broor .,uttered a stified cîy, and îiressed it to bis
hleav. som. 'l'len, in his desp)air, lie tickled bis
nose '.the straw and laughied.

"W< laughs ?" dernanded a voice.
"I do."
"Who are you ?"
'De Makeshift. WVho are you ?'
"The Abbe So-ILong."

"Ah, ha."
"How long have you been here ?"
"I have now, alas, no rnethod of reckoning tiie, but

I must have been here since sunrise this iiornmge."
De Makeshift groaned. Il Whcre are you now ?* lie

asked.
Ina a %.unnel," the abbe replied].
A tunnel ?

"Ves."
You make iny heart beat. %Vhiere (lid youl gul thie

tunnel ?
Made it."

"Vou aszonish xîie?"
Ah.

Ahi, lia. W'here did you gel your siiovel ?
"Id none."
<'Ihen how did you make the tunînel ?-

"I w~il1"
"I scoop)ed it out with a shirt hutton. Have yois a

button on your shirt 7?"


