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Moral—A bird in the hand is worth
two in-the bush. . What makes the most
noise, is not always the most solid and
advantageous.

JOLN,

Wiuo is John ?

Of beauty none {6 much ; of courage
enough and to spare; of love unbounded;;
of palience even as Job; of constancy
like Plymouth Rock.  After such a ve-
commendation it is needless (o say that
Johnis a dog. With such a record he
could not be a man. 1t were expect-
ing too much. Meis morcover a skye-
terrier and well bred and well born
at that. )

When a certain orator of Greece an-
nounced his intention to deliver an eulo-
gium “on - Hercunlos—An cloguim on
Hereules! cried out a Spartan, Why!
who ever blamed Hercules?

It ‘were asneedless to culogize John
as Hercules.  Both were works of su-
preme supererogation.

We have suid that *“of beauty " John
had “noneto much.,” - We must modify
that assertion in the interest of truth.
John was beautiful in his ugliness, his
b.cmxty was his ugliness, and as his ug-
liness was unbounded, such was his
beauty. We do net spenk . paradoxes
we speak simple trath,  John iwas
beautifully ugly.” All skye-terriers
are.

“Art had attempted to assist John in
his ugliness and had suecceded. It had
cut oft his cars and ‘shortened his tail,
s0 that when John stood still (which was
seldom) it was difficult to tell, which
was his head and. which was his tail.
You would have been as little surprised
to sec him walk backwards as forwards,
Had he done s0, his stump of a tail
would have done duty for o nose, and
any attempt to wag on its part would
have been mistaken for snuflling.  Tak-
ing a birds-eye view of John, it was im-
Dpossible to say, which was the ond to
go first. - You had only to keep still and
awaib developments.  Those who did
not wish to loose their charactor. ag
prophets always do so.

When John lay down on the- floffey
mat at the foot of his master’s stairs, he
became a mystery. Which was dog and
which was mat was never rightly deter-

mined,  Had not John been as smart as
the skye-terrier he was, he would have
had sore hones.” e would have been
too often ' trodden upon. “The fanlt
would have been in John’s configuration
and general get-up, not in the trespass-
ers want of circumspection.

Ttis on record in the State paper
office of Dogdom, that John's cyes were
once seen, They were taken for two
dinmonds, accidentally fallen into a
moss bank. Since that time they have
been known toexist from tradition only,.
not from actual observation. - ‘

Theologically considered John would
be said o be of the genus dog, “species.
terrier, sub-species Isle of Skye,  Our
own convictions after contemplating
the summer clouds would give him a
movre exalted origin.  As with Momus,
we should expect to find that he had
dropped from the clouds, and that the
Olympic gods were playing the same
kind of a joke on men in the onec case as
in the other. = Eavth appears to have
been the  avant-door-step on whieh the
Olympics were accustomed to throw all
their ¥ queer jokes.” When Vulean was
kicked out- for his personalitics, he
broke his leg.. Thercupon, as legsare
secondary considerations in blacksmiths,
as in ‘tailors, he twrned anvil ringer.
When our Skye-terrier came from the
clouds, he broke all four legs, and they
were very badly set, if we may judge
from their crookedness, and as staight
lags are out of place with Skye-terriers;
he became a Skye-terrier.  His. legs
would have done equally well for a crab.

We have said, that John's love was
unbounded. We said so advisedly, and
we say it again, but he had a queer
way of shewing it. o the eat his
love consisted in biting. her hind leg,
when she tried to ecscapé his cavesses,

which were generally meant for her .

neck just back of the head. But then

John's teeth were so beautifully white.

and sound and even, that to be bitten by
them was almost a privilege. o his
master, John's love eonsisted in enter-
ing his' room. unintroduced and unex-
pected ; if his master were asleep in the
arm chair so much the better. John
knew his opportunities and how to im-
prove them: - Ordinarily John bounced
into the room; asif shot from a mortar

like the “artiste” in the circus, though




