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'Do you know of St. Giles-on-the-Green,
WVhich the moon gildswith bright silver sheen,

Where the dlock from the tuwers
Chirnes gladly the hours

For matins, or vespers at e'en?

D)o you know of its turreted towers,
'Ihlat peep from their green shaded bowers,

And the ivy that climbs
To the belfry, that chimes

The corne and the go of the hours?

1Iid you neyer once feel the desire
To kneel in the transept or choir,

Or sit still and gaze
At the sun's dying raye

That gild the gray cross on its spire ?

We will go when the bright silver sheen
Of the rnoonibeams shines softly at e'en,

Through the gloonm we ivili eteal
At the altar we'1l kneel,

And we'l pray at St. Giles-on-thie-Green.
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I wish to «Dmrunicate a good story
ýof the late Lord Lynedocli. The old
mnan loved a geod Scotch evening, and
used to get his parish minister to sit up
with hirn drinking toddy. One Satur-
day night they sat tili very late. The
clergyman, thinking of lis next day's
labours, atternpted several tirnes to de-
part but was always restrained by the
i!nportunities of Lord Lynedoch and lis
repeated ' Anither glass, and then-min-
aster,' spoken with the good old accent.
Next day the minister grinily set the
great hour-glass of the pulpit conspicu-
ously before him, while His Lordship,
witheut noticing, went off to sleep and
woke at the usual time for departure;
what was hie surprise, however, when
the preacher with an almost impercept-
ible twinkleunder hie brows said gravely
a-id slowly, at the saine time turning the
hour-glas upside down :'A Anither glass,
a id then- my laird.'- W. D. L.

First boy ini the class stand up, 'What
je the eiablemn of England, Ireland, and
Scotland ?1 'The Rose, Sharnrock, and
Thiatle, air.' Correct. Second boy stand

up-' Who would figlit for the Rose ?'
'An Englishmian, sir.' Correct. Third

bey,stand Up-' Who would figlit for the
Shamrock V' 'An Irishman, sir.' Cor-
rect. Next boy-' Who would fight for
the Thistie?' Boildie M'Craw's Guddie,
si.',

Scene-A tailor's shop. Custonier:
'Mun, George, ye've made this waist-

coat c' mine far ower wide.' Tailor:
'Weel, Tammas, eftgr the dinner 1 saw

ye tak' tither day I thocht ye wud sin
require it a'.

Another poet cornes forward and says,
'And I hear the hies of a scorching kis.'
Some evening, lier father will corne in,
and the poet will hear the click of a
scorching kick, but he will fail to record
the fact in verse.

A woman accidentally went to church
with two bonnets on her head--one stuck
inside the otlier-and the other women
in the congregation almoet died of envy.
They thought it wau a new kind of bon-
net, and toc eweet for anything.

Therîe is a tradition in Dunlop parieli,
in Ayrshire, that one snorning long ago,
in the gray dawn, a man of the namne cf
Brown was walking over Dunlop Hill
when lie was surprised te eee the- deil in
the form of a headiese herse gallcping
round hirn. Instantly lie feli on hie
knees and prayed fervently, when Nick
uttering an unearthly 'nicher,' whicl'
made the ground tremble, vanished ini a
flaudlit o' fire.'

A Highlandman residing in Glasgow
was called upon by an acquaintance who
liad been a short tirne in England, and
who had returned te Glasgow in searcli
cf employyient. Tlie Highlander refer-
red te, gave hie eld friend a warmn wel-
corne, and in order to show licw wifling
lie was te give hirn sleeping accommoda-
tion said-' Yes, Mr. Macpherson, 1 wid
peot mysel' far more abcot for ycu thani
I wid fur any cf my ewn relashiuns ; and
mind you this (he added), l'm juet one
cf those men who wid poot mn 7sel' aboot
for ne mortal mait whsxteffer !
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