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Ta Hiclan' Breeks.

Masten Crir,— Her nainsell thinks ta Eng-
lish bat petter no mcttle wi ta tartan. Her
-nainsell was ane o’ ta pipers at Inkerman an’
t’ Alma, when 8ir Colin enm hooraying, “We'll
hao nane put Hicland  ponnets  here.”’
Hersell couldna stant it! We cnist ta plaid,
flang awa ta pipes, oot wi oor dirk knives, an’
if tn tartan didna gar ta Rooshians flee up ta
hill an’ toon agen, my name is na I'n Phairson,
They ca'd us ta teevils in petticoats. There
was ng word apout apoli-hin ta tartan then.
An’ when ta plack teevils steekit ta toor o’ ta
prizon on ta pounie English lassies in Luck-
now, whu wa«'t put Haveloek's saints in tartan
tat gu't ta pibroch skeil ta Int them ken they
war comin’, They didun daur ta speak o’
apolishin ta tartan then. Na! na! Napoleon
wag a fera prave man, put he was aye fear'd
when he saw *“ta pare leggit savages™ in
ta fielt, Moreofer onr forefnthers got ta furst
kilt of & Roman on ta fielt o pattle, an' will
keep it till ta Romans com pack agen. 1t was
a fora pad time ta speak aboot apolishin ta tar-
tan ; she'll had petter get Paddy to rottle toon,
an’ get ta wild Boers chased awa, afore she'll pe-
gin ta mottle wi ta tress o' auld Scotland; may-
po she’l) pring a bink o hornets aloot her enrs,
she’'ll pe thinkin® we're a nation « flunkics,
She'll petter apolish ta parritch, an’ ta prose,
an’ ta haggis, an’ pe tam to her moreofer when
ta Noo Cylander sits on ta aunld Lonnon Rrig;
maype she’ll sec her nainsell fishing in ta
Thames wi'a pipe in her check an’ aTam
O’Shanter on her head. Forpye n Kilt, for ta
breeks makin' will pe anc o' ta lest arts,  An’
maype she’ll tell hoo they tried ta apoli=h ta
tartan, put just plet their finkers tryin® ta
pu’ ta thistle, Ta Pusinsox.

Edwin Booth has npﬁ)em'cd as King Leur at
the Princess’ Theatie, London. The honse was
well filled, although the weather was unpropi-
tions. Mr, Booth was called before the cmtain
after every act, and after that in which Lewr
recognires Courdelic he was smmmoned three
times to the front. He was well supported on
the whole by the company. ‘The scenes with
Goneril and Poor Tom were especially well re-
ceived. Tho Standard says: *Mr. Booth's
Lear may safely be asserted to vank as his fin-
est effort.”
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Forbes' Terrific Ride.
OweN Sotyp, March 1.
Mr. Guiv,—Sin,—I'm getting up anentirely
new lecture, to be entitied, ¢ 'Terx.ble Lravel.
ling; or, & War Correspondent on a Lecture

Tour.” 1 havo had to drop myv old one.
My “Inner Lifc” got so jumbled up in

that recent fearful ride of mine over the
‘£. G. and B., that it is now a shapeless mass.
1 think my new lecture will be even more thrill.
ing. This ride over the narrow gaugo I can
work up into something even better than that
Zulu horscback adventurs, and my description
.{ Plevnn is no circumstance to the word pie-
ture I can give of my subsequent newspaper
hattle with Wragge. Please give nadvancenotice
of new lecture, and oblige, Arcn, Fonrngs.

Al
« x. Shortening the Session.
Hon. Alex. Morris, fecling that his reputation
18 an energetic maker of Jaw was waning away,
“ias brought forth n measure for the shortening
f the local ses.ions. Next to Gladstone's
Sloture Act, this is perhaps the most startling
ece of proposed legislation of the dny. Grir
ives the Hon. Alex. his full sapport in the
nattar. The sessions are decidedly too long
wmd  costly, althongh no legislative body
in the world docs more solid and useful work
shan our Loceal Parlinment. But the financial
view is net the only one. Guir feels a keen
cympathy with the Opposition who, having to
it and hopelessly gaze at the Treasnry benches,
;nonot but look upon the session in the light of
v prolonged tortnre. No wonder they should
rirg in o bill to shorten their sufferings.

Slashbush on Loyalty.

‘The cool and beauntiful snow Jay in an un-
yroken muitle upon the wide fields and
nendows of the Slashbush estate. It covered
shie fenthery foliage of the evergreen tamaracs
and spruces that flanked the cattle *paster,”
wnd (ch bare branches of the stately oanks and
:hestnuta stood out in clear and sharp outlines
rgainst the cold western sky whevo the sun was
just setting. It was March. Spring had come,
not so ethereal mildness, its supposed accom-
panyment.

