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1 & farm kitchen wonderfully reaching.
To the innérdelights of a-man’s paradisa,
Whose appeasure requires no ten.chin%.
The m:igéwith her arms that are dimpled and
W )
Plamped Up to her elbows in flour ;
The scent of the s{mimering spices delight~—
Or, 1s it the mald gives the power ?

The table is spread and the dishes are lald,
The nagklns and other things needtul
surrounding the king of the feast all arrayed,—
The turkey, the centre-plece heedful.
Then grace it issaid, and the farmer his chair
Pushes back and commences the carving;
The feast then begins, anll a satisfied alr
Relgns above those who lately were starving.
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The ple '{“h its coat that was creamy and
8wee
That condiment of the maid's cooking,
Ia g,n.;ugh: from the depths of the kitchen's re-
TOR!
To greet every sense long a-booking.
But the best piece of Ple is the evening slice,
Eaten there in the light that is mellow,
When you break the wish-bone with the
malden sonice
Who nestles ’galnst you, her bost follow,
: ~—New AMoon.

Brave'wouglas.

By Lixpa BgLL CoLsoN.

EFORE a rude log shanty, built in a
small irregular clearing in the yet
untilled forest of fifty years ago, a

boy stood watching a slight opening

in the trees opposite. He could discern
a short procession moving slowly along
the narrow path. The boy’s name was
Douglas Mancrae. His sister, Janet, a
slim girl of fifteen, and two years his
genior, stood in the doorway, crying
silently. .

It was hot with the fierce sultry heas
of s Canadian August. The pine trees
fringing the clearing gave out a strong
resinous smell. The sparse patches of
cultivated land had scarcely a vestige of
green lefé. Drops of perspiration tnckl-
ed down the copper-hued faces of the
four Indians who led the procession,
carrying on their shoulders a roughly-
made coffin. As they emerged from the
forest and came into the full glare of the
clearing, Douglas bared his head; his
face was set and stiained. The coflin
contained the body of his uncle, David
Macrae, who had died on his own farm,
two miles away, but twenty hours before,
his last wish being that he should be
buried in the little graveyard st Keene,
where already a rude headstone bore the
name of his wife. The intense heat
made it pecessary that no time should
be lost in carrying out the dead man's
wish. Douglas’ father and a few neigh-
boring settlers walked slowly behind the
Indians. One of thesc latter, ealled Peter
Crow, was a tall, muscular Mohawk, with
a low, brutal expressiun of face. He was
noted in the Indian settlement near for
his enormous physical st.renﬁ’gh, his fierce,
ungovernable temper, and his fatal fond-
ness for the firewater of the white man.

The Indians carried the coffin stolidly.
As the procession crossed the path in
front of the shanty, Mr. Macrae called
out to the children that he would return
before night fall. Soon the littie band
disappeared under the pine trees, and
wa.a?ost to Douglas’s view. There was
still 2 walk of two miles through the
forest before they could rench Rice Lake,
where the Indians would have to lay
their insensible burden in 2 canoe to
paddle across to Keene, where, in the
wild cemetery, a -newly-made grave
awaited their coming.

Douglas want into the shanty, and,
throwing himself down on & rough couch
which served at night as a bed, burst out
crying, He had loved his uncle dearly,
and his death was & great loss to him,

ater than any he had known since the

early death of his mother. .

Some twelve months before this August
day the children’s father, meeting with
reverses in business, had left his native
city, Edinburgh, and, with his two little
ones, had come out to Canada. ~He was
a man of considerable force of character,
upright and honorable, but cold and
harsh in manner, and his motherless
children had long since learned that they
need look to him for neither sympathy
nor love. To his son he was especially
govere, almost to cruelty. Douglas was
& slight, delicately built boy, with a long
thin face, and a Eau' of singularly beauti-
ful grey eyes, inherited from his mother.
Mr. Macrae, a sirong man himself, de-
spised his son’s physical delicacy, and
unjustly characterized the boy asa wenk-
ling and a coward. Douglas was pas-
sionately fond of - music, and already

layed the flute with unusual abihty.
%\ﬁ. thie only served to increase his
father's contempt for what ho regarded
as effeminacy in the boy, and so
music was to Douglas a forbidden pleas-
ure. - The life of a farmer, Mr; acrae
told his soz:, would, he hoped, *“ make a
man of him.”

