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THE. ONTARIOG WORKMAN

Paetry,

TWILL LS ALL '1 HE SAMEIN A HU\I—
DRED YEARNS.

?Twill bo all the sume in a bundreed years!

‘What a spoll-word to covjure smiles and tears!

Oh, how oft do I muse’mid the thouzhtlessand
gay,

Ob, the marvelous traths these words convey.

And can it be so! Must the vatant aud free

Have their tenure of Jile oa thisirail J-cvee?

Aro the tooplics they'vo reaved and theg'ovies
thoy’ve won

Oaly casiles of frost-work coulronting the sun?

Aud raxt all that's a3 joyous and beilliaut to
view

Ag a midsummer dream, be as perishing, too?

Then have pity, ye proud ones—be gentle ye
great,

Oh, rmember how merey beseemeth your state;

For the rust thiat- consumeth the sword of the
brave

" Is eating the chain of the manacled slave,

And the congueror’s 1rowns and bis viel'm's
tears :
Will be all the same in o hund. ed years.

"Twill bz all the same in a hundred years!
What 2 ~oell-wovd to conjure amiles and tears!

- How darlt are vour fortunces, yce sous of the soil,

Whose heirloom is sorrow, whose bivthright is
toil !

Yet envy not thosc who bave glory and gold,

By the sweat of the poor and the biood of the
bold 5

For ’t's comiing, how o'er t';uy may flavut in
their veide,

The day when theyM molder to dust by your
side.

Death uniteth the ehildren of toil and of sloth,

And the demorat reptiles carouse upon both;

For time, as he speeds ou his viewicss wings,

Disenumels and withers all earthly things ;

And the knight's white plume 2nd the shep-
howrd’s crook, .

And the mivbstrel’s pipe and the scholav's book.

And the ampoeror’s crown, and his Cossacks’
b.xc s,

Will be dust alike in 2 hundred yenes!

*Tw:ll be all the same in a hundred ye.cs!

- O most magicul fountain of smiles and tears!

To thiok that our hopes, like the flowers of
June,

Which we love so much, should belost so soon!

Then whit meanecth the chase alier phantom
joys?

Or the breaking of human hearts jor toys?

Or the veteran’s pride in bis ceally schemes ?

Or ““the passion of youth for his darling dreams?

Or the aiming at ends that we never canspan?

Or the deadly aversion of man for man ?

‘What availeth it all?  Oh, ye sages, say-—

Or the miser's joy in his biilliant clay !

Or the lovei’s zcal for his matebless prire—

The eachanting mnaid, with the staery eyos?

Or the feverish conflict of hopes and feass,

If ’tis all the same ja a hundred years?

Ah ! *tis not the same in & hundred years,
How clear soever the case apprs !

For know ye not that beyond the grave,

Far, for beyond, where the cedars wave

On the Syrian mouataing, o where the stars
Come glittering forth in their golden cars,
There bloometh a land of perennial bliss,
Where we smile to think in the tears in this?
Aund the pilegrim reaching that radiant shove,
Has the thougut of death in his heart no more,
But luyeth his staff and sandzls down,

For the victor’s palm and the moaacch’s crown.
Aad the mother meeis, in that tianguil sphere,
The delightful child she had wept for hereé ;
And the warvior’s sword that protects theright
Is bejeweled with stars of undying lizat ;
And we guaff of the same imworial cup,

- While the o:phan smiles, and the slaves look

-managed, and we are very careful.

up !
So be glad, my e, and forget thy tears,
For ’tis not the suine in a bundced yeara!

enles wnd Shetches,

" THE ENCINEER'S STORY.

