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'lO A TINME-SISfVER WIIO STOOI> UNCOVERED IN I[IS I'RESE<CF.

PuTr on your bonnet on your heid,
Gin ye hane Orly brain;

Hoo daur ye gie a thing Iikc mie
Winat's due to God alane?

I'd rather that (lie vcry earth
WVould opc' and swallow nie

Than I should stand, wi'lbat in hand,
To ony lord I see.

Are yc o' PZoin rn'i ue
A conr' 'Knoxc;

Mi' nae mair harns than yon auld cairns,
Green kail or cabbage.stocks.

Can ye no honor worthy folk ?
And sonme deserve it well,

Yet staun na like a barber's block
I)istrunoring yoursel'.

It's time that potcntatei and kings,
And men of ev'ry station,

ShSild learn that honor never springs
Froms human degradation.

No, neyer throw your nmanhood doun,
WVhatever may befa';

Aye see abooni scepitre and crotun,
God's universal law.

lIc sets the highest dignity,
Upon the human brow;

To our common humanity,
Both King and Czar must bow.

It's timie jndeed that all should know-
Tho' titles rnay look braw,

Sucb 1hings; are but a passing show,
And worth's aboon thcm a'

And rnanhood is aboon a' price,
Tac shield us frac the wrang;

Gin yc are wicc, tak my advice,
And neyer let il gang,

The line that scparates t'wecn
The coward and the brave,

Thc mark that God bas set between
The frecnan and te slave.

The nman's fit t do onything,
The man that sett'st aside.

Be slave andl tool, waur than a fool,
A sumpb I ne'er could bide.

Set oU:yiiite upon a throne,
And on his knces he'illfa',

And rather he'd bc tramplcd on
Than noticed not ava.

Its really lauchable to sec,
Thc antica o' the creattire,

And ycî hoo sorrowfu' to me
This glimps o' £Iunkçey nature.

Oie honor to the brave and good,
To them and thcm alone,

E'en tho' inspired by gratitude,
Do keep your bonnet on.

So put your bonnet on your hcid,
Sic nonsense gives me pain;

And strivc to be a man indced,
And never do't again.

-Great God thou only shaht adore,
Tho' far bcyond ur ken;

lRevere, yet ne'er faîl down before
The godlike that's in men.
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CISAPTER XXXVII.

"Howv do Yeu feel now, Crinkie ?" enquired Coddleby,
as the unhappy poet was propped up against a tree in a
sedentary attitude, with bis hair falling over bis eyes and
bis head loling helplessly to one side. "lAre you get-
ting better ?"

IlSoon bc aw ri'," he responded, "lbut shna' bi' would
ha kili me f'hadn' tak'n whiskey. Feel awf'l hun-hung
-ungry.P"

IlCorne, come, what amn 1 thinking about ?" cxclaimed
Mr. Douglas, taking off and opening the fishing creel;
"lh ere, sir; you'll be better for some solid food. Here
is-let's see-yes, try this hani sandwich. Mr. Coddleby.
kindly step down to that stream and fi11 this glass with
water." Coddleby set off at full speed down the bill;
but his foot catching in the root of a tree near the water's
edge, he shot violently forward and aligbted, head fore-
most, in the soit mud at the brink of the stream, sink-
ing into the oozy mess as far as bis nostrils.

XVith an immense spluttering and struggling be man-
aged te extricate hiniself, with bis bat comipletely ruinied,
and with the mud trickling down over bis face and inside
his collar. He was indeed a pitiable looking object, but
stooping down, he continued -in some measure, to wash
most of the miud off, and baving manfully retained the
glass in bis hand as be felI, be filled it at the stream and
returned te Messrs. Douglas and Crinkle.

" IUpon my %%ord;-" exclaimed the former, IlI neyer saw
such an unlucky set of fellows in my life. Excuse me
for flot coming to your rescue, Mr. C-)ddleby, but I
really couldn't leave our friend here."

"lOh l I'm not hurt," replied Coddleby, Iltbough I'm
al'raid my bat is," taking off that article and regarding it
with a very rueful expression of counitenance, as well. he
might, for its appearance wvas decidedly dilapidated,
"but that's nothing. Well, Cninkie, feel better V"

IMush better," replied the gentleman addressed, at-
tacking another sandwich, valiantly. "Be ail. ni' nowv."
and, indeed, it was evident that the effects of the snake
bite antidote wene napidly passing off.

Il Vihl you try a cigar, Mr. Coddleby ?" asked Mr.
Douglas, proffening bis cigar case, "lwe mnay be here for
an houn yct."

IlThanks," replied Coddleby, accepting a choice Ha-
vana, and for some moments he and Mr. Douglas sat
silently pufling away, 'vhilst Crinkie satisfied bis appetite,
.which was enormous.

"lAh! I tbink I bear wheels," exclaimed Mn. Dougias,
at the end of half an hour or so, "lyes ; I thougbt so ; I
can make out my trap coming down the road. "Hi,
James, hello! there, hold on whene you are; we'll meet
you," and taking Crinkie by one arrn and Coddleby seiz-
ing the other, the poet, who was in mucb better trim titan
when first discovered, wvas assisted to the buggy and
placed therein, Messrs. Douglas and Coddleby getting in
after him.

"IDrive home, James," cried the former. IlWell, th is
has beeri a day of misfortunes for you gentlemen, but
I'm glad tbat none of themn have turned out seriou3ly."

"And I too," said Coddleby; "lCrinkle's asleep
again," he continued, as that gentleman gave unmîstak-
able evidence of the fact by ernitting a most pontentous
snore.

."lOb ! well, let him sleep," said Mr. Douglas, "l it will
do' bim good.; now, my dear fellow, 1 don't want to seern


