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MAJOIL-Judge from the following snatch
of an essay upon our great Enjish epic-

"IIn our apprehension Milton's Paradisc
Lost is a very bad novel-a book, whose mis-
chief in theology, moral tone, and general iniflu-
ence, are flot atoned for even by its poetry 1"

LAiRD,-IloOt awa' wi' the clatty land louper!
Let my freend and benefactress, Jenny, hae lis
tinkler-tongued trash, in order to s~ing geese
wi'! If 1 kenned wbaur the Toronto hangman
puts up, I would gie him a groat, ln order to
burn the abomination at the common place o'
execution.

DocTRo. --YOU perceive, Laird, that an Eider
eau write lieresy as well as a meaner mortal!

LALUD.-None o' yonr impudence, ye railing
Rab-shake]i Oh, I wish 1 had ye before the
Kirk Session for half an hour I Foui fa' me, if
1 wadna' gie ye a face red as a piehled beet!

MAJOR.-By the Way, Bonnie I3raes, in case
I forget it, let me give you this volume for my
friend, the fair and chaste Grizelda.

LAIaD.-That's oor Glrzy, 1 suppose 1I lech,
sirs, but she's getting up in the world 1 What
Ca' ye tbe piece ?

MAjoR.-Donna Blanca of Navarre : au lus-
torical Romance, by Don Francisco Navarro
Villosiada.

LAIRD.-IL will be a translation, I'm thinking.
MAjo.-YOtI are right. Lt is an Englis1i

version of a story wbicb bas acquired no small
degree of popularity iu Spain.

LÂiRD.-lJUt wbat makes ye sae keen for
G irzy, puir woman, to get it ?

MAJOR.-BeeaUSe it is jUSt the tbing for a
roman tic maiden's perusal. DonnaBlJanca is a
tale of the genuine old oclhool, full of love-mak-
Ing, and mysteries, and murders, and wbat not,
as an egg is of mneat.

LAIP.D.-IS it clever?
MAjon.-Decidedly so. The author is im-

pregnated to the back-bone with the concen-
trated essence of story tellîng. Onbe goes from
ane adventure to another, witliout stopping to
Inoralize, or do the sentimental, and crams as
mucb material into a chapter as would eerve
the msjority of modern fiction manufacturers
for a full-growu volume!

DOCTO-Are you serions in your commen-
dations? On cursorily tnmning over the pages
of Don Villoslada's engenderation, it struck me
that it belonged to the justly exploded Minerva
Press school of literatare!1

MAJORt.--" Clean, wrang," as Baille Nicol
Jarvie says. It la a pear of a widely différent

tree. The Don's ladies are cOmposed of veritable
flesh and blood, and bis knigbts are regular
bone-breakers and blood-tappers! One of tbem
would put to fligbta baker's dozen of Miss Por-
ter's wishy-wasby beroes, wbo indulge in bear's
grease, and cannot make a campaign without a
supply of xuedicated shaving soap and pennl
tootb powder!

LAiRD.-Weel, mony kind thanks to you for
tbe buik ;but, man, I wisb sairly tbat Girzy
would tak' to some profitable course o' reading!
Sbe kens as little nboot bistory as she does
aboot tbe pattern o' Cleopatra's uigbt-sark!

MAJOR.-Why, for that matter, your sister
will receive from tbe perusal of Donna Blanca a
cousiderable iuklingof the manners and customs,
and tbe intestine feuds of Spain during the fif-
teentb century.

LAIaD.-That's aye some consolation!1 Better
for a bairn to eat it's way to Iearning tbrough
a ginger-bread alphabet, than to grow up igno-
rant o' tbe A, B, C!1

DOCTOR.-So it seems, Laird, you have been
aeeing Dugald Macallister, the far-famed wizard
of Saint Mungo ?,

LAinR.-Confound lac if Toronto is not tbe
very El Doiado o' gos sip! I verily believe that
if the Laird blew bis nose at the Lunatic Asylum
twa minutes qéore twull, the transaction would
be reported at St Lawrence HIa', ere the knock
had heraldcd the birtbo' noon! Wha informed
you o' my vi sit to Dugald ?

DOCTOR.-Our mutual friend the Bachelor of
Music. He àat bebind you lu the samne box.

MÀJoRt.-Ànd how did you cnjoy the neco-
maucer's performances?

LAIRD-N-O' Weel at a'.
MAJOR. -Indeedi lVby, I understood that

be was a clever, nimble-fingered mountebank 1

LARD.-Ife was o' that, and yetl wascboused
and cheated oot o' every particle o' pleasure,
whicb I miglit bae derived from bis cantnips, li
consequeuce o' my baving the misfortune ta be
seated uext to a diabolically practicel man 1

Docrout.-Pray explain yom'self 1

LAzan.-The vagabond (I canna Ca' him anY-
tbing cîse) to whom I refer was a prim, stuck-
up, black-a-viced-laokiflg cuatomer, sporting
black claea and a white neck-clotb, stiff as a
sheet o' tin iron. Frae the style o' bis con-
versation, I jaloused that he was a Professor o'
moral, Natural, and Political Pbîlosophy il,
some ol the ten thonsand and ten Universitica
o' Dollardom, wha confer degrees upon young


