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ON AN APPLE TREE.

HE farmer in the appie
trce is prancing round

"e a~bolit,
-He trends upon the bend.Te ing limbs and reaches

- boldly out,
r04 I le plucks the erst for-

bidden fruit used
firstly to dcceive

In Eden, but his thoughts
rua flot on Adamu for
on Eve.

SHe is thinking with what
41J speeding strides OId

)~7'~- Tinie lis ambied b>',
Since this goodi>' trce

Neas but a twig, whosc twigs now poke his eye.

lis si1ender forai but yesterday in one hand lie did take,
And trod tic earth about jts roots and tied it to a stake;
Another yesterday it seerna when its first fruit hie tried,
And swore that the tree-pediar wvho soid it to him lied ;
The ver>' branci on which it grew now catches him behind.
And ail his bitte jean pantaloons are streaming in the wvind.

H-e well remembers, too, the day the hired man hroke a liab
ln pioughing, and the epithets with wvhich lie ivent for him
Flow its iop.sided shapelesaness annoy ed hlm niany a day,
And tempted him to take the axeand clcar itquite away.
Instead lie crafted in a bud to fill the vacant place,
A score ut offioots from that bud now scourge hLm on the face.

He thinks on ail that lic bas done, oa-all that lias occurred,
On a.il the changes years have made, and ail his sout is stirred.
Through Mernory's halls lie wends bis way while on the apple tree,And dweis on things that rnight have been, if lie had ]et things lie.
And thus on ashes ci tlie past bis phoenix thouglits are ted,
When a buriy pippin knocks both hilm and them upon the head.

The leaves are scattered rouind the trc by man>' a wiady storai,
And spreading wide upun the sward appcars its spectral forai;
Like a geomnic spider's weeb, its outliacs have been wvrought,
And the sliadow o fth e fariner sens a stout blue-botlccaugbr.
White thinking thus lie steps upon a limb wvhidli is unsound,
And the pensive agriculturist ia tunibled to the ground.

WILLIA.', MCGILL

HOW SCOTTIE CURED THE MISTAKEN
CALLERS, AND WAS CURED HIMSELF?

IN QUARANTINE, Qd. 25, 'S8.
DEAR MAISTEP, GR[P,

If L'm no oot o' mny mind wi' the way 've sufféred frac
the ringin' o' that door bell, it's just anither proof that I'm
nae ordinary man, an' that my mind's no ane that can be
upset wi' ony ordiner' calamnity. Still it's the continuai.
dreepin' that wears the rock, yc ken, an' tae tell ye the
truth, 1 wadna like tae move mina anither hoose that a
minister had moved oot o'. Nicht an' day at a 'oors that
bell gaed an' ayc it was the Rev. Wiry Jones that was
wanted. At scrauch o' day I wad hae tae loup oot o'
nma bed an' it wad be an onnaterally early milk man
wantin' tae ken whar the Rev. Wiry Jones had moved
tili. Then aboot breakfast time wad 'core a ring, an' it
was a man gane awa on the train, an' he wanted a word
Wl the minister afore he gaed awva; then a while alter twa
emigrants came wi' letters o' introduction tae the Rev.
Wiry Jones. Then a woman came an wanted tac borrow
ten dollars frate the reverend man because she kent he
had a real feelin' heart, an' anither auld -.man came an
wapted a letter written tae his son in Californy. He bad
Iost the address, but be tbocbt, hein' a minister, tbe Rever-
end Wiry wad be apt tae guess aboot il. Then a tem-
perance deputation drove up tae tbe door an steppit in

an shook hands wi me afore I could get breath tae tell
theni they had taen the wrong soo by the lug. Aboot
four o'clock j' the afternoon a man carn tae the door an'
shook is iist i' nia face and tellt me 1 was paid for
preachin' the Gospel, an' it was nane o' my business
hoo he paid bis employees or hoo lang 'oors he keepit
theni workin' : an' if I didna stop preachin' at his par-
teecklar private sins, he wud find means tae get me
hoisted oot o' that ! Losh 1 1 just leuch at the man!
After that an auld man wi a bit lassie o' seeventeen or
sac, wantet tae ken if I wad marry theru, but I telled
them a woman niay not marry ber grandfather, an' sent
the auld fuie awa as ruad as a hornet. He'll be tbankful
tac me for that some day. Then another couple caru,
a likely pair, but I telled them. it wad be tbe sorrow
o' rma life that I cudna reverse the arithmetical rule by
makin' twa one, on accounit o' me no bein' in tae holy
orders yet. A man that had, just buried his wife camn
tae me for consolation, an' 1 telled hlm that absence ruade
the beart grow- 'fonder, an that tbe Rcvcrend Wiry Joncs
midlit be fond through a dircctory. Then tbcy cam
wantin subscriptions for a beggar, an' when 1 telled
thcm the Rev. gentleman had moved oot o' here, they
wantit tac ken if I wadna like tac subscribc till't in thc
capacity o' a private member! WVhcn it: came thc ncxt
mornin' I was wakened oot o' nia fine mornin' snooze
wvi' somebody bammerin' carpet tacks. This was Mis-
tress Airlie nailin' doon packsbect on tac tle hall tac save
the oilclotI, for there was sich a runnin' tac the door
afîcr folk seekin' the Rex'. WViry Joncs. My bancs wcrc
that stîff wi' hein' keepit on my feet a' day answerin'
that door bEll, that I realiy feit nia lcalth cudna' stand
anither day o't. Ivia wife proposed tac bring rua meals
intac the bail an' let me sit at the back o' the door tac
be handy, but faith I feli on a better plan than that.
I ttik a ruucklc caird an' I wvrote upon't in muckle cap-
itals, IlSMAsLL Pox," an' then I nailed it on ootside the
door an' sat doon ahint thc lace window curtains, like a
muckle speeder, tac watch hoo mony wad corne. It
ackti't like ruagic. Me an Mistress Airlie Iaucbcd tili the
tears ran doon our checks tac sec thc awfu' scatteration
that caird rnade. First, thcy wvud coni across the street
thînkin' it wvas a IlLet " on the door, an' then the munit
thcy wad speli it oot, they wad turn an' fiee like liens
we' a whittrick after theru. But wae's me, hoo sbort lived
is anythin' in thc way o' mirth in this weary world. I
ivas stttin' at the parlour window, an' my wifc was sittin'
on ma knce feil canty, when ivhat should I sec drivin'
up tac the door but a sma pox ambulance!1 An' there were
we bundîrd in neck an' crop, in spite o' a' oor protests
an'explanations, an' driven off tac the sma' pox hospital 1
Nae maitter what I said, we wcrc tcllcd f00 wc wcrc
there wc wad hae tac ride quarantine tili we wad sec
whetbcr thc pocks cam oot on's!1 Ma féelin's overcome
me sac muckle wlen 1 think on a' I've sufféed tlrough
that Rev. WiVijones, that I've only spunk cnougb lcft tac
sign mysel yours in Quaranteen,

HUGH AIRLIE.

SHE SYMPATHIZED WITH HER.

AT ST. LA.WRENCE MIARKE'r.

FiRST WOMAN-«" How m-m-mu-much is your b-b-b-
butter a p.p-pound ? "

SECOND WobMAN-'" T-t-t-twenty-flve c-c-c-cents. "
FiRsT W.-"l Are you m-m-mocking m-m-me ?"y
SECOND WV.-" N-n-n-no, I was b-b-bo-born that way."
FIRST W.-" Oh!1 wba-wha-what a p-p-p p-pity! "


