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My Only Day's Hunting.
“Please, air, are these for you ?”
It was my man who spoke, and as he

__did so. ha held up fo» «.«fraction an im-
maculate pair of “tops” in one hand and 
a pair of painfully new breeches in the 
other, while his countenance wore an 
expression of mingled tear and astonish
ment.

With an inward sinking at my heart I 
turned from my morning paper and out
let, and having nodded a gloomy assent 
to his query, said, “That will du, James; 
lay them on the sofa.”

The above conversation took place in 
my bachelor apartments in the Albany, 
the reason for the appearance therein of 
the aforesaid tops and breeches I am 
about to explain. I am not a hunting 
man. I never could see any joke in 
bumping about on a hard piece of pig
skin in pursuit of a draggled piece of 
vermin called a fox, although some 
people say the fox enjoys the fun. It is 
all very well for those that like it; and 
Mr. Jorricks of immortal memory, inay 
call hunting “the sport of things—the 
image of war without its guilt and only 
26 per cent of its danger," if he likes, 
but I confess I can’t see it in that light. 
It is with feelings the reverse of pleasant 
therefore, that I received and accepted 
an invitation from Sir Harry Bullfinch to 
stay a week at his “box” in Warwick
shire, and avail myself of his hospitality 
and mount with the renowned pack 
which hunted the county. I was urged 
to this acceptance of what in my saner 
moments I should have indignantly 
treated as a practical joke by a aile 
attack of the master passion. I met Sir 
Harry and his daughter Kate in London, 
duiing the past season. We had fre
quently met at various balls and enter
tainments, and on several occasions had 
enjoyed the fragrance of Bushy park and 
the still delights of a boat on the upper 
searches of the Thames but with my 
natural timidity I had never ventured to 
ask the question which was forever on 
the tip of my tongue, but never got 
further. The invitation appeared to 
hold out promises of quiet tete-a-tete, so 
I electrified ray tailor and boot-maker 
with orders for the necessary “togs” 
with which to cary on the campaign.

I remember having somewhere heard 
or read that in order to acquire an easy 
and graceful seat on horseback, sitting 
astride on a chair and holding on by the 
back, was excellent practice, so, having 
called James and given him most express 
instructions to deny me even to my most 
intimate friends, I proceeded to struggle 
into perhaps the tightest pair of cords 
that were ever made for mortal man, 
and, with the aid of a brandy and soda 
and a couple of boot hooks, to pull on a 
pair of boots which nearly gave me a fit 
of appolexy and made my corns bum for 
hours. Armed with a cutting whip, I 
then mounted astride the strongest chair 
in the apartment, and continued the ex
hilarating exercise with the the firmness 
of a stoic and a martyr, and with only 
one interval for luncheon, throughout 
the entire day.

My train left tile Great Northern 
station at 4.30 and landed me safely at 
my destination. In due course I found 
myself seated next to the fair Kate, with 
my legs comfortably stretched under Sir 
Harry’s mahogany.

“I suppose our dull country pack will 
seem quite a second rate to you," said 
Kate.

I was murmuring something in reply, 
when Sir Harry cut in with:

“Ah ! I've got a splendid mount for 
you to-morrow, my boy 1 A trifle play
ful perhaps—hasn't been hunted this 
season, but will carry you like a bird."

“Oh, yes,” said Kate, “Czar is such a 
nice creature.,"

“Indeed !” said 1. “I am rejoicing to 
hear it. Of course you accompany us to 
the meet ?”

“Yes,” she replied, “and papa has 
said that as you ale going out I might 
even follow the hounds a little way. 
You'll look after me, won’t you, Mr. De- 
Boot ?”

I promised to do my devoirs, but in 
my heart of hearts thought I should re
quire some one to look after me.

The following morning at breakfast, 
which was early on account of our having 
to go some distance to the meet, the 
horses were brought ronnd—a sturdy, 
thickset, quiet-looking weight carrier, a 
neat-looking gray mare, and a bright 
fidgety chestnut. The latter gave his 
attendant groom some trouble, and in
sisted on waltzing around on his hind 
legs a good deal more than appeared to 
me to be necessary.

“I am afraid your papa will find that 
animal rather troublesome,” I remarked 
to Kate.

“That" she answered, “oh, that s not 
papa’s—that’s the one you are going to 
ride—Czar.”