On their - arrival in Canada, Mr. Mac-
rae had taken his children to his brother
David, near whom he proposed to settle.
Then had followed for Douglas and Janet
some weeks of unalloyed pleasure. Their
uncle and aunt were childless, am}‘ they
took at once to their hearts the * puir
mitherless bairns,” as the kindly Scotch-
woman called them. The children revel-
led in their new freedom, and 1n the af-
fection so lavishly. bestowed on them,
Douglas was a different boy in this
bright, loving atmosphere, and David

Macrae could not nunderstand the lack of

interest his brother displayed in the, to
him, highly-gifted lad. .
To Douglas the crowning proof of his
unele’s kindness was the gift of a famous
pistol, . It was: an old _horae-plstol, his-
torically valuableashaving once belonged
to Prince Charles Edward, the Pretender,
but which:had been. for many years in
David Macrae's possession. It was a
beantiful agg curious firearm—a fintlock
with & smooth bore, the stock profusely
iniaid with silver'and terminating In a
silver.knob. .Douglas spent long hours
cleaning and- polishing his tressure, and
wag' triumphant when, to Janet’s terror

.and dismay, he fired his.fixst shot. -

as well. over when Mr.

-on;the_purchase | v

than his) brother's farm. It was & bad
season of the year to begin farming, but
Mr, Macrae was obstinate in refusing his
?:!(‘)ther’q offer of hospitality for the win-

Though Douglas and Janet Ionged ar-
dently to be allowed to remain where
they were, they stood in too much awe of
their father to make known their wish ;
and 80, on a chill November day, with
drearily-talling rain, the first logs of the
new home were laid.

It was a wretched beginning to a
wretched winter. The inglement season
commenced early and was unusually
severe. The thermometer sank for days
at » stretch to far below zero. Heavy
snowstorms raged frequently. The log
shanty proved but a poor shelter from
the searching winds. fanet and Douglas
in their insutlicient clothing suffered
miserably from the cold. Their pro-
visions gave out, and long before the
winter was hall' over they were reduced
to a diet of “rusty” pork and frozen
potatoes. Their sole drink, except water
obtnme_d from melting snow, was a taste-
less pink infusion mede from the
wild tea bush, a low, scrubby shrub,
which grew in profusion in the neighbor-
hood.

What Mr. Macrae thought of the hard-
ships they were forced to endure his chil-
dren never knew ; he bore everything un-
complainingly, and expected them to do
likewise. To Douglas, whose health
suffered from the lack of proper nourish-
ment, he was even harsher than usual,
and many a time the lad smarted under
the injustice. His beloved flute lay
silent among his few treasures. In his
worst moments of suffering he stole often
to look at it. to presshis lips to it in an
agony of passionate regret that he must

o great musician.

One night there was no fresh water in
the house, and Mr. Macrae sent Douglas
out for some snow to melt. In order to
insure its being thoroughly clean, the lad
had to seek it at somelittle distance from
the house. The tall pine-trees threw a
black shadow across the snow. As he
stooped to scoop some up in a tin dish,
an owl perched high on u tree uttered an
unearthly hoot. It was an unknown
sound to the Scotch lad, weird and un-
cunny in the still night air, and filled him
with a dread terror of he knew not what,
With a stifled cry be dropped his dish of
snow and fled back to the house his fear
of the unknown exceeding even the fear
he felt of his father.

“You young coward—afraid of a noise.
Return at once and fetch me that
snow.” Mr. Macrae looked threatening-
ly at a stout switch he kept conveniently
1ear.

The boy hesitatingly opened the door;
Janet, casting an appealing glance at her
father, made a move to accompany him,
Mr. Macrae commanded her to sit still,
and Douglas, slowly and silently, went
out into the darkness and the presence of
that unknown evil. His heart beat pain-
fully, it was almsost audible in the silence
of the winter's night. His teeth chat-
tered, his boyish face was drawn and

inched, he seemed to feel around
Eim a thousand ghostly forms each utter-
ing that strange gruesome cry. He ac-
complished his task, but he never forgot
in u.this after life what he endured in
doing so.
Slowly the miseries of the winter pass-
ed, and at length there came the sudden
bursting into life of the glorious Canadi-
an spring. It was a welcome change to
Douglas, for, though he still had many
irksome duties to perform, the savage
beauty of hisspring-clad home enchanted
hlm.

