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\[E1E - "l;ecni on y-our bicy-cle yet thks year?

UNCLE JEDEDIAH ON RETALIATION.

WIHA'l do you thiink of this lier(, Retaliation pol-
VVicy? ýaslzed old man Gaffick of Uncle Jcdediz-ti.

Wcrll it scemis ter mie to be a <iarned good scicine, "
wvas the reply. 'l Ai tiothin' like giving folks a dose of
their own niedicine."

"That's so. "
And Viii just gittin' rcady ta go into the retiliation

line myseif. X'e know we've hiad a houseful of City folks
haif the sunuer."

IYes, 1)ut what in thunder lias that to do-"
"Hold up. F'in a-tellin' ye. Yer see, that lawyer

feller, Tinglestiap, is Marthy's cousin, ail' on the head of
it he sends Nis hull fam'ly out here to have a good tinie
in thie suniner, an' begosh, 1 tell ye it jest plays thse very
ilischief. The kids eats green apples tii they's sic1c,-
worry thse Iiogs an' the chickens an' tramup down the
wheat, the old wornan gits up 'long about ten o'clock an'
turns the bouse upside dowui wantin' nlicals at onireason-
able liours, an' her daughter sets in th e verandah readitu'
French story-books and foin' with the boys so you can't
git one of 'ern to do a strokc of work. I stood it ail,
by jirniny, like a lîttie mnat fur about hliaf a dozen yea rs,
but this tinie, begosh, P'in a-goin' ta Yetaliate.".

"How d'yer mnean?"» asked old man Gaftick.
"Why, we're jest goin' down to Toronto, the hull slew

(4 uis, ter take in the Exhibition an' stop with Jinglesnalp
fur a w'eek or more. I've been achin' to git Cven %vith
tIsell City people for a long timie, an' this trip, you bet,
Fiun a-gain' to work thse Retaliation scheme fur ail it's
wortlh.'

TO WOMAN.

WIIV wvilt thou twv:ne and dling,
OW'oman!

As Grmuly to the recd that bendeth low,
As to the oak tbh't taketh years ta grow ?

Poor thingiz

\Uy (lost thou. wlsen thy lite is in its spring,
Oh, Woinan !

P>lant onlv Love's fair flow'rets in thine heart,
Till of thý'life they have become a part?

orthing !

Why wilt tbou from the rcaluns of [ancy bring,
.Oh, '%Vonn!

The brightest plum-age thy fond heart can know,
Then 6ind when decked thinc eiuglc is a crow ?

Poor thing!

And why let sighs uhy foolisb bosont wring,
Oh, Woinat !

WVheui thou dost learn the carta thou trendest on
Is flot too grass for hi,,, ta live upan?

Poor thing ! D. F. T.


