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trooeps, and the hull o’ the derned British army, out'n Noo
Yohk to the toon o’ ¢ Yankee Doodle.’”

The constable turned pale, shivered all over, and
swayed about in his chair, almost frightening the menda-
cious Yankee by the sight of the mischief his words had
wrought. Tryphena, however, quickly filled the shocked
corporal a hot cup of tea, and mutely pressed him to drink
it. He took off the tea at a gulp, set down the cup with
a steady hand, and, looking Mr. Pawkins in the face, said :
I regret, sir, to have to say the word; but, sir, you
area liar.”

¢ That’s true as death, consterble,” remarked Timo-
theus, who did not share the hostile feelings of Sylvanus
towards Corporal Rigby ; “true as death, and the boys,
they ducked him in the crick for’t, but they’s no washin’ the
lies out’n his jaws.”

Mr. Pawkins looked as fierce as it was possible for a
man witha wmerry twinkle in his eyes to look, and roared,
“ Consterble, did you mean that, or did you only say it fer
fun like 27

Mr. Rigby, glaring defiance, answered, 1 meant it.”

“Oh waall,” responded the Yankee Canadian, ruildly,
“that’s all right; because I want you to know that 1
don’t allaow folks to joke with me that way. If you meant
it, that’s a different thing. ”

“ What your general character may be, [ do not know.
As for your remarks on the British army, they are lies.”

“ I guess, consterble, you ain't up in the histry of the
Ul.lited States of Ameriky, or you'd know as your Ginral
Clinton was drummed aout o' Noo Yohk to the toon o’
¢ Yankee Doodle.””

o I know, sir, that a mob of Hanoverians and Hes-
sians, whom the Americans could not drive out, evacuated
New York, in consequence of a treaty of peace. If your
genera}, as you call him, Washington, had the bad taste to
play his ugly tune after them, it was just what might be
expected from such a quarter.”

“ My history,” said Tryphosa, * says that the American
army was driven out of Canada by a few regulars and some
French-Canadians at the same time.”

“ Brayvo, Phosy ! ” cried Timotheus.

‘ “ asse.rt now, as I have asserted before,” continued
Corporal Righy, ““ that the British army never hag been
defeated, and nover canbe defeated. I belong to the Brit-
ish army, and know whercof [ speak.”

“ Were you in the American war, Mr. Pawking?”
asked Tryphena.

“ Yaas, | wus thar, like the consterble, in the haouse-
hold trooeps. When they come araound a draaftin’, |
skit aout to Kennidy. I’ve only got one thing agin the
war, and that is makin’ every common nigger so sassy he
thinks he’s the ckal of a white man, Soon’s [ think of
that, the war makes me sick.”

“ It isthe boast of our Empire,” remarked the pensioner,
grandly, ‘“ that wherever its flag floats, the slave is free.”

“It's a derned pity,” said Mr. Pawkins;  that there
boy, Julius Sneezer Disgustus Quackenboss, ud be wuth
heaps more’n he is, if his boss jest had the right to lick him
straight along.”

“Who,” shrieked Maguftin; “ who’se yar Squacken-
bawsin’ an’ gibbin’ nigger lip ter? My name’s Mortimah
Magrudah Maguftin, an’ what's yourn? Pawkins! Oh
massy ! Pawkins, nex’ lhing ter punkins. I cud get
er punkin, an’ cut a hole er two in it an’ make a bettah
face nor yourn, Mistah Pawkins, candaberus, lantun jaw,
down east, Yankee white tresh, What you doin’ roun’
this house, anyway t”

“ Arrah, hush now, childher !” said Mr. Terry, enter-
ing from the hall. *The aivenin’s the time to make up
aall dishputes, an’ quoiet aal yer angry faylins afore yeez
say yer worruds an’ go to shlape, wid the howly angels
gyardin’ yeez. Good aivenin’, Corporal.”

% Good evening, Sergeant-Major.”

