
THE LAND WE LIVE IN.

Foit THIE LANI WE L'vIE IX.

One Christmas -Dinner it Louisiana

NA. havingjust returied frot boarding-
Ssciool for tlie dlay, Una ras ut a loss

as ta how to entertain lier stately sis-
ter in a novel. way, so after studying

for perhaps two minutes upon lte aIl imi-
portant subject, a long Period of thouglht
for mid, kind-heated Una, she ran into'
Ina's rooni exclaiiig, I I have ilflotno 1"

" Have w-liat, Una," eaid lna in a sleepy
way.

An Idea."
" Oh 1 is that ail ? I supposed it wvas the

tooth-ache., or souie other uiipardonable
sin."

"Ila , you are vo slow of speech and free
frot mîîercy, you should gradute with Ilte
lighest honors. But I have a reat idea of
eating a Christmiîua dinner vith Aunt
Thursa, and ami goinîg nonw to tel) her ive
vill be there."

So saying, the briglt face was gone, and
the cleur notes wlistled in high G, soon
brou'ght Attt Thurse to lier cabin door,
savyiig, " You is de puttyest whîistle-bird
eber 1 sced ; now wiat for yoit come here
bodderin' file; you know 1'se cooking dat
possun, ai' de oIe titan er expectiu' lies
dinner right ouo twevlve er cluck;"

" Well, Aunt Thursa, I wait yoi to ]et
mue and Ina cone ielp you eat diiier."

"Bress de chile I You es welcone es sun-
lite, ait' you des' look on de ligl stelf in
de pantry, au' git some pies, cales, per-
sim' an' oie det big bailles er wine, caze
de oie nuan do lkes Mars Joe's wine to
tasa oui."

Uti returned t the hiouse, where Ina
assisted lier in loadiig a large basket of
" Christmtas Goodies," consisting of ont-
ables, and several " Santa Claus" pre-
setls for the two dear old servants wiomi
they had always kiiown-i, and ]oved abnost
as uitcli as they did their parents. Arrir-
intg ut he cabin tley founiid the table spread
wnih. a reil hiomîe.spnii cloth, Jeft ove-
fromn those made duriig the war, ail kind
of disies, fromt fine -China brougit frot
Enîghioud by " Ole Mars Joe" grandfather
of our lieroines, doivn to hie heavy bite-
edged plates founi on al] plantations.
Afterleling thegirls, with ail the ele-
gance of cite " finest aiter." Daddy bouw
ed his snowy liead and said, " Our Heb
en ly Farder I ainke us do de ivill er Goode
in al tings, Aiei.'

Then ail began atiting, Oi I such food 1
Ieai " possui and tateris No aile wlio

ias never ate of that dish, can imagine
how- perfectly delicious il is. But lot
every one could prepare a dinner one tenthl
as good, as Anît Thursa. lna asked her
]ow sie made the O'Possumn so nice, w-hen
Daddy Faid.

" Chile I Thursa dar, don' know one
ting 'haut possun, but l'I tell yer, ta'
den ver can make one for dinner nx'
Chris'mas. Go down back er de ginti-
hase, look up in de 'Simlimon tree, %n' ef
de poýsutmis aint come, de' yuiu lie dowi iIn
de veetis an'go sleel, det whetn you wakes
up, look il in de 'siimmwon tree, an' see er
niice strilped possîum wid er bIack eade,
caze de whille headed loasnms is oIe.
Frow cr green 'tiuiiou ut de youlng pos-
suai Bo ie'll mîîake ont ie' deaie, den he's
heads 'il hanîg drn, wuhi le he's tail hol's
oit tight ta de liit' or de tree, nakin' ont
le's dende shlî' nuf', but lie aint deade do.'
Den ver talie hini l'y d back er.de ieede
an' bruntg hit up hiere back er de cabin,
un' Putt him iii de cage. Six weeks 'fore
Chtri>ttae, gib bit 1 ail de swveet taters,
'sitmton-, milk, lusses an' co'tn be kif)
et, vid sait, at' m niaitiutich es lie kin
drink all de titie ; den de dayi 'fore Christ
nias lit dut possiumli er little so hIe'll make
out hîe's deade; den yout take hini onter
le's cage ; lay im down on île grouni';
put er ax-han'e cros ie's nîeck ; put otte
foot oi one side de possimt Oit lo e han'le,
au tide uîdder foot on de udder side, oit de
hîan'Ie; den yer spit on yer hiandsti- and rub
'-le togedder ; dcie yer taie dat pîosumtîs
tait in yer hands at' puill,-puill de as
lard es yer kii till le ieck broies ; den
ver take hiim in de cabbn, make er iole in
de asihes whutt hot, cover imii up, ilkes
ar pine kntot fi:e oti hit ai' go to sleep ;
deii nwheu yer wakes os take dat possium
outon dea-les, pul l ail is har otien hiim
rite dere, burin it ail up wii pine knots
clean dat possumu nice ait' w hitle, was]h h it
ii strong wvinegar iti' put bil up on de
roof Ob de cabin, tii tiex' mnornin' ; den
take hit doni, fill lhi fill cr taters, put
er Iater 'tiw-en his teef,, niake his heade,
leages ai' tail look natr'al like, tin' cook
hiil iivillegar, an3' den yotit's got er pOs-
Citn ati, taters."

