
CANA\DIAN COUIRIER

A LA ,STr RESOURCE.C AI'TA NONRCO TT R of the S.S. Mystic,
w cil aud favourably known iii nearly evcry

c scaport ou tbe North American coast. is a
prinice of gond fcllows and a past-master ini

tlie art of storv telling. Tbc genial Caplaîn bas
always a fund of amusing yarns iii mind. whereby
to enlertain tbe ever-welcome visitors on bis floating
palace. The following is one of bis favourites:

"We had juqt arrivcîl ini port frorn our home
voyage, and lay in the stream awaitÎng our turn
at the 'chutes;.' A licavy northeasterly gale bad
arisen, witb little or no warning, and a guodly numn
ber (if sînaîl craft w cre scuddîng for shelter. Amnng
the last lu arrive xvas a tiny Frech flshing-schooner
of soine twcuîy tons, and the hcrths being ail occu-
pied she xvoubl naturally be compelled 10 drop
anchor iii the offing,,. 1-er skipper was at the tiller
and a's lhey 'breezýd' past os, close 10 port, hie sang
out: 'Let go (la b)ow-aikrc !' One of bis crcw
sprang forward to exeute the order, but imme-
dîately slîouled back: 'I dassent; dere's no chain
on 't!'1 'Let il go, auy;vay,' bowled the skipper, 'il
may stop lier a leelle!"

l'HF, TRIALS OF A l"RENCJIMAýN.

A YOUN(I Frenchnîan, who lias lately arrivcd n
Toronto, fotind bimself in a pleasant boarding-

bouse ou College -,treet, where rnost of the boarders
mwere of long reîcîeand %vere well acquaiited-
almiiost as meumbers of a farnily. The Frenchrnan
wais a bright, gelmanitlly litîle fellow and was soon
tilketi int fuîll fellowshbip. One iiÎgbt a littIe poker
game was started-"a penny ante." It was the first
tîme the Frenchnîaîi bad played the gamne, and he
becanîe quite fascinated by it. The next day hie
(leternine(l to purchase a poker ouîfit for himself
10 take 1)ack t0 France wit îb i wben hie returned.
So bu wen 1 Eaton's and asked if they had some
"sbeeps,"

"Upstaýirs," said the pole clerk, "in the loy de-
partment." The voung mnan went up four fliglts
and agaimi asked for "sheeps."

«*Over in the far corner," said the Rloor walker.
When bie reacbed the couinter 10 wbich hie had

been 'directed, a young wnman 10 whomn he made
knowni bis wants, sbowed bim a number of wooden
slieep witb wool f:isteuied on Ihîcî.

"Prdîi cc Ce not zese 1 want. 1 weesh
sheç-

"Vlthese are ccýrtainly sbeep,"' said the yoig
woianii, andl tbey are very good sbecep." Then a
niew ide' corne o bier anîd she added: "0f course,

if yoli want sonietliig cheal)er, von w ill find sonie
tini animais over at tlaît other coutiiter,'' pointing
across the rooin.

"But, il is not slîeeps I waîît, but .shce'/'. I w and
nul sheeps ze animiais but slhccps to play A, iz.

B3ut, iny dear sir, these arc sheep 10 play with,"
îiusistcd the young lady.

Tfhe poor inan xvas growîng distresscd, when a
second girl came to the rescue. "I knnxv what you
want," she said, "corne w'ith me."

He went xxithli er and slic piloted himi over to
a counter on which werc piled miniature ships,
yachts;, and so forth.

"Tbcre you are," she exclaimred, triunîiphantly.
"But eet ces no, flot zis. It is sheeps zat I waut."
By this lime il beganl to bie the general imipres-

sion on flhc floor tbat the man xvas crazy, and this
xvas strcngthcned hy bis explanation that hie wanted
thic sheeps for bis "autites."

"Thev muiist kecp a boarding-bouse," whispered
one girl to another, "and bie has mistaken this for
a groccry."

But a sophisticated bcad of one of- the depart-
iients (whose ideîîtity is kept a close secret) finally
carne to the rescue and said:

"Excuse nie, sir, but I think I undcrstand wlîat
you xant-poker chips, isti't it ?"

