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BETRAYED I

Mliss Rîcis -'Thon you really love Mec for niyself,
Couant?"'

COUN'r Srs.m-"« Lofa you I Ah, eef you coulda buta knowa

BOUav (nmnt4er flic sq!f)-" Cbestnuts!
COUN'r SEEDI (fuoi,rctting himnsclf foi' the mnomnco it)-"l Thisa

way! Tena conta pinta!t

CALDER, THE TAILOR.

I\ AISTER GRIP,-L'rn thinkin' ye'll no' fin' mon5
mien here-aira hauf sac ireci qualifeed tac gie ye

soun' opeenions anent public affairs as I amn, on accoont
if Uic fac' that im ieel acquaintit i' the Prirneer himsel',
an' often hiae brief but pintit conversations iri' hîrn on
vera monicutous subjecks, for yc maun ken 1 rnak a' bis
claes, an' biac dune sae for the maitter o' acbteen or
twcnty ycars, an' yc'I1 un'crstaun that gin yc bac the
lccbcrty o' pookin' a mian's coat tait, pu'in doon bis vest,
an' grippin' hlm- by the i)cliy-ban' o' bis brccks, it gica yc
a dcgrcc o' farn-ilîarity no' tac be expectit in tbe case o'
men tbat arc no' merchant tailors by profession, lilce mie.

Wcel, yc ken, jist last Scttcrday the Prinicer ca'd at
my shop, an' says hoe, Il Maister Calder, I'lu iantin' a neir
coat." IlThat's richt, Maister Moivat," says I, II yc keni
whaur tac corne for a guid baîvbee's wortb. Dae ye min',"
says 1, "lthe noir shuit I mnade for yc irban ye gacd
ara' doon tae Quebec aboot Confederation?" I do,"
says hie.

Thon I procceclit tae tak bis ineesure, an' I remarkit
tilt him tînt the cares o' offisb didna rnak' bini ony srna'er.
cither roun' the brcest or far'er doon ; "for," saysLI,
Ilyc'rc bauf an inchi bigger boukit noo nor yc Nvere irben
the Hoose open'It."I

The Primeer gied a w'cc îauch.
Lt's an unco peety aboot thîs Jesuite business," says

Il " t is," says bie. An' s-ays I agdin, "lYe've hiad a fect
aboot the taivcrn iceshences an' Frcnch, sclbules," says
I. IlYes, says bie.

"lNoo, Maister MoNvat," says I, Ilwhat'l I uine your
coat iri' this tine? "l "l '[bat," says hie, an' hie pîntit tac
as honnie a sîvatch o' bricbt green stuif as yle e'cr sair.
liVera wei,' 'says I. "lGood day," says tbc Primeer.

"ciGood day, sir," says T, an' he ivas aira'.
Noo, Maister Oit, gin I iras only a conion man like

the lave o' rny race, I rniicht be able tac sec no' vera

muckic in the remarks o' the Prîiceer upo' this occasion,
but as I arn a, mnan o' jidgnicnt and purspicasîty, I can
rad atircen the uines, sae tae speak, an' I gaither frac
this intcrviewv the folloirin' conclusions, tînt is tac say:
Iniprimis, firstly'-'Ihat vc'Ill bac nac general election
this ycar. 2-nd-1hat Mr. Mcredith's noie maun bide
oot o' jint a irce langer. 3rd-Tbat a Lancashire mnan 'Il
get the Toronto Registrarshîp, but it'l ino' ho Mr. John
'Allanti 4tb-That tbings 'il grang on jist as usual, An'
5tli---'I'hat gin tbcy're no' a' ire xnicht like, they mnicht ho
faur iraur.

I'm aften brocbit intae contac' i' ither greaf men, an'
"Yi yc like, L'I gie yc, frac tîime tac tirne, the resuit o' sic
interviews as I biac ii' tbcm, irban tbey're ail' duty, as it
irere, an' irban they feel tbat they are addressin' a person
whia is their oqual, an' unir nor thecir equal, in evcry
respcck, an' irha's opeenion is accoontit vailuable as that
o' a jidge, tho' no' 0' afitn)'. JOHN CALDER.

MISUNDRRSTOOD.
THE RECORD 0F A Ltai' YEAR EXtll3ErANCE.

TI AISr friends, baif lovera long wo'd boon
11 At party, ball and dinner,

And I'd resolved, time and agaîn,
To woo lier and to in hier:

This night abe told niy fortune thero
In iidor noi, secludod,

Curtained froro off tho ball-roomn's glare
And of its throng denuded.

A maiden "-thus rny fortune faîir-
Il\Vho loves tbce îî'ell and dearly,

And dark bier cyes, andI brown ber hair-
A rnodest niaiden, clearly;

0f wealth and beauty both a store,
Accomplishmenta in plenty:

Rer age, methinks, a trîfle More-
Yes, somnething over twenty."

She paused. Rer parted lips betîveen,
ler pearly teetb ivere shoNving,

Andi on lier tender clîeeks the sheen
0f bluabos ivarni %vas glowîng;
Sweetheart," I crîed. "l'III tell the rosi."-
The leap year custont guessing-

Àn cuht lier quickly to mybrss
With lover-like eareasin.

Yozel are My fortune's rnakl, My doar,"
In tender voîco I tolti lier,
I love you and your place is here,
Your head upon My shouider:"I

Slie nostled, seerning quito content,
My circling armas unbicîdon

Above ber blnsing face 1 bent,
And kissed ber lips unchidden

She raised ber dreamny eyes and caught
The look of love that greeted,

And iu theirdceptbs 1 rend, motbougbt.
The answer I'd entreated;
My sweet," I cried, Ilfroro out the rut
0f love, I learned ta wVoo you;"-

Tben: "ljack, I can't be yours, dear, but
lilI be a sister to you."- W. C. N.

THE MEANEST MAN,

T HE nianest man has been found again. A nigh-
Jbot kindly gave hlm a cast-off suit of clothes which

we'rc somc'%iat too big for him, and now lhe invites him-
self to dinner at his hcniefactor's house cvery second day,
in order, as lie says, that he may get 5' the value out cf
them clothes," wbich hie is determîined shahl fit hlmi if lie
bas to cat bis ftiend out cf house and borne.