Early in the summerhis aunt had died,
and now his uncle was taken from him—
his uncle, whose warm sympathy had
cheered him, whose kindly interest had
roused all that was best nnd highest in
his naiure; and, as the sad procession
passed from his sight amid the pine-trecs
he felt that he had lost his truest carthly
friend. i .

But the first bitterness of grief over-
come, and relieved by the passionate out-
burst of tears with which he had thrown
himself down, Douglas arose. He recall-
ed the precious gift of the dead, the
Charles Edward pistol. Lovingly he
tovk it out, fingering 1t _aﬂ'eqtlonatelf',
and as he did so, stories of its history told
him by his uncle, camo to his mind, and
his boyish ardour kindled. Carefully he
loaded the old weapon, and had just re-
get the flint in the lock when his sister
entered. Laying his pistol down on the
shelf, he proceeded to belp her in the
preparationof their evening meal.

Presently he had to go to the newly-
made well for water. As he bent down
to lower the bucket the sound of a dist-
ant whoop startled him, and he sprang to
his feet; the cry was repeated, and
again and again 1t woke the echoes of
the forest, each time evidently nearer.
Gazing intently in the direction whence
it came, he descried the form of an Indi-
an walking along the path from the lake
towards the clearing, and waving his
arms wildly the while he gave vent to a
series of savage yells. Douglas turnedand
rushed across the littlespace to the house,
where he found Janet standing in terror
at the door. L e s

¢« Oh, Douglas,” she cried, “it is Peter
Crow, he must be drunk—what shall we
do

Janet was right, It was Peter Crow.
The whisky, which fifty years ago was
usually supplied with a free hand onsuch
an occasion as & funeral, had proved too
much for the savage. By the time the

rocession had reached the lake Peter
Ead been in no condition to be a safe
companion in a canoe, and so had been
left behind with orders to return to the
Indian settlement. Instead of doing 8o,
however, he had retraced his steps to Mr.
Macrae’s clearing. ot thatth

Instinetively the children felt that they
were in great yperil, and that the Indian
must be kept out of the house. Already

80.
Douglas
and drew

night. L
$'Do you think he can break it in?’
tremblingly asked Janet.

The suggestion brought a new sense of
insecurity, and so the children dragged
the sleeping-bunk and set 1t ﬁnl.nst the
door as & %arricn.de, hastily adding the
table and chairs; but before they had
completed their defence Peter Crow was
iferously demanding admittance.

rapidly closed the door
the bar which secured it at

‘ngarer Rioe Lake |-

“Let me inl Let me .inl White

for ever renocunce his dream of becoming |

he had come within & hundred vards or.

“We haven’t any in the house ; you
hed better go back to the settlement,”
shouted Douglss. :

“One big lie white boy tell. White
mean always have whisky; white man
pe[vser drink water. Letme in! Letme
nl

Again he hammered on the door,
shrieking like & madman in broken Eng-
lish and in bis native tongue, and utter-
ing blood-curdling secreams whichk almost
paralysed his listeners,

“Oh, Uouglas, he will kill us; hark
to that! isn’t it awful. Please God,
help us, save us.” She fell on her knees
«0d hid her tear-stuimed face in her
hands.

“Don’t be afrnid, Janet; sce the sun is
setting ; yurely the door will stand firm
until father returns.” .

4s he spoke the noise without suddenly
ceased.

“I believe he has gone.” Douglas crept
stealthily to the little loop-hole of s win-
dow and lovked out.

_The Mohawk was nowhere visible. The
pine-tops were covered with the crimson
of the fast sinking sun, the sky wns
flecked with-rosy clouds, the freshness of

man. keep. wlmky ‘Red man want|
Whlsky I - .

the evening was gradually replacing the
sultriness’of the day. The whole scene

smoke a swaying body, and a heavy fail
told him the shot had taken effect ; then
his senses left him. .

. When ht}a1 _revivgd, hiﬂ father was lﬁemi-
ing over mm. - TAVe , thank
God you are gafe.” d kY -

Douglas’s heart gave a throb of joy,
never before had hisfather spoken to him
in such tones, never caressed him as he
was doing now. :

‘* Peter Crow, father, iz he dead ?” he
asked brokenly.

‘*“No, it was only a trifiing wound.”