Yes, sir, we sometimes have narrow cscapes
fromi death, and sometimes Lad accidents hap-
pen ; not often, though, for the road is well
It is
rather a dangerous life, I admit—a little care-

lesuness might send many a poor fellow to his-

loig account ; but still, I expect to spend my
best days with my engine.
You see, sir, an engineer's life always had a

_pecaliar fascivation for me. There is an excite-

ment in rushing through the darkness of nizht
‘at.a bigh vato of specd, the head-light illuwi.

nating the track so far ahead ; every scene on

“the alert ; the eye siraining to cateh the least
gign of daoger; the consciousness that a
‘broker rail, & bridge not closed, an obstrue-

. tion on the track, might precipitate me and

" the unconscious slespers behind me into eter-

. - pity, that harmenizes with my wild nature.

How long have you been on the road ?
Well, as engineer and fireman, ever since I

L wutlﬁ'teen years old, and I am twenty-five

.+ My first ride on an ongme was the most

exhtmg one in my life.
‘How was that? -
Well, sir, I don’t mind telling you thestory:
ia’'some more wood, Jack, and keep a
lool:-out n-bgn&.

(5 gee, it I.wa.s only ahout twelve years |
hen they commench building this voad.
My fn.ther owned a small farm near Asbland.

and to no ono more than to myscl?,

ment in it for me. I always had a wxld na-
{ure, delighting in dangerous adventurers.

- The road was finishd when I was bebween
twelve and {biricen, and +hoy had haidly got
to runu'ng on it v hen hoth my parents died,
leaving my sister, who was about geveun years
older than I wasg, alone in tbe world, We
sold the farm and mo.ed into Ashland, where
wy sistor opeucd & reficshmeont saloon at the
depot; and as Ashland was. quite a thriving
place, and thewo begaa to ho a good deal of
travel, we did very well, though I am ashamed
to say 1 did not help my sister very much, but
speut most of my time at the workshop, look-
ing at the engines and. cars, and wishing thit
I could ride on them. 1 became acguainied
with all the engineers and firemen, and wa~
quite a pet with most of them, aud could have
had many a ride, but my sistec would nob con-
seut to my goiag on cither cagive or cars, 1
took o gveat fancy to ono of the engincers, a
tall, strong, manly - Jooking, pamed Harvy
Merion—he ran the night express train. He
coon learned «if about my zistec from me, aud
soon took tu coming to the saloon quite often,
maling little purchases as an excusze; but 1
wiy sbarp cnongh to know that it was my
sistor he cumeo to see, and 1 soon saw that she
liked him very much. There was another
fctlow that came to ~ec my :ister, too, but
nvither of us Jiked him.  He was o brakesuan

Dave”
At last Havey and cistee came to an uader-
standing, for one evening he asked me how
1 wouldt ask Harry for a beother, and while |
Icoked at her with wondering eyes, she told
me that ne had asked hev to he his wife, and
ruat she bad consented ; also that on the next
day we weie both going to the ¢ity on Harry's
train to sce his old mother. 1 jumped for joy.
1 did not pay much astention when she said
they were to he maried next montb—my
thonghts were all on the vide torthe ciby—as
last my hopes were to be realized. 1 begged
to be allowed to xide part of the way on the
cogine with Harry and Wack George, his tire-
mau, and, to my joy, she at last consented,
provided Barry was willing,  Cf that I Lad
no fear.
As we sat in our little parlor there was a
Lrock at the door. I opened it and adwitted
David Griston. He suat lown, and 1 went out
into the kitchen to finish my chores.  When
I had sinished [ sat down to Jet my thonghts
dwel! on the great pleasurc in stere for me.
Suddenly I heard some loud angry words from
the po Jor and then the froub door roughly
shut. I ran inio vhe parlor ard found my
sisler very pule and decply agitoted. She
tolp we that Criston had asked her to marry
him, and on beie telling himn that she was to
be Harry Mevton's wife, he had flown into a
violent passicn and swoce that it sboald never
be, and leit vowing vevenge on them both.
Sister was a good Feal alarmed, but I finally
quieted her tears. The nert dag,/when she
told Harry of Griston's threats, hie laughed at
them, and assured her she nced have no fear.
The noon irain was waiting the signal to
start, and I stood by the cars tulking to a
young {rieud, when some one touched ine on
the shoulder, I turned and beheld Griston.
Be had hzen crinking deeply, bis fice was
ved, his eyus bloodshot, and if ever & man
looked devilishuess, he did then.
Are yer going to the city with yev sister, on
Merton's train this afternoon ? he asked.
Yes, I responded, ungraciously.
He laughed hoarsely. Ye'll never reach
there alive, boy—neither youn, yer prelty sis-
tev, nor Merton ; curse him ! curse you all!
he add~d.  You will ride to your own funer-
als! ho, ho! 7ell yer sister Dave Cuiston
Las sworn revenge on her for jilting him, and
he'll keep his word ; aud with o savage look
which sent a cH11 through me, he turned and
sprang on board of tie train wbich was slowly
noving out of the depot.

