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A PARABLE WITH A POINT.

O NCE upon a tîrne there wvas a wealthy gentleman
whose estate bad been a good deal niismanaged by

bis stewards and other' servants. He wvas continually
changing them, but complained that lie found it difficuit
to get faithful service, as those be appointed to look after
his business seecmed to prefer to look after their own
interests. One reason of this, perbaps, was that miost of
thoin received no pay, as hie seemed to think that the
honor of working for 1dim ought to, be sufficient, and
many of themn pretended to think 50 too. But it was
noticed that a good many people who wereni't particularly
solicitous as a general thing about honor were very anxi-
ous to get positions in this gentlenman's establisbrnent,
and some ilI-natured people at times hintcd that they
managed to pay thernselves pretty liberally for their ser-
vices. Thie old fellow wvas aIlvays grunibling and coin-
plaining of being neglectcd and robbed, but it never
seenied to strike hirn that be couldn't expcct people to
work for notbing.

Well, one day the old gentleman received a large
legacy which, if carefully managed, ougbt very consider-
ably to hiave increased. the income frorn bis estate. But
hc got into a great state of mind over the carelessness and
alleged dishonesty of bis servants and feared to entrust
tbem with it, and some of bis friends whio wvere always
advising himi said, "lDon't, on any account, trust those
fellowvs with a cent--they'll rob you sure." And while he
wvas hesitating what to do a banker came along and saîd,
IIYou sec, this rnoney is only a source of trouble to you.
You'd better make me apresent of it." "Why so?" said
the gentleman. IlWby, to prevent those rascals in your
.employ robbing you. They are just itching to get at that
money-as if they hadn't made enough out of the estate
already.»

IlDo you really tbink they>ll rob me?"» enquired the
old man nervously, for hie hatcd the' thought of being
plundered.

"0f course they will. Everybody says sa."
Wby, then," replied the gentleman, I guess l'Il give

you tbe money. They shan't bave it, anyhow."
* So he ha-nded the banker the bag of gold and 'vent off
*chuckling to hiimself at bis smartness in having outwittcd
his greedy servants.

And ;II his friends praised him for bis great sbrewdness.
For there is little doubt that if bis servants had had the

chance they would bave got away with some of thie
money. He lost it ail as it was, but he had the satisfac.
tion of giving it away himself.

But the aid mnan's sons were highly indignant over the
affair and had the old man put in the Lunatic Asyluni as
being incapable of managing his affairs.

APPLiCATION.- If the City of Toronto gives away the
enormously valuable street railway privilege for fear of
being robbcd, the Mayor and aldermen ought to be sent
te the saine institution.

A HIELAN WAR SONG.

(DtDIcATrED, WITH PROPOUND REGARD, TO THE CAEI.JC
EDITOR 0F IlTHuE MAIL.")

T H A c na ni bronach nach urralnn creutair mar an duine, a
tha uidhirnte le buadhan reusan agus ard aigne bno laimh

a Chruiththearr.deoch a ghabhaila'm meassarachd, gun daoraich
no tuasaid, ach mno thruaighe i tha lad gann a'n aireamh a
chuireas an lanh 's an teine gun a loisgeadh.-Mail.

Awake 1 For the heur for action draws nigbh
Oh rouse f rom your slumbers ye patriot band!

The bronacb nach nrrainn rings out its wild cry,
For the creutair la raging ahroad in the land!

Can it be that a loisgeadh would shrinik from the fray,
Or bis sinews relax in inglorious repose

When even the buadhan stands proudly at ha>'
And tha uidhimte rallies to combat our foes.

Is the blood of the Gael hi' no mnemories stirred
When the proud naine 6f Chruiththearr la blazoned abroad ?

Does agus ard aigne speak vain>' the word
In recalling the field xvhere bis blood was out-poured ?

Shalh the blio lainib no longer be heard on our bis
Where the stranger deoch gbiabhails now lord it supreme?

Luet us cherish the 'hope tliat aur bosoma now fuis
That meassarachd will soon pass away like a dream.

Tiien rouse ye tliruaighes I No longer lamnent
Or in apathy pie for the days that are fledl!

coon chuireas an lambs to their wvrath wvill give vent,
Andi the daoraich no tuasaid be scattered or dead.

For the reusan is pealing aloud, and its call
Witt bc heard b>' the aircarnh both near and afar,

Let "tha lad gann ! ' our loud xvar-cry appal,
Our treacherous foe as wve rush to the wvar.

THE SCOTTISH MINSTREL.

A ULD HAWKIE birnself wvas not a more interesting
~'specimen of the genus Scot than is Sandy, the auld

body wba, wi' bis fiddle 'ncath biis airm, or wvbiles up ta
bis shouther as be scrapes the strings an' dances a lilt, is
now peramnbulating the streets of Toronto. I ran across
bimi the other day on Isabella Street, wlhere he was play-
ing and dancing in thc mîdst of a circle of dehigbted boys.
Trhe jig being finisbied,-an' it wisna owver lang, ye ken,
on accoont o' the het day-the old fellow indulged in
saine serious discourse with the youngsters, directînga
profaund glances first at one and then another while lie
gesticulated gracefully with* bis rigbt arm. As I
approached and stôod ta watch the game, lie carne
toward me followed by bis troupe of young friends.
IlA'wrn just tellin' thae boys," he explained, Iltbat thicy
matin stan' tae their word. This -ane,"ý-indicating a
young darkey-" is a good color an' will aye stan' truc, 1
tbink." ' l'What do you propose to, do ?" 1 asicd.
49WeYre gaun tac rob, ye ken. We'il tak they twa bouses
ower yonder, an' turn the folk oot an that'Il be oor camp,
an oye nicbt we'll gang oot tae rob a' roond aboot, an' as
awm tbe chief aw'fl bac maist o' the money ive get, an'
a' these laddîes 'Il bae their share. Thern wba gie nie
money or wba /tae gie'n me money, we'Il no rob their
booses, but a' ithers we'II rab, ye ken." - I But wbiat
about the. police?" I asked. "The polis?" echoed the