And Janet ?

“ Janet is safe and well ; but youmuat
keep quiet, my boy, and you will be
better soon.”

Douglas sank back ; he was too weak
yet to do more than wonder if his father
had renlly learned to love him at last!

Two months later, Mr. Macrar, wearied
of a life for which he had ueitherincii-
nation or ability, disposed of his furm
and returned with his children to Scot-
land, where he decided, for Douglas’s
sake, to make his home. Between father
and son there sprang up a warm endur-
ing love and sympathy, perhaps all the
deeper for the long years of repression.
The beloved flute was no longer hushed.
Under skilled masters, Douglas began a
long course of training in music, sand
after years of patient study and luud
work, by which alone success is attnin-
able, he reached an honoured place

was one of peace. Douglas found it difti- | among the musicians of his day.

sportsman) borrowed the captain’s gun
to have a shot at four wild ducks that
were hovering on the surface of a smooth
shallow lagoon within easy range of the
steamer.” He let fly, and, instead of one
of the four birds falling, a fifth suddenly
rose up, no one could see whence. Three
times more did he fire and each time up
jumped another duck, amid roars of
langhter from the whole ship's company
while the captain said, with a broad grin,
that it was a new style of shooting to blow
a duck #nte existence, instead of out of it,
with every shot! The miracle was never
exrlained, and we were left to conjecture
that the mysterious birds must have
been under water till the report of ihe gun
scared them out.

Our first evening beyond the Artic
Circle was a sight never to be forgotten.
Slowly, calmly, grandly, the great sun
sank towards the black, sailless void of
the infinite sea, likea noble soul over-
whelmed by unjust misfortune.  As he
touched the rim of the horizon a cheer-
less shadow of the grave, gathered like
shroud over the voiceless ocean and the
desclated shore, giving weird, unearthly
shapes tu the jutting crags of that iron
coast, and making the dreary waste of
laden waters look vaster and drearier
than ¢ver. Then suddenly, amid the
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cult to realise that the incidents of the
last few minutes wero not all some hide-
ous dream.

“Oh, Janet, I think he has really gone;
but we won't open the door until father
gota back.”

He turnd away from the window, but
as hedid so & eight met his eyes which
sent every drop cf blood from his face.

It was the Indian emerging from the
shadow of the pine-trees, and carrying a
good-siged log. It was mnot that, how-
ever, which 8o startled the boy ? it was
his expression. Naturally vindictive and
ill-favoured, his face was now distorted
with passion until it more nearly resem-
bled the face of a demon than that of a
buman being. His black hair hung in
tangled masses around his neck, his eyes
were glaring and bloodshot, his white
testh showed like the fangs of some
hungry animal.

Douglas stole away from the window ;
he dared not tell his sister what he had
seen,

Again came the violent hammering on
thedoor, with the fierce whoops. ‘“Red
man kill white children, no give whisky.
Indian want whisky, whisky always.”

The brother and sister within shudder-
ingly listened, their young hearts filled
with despair. The glow faded from the
sky, the grey twilight gathered, would
their father never come?

Then a terrificblow ot thelogthundered
on the door. The frail barrier shivered
beneath its force, creaked and gave way.
With a how!l of triumph Peter rushed
into the room. At the awful sight Janet
crouched speechless in & corner. Towards
her staggered the Indian and seized her
by the arm, whirling round her head with
8 diabolical yell & hugeknife. For a mo-
ment Douglas stood still in horror, thel_x,
like a flash, came the thought of his
pistol, and he nerved his heart for action.

A couple of steps to the shell on which
it lay, and it was in his hands, pointed
full at the Indian, who at the sound of
his movement had turned from Janet to
attack the lad. The Indian made a rush,

{am’l he fired.
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AT PLAY WITHL THREE
WIHALES.

AN ADVENTURE IN THE I'OLAR SEA.

By DAvID KER.

