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'Iow is that ? sais 1, for there is notlîing likie hieiri i' ivlat Iolks lhave toI
say. Its only yoinrfiiends and yoetr enemies thai tecll yom of your ?dîts.'

'Weil, sir, if' three Irishmiiet get hold of you tlicy figlit likze devils, one to box
you, and two to, sec fair play. .by joinini' hitu and. knockiin' yoîi *dowil. And
when the Yankees have 1. shîip of hecavier nietal, aid more gu ls thanl you,
there's no denyin of it, they (Io fight liko mon.'

Mr. Slick's faivorite hobby is lus acquaintance with ' humam natur,' aud
none can rend his sayings and doings without feeling thnt Ilis estiniate of lm0-
self is c nly correct. Whio that knows atnytuumg of socict»y nnd its irnpartiahIty,
that wvil1 not endorse the following extract:

Wieil, said Eldad, therc's natur' in ail things. Aiioii« huinans there is
thiree kinds, wvhite natiir' nigger natur' and Iludjin natur' ; thoen there's fisi
natur', and hiormo natur', inusquito natur' and sruakiles natur', and lie natur', and
she natur', at ]oast that's xny logic. VIl, its the niatur' of porpoises, wlhcn
a she one gets wotundcd, that the otler porpoisos race right arter lier, and ehasc
lier to dcnth. Tliey show lier no niercy. luaman natur' is thc sanie as si
natur' in this' part-icler, and is as scaly too. Wheni a woinin gets a wound
from au arrow shot out by scandai, cuivy, or malice, or failschoodl, fir notkeepin
lier eye on the compass, and shapin' lier course as stie oughit to, mon, Nvomien,
and boys, parsons and their tea goin' gossipin' w'ives, pionis gaîls and prim old
inaids, ail start, off iu full cry like a pnck of bloodhounds arter ber, and tea-r
lier to piecos, and if' silo carths, and lias the luck to get safc into a, hiole fust,
timey hiowl and ycll round lier like so nmany imps of' darkness. Its tlue race of
cliarity tosc what long iggd cantin, billious-lookin critter eaui bc in first at
the dcath. 'fhey turu up the white of' tlîeir eyes likze dueks in thundler, at a
fox hunt its so wickcd; but a gail-hunt they love dearly; its sorviui' the
Lord.

Cosmiopolite as 'Mr. Slick is in a goneral wzay, the book before us abounds
with local incidents, and provincial characters, ai. wearhmg a comical aspect,
though here and there lie gives a toucli of' pathos just to show that evon lie
looks below tho surface. Aunt Thankful, an old lady whomn hc cucounters in
one of the back settlements of Nova Scotia, and ivhoso sole trensuie from youth.
to, old age lias been tise memiory of having once danccd with the Dukec of Kent
in Halifax, and having lier fine eyes honoured by bis notice, is iveli, if' not
pathetieaily, pourtrayed ln the foilowi-ng words:

' Poor Aunt Thankful, its others that ouglit to be thankful to, you, for yoi-.r
post aint easy. Vie uncles and aunts have enougli te, do. lJncie puys for ail,
and aunt works for ail. The ehildren don't mind you like a inother, anmd tise
servants don't obey you like the head of' the house nother. Is there one of' the
party to, stay at home ? its aunt. Is there any one to, get up carly, and te, ho
the last to loek doors, and to look to fires ? its aunty. 15 thore company to
lîome-who takes charýge of' tise bouse ? wlmy aunty to ho sure. If' you havn't,
got money enougli for what you want, thiere is some doubloons stil, Icf't ini tise
end of' Aunt Thankful's stocking-you did'nt return tIse ]ast thrc you borrow-
ed-but coax ber, silo is se good naturcd and se kind. G et lier to, teil that
story about Prince Edward, Puke of' Kent, and ber eycs, and say w'eil auit
they must have been heautifil, for they are stili so lîaudsome; how iear you