Time dragged slowly along, wutil at Jength
the welcome hour for starting artived, and
Harry’s engine backad slowly iuto the depot,
and was coupled to the train. Harry assisted
my sister into the cars, securcd her a good
scat, and then 1i({ad me on to the engine. The
conductor gave the signal and we started,
slowly at first, but the puffs of the engine
came quicker and guicker, and we were soon
soon thundering along at what seemed to me
a terrific rate of speed. I was rather frighten-
ed at first, but soon got over that, and then
v delisht at my novel situnlion knew no
bounds. Soon I caught sightjof the old home-
etend and the tears welled up into my eyes as
I caught a glimpse of the two white tomb
stones with the weeping willow tree, which
markad the burial place of my parents. Harry
caw the tears and tvied to cheer me by ex-
plaining to me the way the engine was man-
azed. He showed me how to stairt the en-
gine, how to shut off steam when the ongine
was to be stopped, how to revesse the engine ;
‘oxpliined the use of $hé stcam and water
guage, showed how to whistle, how to regu-
late the supply of water, and in sbort, told
all about the engine that he thought I could
undesstand, and well it was that he did so.

I thought I shounld never grow weary of the

be was ealled by his associates.

| ecenery as we dashed along, of seeing the bus-

tle at the-stations, the crowds of people, the
'pmenners getting off and on; and as .we

would dash along, aad the shn.ll shrick of the-

.

The conntry was net half so thickly sottled 23
it is now, and, of course, the building of &
railroad -caused a great deal of excitement, . and gallop off to the opporit: side of tke pas-

on the unoow tenin, a low-hrowed, swarthy-
fuced feltow, pamed David Griston—* Grisley |

whistlo seud the cows seimpering ofl tho track
and cause the bocses to kick up their hools

'ag tercible, the brass work' on the engiae

glowed red and hot, the Dloody forms of Harery
and black George losked lurid and ghastly in

I didu’s ! turos, whila oc: so- onalty as wo rushed past a ' ¢he ficrce glow; my face was Llistored, my:
like facming—theie wus not cnough ercite- ; farm house, some dog would dart out and run | : eyes wero protuding (rom thetr sockets, I felt

alongido of the train as though raciug with” a5if my Lrain was on fire, my hand relaxed

it, I would clup my hande and lmmh and shout ;
iu tho boight of my excitement end glee.

| its hold on the whistle cord, but I still grasp-

ted tho lever, At lust, when within about

Night snon eame on, and when wo stopped 'ﬁfty yards from the bridge ‘he engine stopped.
to take on wood and watler, and to light the | ; I seized the cord, whistled ““off brakes,” and

headlighs, Barry thought I had butter go ivto -

" then as we commenced l)aclm)n away from

the cae with my sister, but 1 begged so hard | that terrible heat I knew that we were saved,

to stay, that he at leugth consented teat T | I grew faint and weak.