Tbc litIle Frencbrnan's face becarne wreathed in
srniles as lie turned and said in a rclieved tone of
voice: "Surlc. Sbeeps for pokeair. Zat ees eet."

-Sorry, sir, but we don't kecp theni."

ANEW WOLFE STORY.

M R. J. A. MACDO)NALD, editor of the Toronto
Globe, pieked up a new story of General

Wolfe. He heard il from an aged Scotch gentle-
man witb whomn il was a sacred reminiscence froin
his forefathers. The story goes that Wolfe, then
nineteen years of age, was an officer on the staff'of
the Duke of Cumberland,' who commanded the Eng-
lish forces at the Batlle of Culloden in 1746. After
tbe battle, the English staff officers were riding over
the field in the direction of Inverness and came
across a wounded Highland officer. The Duke
asked him 10 w\hicb side bie belonged and received
the answer, "Tlo the P'rince." lie then turned 10
Wolfe and ordered irn 10 shoot the Fraser. Wolfe,
disgusted at being asked 10 murder a wounded officer
replied:

"Your Hiahness, my commission is at your conm-
mlanid, but I aecline 10 bie a butcher,"

Bucausýe of this reply, Wolfe was a hero 10 the
H ighlanders who served in the British army. When,

The Vistor.-" Voil didn'l 'arf fail orkard, flin. The chaps up at the yard aia't cle chucklin'

about il Yet."-Punch'

therefore, the first opportunity carne 10 pay the:
debt of gratitude, it was eagerly embraced. Th
opportunity was the Battle of the Plains of Abrahai
in 1759, wbcii Wolfe died viclorjous and Canadc
xvas won for the British Crown. On Ibis occasioi
there were 1400 1-ighlanders in hi'; command, mial
of wboin had fouight against Cumberland at Cull<
den. liglit hundred of them were Frasers, kinsmie
of the Fraser whomn Wolfe had heen ordered t
shoot. On the night before the taking of Quebe
Montcalmi-'s senîries were deceived by the Frenc
reply of Simon Fraser, who had been educated i
France and "was handy with the French language
Thus part of the debt was paid. Next day,. tF~
Highland clayniores carne into play aI a critici
moment and dccided the victory. As Sir Wilfri
Laurier bas said, "The Highlanders at the taking
Quebec fought as meni neyer fought, before," an
this is the explanation.
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Is thiî' candy fresh?"

IIdunno. Il neyer said anythinglo me."-L¼,e

A LITERAL TRANSLATION.

"iABUSINESS communication in Arabic reaclied
a Manîchester flrrn," says The Marine Review,,

"and when translated by a Syrian inlerpreter proved
10 contain a request for the price of coppering 'two
waler sbeep' of certain given dimensions. The tranis-
lator was confident of bis version, but admitted that
hie did flot know wbat water sheep could be,. For
the moment even the principals of the flrmn 10 whomi
the communication was addressed were puzzled, un~-
til il stmuck some one that Ibis was the iiearest
synonyrn in the vocabulary of a pastoral people for
'hydraulic rams."

TOOLE'S TEARS.

S ALLIES of almost childlike higb spirits edae
the late J. L. Toote, thc lifeiong friend of 1 eniry

Irving, te, aIl who knew Min, On one occasion,
wben the author of "Some Eminent Viclorians" was
spending a day in the innocent adventures which
Toole was a genitns in originatîng, they wenit to the
Tower, wbere they fouind tlhemselves among a party
of eager sightseers in the chamber where the Crown
jewels are disposed.

It was a w.oiiani who was explaining te, tbe ea<gçr
throng the history of the articles displayed. At the
end of a long catalogue she said:

"And Ibis is Anne Boleynl's crown?"
Toole, apparenitly suddenly overcomie, burst mbt

a flood of tears, anid leaned agaistth wlli
seemingly un cont roll able grief. s h ali

"Oh, sir," inquired the poor womani, il, distress,
"what is the maliter?"

"N othiing! Nolhing 1" replied Toole, in broken
accents. "Don'î mmnd me, bult the fact is, 1 ha,
known the family so Ionig."-youtil's Co»1po1 a ,e


