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my swectness on the desert air of pretty inaidens wlho liad no votes,
but 1 bestowed ail my attentions ou the comely and virtuous matrons,
wvhose hiusbands hiad the privilege of the franchis(,; aud to any of my
young friends wvho arc aspiring to, legisiative lionourls, cspecially in a
Colouy, I would -ive this picc of %vlolesome adlvice; cuiltivate your
knowlcdge of babies. Believe mie the man ývho eati handie a bay
well, wlîo eati talk leariie(ly on dry nursing and wvet uursing, ivho can
nicely diserimuinate betwveeu the rival inerits of Mrs. Johnson's and
Mrs. Winslow's Soothiug Syruip, is n0 mean antagonist at au election;
babies are a potent. power in every district, the %vay to win the faveur
of the ruliug powver in every NvelI ordered houschold is through the
b'aby, and if'-the wife is on yoîîr side, voit eati be quite easy about the
husband, if lie is a proper hiusbaud lie dare not give lus vote against
lier wishecs. Wcll in this malter of babies Tomm-y hiad no chance
whatcver with me, "lla Sir," tlue wvomen wvould say, Ilany one id
knov you ivus a fatyther.by flic way you handies the baby." The
poet says that Ila well spring of joy in the liouse is a baby," and as
this wvil spring wvas perpetually bubbling up in may lieuse 1 hiad great
experience ini babies, and mauy a vote 1 got over Tommay by my atten-
tion to and admiration of the mtiltitudinous babies that abotinded in
Marsliboro'. 1 was also great on the subjeet of dogs, and 1 believe
next to their wivcs and ehidren the Marshburghers loved their dogs,
and dogs were alinost, if not quite as utumerouts as babies. From Mny
earliest yonth I liad been a dog fancier and knew ail the canine lvays.

took to the dogs always, though 1 did nlot go to thera, and everywhere
they took to me ; in the way of dog stories, too, I believed uutil reeutly
that I could beat any man in the Colony, and cap auy given tale about
dogs or otiier anaimals by a veracious narrative of my owu. 1 say
until recently for a short lime ýago I mnay fairly eoafèss that I mnet my
match. I was out shootiug last. fail îvith on old trapper named Tomn
McGrath, and in the course of our travels ive came aeross an old
beaver dam, this dam set Tom off talking "labout the craytures," Ilno
one -%vid belave," said lie, Ilwot dey nose. Forty year agone I was
trappin round this vcry place, and wvon day 1 found part of a baverB
leg in my trap, weil I did nlot mind it a bit, but wvent about my -%ork
as usual until about a month. af'tluer, 1 was wvorking round about the
sanie spot, and avery now and thon 1 would comne across the moàt
wontluerlul tracs, three foot marks and a dot; this mnust be some quare
crayture said 1, aud I hunted, and huinted, until at last 1 comne up îvith
hîm; and uuless you saw it you'd1 neyer belave il, thiere ivas my brave
baver -%itlu the most butiful wooden legr on him, and hie stamping along
just like any othier wooden gintieman you'd sec in town." I confess 1
was fairly shut uip and have neyer told a do g story since.-"l May be
uow," said Tom, Ilyou would not belave ail the ivontherful talcs 1 could
tell you, about bavers." 1 thiuk Tom, said I, we hadl better be getting
on, that hili beyond looks fine ground for birds. But to proceed with
my story. Joues and 1 kept on eanvassing at Miusselcreek, and in the
vicinity, one trying ho circumnvent the other, gradually Tommiy feit tlat

Iwas gainîng on him, so one fine morning the scheming little rascal