My appetite left me, and as I rose and 
walked, in as unconcerned a manner as I 
could assume, to the window, saw that 
Czar had reversed the order of things by 
putting his head between his fore legs 
amd lashing out with his heels in a very 
vicious-looking and anything but “play
ful" manner.

A general move was now made to the 
front door. Kate looked at me and evi
dently expected me to “put her up” but 
I knew better than to attempt it, and

pretended to be intent on buckling a 
strap of the pair of spurs Sir Harry had 
lent me until she was safe in the saddle. 
Czar was then brought up for me to 
mount, which, after several abortive 

and we all
along together toward the meet. Con
trary to my expectations Czar behaved 
in a most exemplary manner, and I even 
ventured to swing my whip with a jaunty 
air without his taking the slightest 
notice. But it wss too good to last 
Presently a red coat popped out on us 
from a by-lane and the Czar’s ears be
gan to twitch. Two or three more horse 
men overtook us, and his tail began to 
describe circles, and he proceeded on his 
wpy with a crab-like movement, which 
wig anything but elegant and eminently 
disconcerting.

Almost before I could realize the posi
tion, a stem voice shouted, “Now, you 
sir, mind the hounds will you ?” and a 
muttered oath, accompanied by an ex
pression which sounded very much like 
“tailor” drew my attention to the fact 
that we had arrived in a field by the 
side of a wood, in which was gathered 
some seventy or eighty horsemen and a 
pack of hounds. Luckily for myself, 
and also for the hounds, on whom Czar 
seemed to think it fun to prince, the 
master gave the order to “throw off.
It nearly came being prophetic in my 
case. In less time than it takes to write 
a fox was started. I lost my hat and 
my head at one and the same moment, 
and nearly my seat, and the next thing 
that I remember with any degree of 
distinctness is clinging with the blind 
energy of a drowning man to the pommel 
of the saddle, regarding with despair a 
huge fence which seemed to approach me 
at a terrible rate. There was a sudden 
rush, a tremendous spring—I seem to 
have left the lower part of my waistcoat 
and its contest on the other side of the 
obstacle—and, with a jolt which pitched 
me somewhere in the vicinity of the 
Czar’s eats, we were over.

The field we landed in was a stiffish 
fallow, but Czar still “urged on his wild 
career" with unabated speed. I shook 
back into the saddle, and a passing re
gret that I had neglected to insure my 
life against accidents flitted through my 
mind. I concluded to cling to the pom
mel, and in this manner we negotiated 
three more fences, and got into a quiet 
lane, when to my astonisment, Czar 
stopped dead short. We had, to my 
sincere delight, lost the hounds. I 
patted Czar gently on the neck, and 
quickly dismounting, led him slowly 
down the lane. We had not proceeded 
far when I discerned a country lad 
coming towards me carrying in his hand 
my lost hat, which had been battered 
out of all shape by a horse’s hoof. I re
covered my lost head gear, climbed back 
into the saddle intending to walk Czar 
quietly homewards, when I could dis- 

! cover in what direction home was. But 
as ill luck would have it, at that precise 
moment the sound of a horn was heard 
far off in the distance. Czar pricked up 
his ears and gave a sudden start, and on 

; my attempting to check him, had reared 
| straight on end, while I lovingly clasped 
him round the neck with both arms, and 
with one plunge forward and upward we 
left that country and lane forever. XV e 
landed in a pasture, and were going at a 

I a fearful pace up a slight incline. Ar- 
i rived at the top, the whole hunt was to 
be seen coming down the valley.

And now Czar would take no denial. 
Rushing down the slope, at a speed to 
which all former exertions of his had 
been as mere child s play, flew over a 

1 double [lost and rails, and I found myself 
a good first in front of the foremost 
flight of horsemen and close on to the 
hounds. Onward ! still onward ! until 
looming up in the distance appeared a 

1 straggling line of stunted willows which,
I even to my uninitiated vision meant 
“water.” Splash ! there goes the fox ! 
Splash ! splash ! there goes the hounds ! 
I hear voices shouting behind me as if in 
warning, but ■all I can do is to hold on 
and trust in Providence. Our pace, if 
possible increases, and, with a sort of 
idea of going up in a balloon, Czar and 
myself seemed suspended in the air miles 
above the brook. It seems ages before 
we come down agafn; which we do with a 
jerk that would have unseated me had it 
not been for Czar suddenly springing 
forward and shaking me back to my 
proper place. XVe rush on to where the 
hounds seem to be scrambling for some
thing and quarrelling amongst them
selves—they have run into the fox and 
Czar comes to a standstill just outside 
the worrying pack.