% Mr. Terry,” asked Tryphosa, timidly, * will you play
& game at Cities, Rivers and Mountains ? We were waiting
for even numbers to begin.” The veteran, who knew the
game, agreed. Gallantly, the gentlemen asked the two
ladies to choose sides, whereupon Tryphena selected Mr.
Pawkins, Maguffin and Sylvanus; Mr. Terry, the con-
stable, and Timotheus fell to Tryphosa. Peace once more
reigned, save when the great-grandson of the brigadier-
goneral was detected in looking over his opponent’s cards
and otherwise acting illegally.

Bigglethorpe and the lawyer entered the house, not
far from bed time. The company was in the drawing-
room, and a lady was at the piano singing, and playing her
own accompaniment, while Mr. Lamb was standing beside
her, pretending to turn over the music, of which he had as
little knowledge as the animal whose name he bore. The
song was that beatiful one of Burns,

O wert thou in the cauld blast

On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
and, though a gentleman’s song, it was rendered with
exquisite taste and feeling. The singer looked up appeal-
ingly at Mr. Lamb twice, solely to invoke his aid in
turning the music leaf. But, to Coristine’s jealous soul, it
was a glance of tenderness and mutual understanding.
Four long days he had known her, and she had never sung
for him ; and now, just as soon as the Crown Land idiot
comes along, she must favour him with her very best. He
would not be rude, and talk while the singing was going
on, but he would let Lamb do all the thanking ; he wasn't
going shares with that affected dude. The wusic ceased,
and he turned to see whom he could talk to. Mrs.
Carmichael and Miss Halbert were busy with their clerical
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adorers. The colonel and Mrs. Du Plessis had evidently
bid their dear boy good night, for they were engaged in
earnest conversation, in which he called her Terdsa, and
she called him Paul as often as colonel. Miss Du Plessis
wasg turning over the leaves of an album., He went up to
her, and asked if she would not favour the company with
some music. ‘ Instrumental or vocal, Mr. Coristine?”
she asked. ¢ Oh, vocal, if you please, Miss Du Plessis;
do you sing, * Shall T wasting in despair,’ or anything of
that kind?” Miss Du Plessis did not, but would like to
hear Mr. Coristine sing it. He objected that he had no
music, and was a poor accompanyist. Before the unhappy
man knew where he was, Miss Du Plessis was by Miss
Carmichael’s side, begging her dear friend Marjorie to
accompany Mr. Coristine. She agreed, for she knew the
song, and the music was in the stand. Like a condemned
criminal, Coristine was conducted to the piano; but the
first few bars put vigour into him, and he sang the piece
through with credit. He-was compelled, of course, to
return thanks for the excellent accompaniment, but this
he did in a stiff formal way, as if the musician was an
entire stranger. Then they had prayers, for the gentlemen
had come in out of the office, and, afterwards, the clergymen
went home. As the inmates of Bridesdale separated for
the night, Miss Carmichael handed the lawyer his ring,
saying that since his hands were fit to dispense with
gloves, they must, also be strong enough to bear its
weight.  He accepted the ring with a sigh, and silently
retired to his chamber. Before turning in for the night,
he Jooked in upon Wilkinson, whom he found awake.
After enquiries as to his arm and general health, he said :
 Wilks, my boy, congratulate me on being an ass; I've
lost the finest woman in all the world by my own
stupidity.”  His friend smiled at him, and answered :
“ Do not be down-hearted, Corry ; I will speak to Ceci—
Miss Du Plessis I mean, and she will arrange wmatters for
you." The lawyer fervently exclaimed: “God bless you,
Wilks!” und withdrew, not a little comforted. We
cannot intrude into the apartment of the young ladies, but
there was large comfort in their conversation for a person
whose Christian name was Kugene. 1f he only had
known it !

