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THE O'TOOLE'S SI'ORY.

¥ROM ‘““NED FORTESOUE; OR, ROUGHING IT
THUROUGH LIPE.’

“] should say by the way your friend
Bob handles lus pipe, and tales his grog,
that he could spina good yarn for uy,' sug-
gosted Sorgeant Vincent. ** No doubt of it,”
criod soveral voices, ‘‘let's have a twister
from the hero of Powenghur.!” *Faith, it's
littlo I know about spinning yarns and the
liko as you call it, howover, I'll tell ye's an
anecdoto I had wid a black divil of a wvear
in Ameriky.”” *In Amorica I did not know
that you had beon such a traveller, Bob,”
¢t Arrah, hould yeor whisht, Corporal Sims,
for a meddlesome cocknoy that yo are; it's
many moro things yo don’t knew, nor ever
will. Do you remember, Ned, avic, whero {
first mot yo?' ‘‘Yes, I remom{)er very
well,” was my roply, ‘it was at Quebec."”
“Well, then, I'll tell yo how I got there.
My father was what they call ono of tho bet-
ter class of immigrants; that is to say, he
had a fow soovereigns in the heel of an ould
stocking, whun ho wint to Canada, where
ho was to get ever 8o much land just for
the axing, and live likeo a foin gintleman as
the O'Tooles used to do, when they were
kings of Munster, arrah, but it is little he
knew what a devil's own hole we wor going
to. Well, to make a long story short, from
Quebec we were forwarded to Toranto, and
then tc a placo called Barrie, and from there
to our estate, m tho township of Wasanagus;
faith, it was well named, for wo wereall like
to die with tho aguc thero; devil a fut of
dry land wag there in it, but what was un-
der wather. What is yc'es laughing at, ye
devils?"? ¢ Never mind, go on, Bob, said
1. “After o while,” continued Boh, *we
got up a bit of a log shanty, wid a shed at
the ind of it for a cow, and & tranncon of a
pig, and began to feel a little comfortable
like, altho' twas awful lonely. Be this and
be that, I often think of that same cow,
boys, and give her a blessing, forsho wss
the ceuse of all my trouble wid the bear.
Thero was & beaver dam, and 8 meadow
some distance from our lof, and the little
cow would often stray away there, bad cess
to her, and stay until I fetched her back.,
Ono day I was after the cow, and not far
from the meadow, whenl heard a kind of
shuflling noise behind me. When I looked
round, be the mortal, but there was a big
brown bear hot foot after mo. Ye¢'s have
scen me run a race, boys, but yo never seen
mo run in airnest; bedad, I run that time,
and sure it was no kind of use at all; the
shuffiing came nearer and nearer. '(Vell,
jist forninst me, 1 seen a hollow log about
twelve feet long, wid & hole in it that a bit
of a gossoon could crawl into; so bedad in
1 went; faith 'twas time, for the next minute
1 felt the claws of the baste tickling the
soles of my feet ; tho brute was too big to
get in,  Arrab, but ho was mad: I could
hear him tearing and biting at tho ind of the
log. Presently, the other ind of the log got
darkened, and the pear poked in his head,
champing and foaming like & mad wild
boar; musha, but it makes mo shiver yet
when I think howI could feel tho hot breath
of him in amongst me hair. Round and
round the log he wint, from one ind to the
other ; says he, at last, ‘this will never do,
I must get the boy out of that.”*” What,
do bears speak 1 America 77 said the unfor
tunate corporasl. “Shure, wasn’t ho think-
ing it, and isn’t it all a5 one, ye omadahon
ye,” said Bob, ¢ To be suro,” said I, “go
on Bob.” “All of & suddint I felt my feet
rising up in the air, till I was standing on
my head, houlding on for dear life, be the

knots and rough places inside tho hollow
log, which the baste commenced shaking
and porameling on the ground, for all the
wurlg like a pavier bating paving stones,
and whin he tﬁou ht he had loosened mo
hould. ho let tho Iog go down with a ban