Up comes the first whip and flogs 
them off their prey, and I see Sir Henrv 
advancing towards me red in the face, 
and violently gesticulating with his 
heavy hunting crop. XVhat have I done? 
Have I unconsciously fringed some point 
in hunting etiquette or have I hurt Czar# 
Neither one nor the other. Sir Harry 
hastily flinging himself off his steaming 
horse, comes up to me, and seizing me 
by the hand nearly wrings my arm off 
and bursts out with :

“XX’ell done, my boy ! You rascal, 
you ! You’ve jaiunded the whole of us. 
Never saw such going in all my life. 
Don t believe there's another man in the 
field that could have done it. Here 
Lord George"—to the noble master who 
at this moment rode up—“permit me to 
introduce my friend Mr. De Boots. ”

'Delighted to make your acquaint
ance, sir," says his Lorkship, shaking 
me heartily by the hand. I trust to be 
able to show you some good sport if you 
are thinking of remaining in our country, 
though if you do we shall all have to 
look to our laurels, for you went like a 
bird, sir.”

While he was speaking several gentle
men rode up, to all of whom I am intro
duced, and all of whom praise what they 
are pleased to call my “plucky riding.”

Miss Kate comes up as the last obse
quies are being performed, and on the 
huntsman, obedient to a nod from his 
lordship, who is no lover of women in 
the hunting field, presenting me with 
the brush, I handed it to her with all 
the grace compatible with mud stained 
habiliments, and a crushed and battered 
hat.

XX'e rode home together—Sir Henry 
and an old crony of his riding some dis
tance in the rear. Czar waa complacent 
and had apparently had quite enough at 
any rate for that day; so thinking that I 
might never have another such oppor
tunity, I gently took Kate’s whip and 
ventured to put that question which hsd 
been so long on the tip of my tongue.

Her answer was a whisper "yes;” but 
suddenly turning to me she added—“On 
one condition. ”

“Name it dearest, ’ I replied.
“You are so rash and daring that you 

must promise me never to hunt after we 
are married !”

Need I say how readily I gave the re
quired pledge, and how faithfully I kept 
it

The treat Handle.

I was at an “at home” yesterday, and 
saw restheticism in its glory, although it 
is to be observed that many devoted dis 
ciplee of the guild, unable to resist the 
pressure of public ridicule in the papers 
and on the stage, have gone over to the 
Philistines. Orcar XX'ilde vu, however, 
there, and in his glory, for his long hair 
and sickly-green cravat had an unique 
coat and a pair of trousers to keep them 
company. “His trousers are indeed, 
too too,” whispered my neighbor, “for 
there is material enough in them to make 
four pair 1” The great Maudle was flop
ping on a divan, his hands folded, his 
eyes upturned, while a “precious” crea
ture in kindred “art colours” communed 
with him. Presently, while a long
haired being played upon the violincello» 
and ere a young lady had burst forth in
to a rapturous German liet^, I noticed 
in the hallway a decidedly pretty girl 
who had just arrived. She was trying 
to take off a Newmarket coat which 
fitted her so closely that one of the 
buttons burst as she did so, and this 
Newmarket coat—oh, “precious” incon
gruity of cut and material !—was made 
of “crushed strawberry” hued cloth. 
When, with the assistance of the page 
and her friends, she had succeeded in 
disembarrassing herself of this garment 
she stood revealed in a ‘quite too too” 
robe of palest green cloth, trimmed with 
olive velvet, and made in the exact style 
of that worn by Marguerite in “Faust," 
down to the chateline pocket and the old 
silver clasp and girdle. Top this with 
an unmistakably nineteenth century 
bonnet, and foot it with boots of our 
day, and you may well believe that this 
lovely but misguided girl looked as 
though she dad just stepped from some 
such extravaganza as “Le Petit Faust." 
The hostess did not on this occasion— 
and does not—encourage this style of 
attire by personal emulation. Like the 
Baroness de Chamber in “Frou-Frou,” 
she lets other people make themselve8 
ridiculous.

ne Heâwe AwnMt Melaler.

“You remember that fellow who wrote, 
whats it's name ? You know, he made 
some money on one of the western rail
roads; I forget what they call it.”

