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AIRLIE IN PARIS.

(SECOND EP[STLE.)

DEAR MAISTER GRP,-

- IRST an' foremost I maun tell ye a'
- Iaboot ma interview wi' the Grand AuId

Man. Ye see I bad just waukened up
an' was stannin' glowerin' oot o' the
window, scartin' nia head an' raxin'mna

~,jaws a wee wben wba does I see but
the letter carrier comin pooterin' alang

- the ither side o' the street. Sae I opens
'jthe window (thae French windows just

open like doors, ye ken) an' sings oot
IHaýe ye onytbing for me there."

.j.-~-- I jennv Comprong Pa?" says he, luck-
in' Up.

IlNo " says 1. I'Fi no' Jenny Coin-
prong's Pa; a' the family 1 hae is a'e -wee bit Jaddie.
My name's Airlie-Hugh Airlie-ye'll see't on the letter
if ye'll only tak the trouble tae luck."

Weel the stupid fellow jist sbook his head an' said
again, Iljenny Comprong Pa," sae I tuk for granted that
Jenny's faither was the only mani in the buildin' that had
a letter comin tili him. Accordingly I steekit the win-
dow an' had just gotten comfortably.intae ma brceks
when a ring at the door o' the flet I bide on waukened
up Sandy. Ye see, Sandy, bein' a marrît man, bides in
a very decent flet in the Sbargs Louisa, an' 1 bide wî'
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Sandy; it's cheaper than rentîn' rooms frae the hieathen
Parlyvoos. So wben the ring cam, Sandy sings oot,

Arc ye up, Airlie ? "
Hoots; I, tbis oor an' niair," says I.

"Weel then, I wisb ye wad sec wha that is at the
door."1

IWi' the greatest pleasure " says 1, IlSandy." For
ye sec I aye try to be polite when I'm in France.

Awa I gangs to the door, an' wba d'yce think it was but
the wce bit wizcned mannikin they ca' the concierge, an'
gabblin' soniething or ither in bis outlandish tongue, he
hands me a letter wi' the Florence post mark on it. It
was addressed "lHugh Airlie, Esq., Specral Correspon-
dent Toronto GRiS', Champs Elysees, Paris." Wî' soe
trepidation I opened the letter an' rcad as follows.

"My DEAR. AIRLIE,-
IlAs I will be pasSing through Paris to-morrow, will

you corne down to the station and meet me whcn the
train arrives at noon. 1 cannot allow the opportunity
of making myseif acquainted with sucb a remnarkable
man to pass without availing myseif of it. Besides, there
are certain matters which I sbould like to enquire into
personally, chief ofrwhich is the working of Home Rule
in Canada and the feeling of the masses in regard to
Ireland. Before proceeding to England I wish to be
assured of the moral support of Canadians, which the
treatrncnt of Editor O'Brien had led me somewhat to
doubt. I bave the honor to be, my dear Airlie,

"Yours vcry sincerely,
"'W. E. GLADSTONE."

XVi' the letter iV nia hand I steppit ben tae Sandy's
rooni, an' chappin' at tbe door, I says IlSandy McDaun-
der, for gudesake tell yer gudewife tac hurry up an' Iicht
the fire an get me a bite o' breakfast."

"What's yer hurry ?" says he.
I've just gotten a letter frae the Grand Auld Carie

Gladstone, an' he's made a tryst wi' me tae meet hini at
the station at noon," says I.

"lNo' possible," says Sandy, jumn-
pin' oot o' bed. Il Just wait a '.

meenit, l'Il be there tbe noo."
An' wi' that, ben he cornes an' quo
hie "Weel, Hugh!1 yc'l] better tak
the len' o' my silk bat gin ye'rc
gaun to sec Gladston. Hae ye a
clean collar tac pit on ?" says bie.-

A cauld sweat brake on me when
1 nîinded that I had gem nma last -
collar tac tbe washerwoman, but M-
Sandy again cani tae the rescue,
sae, after a gude breakfast, 1 got.
rîggcd oot in nia best. cbeckcd,-
tweed an' Sandy's black silk bat. It -
was a fine hat-as far as it gacd,
but that wasn'a very far, for it just
sat up on the croon o' nia head, an' deil a bit furtbcr
doon could I get it. Hoocver, as there was nae wind
tae speak o', it managcd tae stick on. Ye may be sure
1 keepit up the dignity of mia posection when 1 gaed
marchin' up an' doon the platform waitin' for nia freen,
but at length the train cam slowin' in, wi' a venerable nose
an' chin that I recognized the meenit I clappit mia een
on tbcm, stickin' oot o' the car wîndow. I wasnae sace
sure though aboot bum kennin' me in Sandy's silk bat,
sac I neyer let on but stood richt in front o' the platform
carcfully readin' GRIP, for I kent he wad recogneeze me
by that. Sure enough, wi' thc tail o' mia e'e I sec's a
fine white hand strctched oot o' the car window an' a
voice sayin', Il How's a' wi' ye, Airlie ?" An' afore ye
cud say jack Robinson be was oot on the platform wi'
an axe handle in a'e band an' a volume o' Dante in the
ither, crackin' awa to me lîke ony five-year-old.

INoo," says 1, cicekin nia airm intîli his, Il you just
camn awa wi' me, an' the first thing we'll go tac the tomb
o' Napoleon."

WclI, whcn we cam doon the Boulevard Invalides, an'
at last stood luckin doon wi' oor hats off at the last
restin' place o' the great destroyer, Gladstone he luckit
at me an' I luckit at him, but for a meenit I could only
say IlHechi1 Hcb 1 " After a wcc, booevcr, a cauld
draugbt made this sort o' thing a wee tiresome, sac,
clappin' on nia bat again an' straikin' a becomin attitude,
I said :
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