I saw the conductor

should remain on the exginoe until we raiched § | come Nummg towards the engine, L saw his

the nest siation, which was kowever, a loug

look of horror ns he climbed up aud saw the

distance o,  Euviore we stacted, Hacvv told ! gory forns of Harvy and black (ieorge, and

me that whea about ha'f way to the next sta-
tion wo would cross the bridge spanning the
M viver, & narrow, bub deep and rapid
stremin, which we recent ra’ns had swollen
into a torrent.  We were some behind time,
and when we started Harvy Jet on & full head
of steam. We were beginning to nove guite
rapidly, when, as black (icorge, the fiveman,
was standing on the tender arranging the
woud more conveniently, a sharp report rang
out feom the odgo of the woods a short dis-
tanee ahou(d, and poor George sank down with-
out a groan. Bary spraug to the tender to
his assistance, but as he stooped to raise him,
there was another flash and repoit, and theu
I caught an instant’s view of the demonaical
face of David Grizton, shaking his cleuched
fist at the train as it dashed by. -Heory ut-
tered 2 sharp cry of agony, reached out his
hand towards the lever, strove to reach it to
shut off steam, reeled, and then with & Jow
maoan of anguish, sank at my feet with ihe
blood spouting f.om a wound in his breast. 1
stood mocionless with hovror.  All thix pasacd
it far fess ghme than I have taken to relate it.
At one moment, Dayry was standing beside
me [0 of life and spivit, in the next, ho was
Iying motionless and lle cding at my feet, 1
~ould not move, I could ouly stand and gause,
in a species of fascination at the ghastly sight.
At length I avoused myself andlosked around;
we were rushing through the darknessata
fearful rate of specd, the tizin vocked from
side to side, objecis appearved and disappearad
almost in the siare of the headlight. My
senses were still rather confuced, amd 1 hardly
knew what to do, but stood clinging helplessly
to the side of vhe engine, and tooking ahead
at the long line of track which scemed ru:hing
toward the trnin as we tore along, As we
rounded a‘curvein the road I saw a faint glare,
growing every iustaut larger and larger. What
could it be? Suddeuly the truth lashed apon
me, and I 1celed asif struck ablow, 1 re-
membered David Grision’s threat of revenge
against both Harry and my sistec. I romesa-
bered his words zt the depot, when he in-
quired i7 we were going te thie city, he bad
said, *“ Ye'll pever reach theve alive, boy,
neither you, youe p-eity sister, nor Merton,
curse him.  Curse you all, yon will ride to
your own funceale.” We had uot yet passed
the bridge, aud conld it be very far distant,
that red glawre was caused by the burning
Hridge J.n.,tou uad jumped ob of 'us train
when they bad slicked up before crossing the
bridge ; ue had fived the bridge, come bueck to
near where he knew we would have to stop
for wood and water, had conceiled hisaself in
the woods near cnough to the statiun to in-
sure our not passing 2t 10 rapil a rvate as to
spoil his aim, bad sbot Henry and black
George, s0 that theve thea beiug no one who
wonld notice the buraing bLiidge fa 1hme to
stop the train hefoce it would be on the bridyge;
by that time the bridge would be so iauch de-
stroyed that the train would be piccipitated
into the torrent beneath wnd ¢ll would perish.
As the whole fearful truth flashed acvox: my
mind, I gasped tor breath, I atvove io ery out,
but my throut was diy and picched, ny
tongue clove to my mouth, I could not utter a
word. There was I aboy of twelve, the only
living person, as I thoushy, upon the eugine;
which was rushing towards the beidge with
terrifie veloeity, the first timo too that I had
been upon an engne.  Ob. how fuurful that

red glare looked, growmg broader and hroader
as we rushed uearer and neargr. My poor
sister, I thought of her danger more thaun of
my own peril ; all those poople on boaird the
train too, most of them caluily sleeping, un-
conscious of their frightful peril. X grew sick
and faint with horror. gVas there no wav to
save thein ? Must Griston’s hellish plot suc.
ceed and so many souls be lurled unprepared
into eternity ? Suddenly I romembered that
poor Harry had shown me hgw to stop the
train, why had not I thought of it before,
conld I do it in time? As I made a dash to-
wards the lever we dasbed around auother
curve, and the burning bridgs came plainly in
sight. I grasped the lever with both haunds,
shut off steam, revecsed the engine, and then
seizing the string, whistled ““‘down brakes.”
The shrill scceam of the whistle sounding oot
on the night air, startled me, and I gave a
shiiek of horror and fright, but never for an
instant did I withdraw my gaze from the feat-
ful sight ahead, nor did my handsrelax {heir
grasp ot of the lever and whistle-cord. On we
went, nearer and nearer to the mass of fire.
Ob, wounld we never stop? I did not notice
“that we were going slower and slower, I only
saw that we were drawing nearer and nearer
to the flames. The roar of the torrent, the
crackmg and hissing of the flames aa they
scemed to leap towazrds the train, and the con-
tinual shiiek of the whistle sounded in my
cars. Theard other sounds bebind me, the

