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Il'e hae rny word for 't, Mr. Caven," says 1.
"That is quite sufficicnt," says hce, an' aff he gaed,

*-lea'in' biis ummereli wi' nic for the second tinie. It's an
aw'fu' thing to be a, great scholar, but iiac dooht his heid

e ,~. was fit' o' thochts risin' oot o' the remiarks I miade till
----*-;~~iiiii, ani' as you can see yoursel', it's quite plinihe in-

~~ tends to play thc verra mischicf on the plaitfornî o' Equal
- Riclhts. Vours, JOHN CArLRI.

P.S.-ýýVi' niy nieist letter in gaun tac scn' you ni)-
pictur to pit ini Gîii, for 1 hear tlîat anitiier mil o' ni%
naiae, an' a tailor ait that, lccves no far awa, an' I want
you to niak a copy o't an' pit it iii Gizip, sac tiiat fowk,
'Il ken P'm no hiini, cspacially as Viii credibly informied
tha-t lie daims he's nie. Gin Ossian, an' Homer, ain'

-~ Shîakespeare, an' Junius lhad ta'en sic a precaution, therc
wadnia bc ony doobt regairdin' their identity the day, anl'
Fi'm cetcrmiin't tduat sac faur as I cati help it, tlîc'l I be
niae rooni for argie-barglcin' wi' respeck to ni>' writin's

/ J aifter I'nî unner thc divvots.--J. C.

COLD WATER AT THE SEASIDE.
Sur-" You say >'ou %vould die for me, Mr. Cuepid ?
Ha-"1 Die for you ? Yes, at thousand deaths! But please

don't cail me 'Mister.'
SHE-" Well George--I do flot asz )-ou to die for me, but I

will tell you what you can do for me to show your affection.-
HE-" Affection? No; love; burning love!I What is it,

darling? Tell me, and I swear, if it is in my power, to dlo it or
dlie!'

SmE-'" Ail 1 ask- of you is thi s-that ),on nover again regard
nie as anything more than a friend."

ca'ed Clavers, an' anent the niartyrdomns o' Johin l3roon,
an' John Weich, an' Sandy Pcdcn, an' George Wishart,
-n' Cargill, an' Baillic, an' Carstairs, an' Renwick, an'
Melville, an' nion>' mair ? Mati." says I, Il noo that vc
hae yokit tiIl't, I lîow'p ye'll gang on tili ye bac herrit the
infernal scoonrels oot o' hoose an' hanie. Wull I pit* a
ip pooch P' your troosers ?" says I.

"Oh, no," says he, Il I don't use such."
"Noo," says I, as I took the lentlî o' bis le gs frae thîe

lienchli ane to the lice], " there's the Honora ble G. W.
Ross, Minister o' Eddicatîon; he ca'ed to sce mie no
ling syne, an' 1 can gie >'e nîy word o' honor that he's
jîst as rnuckle opposed to the papeestical innovations as
I atn nîysel'. 1 Iîae 't frae bis ain nîooth, an' the
Prinieer, if P'm no inista'en, ettles to dae somcthing
that'll gae a whîeen o' the soor-dook-a-n'-wyattct politec-
cians girn whan he lays bis nîicesures afore the Hoose,
ani' 1 ken -what I'm speakin' aboot, for 1 had twa or
tlîree words xvi' himi afore he gaed hanîc to Scotlani'."

ci beg to assure you, Mr. Calder," said the Rev. Mr.
Caven, " tiat I fuiiy appreciate the force of the remiarks
you have so*ardently given expression to, and you nîay
reSt perfectly satisfied that wvhatever nîay liappen, the
cause of Truth and justice niust ultin-tately be grcatly
benefited as a result of this present upheaval. of public
opinion. Will you kindly have ni> clothes ready for mie
a wveek froni to-day, as 1 amn billed for Hamnilton anîd a
few other western villages ? "

BY-A HUSTLER.

T HE provcrb says ii solemn tonc
That no moss is gathered by a rolling stone.

A rolling stonie 1 fain woulcl be,
As 1 donit watnt nicss collectiin,- on nie. M. S. S.

TEXAS.
To the soul that sits in slhadov
'Tis, Oh, 'tis an Eldorado."

w~ FIEN I jump froin my chair and hiss throughi ni)-
VV tectl, Il in going to ('as"nîy intimate fricnds

neithcr attemipt to dissuade nie nor prcparc for an affect-
ing f.trevcll. 'lhouglî my face nia>' %var a scowi more
petrifying than that of the wvoocicut prcsentmieît of " fZed
Irycd l)ick the i)emon of Coivloy's Ca-iîyýon," tliey do not
think I arn .slaughteriîîg iimaginary Indiatîs even tlîougli
they know it is flot long since 1 gave up the idea of dying
in iii' b)oots ini the weird wild 'est. 'Flic> simply ini-
quire, Il H-ow long have you feit it comng on ? " for îlîey
knoiv I arn suffering front an attack of clirotie liver-
conîiplaint. Iii m»' yearning youth I uscd, like ill boys,
to draw an imiaginary bead on the leader of a howling
horde of redskins whctiever 1 haci tinie to dream, anid like
ail boys 1 lîad niy longings for lavlessncess and buckskin
brecches, and Texas was the goal of miy ambition.

-B-t as tinic wore; on I discovered that I lîad a liver.
It w~as one of the nîost unfortunate discovcrics 1 cver
miade. Since I have becoune tiiorouglil>' acquainted witlî
this part of nîy anatorniy the poctry and ambition have
graduat>' but surely oozcd out of iy systeni. TIexas lias
beconie to me a place %vlere things " miiglit have been."
Wheni I arn iiini>' orst spelis 1 tliink 1 would lîke to
go there and wrestle %vith a hucking broncho or bc lulled
into forgetfulncss by bcing rorced to dance a bar-roouîî
clog to the mnusic of a long revolv'er. Ini fact I always
swear 1 anm going to Texas whleii everything looks blue
to, nie andl imiself look yellow ; but 1 dlon't tliink I
shahl cvcr go unless 1 get to bc a bank cashicer or man-
age to work nîiyself inito somne position of trust. Ini ny
vocabulary, Il in going to TVexas " means that in nimy
opinion living is_ a prolonged attack of the liver-coni-
plaint and the world is ani unsugared pilI. P. Rus.

W~ATErR the wild ivaves saying, sister? " he enquired,
and she replied, "As far as I can niake out, the)' arc
cornplaining about that pun."