By this ine Our girls lid fiiishied hav-
inîg eij .yed i inost delicion4ly coolced din.
uer, ani wvent out ta gatlier lovely, fra-
grant llowers, in 1he garden bacik of the
cabiti. Wien they retuned, Daddy liad
his bible, froin vhich le read the XXIII
psahin, sang " lHow firm a fouiidatioi,"
and Inieeliiig in prayer, invokeil the bless-
ing of the iost Iligi, upon ail he ends
of bhe carth and intermidiste places, ending

iyith the Lords.Prayer, in vhich lte voicerr
of Inn and Una joined with fervent inter-
est, after which they ail arose, and Aunt
Thursa and Daddy taking a band of eacli
of the girls, joined in a benediction which.
will find an echo in their hearts, as long
as lire lasts.

That was·the last Christmas dinner those-
four enjoyed, for ore another ChristMa;
bell rang out, all wvas different. And nerer
'gain ivill either of the four partake of'

Spossul an' tàters," on a Louisiana plan-
tation.

Erxis.
Deacimber 1891.
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Qtiebec S6eiety, As It Was.
We are indebted to J. M. LeMoine,-

Esq., the Historian of Canada, for the
following extract from a letter written
in 759, by Major Robert Stobo, a

fanous Virginian Oficer,-then v,

prisoner of war at Quebec,-to Col..
George Washington. Mr. LeMoine
says that this extract is all lie could.
find of this interesting letter, still there.
is enough of it show to that "Still to
the last kind vice chung to the tott'ring.

walls " of the French dynasty in Can-

ada.

Dssia GEOInce,-You will findthis a-
lengthy epistie, let tue Iope, a curious tale
of colonial doings. I can put forth no-
other apology for boring you, than the im-
perative necessity I experience of occupy-
ing ny mind : else ennui and notihingi todo-
vould, I fear, soon drive me hopeessly

mad. Four years of prison life for a fuli-
blooded Virginian is ratier too iuch at
one stretch.

I will prepare for your eye a startling,-
but truthfui record of court intrigues,
elegant profligacy and public plunder.
Some years ugo, an my visiting London..
mny kiuid protector, Lord Bute, procurled
Ie an entrée to the fashionable society of

the inetropolis. I saw its great imnc. I
saw their vices. I have not forgotten mny
disgust at seeing tic vices of sone of thie
painted jezabels surrounding our king-
around virtuous Queein Caroline. I noticed
those visions of purity and loveliness, tIe•
Bellendeus, the Lepells; moy friend Siol-
lett introduced ie to tae patriotie Pitt,

ic brilliant Walpole; one figure especially
did I loath, that Royal favorite, Lady Yar-
mouili, sie who sold a bisioprie for £500.
Peg Wotlington is a iarvellous crcature,
but what say you of lier preux Chcaîier,
Edmullid Burke ?

Hampton Court wvas not a bit worse-
nay, in fact, it ias uticlih less dissohtîte
thain Verrseiiles. The lanoverian Kiig
liad La Wainoden ; the French nonarch,
La Pomupadour; his linister of Finance
at Quebec lias la --. If vice and pro-
iliigacy flaut in Open day at the French
Court. aiidst le beau moile, do tnot imua-
gine tait the beaiu monde of Qîtebec is free
froll it.

There are of course bore several excely
tions: Monitalin, hdreil; several of