•Well, what of him ?"
11 Why, not long ago Ee was in, vlutY 

that town in Wisconsin ? You know.”
“Don’t mind the name of the town ; 

what did he do f
“What the deuce is the name of that 

town ? A big politician came from there. 
You know him. Well, this fellow—” 

“What fellow?”
“I can’t think of his name. It’s a 

good joke and I nearly died when I 
heard it. He’d come from that big plan
tation in Louisiana kept by—by : Who's 
that big banker in St Louis? The man 
who built a line of steamboats from Keo
kuk to—to—I’ll think of the name in a 
minute—the town at the mouth of—you1 

know that river in Arkansas. Anyway 
he’d come up on the—that road that 
runs at the west bonk of the Mississippi 
from that place opposite Cairo. Consoli
dated with the Cairo and Fulton road. 
What’t the name ef that line?”

“Don’t know. Never in that country. 
What did your man do that was so very 
funny ?”

“XVhy, he’d come up from that plat
form on this line to the town in Wiscon
sin, and struck for the—the—that hotel 
on the corner of Jefferson and that other 
street. Named after a Frenchman. 
Strange I can’t remember it. Don't you 
know the house ?"

“Never heard of it. Don’t know any
thing about it Go on with your story.”

“WeU, he got there, and he perpetrat
ed the best pun you ever heard on the 
landlord’s name. The landlord got off a 
pretty good thing on this man’s name; 
but I can’t remember what it was. Any 
how, this man asked the landlord : “Why 
are you like an insurance company”—he 
named the company, but I’ve forgetten 
what it was. ‘XVhy are you like this in
surance company ?’ Give it up

“Yes, I give it up.”
“Well, sir, the answer is the funniest 

thing you ever heard. It broke me all 
up when I heard it ?”

“What is it?”
“Why, if I could remember the name 

of the landlord, I’d know in a moment. 
Who's that fellow that invented the — 
pshaw ! that machine for making—what 
are they called ? You understand, some
thing about stair rods."

“Never heard of him.”
“It’s the same name except the last 

syllable. Funny I didn’t catch it. ’’
“Is that all of your story ?”
“XVhy, yes. You see if I could re

member my man’s name and the insur
ance company and the landlord’s name, 
I’d bust you right open with the best 
thing you ever listened to. By the way, 
we had a large party at our house last 
night, and the queerest thing is that I 
didn't know I’d forgotten to invite you 
until my wife asked why you wasn't 
there. Good one on you, wasn't it ! I
said to----- ,that fellow I loaned twenty-
five dollars to on your guarantee, what’s 
his name, fat fellow f Never paid it,and 
I wish you would let me have the 
money.”

“Don’t remember the name ; don’t re
collect the circumstance, and didn't know 
you had a wife. I'd heard you had a 
party, but didn’t remember the number 
of your house. I would have forgotten 
to come if you had invited me," and the 
bored man departed in dudgeon.

| A vast proportion of society is made a 
vacuum to memory, and some of the 
shining social lights of this place will 
compare pleasantly in conversational 
ability with the genius here portrayed.

ATTTSB. THE PIRE.

JOHN «TOBY
The Tinsmith is still to the front.

I have i 
the recent f

I nfiilr Ailvanlngee.

An Irishman, finding his cash at a low 
ebb, resolved to adopt “the road" as a 
professional means of refreshing the ex
chequer; and having provided himself 
with a huge horse-pistol, proceeded 
forthwith to the conventional “lonely 
common,” and lay in wait. The no less 
conventional “fanner returning from 
market with a bag of money” of course 
soon appeared, to whom enter Pat with 
the regulation highwayman offer of 
choice, “Y"our money or your life !” a 
remark fortified by the simultaneous ex
hibition of the firearm in the usual way. 
the farmer, who was a Quaker, essayed 
to temporize. “I would not have thee 
stain thy soul with sin, friend; and 
didst thou rob me of my gold, it would 
be theft ; and didst thou kill me, it 
would be murder. But hold ! A bar
gain is no sin, but a commerce between 
two honest men. t will give thee this 
bag of gold for the pistol which thou 
boldest at my ear.” The unsuspecting 
amateur Macbeath, yielding perhaps to 
the Quaker's logic and solicitude for his 
spiritual welfare, made the exclytnge 
without a moment’s hesitation. “Now, 
friend," cried the wily Ephraim, leveling 
the weapon, “give me back my gold, or 
I’ll blow thy brains out !" “Blaze away 
thin, darlint !” said Pat. “Sure, there’s 
niver a dhrop of powther in it"" The 
result was a sold Quaker.