that fairly shuck the breath out of me, anc
quick as thought made adivo at the ind of
the log, but I was as far from him as over,
Well, presently the head ris up, and by this
and by that, the vlack divil wok mo in his
arms, log and all, and began walking away
wid me, titl I felt him splashing in the wa-
tor. Tarcand ages, sis [ I'm kilt now on-
tirely ; he manes to droun me, and shuro
inough heo rolled the log in till it was under
wather. Well, boys, it's well I can swim
liko a duck, and can bate any stone at div-
ing. So before I was quite smothered, I
took a deop broath, floated quietly out of
me hiding place, and dived clane acrost the
pond, till I kim up amongst the rushes, on
tho othor side, thin I took courage to raise
me head and take a look. There sat me
gentloman on the top of the log to keep it
down, looking as knowing as you plase, and
whin he thought he'd kept me there long
inough to dvown me, he rowls the log out
and looked in at the ind of it. Yo'd have
kilt yourself laughing, to haveseen the look
he put on, whin he found me gone; he was
faii y puzzled. But bears, me lads, is cute
things, and this one bate Banagher for cute-
ness; he bogan now to walk round the pond.
aud af course whin he kim forninst me, I
put my head under wather, and kept it
there to till ho wint by. Well, when he had
done sniffing and looking after my dead
body, thinks he, ¢ his body must bo at the
bottom of the pond,’ and would ye's believe
it, boys, he began tearing away the dam wid
the big paws of him, to draw the water off,
and soon had it running like mad through
thoe sluice. Then he Legan walking round
the pond again. ¢ Holy Virgin, shure, Iam
lost now," says 1. I took another dive for
the sluice, and down I wint with thestream,
and kim up just below a bind m the creek,
where I landed and away for the bare life,
towards a small Indian cnecampment, that I
knew was on tho banks of the river, not far
off. Jist as I got within sight of the wig-
wams. as they call them, I heard the samo
noise again, and be all that's great. there
was the bear after mo again, but bedad he
was {00 late this time; I gave a yell ye'd
have beard a milo off. The Indians kim
running out, ar d in less than balf an hour
they had the di/i) kilt and the skin off him.,
A few days after, my father, may the Ilea.
vens be his bed, sent me to ]’Jarrio, forsome-
thing was wanting, and somehow I thought
T'd had enough of Canada, and that me
little brother Tim wid be the better of the
estate, so I made my way to Quebec, and
from thero to the ould country, where I
listed, and here I am, and,"" added O'Toole,
reflectively, *if, as some of yees says, there
is the laste tasto of rid in my hair, by this
and by that, :4's that same fright 1 got wid
the bear turned it that color,”’ Suchexcla
mations as **Bravo, bravo,”” * More power
to your elbow;" ‘¢ That you may neverdie,”
and others of a similar nature that burst
from his amused hearers, shewed with what
satisfuction he had been listened to. * That
is a very good story of yours, and you had
& narrow escape from a watery grave, but
thero is an ancient proverb, that the man
whois born to be hanged will never be
drowned,” .maliciously remarked Corporal
Sims. ‘Oh thin, you are a purty boy, cor-
porai dear, has your mother any more liko
ye ;3 but tho divil a fear of your being hurt,
had yo been in my placs. “For what rea-
son, Bob,” said I, the whole group looking

enquiringly towards him. “Arrah, gintle-
men, shuro the bears of Canada don't ate
carrion,’’ was the response. Tho unfortu.
nato man of two chevrous wished ho had
kopt his sacient proverb to himsolf, the

{;mgh had been 8o cleverly turned against
im.

A LAUGHABLE SIGHT.

A correspondent of a Southern paper re
lates the following incident which transpired
during tho late war:

It was Col, 's ordors, when his ao]
diers arrived at water through which they
had to wade, never to take off their clothing
for thail purpose, as it took too much tung
to don it afterwards.

Ono momosablo day wo had to crossa
branch of the Snenandoah River. Now, as
tho Confederates wero badly clad, they were
very carcful of their rags, and as soon asthe
river was reached tho military command was
winked at, and captains, lieutenants and
privates ontered the water in a nude state.
As soon as tho bank was reached we received
orders to * double quick,” and off’ started s
regiment of naked men.

“Never mind boys,” said one who had
been “thar,’’ “there is snother branch of
the river half a mile a head, parallel to this,
and wo will reach it in fording style.”’

No time had been found to putonour
“ gray,” when a sudden bend of the road
brought us in sight of an elogant mansion,
the piazza of which was filled with ladies, on
the lookout for their country’s brave defen.
ders. And further on, as far as the eye
could behold, numerous residences wero
seen, their grounds ornamented with ladies,

We paused not in our mad career—on wo
came. Iwas quito respectably habited ina
shirt, my boots and pants slung over my
shoulder, but my comrade, Jack, who was
a lank six-footer, rivallad the Georgia caval-
ry-man in his uniform, which onsisted
solely of his spurs. Jack wore not even the
latter for modesty’s sake. Watching his
attenuated figure in all the grace of ** Qouble
quick,” for **the glory of laughter’” that fell
upon me I could scarcely march.

As we passed the ladies, not a glance, not
a word, not & bouquet was vouchsafed us,
until an old Ilady standing near a gats,
enunciated slowly and distinctly, as her oyes
roved and rested on Jack finally, * Well, of
this ain’t the wust sight I ever seed,”’

Need Isay that at this criticism inanedi
atoly the whole regiment wasin a roarue
}aughter, a perfect peal up and down the

ines,

LOUIS NAPOLEON'S ESCAPE FROM
HAM.

M. Vermorel has just published 2 book
about the men of 1851. It contains a very
curious letter, which, though not new, will
be read with interest. It was addressed to
the editor of the Progres du Pasde Calais by
the presont Emperor of the t'rench, and
gives an account of his escape from the
Fortress of Ham :—¢ My dear Monsicur De
george,—>Iy desire to see my father once
moro beforo his death has led me to em-
bark on the boldest adventure Iever at-
tempted : one which taxed my courago and
resolution far more than Boulogne or Stras
burg, for I was determined not to subject
myself to the ridicule which attaches to
those who allow themselves to be cuptured
ina costumo not their own, and I could not
have cndured another failure, But hero

are tho dotails of my escape. You kmow



