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HIS MEASURE.
H-is REVERENCE ( 7'realtiig Pa, who /zas brougýht /h',i a

load of 7wod> -"l Say whien, Pýat. "
PA&T.-" Go on, yer riverince, the toi) on the gl1ass 'Il

stop Yeu. 1
N EW5JT0 RIES.OUR friend, Mr. David IBoyle, w'ho was lately called to

the precincts of ciassic Cambridge to gi ve his opinion
as an expert, upon some question oY Indian arche-

ology, has returned with a couple of good, original storics.
One day hie accompanied a Boston friend on a visit to the
house of the late James Russell Loweli, at present tihe resi-
dence of that distinuishled autlsors daughter, Mrs. Burnett.
With characteristic diffidence, Mr. Boyle, upon bcîng intro-
duced, apologized for his intrusion, saying ini extenuation
thathlewsas aforeigner. Y4,ou do tiot speaklike aforeigni-
er," repiied Mrs. Burnetr, "[ rom what country do you
corn ?" "From Catnda," replied».tvîd "Oh," laugrhed
the lady, lewe dû not regard Caniada as ver>' foreigni."
" Then I may mention that 1 came originally from Scotland,
which is perhaps foreign enougli, and mnoreover 1 don't sup-
pose that coming [romi Scotland gives me any dlaim w~hat-
ever te visit this liouse, as I am flot aware thait th re is atsy
Scottish biood ini the Lowell fansily." "lThere you arza
wroîg, " retorted Mrs. Burnett , lemy father would have
beets mucli grieved to have heard yen say that. MN-y great-
grandmother, who iived at the time of the Revolûtion, ivas a
Scotch woman of the real Calvanistic, covenanting, uncorn-
promising stock. She was a loyal Briton to lier last day.
When the Declaration of Independence wvas issued and the
new Republic set up, she wouid have none of it. On each
recurring fourth of Juily te the end of ber life, she retired te
lier bed-room, locked herseif in, attired herself in deepest
mourni, and spent the svhoile day in reading her Bible !"

The other storyhas to do with Loweli's distinguished neigh -
lior, Long[ellow and« goes to illustrate the query le What is
Fame?" Longfellow, as is well known, livtd in the old historic
house which had originaliy been Washington's; headquar-
ters, anid whiicb ias on that accounit one of t he points of inter-
est for sight-seeing strangers ini that neighborhood. - One day

a party of raw ruralists frons Maine called to look over the
place, -and wcre shown through by the poet himself, who
wa-,aiways kind and courteous to visitors. le Wal, 'taint
mucli of a house, is it ?" comrnentcd a tali, rawboned mem-
ber of the part y. -1No, " replied longfeilloN, gcntly, "eit
isn't v~ery grand but it suits mie very %%ell." II D)- ou own
it now P' asked another of the tourists." IlYes, sir," ivas
the reply. "And whiat mighit your name bie ? asked ;,
third. leMy name is Longfellow," said the author of the
Psalrn of Life, rnodestly. "Longfellow !" echoed the
Maine mari-"e say, lie you any connection of the fongfel-
lows of Androscoggin County, up ini Maine ?"

HE B3ROKE THE RECORD.

T i-E character of the "lrae iniwine Yankee " is forcibly
illustrated in a story ther tell of a party doing the
"lgrand tower of Yurrup.' 'l'ie routine sighits of Italy

%verc being- "edone, " and the tourists m-ere being shown the
giories of an oid churchi, at Naples. Il ut say, tookc a-herc
niister, " expostulated one of the party, a typicai Uncle Sanm
fronm the rural districts of Vermont, addressing the guide,
"whvlat is thair wonderful 'bout this church. 'Course its oid,
but that hain't ver>' strange secia' it ivas bujit a long while
ago). Is they anything else to it for folks to sec?'' Fiewas
în[orined that the special feature w~hich attracted visitors
"-as the lighted catîdle on the altar which hiad been burning
for more thaii a hundred years, and soon the s'isitors were
standing in the prcsencc of tlîis sacred object, wvhîch ivas
soleny guarded by a couple of priests. l "An' >'ou mean
to tell me that thair light lias b en burnin' morc'n a lîun-
dred years an' liain't be'n out in ail that time ?" demanded
the XT'ank, increduiously. le 7es, sir," replied the gruide.
leHain't neyer ben out for a hundred years, corne' now,
hontest Injun ?" Il[t lias neyer been out, sir. The sacred
iight has been tended day and night by devoted priests, and
lias isever been out." elNot for a hundred years, did you
say, mister ?" leNlot for a hundred years, sir," "%ValII, I
swow ! " ejaculated the Yank; as lie leaned forward to get a
dloser view of tie candle. " Puff!"'-a terrific1)low ofwinid
[rom lus iconoclastic mouth. "WVall, et's out, noul, any-
how 1"

JOURNALISTIC *"ENTERPRtISE."THE.£ Evenig ïVe7as, by a piece of' high minded enter-
prise, secured from the convict 1- acWVherrelI an
articleentitled IlWhy 1Ishould not behangcd, " whichi

it pubiied on Wedniesday. A few. additional coppers wîent
into the office tilI as a resuit, no doubt, but if the editor of
the i1tivŽs had an>' real sense of the dîgnity of bis profession
lie would feel mean enough te follow this article up by
another written b>' hiniself, and entitied, leWhy shouid I
not bie Kicked ?"

1.

THE JUVENILr SPORSMAN4- l Cricky ! there's a bird.
Just see me pin it 1"