By the constable, Ben Toner, and other messengers,
Mr. Bigglethorpe had acquainted his somewhat tyrannical
spouse that he was staying for a while at the Flanders
lukes to enjoy the fishing. Mr. Rigby had brought from
the store his best rods and lines and his fiy-book. He
was, therefore, up early on Thursday morning, lamenting
that he was not at Richards, whence he could have visited
the first lake and secured a mess of fish before breakfast.
Lo was sorting out his tackle in the office, when Marjorie,
an carly riser, came in to see if Uncle John was there.
W hen she found out the occupant, she said : * Come along,
Mr. Biggles, and let us go fishing, it’s so long before
breakfast. 7 Fishing children could do anything with
Bigglethorpe ; he would even help them to catch cat-fish
and suckers. But he had an eye to business. * Marjorie,”
he asked, *“ do you think you could find me a pickle bottle,
an empty one, you know?” She thought she could, and
at once engaged 'Phosa and’Phona in the search for one.
A Crosse and Blackwell wide-mouthed Dbottle, bearing the
label “ mixed pickles,” which really means gherkiae, was
borne triumphantly into the office.  Mr. Bigglethorpe han-
dled it affectionately, and said : ““Put on your hat, Marjorie,
and we'll go crawfish hunting, ”  Without rod or line, the
fisherman, holding the pickle bottle in his left hand, and
taking Marjorie by the right, walked down to the creek.
On its bank he sat down, and took off his shoes and
socks, an example quickly and joyfully followed by his
young companion. Then he splashed a little water on his
head, and. she did the same ; after which they waded in
the shallow brook, and turned up flat stones in its bed.
Sometimes the crawfish lay quite still, when Mr. Biggle-
thorpe, getting his right hand, with extended thumb and
forefinger, slily behind it, grasped the unsuspecting crusta-
cean at the back of his great nippers, and landed him in
the bottle filled with sparkling water. Sometimes a
s« craw,” as Marjorie called them, darted away backward
in a great hurry, and had to be looked for under another
gtone, and these were generally young active fellows,
which, the fisherman said, made the best bait for bass. It
was wild, exciting work, with a spice of danger in it from
the chance of a nip from those terrible claws. Marjorie
enjoyed it to the full. She laughed and shrieked, and
clapped her hands over every new addition to the pickle
bottle, and Mr. Biggles was every bit as enthusiastic as
she was. Soon they were aware of a third figure on the
scene. It was the sleepless lawyer. ¢ Come in, Eugene,”
cried Marjorie ; ¢ take off your shoes and stockings, and
help us to catch these lovely craws.” He had to obey,
and was soon as excited as the others over this novel kind
of sport,

Coristine looked up after securing his twelfth victim,
and saw four figures sauntering down the hill. Three
were young ladies in print morning gowns; the fourth
was the ineffable dude, Lamb. At once he went back,
and put himself into socks and boots, torning down his
trouser legs, as if innocent of the childish amusement.
« Haw,” brayed Mr. Lamb, ‘is thot you, Cawrstine?
Been poddling in the wotter, to remind yoursolf of the
doys when you used to run round in your bare feet?”
Ouatwardly calm, the lawyer advanced to meet the inva-
ders. Bowing somewhat too ceremoniously to the three
ladies, who looked delightfully fresh and cool in their
morning toilets, he answered his interlocutor. “I am
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sure, Mr. Lamb, that it would afford Mr, Bigglethorpe and
Marjorie additional satisfaction, to know that their wading
after crawfish brought up memories of your barefooted
youth. Unfortunately, I have no such blissful period to
recall.” Mpr. Lamb blushed, and stammered some inco-
herencies, and Miss Carmichael, running past the lawyer
towards Marjorie, whispered as she flitted before him,
“you rude, unkind wan!” 'This did not tend to make
him more amiable. He snubbed the Crown Land gentle-
man at every turn, and, more than usually brilliant in
talk, effectually kept his adversary out of conversation
with the remaining ladies. ¢ Look, Cecile! ? gaid Miss
Halbert ; “ Marjorie is actually joining the waders.” Mr.
Lamb stroked his whisker-moustache and remarked :
“ Haw, you know, thot’s nothing new for Morjorie ; when
we were childron together, we awften went poddling about
in creeks for crowfish and minnows.” Then he had the
impertinence to stroll down to the brook, and rally the
new addition to the crawfishing party. To Coristine the
whole thing was gall and wormwood. The only satisfac-
tion he had was, that Mr. Lamb could not summon cour-
age enough to divest himseif of shoes and stockings and
take part in the sport personally. But what an insuffer-
able ass he, Coristine, had been not to keep on wading, in
view of such glorious company ! What was the use of
complaining : had he been there she would never have
gone in, trust her for that! Wilkinson and he were right
in their old compact : the female sex iy a delusion and &
snare. Thank heaven ! there's the prayer gong, but will
that staring, flat-footed, hawhawing, Civil Service idiot be
Jooking on while she reattires herself? He had half a
mind to descend and brain him on the spot, if he had any
brains, so as to render impossible the woeful calamity. But
the fates were mercifual, sending Mr. Lamb up with Mar-
jorie and Mr. Bigglethorpe. Now was the angry man's
chance, and a rare one, but, like an angry man, he did not
geizeit. The other two ladies remarked to each other
that it was not very polite of three gentlemen to allow a
lady, the last of the party, to come up the hill alone.
What did he care?