July.
During this month summer complaints 

commence their ravagea To he fore
warned is to be foreamed. Dr. Fowler’s 
Extract of XVild Stawherry is the best 
known preventative and cure for all 
forms of bowel complaints and sickness 
incident to the summer season

Tree ef « barge.

All persons suffering from ^Coughs, 
Colds, Asthma, Branchitis.Loss of Voice, 
or any affection of the Throat and Lungs, 
are requested to call at your drug store 
and get a Trial Bottle of Dr. King’s 
New Discovery for Consumption, free of 
charge, which will convince them of its 
wonderful merits and show what a regu
lar dollar-size hotte will do. Call early. 
—[Adv.

August.
The summer season now reaches its 

climax, and is prolific in developing 
bowel complaints. Over-indulgence in 
fruit, immoderate drinking of iced waters 
and summer beverages, in a few hours 
produce fatal ravages among children 
and adults. Dr. Fowler’s Extract of 
XVild Strawberry is the most reliable re
medy for all forms of summer com
plaints. Safe, pleasant and prompt in 
its effects. All dealers keep it.

Do Not be Deceived.
In these times of quack medicine ad

vertisements everywhere, it is truly 
gratifying to find one remedy that is 
worthy of praise, and which really does 
as recommended. Electric Bitters we 
can vouch for as being a true and relia
ble remedy, and one that will do as re
commended. They invariably cure 
stomach and Liver Complaints, Diseases 
of the Kidneys and Urinary difficulties. 
XVe know whereof we speak, and can 
readily say, give them a trial. Sold at 
fifty cents a bottle, by all druggists.— 
[Adv.

Mature Makes no Mistakes.
Nature’s own remedy for bowel com

plaints, cholera morbus, cholic, cramps, 
vomiting, sea sickness, cholera infantum, 
diarrhœa, dysentery, and all diseases of 
a like nature belonging to the summer 
season, is Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild 
Strawberry, which can be obtained of all 
dealers in medicine.
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STOVES, TINWARE, LAMP GOODS,
and every other line in the buaineee,

aaasssa s “John Story.

PRINTS
COLBORNE BROTHERS

FROM

5 CENTS A YARD UP. 

THE BEST VALUE IN TOWN.

SMS’ VARIETY STORE.
NEW GOODS.

5,000 MlLS WALL PAPER
AFRESH STOCK.-es **-NEW STYLES.-**.

WINDOW SHADES, TRAVELLING BAGS,
BASKETS, BABY CARRIAGES.

A FINE STOCK, STYLISH AND CHEAP k 1
Note the Stand. “The Cheapest House Under the Sun."

iyNext door to fhe Poet Office.

If You "Want. Q-ood.

GROCERIÉS,
PROVISIONS,

CROCKERY, or
GLASSWARE,

-GO

D. FERGUSON’S
Hamilton Street, Opposite Bailey's Hotel.

In addition to the ordinary line» of the Grocery and Crockery Trade, I carry a fu stock of

Flour, Meals, Pork aid General Provisions
MY MOTTO 18,

“Fair Dealing and Moderate Prices.”
CoalfOil alBofsold. See my Stock and get my prices. 
iarfGoods delivered to any part of the

D. Ferguson.

Daniel Gordon,

Oldest House in the County, and Largest Stock this side of London ! 

Parlor Suites,
Bed-Room Suites,

Side-Boards,, Easy Chairs,
Lounges,[etc., etc.

Cash lluycrs will find it to their advantage to sec my stock if they need a good .'article at 
close price.

I). GORVOS, West Street, near Post Office, Goderich.

IKHZtsTT-A-IL
Carriage_ W orks!

B- POINTEE
having lcaacd the shop of Mr. P. Bayne, is now engaged in the manuf acture o

first class

CARRIAGES, BUGGIES, WAGGONS, etc.
Give me a call, and I will give you prices that cannot he oeaten in th

county.
miFAIH,HNTC> Sc JOBBING DOKTE 

KINTAIL CARRIAGE WORKS,
B. pointer

GET YOUR
AUCTION SALE BILLS
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