“ Authar of * %o;‘al I’rf.;'on"‘ “Iiderim the
ghan.” ete”

E were a merry parly on board of
'\ the little steamer that was carry-

ing us up to the lonely waste of
of waters lying between the North Cape
and Spitzbergen, on a fine summer day
cight weeks long ; for we had already
passed the limit of perpetual daylight,
and were now well into that puzzling
region where Lord Dufferin’s pet rooster
flew overboard and drowned himself in
despair, evidently thinking thata world
where the sun had ceased to rise and set
as he ought to do was no place for a
respectable rooster to live in,

We had already had our {ull share of
adventures. We had fraternized with
dwarfish, highly-flavoured Lapps, ad-
mired their bright-eyed reindeer, and
examined with sow.e curiosity a tattered
Lapp translation of the life of Moody,
the evangelist, which one of them proudly
produced from his deerskin pouch. We
had wondered at the presence of mos-
quitoes in countless swarms far to the
north of Iceland, and had found to our
no small chragin, on passing the spot
where the terrible “Maelstrom” whirl-
pool ought to have been, that that
famous vortex * which doth suck down,
as it were a straw or a leaf, the largest
whales that be in the ocean,” existed
only in the vivid fancy of medizval
chroniclers.

One of our striking local experiences
was that, while lying at anchor off the
low straggling point of Veeringer Ness,
nearly midway between Trondhjem and

| Tromsoe, a passenger from the Southern

For a second the boy saw thiough the

“Tyrol (who was by way of being a great

L S

hush of a silence as deep and solemn as
of a newly-created world, the glory of a
fresh dayspring broke over sca and sky,
and the great resurrection was com-
plete.

But another spectacle was yetin store
for us, even more characteristic of the
far North than these.

As we steamed slowly out towards the
open sca from Tromsoe Harbour [our
last halting place before Hammerfest
itself, © the town at the world's end”]
the talk naturally turned upon the famous
northern  kraken,” that joint octopus
which, though now as mythical as its
compatriot the Maelstromt was once
painted by artists, gravely classified by
naturalists, and believed in by the whole
world.

“It's a good job,” cried one of our
party, ““that the kraken is an extinct
animal; for if (as Bishop Pontofiddan
aa.yag ita fcelers were long enough to
reach up the rigging and haul down a
sailor from the masthead, it would have
Ellued us all off this deck as easily asa

oy would pick strawberries!”

“T should think 8o [ said I; * especial-
ly as it is said to bave simplified the pro-
cess at times by dragging down the ship
and all to the bottom of the sea to be de-
voured at leisure.”

“ But is it 80 certain that the beast ia
extinct ?” asked a voice from behind.
“Sir Walter Scott mentions it as a cur-
rent belief in 1824 ; and only a few years.
ago I read a story in one of the magazines
telling how some man saw oft the coast
of Shetland & creature answering to the
description of the kraken, and had cven
made out the twisting of its feelers
through a strong glass.,”

“ It must bave been & sirong glass of
whigkey,” then, said the first speaker,
with a grin. “Catch me believing that
such a brute exists till I've seen it exist-
ing|”

“But, on the other hand,” I putin,

Kingsley tells us: ‘ Never say positively
‘that a thing does not exist till you have

| actually seen it not azisting.” ”

e
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“You must remember what Canon

Just then there was a sudden bustle
and clamour of voices on the forecaste,
and then one of the disputants, who had =~
run forward to see what was the matter,
came running back in high excitement.

“ Hurrah, boys!” he cried; “here’s a
kraken turned up just as you were talk-
ing of it!” ‘

There, sure enough, about & quarter of
a mile ahead of us, lay floating a vast,
black, glistening mass, very much like
the bulging side of an cnormous bottle.
Though evidently moving very slowly,
its mighty bulk shouldered the smooth
sea 1to !mge waves at every movement ;
and judging by the Qisplacement of the
water around it, its length must have
heen considerably more than half that of
the steamer itself.

“That's not a kraken,” said I, “ Lut its
something else that can be qgnite as
dangerous at times -it’s n whale,”

At that moment, s if to eonfirm my
worls, two huge jets of water shot up
bigh into the air from the flouting mass,
and fell hack in a shower of glittering
SpIuy.

This sight, however familinr o o few
of us, was new to the greater muunher of
those en board, and they erowded eagerly
on to the foreeastle 1o look at it. Put
jut then w cry from one of the sailors
drew our attention to a second whale
that had just risen to the surface on our
port beam ; and in another moment the
eaptai pointed out a third on the star-
board bow.

* These whales scem to be tacticians,”
suid o tall, keen-eyed American, with the
sear of & Confederate Hullet on his brown
check; “they’re golne to outflank us,
like the Iri<h soldier who surrounded his
prisoners.”