At breakfast, Miss Carmichael sat between Mesars.
Bigglethorpe and Lamb, and the lawyer betwcen Miss
Halbert and the veteran. “ Who are going fishing to
the lakes,” asked the Squire, to which question the doc-
tor replied, regretting his inability ; and the colonel declined
the -invitation on account of hiy dear boy. Mr. Lamb
intimated that he had business with Miss Du Plessis on
Orown Land matters, as the department wished to get
back into its possession the land owned by her. This was
a bombshell in the camp, Miss Du Plessis declined to
have any conference on the subject, referring the civil
gervant to her uncle, to Squire Carruthers, and to her solici-
tor, Mr. Coristine. The lawyer was disposed to bo liberal
in politics, aithough his fricnd Wilkinson wag a strong
Conservative ; but the contemptible meanncss of a Gov-
ernment department atterupting to retire property
deeded and paid for in order to gain a few hundred dol-
lars or & new constituent, aroused his vchement indigna-
tion, and his determination to fight Lamb and his masters
to the bitter end of the Privy Council.

« Mr. Lamb, ” said the colonel, ““is yoar business with
my niece complicated, or is it capable of bheing stated
bhiefly ¢”

“T can put it in a very fow words, Colonol,” replied
the civil service official; ¢ the deportment hos received
on awifer for Miss Du Plossis’ lond which it would be
fawlly to refuse.”

«But,” interposed the Squire, ©“the department has
naething to dae wi’ Miss Cecile’s land ; it’s her ain, every
fit o't.”

«You don’t know the deportment, Squire. It con
take bock lond of its own deed, especiaily wild lond,
by the awffer of a reasonable equivolent or indemnity. 1t
proposes to return the purchase money, with five per cent.
interest to date, and the amount of municipal toxes attested
by receipts. Thot is regorded os a fair odjustment, ond
on Miss Du Plessis surrendering her deed to me, the de-
portment will settle the claim within twelve months, if
presa of business ollows.”

« Such abominable, thieving iniquity, on the pairt o’
a Government ca’ain’ itself leeberal, I never hard o’ inaa
my life,” said the indignant Squire.

“ Do you mean to say, Arthur,”’ asked Mrs. Carmi-
chael, ¢ that your department can take away Cecile’s pro-
perty in that cavalier fashion, and without any regard to
the rise in values?”

« I'm ofraid so, Mrs. Cormichael.”

« What have you to say to that, Mr. Coriatine, from
a legal standpoint ?” enquired Mrs. Carruthers.

« A deed of land made by the Government, or by
a private individual, conveys, when, as in this case, all
provisions have been complied with, an inalienable title.”

“There is such a thing as expropriation,” suggested
Mr. Lamb, rather annoyed to find a lawyer there.

« Expropriation is a municipal affair in cities and
towns, or it may be national and provincial in the case of
chartered railways or national parks, in all which cases
remuneration is by arbitration, not by the will of any
expropriating body.”

“The deportment may regord this as a provincial
offair. Ot any rate, it hos octed in this way before with
success.”

«T know that the department has induced people to
surrender their rights for the sake of its popularity, but
by wheedling, not by law or justice, and, generally, there



