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o' the bair dye wad save baith turne and trouble, for 1
consider inm faur ower young a man tae alloo masel' tae
turn gray-headed just yet. Sae I bocbt a bottle o' the
dye, an' slippin' it intill ina coat pouch, 1 cain awa haine,
thinkin' I wad pit it on, on the siy, when Mistress Airlie
was soon' sicepin'. I hadna' lang tae wait afore the wel-
corne soond o' a snore tauld me I was safe tae -,et up,
I didna daur Iicht the lamp though, an' in the dark I just
fumrnel'd ini ma coat pouch, an' gettin' haud o' the bottie
1 howkit oot tbe cork wi' mna pen-knife, an' poorin' oot
the stuif on mna lufe, I siaikit first ma beard an' wbiskers,
an' then w?' a fresh supply I gae mna hcad a guid soond
drookin', rubbin' the claggy liquid weel in at the roots o'
mna hair, an' then 1 crap slyly in aneath the blankets, an'
in twa minutes I was like atap. Hoo lang Isleepit gude
only kens, but I was waukened up wi' the maist onearthly
schreechin' o' Mistress Airlie-"1 Hugbic, Hugbie, tbere's
somcbody haulin' oot mna b air by the rmots. Oh!I
mur-r-r-r-dcr!1 ! 1 " Ye niay be sure-up I jamp in doo-
ble.quick time-or rather I tried tac, for the meenit I
liftit mna bead frae tbe pillow, mna ain- hair wvas clutchcd
onrnercifully, an' Mistress Airlie, wi' anither unconscion-
able yell, plantit ber nails in mna cheek bancs just as if
that wad rncnd niatters. Od I was niad I "Gin ye'Il
gie a man a chance tac get up an' licht a lucifer, I micht
sec wbat the decvii a' tbis nocturnal hair-haulin' means,"
says I, shovin' ber awa frac me, but just as she fell back
on the piIlow didna ina ain hcad gae doon wi' a jerk, for,
gude bac a carc o' me!1 oor hcads werc glucd thegither,
an' baitb o' thein glued tac the pillow, sac thiat wbcn we
tried tae sit up, up cam' the pillow, an' vicey vcrsey.
Here was a predicament tac be in-an' wbat mna fcclin's
were wbcn, wi' a cauld grue, it began tac dawn on me
the rnost awfu' mistak' I bad made-may be better
imagined than describit. Ye sec I bad brocbt haine frac
the warehoose that aftcrnoon a bouîle o' mucilage, a lang
bottle, wi' the cork wcel dung in, an' wbcn in the dark I
got up tac siake ia head wi' bair-dye, didna I gang intac
the wrang coat pouch, an' instead o' dyc I bad poored, at
nae 'alooance, haif tbe contents o' that boule o' Tam
Tamson's mucilage, for pastin' addresses, on ina devotit
head ! Mistress Airlie, ye matin ken, bas a magnificent
head o' bair, an' at nicht, afore lyin' doon, sbe pykes oot
twa-ree gross o' bairpreens oot o't, an' lets it a' doon, an'
this bein' spread oot, wbat yc wad ca' contiguous tac
wbaur I clappit doon mna dreepin' Iocks, the result was a
union, that bad ne parallel in the civilized world, except
in the union atween England an' Ireland. By this bime
mna wifc was roarin' an' greetin', an' tellin' me that if she
lived tae sec thc licht o' a new day, sbe wad bac a
divorce, shte wad pit up wi' no more o' mny drucken tricks
-an' so forth-after the mainner o' women gencrally.
Hoo the bisncss wad bac ended, gude only kens, but just
then a great red licbt filled the room-tbe lire alairmi
rang, an' jumpin' up baitb at ance wi' the pillow stickin'
bard and fast et oor back necks, we sew that a neebor's
hoose across the roed was a-fire, an ' by tbe increasin'
licht it was ma gude leck tac discern the glcamn o' a pair
o' shears lyin' on tbe bureau.

V'il gie yc a weck, booever, tac prepaire yer minc for
the teil-cnd o' the catastrophe, for I canna mak' up ma
mind tac inflick a' its horrors on yc et ance-sae tili next
week, yours, sairly doon i' the mootb, HUGH AIRLIE.

THE negro minstrel is scidoin as black as be's painted.
"«A LMAR should have a good memory." Not if he

wants to feel happy.

WE'RE PROUD SHE IS A CANADIAN.

IN these days of boodling and brcacb of official trust,
it cheers GRip's beert to have a chance to make a clipping
like the following :

On Saturday, Mrs. DeZouche, charwoman at the Post Office,
wlien passing down Place d'Armncs Hill picked up a portfolio. See-
ing thcre was mnoncy in it, M rs. DeZoîtche at once rettnrned ta the
Post Office and handed over her find ta 'Mr. Lamothe, saying as she
d!d so, "I1 have just kicked against Ibis on the street, and believe,
from the shabby appearance of the portfoio, that some poor man
bas lest a considerable sm nE of s employer's money. I bning it te
you that ynu may, if possible, return it t0 him immediately."

The postiraster took the purse, counted out the money in it, and
found it contained no less than $170. On Monday hie saw au ad-~
vertisement in a city paper desca-ibing the owner's loss, and offéring
a reward Of $40 for its rewurn. Mns. DeZouche, although a poor,
hard.working woman, refuscd te accept this sm, saying it was too
much, She was finally prevailed upon to accept $2o.-Mantreal

QUESTIONS 11H SCHOOL AND COLLEGE
EXAMINATIONS

WHICH HAVE NOT APPEARRO IN " ENGLISH AS SHE IS
TAUG;HT."

MvmHOLOGv.
i. WHo was Bishop Cleary ?
Ans.-He was an ecclesiastic wboin the Romans sent

to, Crete (modern Canada) to deliver the maidens whom
the Public School Minotaur demandcd as a ycarly tribute.
H{e lost the tbread of bis discourse at Napance, and gt
mbt a labyrinth from which he in vain tricd to find is
way out. Leaving everytbing in a muddle he saîied to
Rome.

z. Give a sketch of Garth Grafton.
Ans.-Sbc was the Goddess of Wisdom wbo sprung

froin tbe brain of Jupiter. Mynerve a kind of twitching
felt whencvcr 1 read the ve.ekly lucubrations. Afterwards
she got stronger and wcnt to, live on a Star.

3. Wbat do you know of tbe G.O.M.