But the Prince of Whales und his cour-
tiers (us the wit of our party called
them) hardly seemied to notice vur pre-
senee.

They at once made for each other, and
began a sort of gigantic game of leap-
frog, surging up and plunging down tall
the whole sea was ina foam with their
unwicldy gambols, and lashing the water
with their fluked tails until the noise
that thev made fully bore out Charles
Reade’s bold comparison of it to a
church-tower falling {lat upon an acre of
boards.”

“Isuppuse they're home for the holi-
days,” smid our * funny man,’ with a grin.
* Peaple talk of o sehool o whales, so it
stands to reason that they must have
holiduys somnctimes.”

*This would make a gond illustration
of my favourite test, “'The mountains
skipped like ruins, and the little hills like
young sheep,” " added the Rev. Fvelyn
Burnaby, a younger brother of the famous
Colonel.

But the eaptain looked anxious and
troubled, as well e might. There could
be nosufety for us while in such close
proximity to these moving mountains,
every plunge of which made the steamer
rock to and {ro likea child’s toy; and
any chance collision with them, even in
sport, would smash onr ship like an cgg-
shell. )

“ Lead the bow-gun, quick!” roared
Captain Hansen. “ We've no ball, un-
luckily, but the report 1ay be enough to
scare ’em.”

He was obeyed, and not a moment too
soon ; for hardly wus the gun slewed
round and the powder handed up when
the largest of the whales turned and
came night at us followed by the other
two,

1he captain himself sprang to the
wheel, and the gunner rammed and
I)rlmc(l for bare jife, while we alt held our

weath ; for the shock of that mighty
mass, driven against us like a battering-
ram, would sutlice to send us =l to the
bottom at one blow.

But, just as the foremost whale saemed
about to crash into ns, round few the
wheal, the ship veered to gtarboard, and
the monster shot harmlessly past, almost
eapsizing us with ibie “waush’ of i wake.
Atthal moment bang went the pur, and
happily the sharp, sudden report sufliced
to scare the three leviathuns ; for the
whale, with all i giant bulk and
strength, 18 as casliy rtartled as its cousin
the elephant. Down sauk the threg fluked
tails into the unkncown depths below, while
we, recovering with some difficulty frum
the tremenduous roll of their plunge,
glided swiltly away {rom that periious
apot into the open sea beyond.

AN EXILE'S WISH,

BY A. B. I'KERNAN.

Tako mo back to mother Iteland,
Far across the ncean’s breast,
Forofall thie lands 'neath heaven
Bho's tlic one I love the bast,
Lot mo luok once morce enrapturoed.
On her flashhitg lakes nnd s1lla,
On her quiet sun-lit valleys
And her breezy, emarald hiils,

Let my eyes benold her monntalus,
Her deep ravines and dells,

Her arclent forts and round towers,
Abbeys, shrines aud holy wells,

The dear old white-washed sechool-house
The orchard and rporass,

And the llitle wayside chapel
Where I knelt at Sunday's Mars.

’

Then, oh! Fate, do thou restore mo
Back agaln to scenes of youth,
And the hearts and eycs a-heaming
There with friendship, love and truth ;
For my life has lost {ts sunrhine
Here beyond the ocean's foam,
And I'm dally, nightly longing
For a gliropse ot boyhood’s home.

Fervently I pray each morning,
That when I'm called to go

From the heart-aches, tolls and troubles
Of this valo of tears and woe—

That beneath the skies of Erln,
In the heart of green Tyrono,

I will lie In deatli’s dark slumber,
Inagrave with shamrocks strewn.

—-—
Happy Though Rejected.

Perdito—* What a cheerful way you
must have of refusing 2 man. You
seem to send them away supremely .
happy.”

Beatrice—*“I tell them that the re-
po]:t ’thnt T am a great heiress is a mis-
take.” '

- .

Litrie Boy (at table)—Pa, give me
some bread.” Father—“My son, you
must remember that older folks have the .
preference.” Little Boy—“I don’t want
any preference ; I want a roll.”

——— .

A MAN advertises for “a competent .
person to undertake the sale of & new -
medicine,” and adds that “it will be found - .
profitable for the undertaker.” -
YxUNa MaN: “Will you give assent to.
'y marriagé with your daughiter,six,??

N .
lOI'dt Man (firmly)—“No, -ir ;. not