Gustavus Slashbush stood by the kitchen
window of the old homestend gazing medita-
tively upon the orb of day, fast declining beyond
the frowning buttresses of Uncle Ephraim’s
barn. His sister Almira sat by the firc engaged
in her favorite and useful occupation of sewing
frngrents of cloth of many colors and textures
together, preparatory to their being in good
time woven into o magnificent and gorgeous
rag carpet.

* Almiry,” suddenly ejacnlated Gustavus, “1
veally think there is no loyalty left in the world
now. 1 mean troe, bona fide, unswerving
loyalty. What do you think?”

“DPon't know nothin’ about it, nor don’t
enve; guess we kin get along pretty well nith-
out it anyway." replied his sister with indiffer.
ence.

“ Get along without loyalty ! ' said Gustavus
aghast. * Why, Almiry, you don’t understand.
Let me put a cnse in point to "you. Now you
know you've got & beau, Rueben Van Rucket.
Now—"

* Well, s’posin’ I have, that's nothing to do
with you,” snid Almira, flaring up.

* Noj; but Almiry you'd like bim to beloyal,
to be trae to you, wouldn't you? ”

““ Oh Rube’s truc enongh, n little too true,
consarn him. I can't go to a single meetin’
but the critter keeps follexin’ me 'round wus
than a dog.”

¢ Almiry,” continued Gustavus, * when I
speak of loyalty I don’t vefer so much to the
constancy of one individual to another, ns to
other and greater interests, I allude to the
duty of the subject to his rulers, Yes, Almiry,
there was o time when to hear was to obey, and
the uttorances of what is now called a “frec

press” wounld consign the owners thereof to a
felon’s cell in the good old times. Look at
South Africn. Look at the Boers, Of course
you can’t expect much from an African Dutch-
man—but just look at the situation. Becauseit

rrequired of them to come under the proteet-
ing folds of the mcteor banner of old England,
and obtain all the blessing and liberties guar-
anteed thereby, these cussed Dutchmen must
take up arms and slaughter our troops. And
then the Irish—of course they never did amount
to anytling. Jast look at them, everlastingly
kicking np o rumpus. They won't pay any
rent for their farms, nor do anything but ob-
struet the workings of parliament, or shoot
landlords. Some fulks say that a great many
of them have no money to pay anytbing with,
and that they are naked and starving; butitis
quite clear to me that if they only bad a little
moreloyalty,they would soonbein a bettercondi-
ion. Now, Almiry, let us take a view of distant
India. Take Afganistan, for instance. Do we
find any loyalty there? Not a bit. What do
these people do? ‘Lhey refuse to entertain our
ambassador, and they hold sceret communica-
tions— secret communications, mind—with the
Russians, who have evil desires upon our pos-
sessions there. What's the consequenco? We
send iu an invading army, and thoneands are
killed and wounded ! Of course there are peo-
ple who sy that the Russians have just as
much right there as we bave but these people,
1 tell you Almiry, are not loyal. :

Now, Aliniry, let us look at home. We, no
doubt, of all countrics, are the most loyal, and
yet I fear that to a great extent it is mercly o
sentimental loyalty. As long as wo have our
way, aud arc not interfered with by the Colonial
or other “ offico ” at home, we are sho pink and
perfeciion of true loyalists; but if any * Home
Government,” whether Tory or Radical, would
try and act too paternally with us, you would
find that the newspapers would come out eslling
Lord Beaconsfield a ¢ son of a second-hand old
clo’ man,” or Mr. Gladstoue a sophisticated,
wood-chopping, otd rhetorician, incbriated with
the cxubcrance of his own—"

‘“ Gustavus ! Dash durn ye! Hurry upand

git thehorres into the barn ; you're gittin’ more
useless and useless every day 1"’ were the words
that issucd from the lips of the elder Slashbush,
who had just driven home from ihe village.
“ Skip avound, Almirn, and let’s have some
supper,

I'm hungry as a wolf.”

Another Noble Victory-.

'Reh! Tho Grits
are whipped—hic—
againt They
thought they’d take
away our little tip-
ple—hiec—bolish
Bar iln the Houshe;

u’ they go’ defeat-
td. Yessir! Solid
party vote! Bully
for Con—hic--ser-
vative Party! Bul
—hie—ly for Tom
White!  ’'Rah for

oult—hio—beel

o outsidor be ad-

itted—good joke

\ S . +— cept~—hic—'com-
panied by wember. *Nother good joke—hio—
‘Gree to have bar closed, but take our bitters
all samc at table in next room! The Gritsh
can’ get over us, too—hic—many for ‘em.
‘Rah for ’Servative par—hic—ty! ’Rah for
Synd—hic—kate !

For they are~hic—joll He
They :W’L jolly ;:;cml‘é'l‘l)er’;,gmfc o
Tolly goolellers,
Which no—hic—body can deny.
Commo' down an’ ha' somethin’ drink! Come
on boys! You can all come ’ith me—hic—I'm
o mem—hie—ber!




