
kba froz«B Dorlh." H«look«dalm« la rar-
prlfe »nd ••id, "My dear fellow, in Easlkod
I'm a vety smftll lo»d in very lM«e pQddl»;
in my diiiriot in the nottb I'm »bMliii«
mouMoh.

"

OONOLCStON.

Your Dklienon mu«« D« nnw fally exhftoabed
»nd I will not farther try it, bat willoanolnde
ty rekdinfr • sDort p'tem wriiieD by Wm
Oerrond, Eiq , laknly of High B'nff, bai now
nf Ptinob Aioert. Mr. Gerrund wait b*rd of thn
Pottage laPraiiiA Si. AndrewR eooiety and wm
•Iwaya reftdy with » pietn to read on 3t.

Andrew's 6my. Many cf bi» efforts were of
very oonaiderable meri», bai when he ex
prpMed ibe ideM of nn old eeitler in poetry,
on tbe old and new order of things in this

oonntry, he certainly did it well. Before
reading tbe po^m I may explain that
there are perbapi some pretent who
will not onderatand tbe worda "me
whatever, " wbloh oooar three limea in
the poem waa, and ia yeS a very oommon
expre»Bion amooRat th«> natives of ahia ooontry
and they really mean 'for «ny part." For
inalanoe instead of aaying ' For my oart, I'm
gointr oo the fort," he wnuld osy **Mn what
ever, I'm going to tbe fort. " With ihia ex
planation I will give yon tbe poem.

WHAT WAS AND IS AN OLD SRTTLBR'S IDBA.

Oh ! tor tbe time that some despise.
At leaiit I liked them, me whatever,
Before th-< transfer muds us wise.
Or politics bad made us clever

Then faith and friendship, band in hand,
A kit dly tale to all were te'lingr.

Prom e >st to west, throughout the land.
Contentment relKoed in every dwelling.

'Twas then we alt In oordurojs
WouH travel to the churoh on Sunday
And listen to tbe good man's voice,

And do as he had said on Monday.

Our women too, ^oth wife and maid,
Had lovely trf ssee for a bonnet,
A goodly shawl upon the bead
Was all she ever put upon it.

Than gold waa aoaroe, 'tis vary troa,
But then it waa not much wa wanted,
Our arttflclal wauta were ftw.
And we were happy and contentad.

Bdt now alaa the timea are chaoKed,
At leatt I think eo, "me whatever,"
And artilloial wanta are ranared^
And piled in heaps along the river.

Our women'a thrown away the shawl,
And got instead a showy bonnet
With many a uostly talderall

Of feathers, silk and lace upon it.

Our men de?oislng corduroys
In broiddotb .Trace the church on Sunday,
And then go home to criticize

And do as they've a mind on Monday.

Our trend old faith's supplied with doubt
And friendships killed by speoulatioD;
And sweet content is driven out
And giumbling envy fills her station.

Oh for the time that some despise.
At least I liked them, "me whatever,"
Before the transfer made us wite
And politics bad made us clever.

BIS HONOB SPKAKB.

At the oloae Hla Honor tbe Lientenant
Oovernor moved • vote of tbanka to tbe
leotnrer. His Honor referred to the graphic
piotnre whtoh bad been drawn and said that
it broaghji baok the old R<td river daya in all

tbelt brigbtneaa. Tboae of riper yeara wern
miich indebted to tbe leoturrr for the rem
ineaoenoea.

OoDsnl Taylor aeoonded the motion and
make an eloquent address Tbe oonanl re<

ferred to the early oonopotloi btaween R'd
River Settlement and A\ PanI Ha deroribed
the old aettlera t f Rfd River, aa tbey oame a
oaltnred, (ntellis'nnt and reapeotfd p^oplr* to
trade wi <h the Mioneaota ptoneera. No lea<«

than $150,000 a year were tbna dropped in *he
baaka nt the \fii'ai-Blppi. The oonaoi tbrn
referred to hin pnrsonal romioiacenaea of the
lecturer, atd o* the MacBsth family of Kil<

dotan. itfr. MaoBsth reinrnfd tbanka brliilv.