honrse shouts of men, and ‘the shrill ereams |

of tariitted womeén aud’children. The heat

then Isaw no more,

When 1 came to, my head was supported on
my sister’s lap, while ¢he bathed my burning
face with {uwobbing temples with such delici-
ous cool water. Near by lay Harry, supported
by the conductor, his face was pale, his cloth-
ing Dbloady, but he was not dead ; he was
Jooking anxionsly towards me, and as my eyes
met his o faint smile passed over his features,
and his Y ps moved, but the hoarse roar of the
escapiey steam drowned his vaice. T raised
np and glanced around ; we were some di: tance
from the burning Leidge, the light clare from
which stdl lighted up the hocizon.  As soou
as the conductor saw vhat I was conscious he
arese, and the noise of the escaping stemn be-
ing hushed, Le questioned me as to the occur.
reace of the past hour. I told him all, and as
I conetided, a low, deep mesmur of wrath and
indigdion arose amonz toe Lackwoodden
pre-ng, which gradually swelicd fvan a shout
of veneance, which hodedno good to Giiston,
Horvy was tonderly idted on to ihe cas, the
tic-g followed, and we ba: ked dowito Hickary
Seaticn, the plice wheve we had stopped for
wood and water.  As we reacheosl there, the
door of Yae Slatton house opencd and three
men sppeared.
niastee, the sccond s asisiant, and the cbird
The faces of the livst two
¢ e sl sueprise and astonisuent at sceing
the train wiich ihey had supposed was two

was David Ciiston,

aniadrad miles swey, Cdision’s eyes slowed
like Dmils o tive, ni5 foce was deadly pale and
wore a leek ol sweprise amd disappointed hate-

ed, wlich last, te viioly tricd to eonecal. The
Stutier, Bruster was the fiiat to speak,  “Why
M Rilston,” he said, addressdug the condlu

swhat on eariin is che magter?
gute way has iv? The teack is all vight ©°

sor, ¢ Nouhing

Ecvre the « nmlu;tor/ votid answer, Jobn
Hartwell, a tall, nowerful backwacdsinan, the
Sheriff of the Country, stepped forward, Well
yes, Me. Ray mond,” he said, “‘comething is the
matier. The enginecr atd firciman have heen
sl.ot, the bridge fived, and bu$ for (he fa-t of
thi. hrave oy beiag on tbe engae, we hould
all have voasted o drowned beiove this.”

I sow Criston cast a meizeant scowl at me.
The Niation macter was Forror sjtiek. ¢ Who
did £his tereible deed 7 La aslied, iy ane ox-
peessing his horvor and indignation.  He was
soon answered, Mr lartweil stepped for-
waed aud pia 2d head oa the sheulder of Gris-
ton, “I avrest you. David CGriston,” he said,
“for the murder of hlnck Georyge, the wounding
of Havry Mwrlen, and thetiring of the b:idge.”

