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{From the Kvening St

THE PIE DIVIDED.
Lizkran Party, Ont.—* Ma, can T have two picces >

Ma Mowar,.—“Yes, dear; 1 hope so. That was the

intention
THE NEW SLICK.
CUAPTER V.
MR, SLICK COMMENTS OGN A CANADTAN SHORTCOMING,

EELING the benefit of my outing,
I was ba:k again in my editorial
harness and doing my best to make
the Lmancipator afirst class family
journal.
. One day, about a week after my
last mecting with Mr. Reuben
Slick, the door of my sanctum
opened after a preliminary tap, and
before T had time to make any re-
sponse, and the gentleman jusi
named stepped in. I expressed my pleasure at sceing him;
he reciprocated, and we were soon in the midst of an
interesting chat - interesting at all events to me.

“Yes, sir,” Mr. Slick said, by way of romnding off a
dissertation he had just delivered on the results of his
observations in business circles since our last mecting—
** things seem to me to be a lookin’ up.  Money’s gittin’ a
lectle Dit looser, an’ if the folks in this Province on’y had as
r00d an opinion of themselves and their country as they
havc a right to claim, I shouldn’t wonder if things would
fairly hump.” .

“You think the Nova Scotians are too modest for their
own good, then ? 7’ T queried.

“Well, I don't know as they have any very pertickler
lack of conceit, sech as it is - but it don’t seem to me to be

the right sur. 1s wo much dike Huldy iluckiog, down
our way, Huldy is all the while a runnin’ down her own
cookery when she has visitors  sayin’ the pumkin pie is not
real first class, an’ the bread haint so good as s]l—:c could
wish, an’ so forth. DBut old Eider Perkins gin her a terri-
ble turn one time when he happened to be visitin® thar', by
jest fadlin’ in with her idees. ¢ That’s so, Miss Huckins,’
says he, ‘I have et better pie,” and ‘you're right’ says he
‘ahout the bread—I believe its a fittle too sour.' ‘I'he
Elder knowed the vittles was all right, but he jest meant to
rebuke the lyin® spirit that was in Huldy Huckins. That's
somethin” like the sort of moduesty the Nova Scotians have
*hout ’em, an’ I Ilicve Canadians all over the Dominion
air troubled the same way, What I mean is younever hear
‘e express any confidence in anything that's Canadian.”

“I'm afraid your remarks arc only too well founded,” I
observed.

“Yes, I've noticed it all over the country. Why, a
Canadian can’t git properly appreciated till he goes to the
States,  An’ you don’t very often have to find fault with
aur folks for bein' backward ahout tootin’ their own horn,
doyou?”

¢ Not usually, T beliceve,” said 1.
me as a very conunendable custom,”

“ It hain't jest to say commendable, if you go right into
the perticklers on it,"" said Mr. Slick, philosophically, “but
I tell you what, Mr. Quiller, it's done a powerful lot to
make the United States a first class nation.  It's the
patrintic spirit workin’ out, that’s what it is, an’ what
Canada nceds most of anything as T see it, is that very
thing—a patriotic spirit.  You want to hoom yourscives,
If you don’t think a pile of yourselves vou can't expect other
people to.  And vou don’t need to be silly a-doin’ it.
You've got men here -lawyers, writers, orators, pocts,
statesmen, fit to put alongside any @we’e got, but you don't
hegin to whoop ‘er up for your fellers like we do for ours.
1 can’t stay any longer jest now, but I wan't to make one
closin’ remark, which it is this—Canada will never be a full
grown nation till she learns to blow her own trumpet.”’

So saying Mr. Slick bade me good morning and retired.

“ But it doesn’t strike

IMPORTANT CABLEGRAM.

I learn by special cable from London that Mr.
James J. Corbete’s bag-punching skill is a revela-
tion to the British public. His appearance at Drury

Tane theatre caused great enthusiasm, and they made him
do the bag-punching act over twice. ‘T'he main object of
the gentleman’s visit is to punch a hole in the bag Mr. Bull
keeps his money in, and he is likely to succeed in his
mission.
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HE DON'T HAVE TO GIVE VALVUE.

When the cobbler wants clothes,
And the tailor wants loots,

They exchange work for work
And both parties it suits.

When the landlord wants goads
He just holds out his hand,

And exchanges—permission
To live on the Jand !
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