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SEEING IS BELIEVING.
HAviNG heard a great deal about the progress of Mimico, MR.

GRip detailed his Imaginative Artist to go up and make a sketch
of the place as it really is. Above is the resuit.

LATER-Evidence is accumulating to prove that our artist was
personally conducted " on bis % isit by one of the real estate

mTen.

able, and soon we was under his heels, and I was con-
fused to that extent by the sitivashun, that I cudn't sa),
wiïtch wvas bis hoofs and witch wvas my number sevens,
nor cudn't distingivish rn) own head from the enginecer's,
but the former %vas perseptible enuf îvhen I found myseif
hyin in the frozen gutter, and the ice havin stove ini my
loose wvig pins.

At first I cudn't catch a glimpse of the rest of the party,
and in may miiids eye alreddy behield a post rnortar bein
held on Hiram. But, before long, I spied Miss Cynthy
sittin on the fragments of the cutter, a %weepin and ringing
ber hands, and I sbud a thot the owner bad more caws
to wveep, bis wvehicle bein but remnnants and bis horse
shiverin wvith fright and a lamie leg. Not a sine cud I see
of Hiram, and in spite of mnany argymints and his flighty
ivays on our tower, my hart throbbed troo to the pardner
of nîy yuth, and I looked roui-d for himi with angziety on
every linimient. At last I miade out somethink %vavin in
the breeze just over the bank. I started to, walk to it, but
bein no lite wait, I broke tbro the upper crust at every
step, yet I struggled on till 1 rccognized the tossel of
Hiram's cnimson tooke. My hart flopped down like a
lump of lead, for I knew that at heast five-sixths of the
pardnier of niy joys and sorrows <principally sorrows, fur
I may trooly say 1 was wveddin to misfortîn when I niar-
ried him) was under the surface, congealin rapidly. 1
screamed for lielp, but when it arnived, the pint of the
tooke had giv its hast feeble riggle. It seems that there
w'as a streani runnin jut beloiv where be was particîpated,
and his luck wvas to break into, it, but ît'a a mercy hc went
heels first. W~e hauled him up at hast, but I feared that
life ivas distinct. He *hay there as stiff as a becalmed
munimy, tho flot nearly s0 brown of comiplekshun. W~e
rubbed hiui with snowv and a brandy fiask, and by and
b>' the pnickshun began to rewîve hiim, and the vital spark
gave a glimmner.

Thinks I to myself, this wîhl be a wvarnin to, himi to,
refrane frbm jimnastiks, but land, lie wvil neyer take wvarnin
by nothink, and after nearhy havin an interest held over
bim, he went a roller skatin. M. BOURCHIER.

Is the fashionable cape with so, nany reefs on it the
Cape of Stornis ?

TUE TRIUMPH 0F VIRTUE.
1.

G 0 aj yo n an, go, and neyer darken this door

It was the old story, and Mr. Marrgin wvas playing the
part of the injured benefactor iii the rnost approved
fashion. He had just miissed a fifty-dollar bill froni his
sale, and who could have takeni it but bis confidential
clerk, George Spotcash, now standing before himi? None
of the other clerks knewv the comibination of the hock,
there wvas flot the slightest doubt about the culpability of
the accused in the mmhd of bis accuser and judge, who
refused to listen to his protestations of innocence. Ail
such efforts wvere drowned in the moral ehoquence of the
employer, who thus strove to prevent any further effui-
sion of guilt in the formn of perjury.

" For the sake of your father, who wvas niy old friend,
1 will spare you, young man. I do Îlot even ask you to
refund the money. Take it, and take yourself off with
it. Go to the States, or sonie foreign country, and try
to rebuild the character you have shattered here. But
don't let me look any longer iii the face of sucli low
thievery and base ingratitude."

The broker having rîsen from bis Seat to give greater
force to bis denunciations, now sat down with. a severe
dignity whîch would have been imuch more impressive
had lie taken the precaution to see that bis chair ivas in
the direct line of descent. This not beingy the
case, gravitation allowed him but a squatter's chaini upon
the floor. The dîsmissed employee, however, was too
m-uch agitated by bis own downfall to observe the sud-
den eclipse of the broker behind his desk. The young
nman hurrîed to, his boarding-house, packed his trunk,
paid his landlady, w~rote and posted a hetter to his sweet-
heart, Clara, bis old employer's daughter, and took the
first train going West. So the curtain fahîs on these
dividcd friends, the one in a railway carniage, inusing on
the cantrip tricks of Fortune, the other in bis office, pon-
dering the wveakness of human nature and the Chicago
wheat market.

A MYSTERY.
LITTrLE FAMNTLERov RoSEDAJLF.-'l Gran'pa, what's that?
GRAýNDP'A-" That, ny dear, is a Toronto mnounted policemnan."
LITTLE rFAUNTLEROY-" What are thcy for, gr-anpa? "
GRANDPA-" Well, now, my boy, that ia something 1 have never

been able to fi nd out 1 "