Gri-ton . glanced dusperately avound, then
his Land stole towards the bresst of hiis coat.
1 atteved a sharp ery of warning, but too lute ;
there was a gleam of steel, and the ne ¢ in-
siant thie Sheriff stagoercd back, the Llood
stresming from his  breast, while Criston,
brapdishing iho Dloody @mife, bonnded to
wards the wood~. ' A moment's pause of hor-
voi, and then a score of stalwart wuen sprang
forwaed in keen pursuit,  He was overtaken,
and dragged back, howling, cursing, aud eav-
ing. while his captors preseeved an omiuous
silence,  Then, while two men guarded the
villain, she rest gathered in a Lroup, a little
dislunce apart, and held a short censultatior.
They soun came to some determination, and
while some lit piuc torches, the rest, toether
with the station master, disappeared into the
ihe house. They soon re-appeared with a
Iong, stout rope.
was a feavfulone.  Giiston, alicrnately shriek-
ing for merey, and raving and howling curses
upon lis captors, was dragged tomard a il
pine tree which stood near by.  The rope was
thrown over a branch, a 'eop mude at anc cad
and placed round his neck, and a dozen wmen
grasped the other end, aud a short silance cu-
sucd, brokon only by ti:e voice of Griston, who
howled and pleaded for ''e as be knelt at the,
fect of those stern creeutionces, I could not
turn away ; my eyrs scemcd drawn by some
fearful fasuination, to gaze upon the secne.

The red glare of a score of pine torches lit
up the darkuess of thenight, shining upon the
wom~n aud children huddled neae the cars,
their pale faces averted upon the dreadfnd
sight, upon the rigid corpse of poor George,
as it luy upon the platiorm of the station
aause, upon the pale face of ITarry Merton, as
he lay with his hcad resting .in sistec's lap,
upon the bleeding form of Sheriff Hurtwell,
upon the green, waving foliage of the tall pine,
upon the fearfully convulsed features of the
wretched cri.ninal, and upon the stern, bronzed
feniures of the hardy backswoodsmen who
surrounded him,

I saw the men at tho end of the rope move
swiftly outward ; 1 saw Griston’s body jerk
violently upwaads, and swinging between
earth and sky,and then I became unconscious.
I camo to, only to bouome dalivious, and for
three woeks lay tossing with brain fever. Bué
at length, thanke to good nursing, I recovered.
Harry got well about the somo time, and
sbc.,u'tly afterwnards he and sister were married,

Yue tirst was the Station

The svene which followed,

The directors of tho road made me n hand.
some present, ana when Harry agein took
charge of the engine, I went with him.  Sis-
ter was opposed to our being on the rord, and
80 in about a year Harry gave up his positioa,
and, to hor great joy, bought the old home-
stond, and settled down as a farmer. Sister
tried hard to make me lezve, too; but the
dircctors offered me Harry's place as an engi-
neer, and I acceptied it; and though I have
got a blue-cyed little wife at home now, my-
self, yot I can’t bear to give up the en;'ne.—
That's all of the story, sir,

A vevy enciting adventure !

Well, I suppose it was—at leust, I doa’t
think VIl forget thut niclis, 1f Iliveto bo a
bundrad years old. There is Havtisoavillo
abiead, «iv; youll soon he howe now,

A 1OST 1RISHMAN.

"Twas in the summer 46, Mr. Wo.”wen,
that I lauded at Hamilton fresh asa new pratie
Just dug from the ¢ ounld sod,” and wid a light
heart and a heavy bundle 1sov of for the town-
ship of Burford, tilting a taste of asong, as
merry o young fellow as iver took the road.
Well J trmlged on, and on, past many o plising
pluce, pleasing myself wid the thouglt that
some day Iwight havesucha pl.u ¢ of me own,
wid & world of chickens and ducks and pigs
and childer ebout the door ; aud alovg the
sivoad day 1 got to Breford village. A cousin
of me mother’s one Dennis O'Dowd, lived
about sivin miles from licre, 2and T wonted to
make his place that night, so 1 inguired the
way at the tavern, .mcl was Jucky to find a
man who was goi’ part of the way an’ would
show me the way to lind Dennis.  Shuare he
wits very hind iadade, an’ whin 1 got out of
his wagon he pointed theough the wood an’
tould me to go siraight south aomile an’ a balf,
and the Girst house would be Denuis’,

*CAn’ you've no time to lose now,” said he,
“For the sun is low, an’ mind you don’t get
lost in the woods.”

