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cloots that gaed flutterin' in the win' liko signais o' distress9, an' ran,
for hamo. 1 scmnodjust lik a baira wi' a ghost aftcr him; the farther
1 rau the faster I rau, titi, 1 got tac iniy ain duer, and boere wîs the licht
brigade at xuy licols. 1 gaed, a, yell o' rage nt my tormenters, and YW'
a loup 1 landcd in the middle o' the floor. Janet sat spinuin' wi' a sala
whccl ahint the door; but ne seein' lier, andi beiu' noarly Mlin' xvi' rage,

ýl sent her reclin' to a corner o' the room, an' lier wheecl, like a voloci-
pede, row'in in the ither. She (thae~s Janet) gaed a scrccch oot a' lier
ye could hear a mile, cryau wvi' rniglt and main, "Il urder." In cam
the croed, expectin' to seu whlat the Dominie caca a "trag-edce." Noo,
oor house hasnae a but and beu, an' so I liad 11o place to flue te but up
the luni, se I1 sat me doou and grat wi' vexation. Spe.akin' aboot mnorti-
fication, and angcr, and rage, an' a dizen ithlr.jfeelin,g a' ni xed the
gither, an' fightin' wi' ane anitiior, like the deil in and num (sMil.
ton wid say), an' ye can liac a faint conceptiozi o' my state o' sin and
misery. Soinobody wvi' a frecndly han' threw oor me a blanket, but 1
hav'na vcnturcd oot o' the hooso since my shanie till the day; and
here's the machine (pufling it from undcr hiis plaid), an' whan I meet
the lbon that sold it to me l'Il ne Icave a whale bano in his carmae.
épeak to me about yerc ncw-fangledl things; there just inventions o'
Saýan's te mak' folks swear, an' storm, au' sin That's a' truth lSx
tellin' ye, and s0 mortified arn 1 that I tauld Janet this mornin' that 1
wrald jine the volutooers te Jîip te put dayliglit tbrougb thao rascaIs
that ca' theniscis' Feenians, or N' awa' te the North-west, ivhere
there is a wee bit o' a Rcpublic a Rledan and a spinnin awa by the aide
o' the tai1 o' tho auld lion, just as a' experimont. Janot's con geL ta'
o' saut toars, aud hlat gaod me change my mimd. Speakin' o'
Fecniaus ruakes me think e' auld times whan our sodgers did ivonders,
at Waterloo, Sabastopol and India, and it scems that Canada is
bringing up a stock ne ahint thoni, if the k-illed o' tbae daft raseals thaz's
O'er the bordors is ony evideuce o' bravcry, we have ne nced o' ap-
Plin te, "lthe ashes o' oor dead" for guid mien, wo have them on the
Banks o' the St. Lawrence.

CRmss.-It ia a fact, bowover, that tho ashos of te homees of
battlo fields have net only meved in their graves, but actually live *I and
xneved upea the earth. Sinco nature perfrns its work in cirelea, the
hardy rock or strabborn clay will tura inte vegetablo. The vegetAWe
by consumptien turrs ite animal, and tiat again returna te, its kiçXred
dust, te become atone or vegetablo again. Se the metamorphosisOvid
tells about is net more wonderful than the action of nature.

SANDiE.-HItud there; 'what's the meanin' o' that big word? Ite
enougli, toel&oek a man.

CUEMS.-ItMenus Changes.
S,à&iinE.-Thau why in ad the yirth dinna ye Ca' it that, after.wt

I tauld ye aboot them muchbe words? Did yo mean to, say that 4,
Sandie, rnay yet Lura iet rasa, and thon intil an ox, for example?

CnEmIT.-Yes, the boues of many a hero who died at Waterloo
was gronutinto bouc dust andi fattenod the turaip-grouad of BeIgiipi
and Eugland, if reports do net lie. Those turnips fed beef, and tbia


