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AN OBJECT LESSON.
Asloniied Parent (.Anti-Reciprocily M. P. j-Wby, my son, what

do you mean hy tying up ida's legs that way?
Smnart Boy.-MWby, Pa, I've beard yau say that Restriction inakes

tbinks go better, and I thought I'd try it on a dog!

NEMESIS.
Hz %vas young, he was fair,
And be parted bis hair
With elaborate carc

In the Middle.
He was youthful and gay,
But it grieves us ta Say,
He thotit lie could play

On the fiddle.

He played every nigbt
Till the neigbara, mcd quite,'
Rose up in their might

Witha àclub.
And îvirh ane awfisl yell
Thbey jum d at h*n nd-well i

Vilhe die? ah . ccn',t tel!
Tbere's the rub! E. A. C.

JEDEDIA1H JOGGINS, ESQUIRE,
l'AVORS HIS SON, NIU. JOGGINS TIIE YOUNGEk, NVITII IIIS

ENLIGHTENEI) VI'EWS ON~ A PrOHIUSTORY 11EASURE.

WVRLL, John, it laoks ta Me this way,-
This Scott Act's ail very fine;

Vc may talk af the starvin' women,
And tbe barn tbat's donc b>' %vine,-

But I tell ye wbat it is, John,
This 'ere's a question o' cash;

An' the Act that touches my> pocket,
Is an Act tbat'll go ta smash

Just look at me fur a minute,
.An' tell me what ye tbink,-

Nov, wbere'd I hin to-day, John,
Et it hedn't bin fer drink ?

Wben other folks hez bin drink in',
I've stuck straîgbt along ta the plaw,

And that'e the reasan, I reckan,
l'ri counted a rich man n0w.

It don't Sound nice, John, don't it ?
Dan gnice 1 is what I Say'If 1 bedn't looked out fer that, John,
Id bin a poar man ta.day.

It's the sins and the sarbows of olhers
Thet bclps a man along,

An' a feller gits right hiniself, John,
Thraugh se2in' athers git wrong.

Pity'theni? S I do, John I

'lu, pit>' won't make them mend;
when a 'nan gits gain' tisat way,

Folks ail know wbere be'il end.

An' when he's goin' dawn, John,
An' don't know where to stop,

You've got ta rnake the best on't
By crawlin' out on top!

An' then there's anather bizncss,-
Ther's ail the barley I grow;

Where's that ail, gat ta go ta ?
Thet's wvbat I'd like ta know

If there ain't no beer a-brewin',-
ItIs plain as A B C,-

There ain't no barley sold, John,
An' there ain't no cash fer me!

Selfisb? Wby no, I ain't, John,
.-There cm 't no man can say
I don't du, right hy the church, John,

If it's ever a question a' pay.
An' ['ve been as kind ta the poor, John,

As a man's expected ta be ;
But, how kmn I look out for tbeun, John,

If I don't look out fer nie ?
An Eider? Ves, I amn, John,

An' i t often makes me sad
Ta see sa many young fellers

A-gain' straight ta the bcd.
But, I don't make themn drink, John,

An' ez ta r ez I can see,
It's the devil they've gat ta blanie, John,

Fer, dang it ! they can't blame me

An' sittin' in chiurch last Sunday,
I seen WVîdder Smnith corne in ;

Ye knaw'd old Zebedee Smith, John,
île used ta drink like sin.

I-e ivent from bad ta worsc, John,
Ez ai the folks could sec,

An' et last he izot in debt, John,
An' mortgaged the farm ta me.

An' 1 felt,-welI, kinder queer, John,
WVhen I seen her shabby elath;es,

Ali mendcd an' worn an' faded,
From ber bonnet down to her tocs.

It sorter giv mie a turn, John,
Whien I seen her,-thet's gospel true t-

But I couldn't give ber thc farîn bick,
So what could a feller do?

Noiw, ta bey tbings bappen like that, John,
Is wvhat 1 mortally bate,

An', if 'twarn't a barley country,
I'd vote the Scott Act straight.

Or if it paid ta feed stock
My bartey M' use up well,

I'd quit a sellin' ta brewers,
Id raise more hogs 'n less bell,

But 1 tell ye what ht is, John,
This 'erc's a question of cash,

,An' the Act thct'lI1 touch my pocket,
Is an Act thet'!! go ta smash !

FAST YOUTHS.

But the little wee chaps
Tbey don't seeni ta cane,

The>' let the nags rip,
And whisper, "lGet there 1


