
AN AFTERNOON SIXTY VRAPS AGO.

they're able to keep the country for her, with what help we

regulars can give, even in the event of a sudden attack.7'

" Ay, may be ; sma' thanks to her th én, when our gude

blood's been spilt to keep it," grumbled Davie.

"Wait till your blood's been shed, Davie," remarked

the fariner, good-naturedly, but with significance.

1' If England only knew her own interest," said the

Newark shopkeeper, -who had hitherto listened in silence

to the conversation, " she'd give a litile more thought to

her property over here. 1t's always been the way since

she had anv on this side the Atlantic. Folks at home

wouldn't even take the trouble to see how the land lay, and

whaT-s-hwld be done. The Boston tea troubles were all of

a piece with the rest, and a nice piece of work they made

of that. Aed-thii5n, IÏow theyve bunaled our boundary line

for us Any one, that looks at the lie of the land on the

map even, could tell we should have had Maine, at least,

on our side, to say nothing of Detroit and that country.

But the Yankees were wide awake, and the folks at home

were half as leep-thats about how it was."

Tak care, Maister Nlartin," said Davie with grim

satire; CC gin ye gang on at this crait, ye'll be taen up for a

rebel, and mavbe confiscated ' and sold out while yere in
gaol, like puir Sandy McTavish."

" You're more likely to be taken up yourself, as far as
thait -'Oes was the retort.

Deed, not 1 a puir shoema-er wi' nae a-ear but i-ny