“Is it lost now,” said I, “that I'd be git-
ti, an’ me uncle as great an navigabor as
ives steered a ship acress ‘the trackless say !
Not & bit of it,” says I, * though I'm obleeged
to yiz for the ride.” :

Aw wid that he droveoff an’ Jeit mc all
alone. 1 sbkouldercd me bundle bravely, an’
whistlin® a bit of a tune for company like,'I
pusued into tho bush,  Well, [ went a long
way ovee bygs aml turnin’ round among the
bushes an’ trees Lill I began to think I wust
be well nigh to Deunis™. Dat, bad cess to i !
all of o suddent T came out of the woods ab
the very indentical spot wheie | staited in,
which I Luew by an ould crotched tree that
seemel to be standin’ on its head an’ kickin’
up its heels to make divareion of me. Py this
time it was growin’ dark, an’ as there were no
time to lose I started in a seccond iime, de-
termined to keep straizht south this time,
and no mistake. T got on bravely for awhile,
but och hone! och hone ! it got so dark I
bumped me nose aud barked me shins, while
tire wiskates bit me bands and face to a blis-
ter; an’ after tumblin® an’ tumdlin’ around till
I nearly was fairly bawfoozled, I xat down on
a Jog, all of a trimble, to thiuk that I was lost
entirely, an’ that may be a lion or some other
wild erathur would devour me befoce mornin’.

Just thin I heaid somebody a lonyg way off
say, “Whip poor Will ¥ ¢ Badad ¢’ sez I,
“Im glad that it isn't Jamie that's got to
takeit, thongh it scems it’s more n socruw
than in anger they’re doin’ it, or why wonid
they say ‘pooc WillY' an’ sure they can’t be
Injan, haythan, nagaur, foe it's plain Euglish
they are alter spakin’. Maybe they might
help me out o' this,” so I shouted at tho top
of me voice, ““ A lost man!”  Thin I listcaed,
Prisintle an auswer came :

“Who ! Who t Whe.

¢ Jamie |

o

21, as loud
as I conld roar, i’ suaichin’ up my bundle
an’ stick I started in the Sirection of the
voise. .

Wiin T thouzht I had got near the plade I
stopped an’ shouted again, “A lost man !’
““Who ! Who-o0!” said a voice right over me
head.

“sure,” thinks I, ““ils a mizhly quare place
for a man to be at this time of night, maybe
it’s some seitler serapin’ sugw off @ sugar bush
for the childer’s breaktast in the morain’,
But wheve’s Will an’ the rest of thim? All
this went thrvough me hend like a flash an’
thin I answered his inquivy : )

“Jamie Buttler, wic waiver, sur,” sez 1,
“an’ if it wonldw't in—onvanianee yor hoaour,
would yiz be kind enough to s;cp dowa aud
show me the way to iw bouse o Deuis (s
Dowd ? ?

“Who ! Who ! Who-o0o ! sez he.

“Diunis O’'Dowd !’ sex I, civil enough,
‘“an’ a decent man he is, an’ a lirst cousin to
me own mother.”

““Who ! Who ! Whooo !’ sez he ag'in. “Me
mother !” says I, ““an as ine a woman as iver
peeled a biled pratie wid her thumb nail, .an’
her maiden name was Moliy Mchggm.

“Who ! Who ! Who-co! »

¢ Molly Mciigoin ! sez I,
name was Paddy Mefiggan 1

$Who ! Who ! Whooo !’

¢ Paddy Meflggin ! bad Inck to yer deaf onld
Zead. Paddy Mefiggin, I say!—do ye bear
that?. An’ he was the tallest man in all the
the Connty Tipperary excipt Jim Doyle the
blacksmith.”

“\Who L, Who ! Who-oo {”

*Jim Doyle, the blacksmith,” g I, “yo
good for nothin’ blackgard nagur, an’ if ye

Juttler, the vaiver,

¢ an’ bex father's

don’t come down an’ show me the way this ’



