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oot o' bis hand. Ye see, 1 wanted tae inipress the fal-
low w'i' a sense o' the respeck due tili a man wha had bis
letters addressed "esquire," an' tac let bun sce 1 ivas
quite used tae that kind o' tbisig, an' sae wvas in nae hurry
or nae way uplifted aboot it. But, eh, nan ! was na 1
uplifted inideed when I read that letter 1 It wvas frac
Sandy Macnabb, nae less, annuncin' the fack that the
poet McLacblan was commi' tac see nie, an' that the twa
wad hae the pleasure o' ca'in' on me that afternoon ! 1
think 1 niaun hae turned a kind o' wvhite aboot the gis
whien 1 read that, for ane o' the clerks camî rinnin' wi a
tumlcr o' cauld watter tac me an' anither ane flew tae the
tap) an' brocbit his pocket neepyin' just drccpin', an' cIap-
pit it on mia forebcad, an' kind o' brocbt mie tac masel
again. After that I crawlcd intae the offce, an' says I
tac M\-aister Tanison, IlI %vad like rae get aif this aftcr-
noon, if ye thocht the warehoosc wad corne tac nae harni
on accoont o' me bein' awa." I said this sac soIcmnly
that he let nie aff at once;- an' haine 1 cani in a bonny
state, ye niay be sure. Mistrcss Airlie was fricbtened oot
o' lier senses when she saw nie;- but I just tellcd her tae
be rautional an' kcep a caum sough, an' I wad tellilber by-
an'-by. But when I saw the poor creatur drap) intili a
chair an' pit bier haund on lier beart sac pitifui' like, 1
telled ber I wvas gaun tac get a veesit frac the poct. The
words wvarna weel oot o' ia nîoo wbcn she spccrt if I
didrna find a strong smnell o' soot, like soniebody's luni
afire or soniething, an' oot she ran doon the backyard
prctcndin' tac luck whase lurn was a burnin', but in reality
t.ae tell the wonian next door that the poct wvas comn',
(Jd, 1 wvas niad! the creatur she was speakin' tac cudna
tuI1 a poet frac a parritch stick; but w/zhen wvilI folk learn
no tac cast pearls afore swinc ? If it had been the lîke o'
me noo! Hooevcr, shc's but a wornan, ani' we matin
luck ower a bantde whaur they're conccrned, thougb tac
gie lier justice, she bas ave nia denner ready.

We'el, 1 rigged masci out in nma best Sabbatb-day coat,
nia wh'ite waistcoat, an' the new breeks 1 bad providen-
tially just bocht at Janieson's the ither day, an' after get-
tin MN-istress Airlie tac preen on a brawv ycllow necktie in
bonor o' the occasion. I telled nia wife tac gîte awa tac
the tap o' the boose, an', like sister Ann, sing oot when
shie saw onybody comm'. Meantinie, I gaed into nia
front paurlor an' sat in state for tbree mortal 'oors, w~ait-
ini' tic grcatcst event o' nia life, the veesit o' the poct.
At Iast a tbur:derin' rap gart nme loup tlirec feet i' the air.
Mistress Airlie flew tac the door, but I stcrîily waved ber
back. Naebody but niasel sbould wclcome tie poet on
nma threshold. XVi' beatin' heart I opened the door, ant'
there bie stood, every inch a poet I There wvas the lang
liait, tic dark e'e in fire-frenzy rollin', the fine aquiline
nose (rather lang at the ncb, though), an' the pale, spir-
ituelle look on his face, "sicklîed o'er witb the pale cast
of tbought." A'e glance was cuough-an' be was just
openin' bis rnoo tac speak wben 1 wbuppit nia airnîs roon
bini, faulded bum tac ma warm Scotch beart, an' liftit
hini in bodily an' set hini in ma nîuckle easy chair, an'
was just aboot to present bîim wi' a screed 1 bad coni-
poscd, beginnin', xvi' " Hail, bard o' Ameranthl!" wben
nia fine poet starts tac bis feet, an' squares his fists at nie,
glarin' like a very deevil, an' shoutin', "lMien Gott 1 Vat
vas you do? I vants buy your old clothes, und 1 gocs
the city round, undt vat for you like der tuzvel grab me?
Ach! der lunateekl" An' lvi' that oot o' the door be flcw!
Just imaugine nîy puir feeins-me carrit awa wi' nia en-
tbusiasmn sac as tae embrace an auld claes nman for the
poet !I'm no the better o't yet, thougli wben McLach-
lan did corne, xvi' bis sensible Scotch face and kindly

snilc, it made up for it a'. But what passed then is nae-
tbing tac naebody but oorsell's. It was just a rest an' a
crack on the roadside o' life xvi' twa forgathcrcd travel
lers, wba trust to mîeet again, if no bere, tben ower yon-
der, wbaur "the day's aye far" HuOî4 AIRLIE.

BE1IoI.1> these threc lanky old ghosts,
As slim as irce telegraph phosts,

If it rains they're ail] righî,
Anid thcir plug bats so whight

T hey' 1 protect, for a 'brella each bhosts.

"AND A GOOD JUDGE, TOOI"

MR~. R. J. BURDE'ITL, the wvelI-known hunîorist, writes
GRIl' as follows in reference to our recent I-Homic Rule
cartoon :

Il It is the bcst tbing on the situation that lias yet ap-
peared in any of the illustrated joumnals on cither side of
the pond. There is a wvhole volunie in it. GRir's frieîîds
have cvcry reason to be proud of bun, and the wvise old
bird nîigbt wvear pcacock feathers, did thcy beconie liii."

THE LAY 0F THE BOLTERS.

TirE Boiers are a wondrous race
tipon a fence sit they,

And in a rnerry mirthftl niood
Utino thernselves do say:

Oh ! we love Blake and love Sir John
(Tlîc chieftain wh,îm thcy caîl),

Anid Cartwrightî, Clîaplcau, Laurier,
WVe love, we love themn ai.

But dearcr fewv than c'en Sir John
(The chieftain bold i., he),

We love out own dear little selves.
Oui oui, oui oui, oui oui.

And loving thus our litile selves,
Upon ibis fence we'll stay.

Corne rain, cornie snow, coîne wind or liail,
For rnany and niany a day.

Sorne thirik that p-atriots should ail
Go work for other's fun.

But patriotiin (to our mind)
Is work for nuinber one.

So Boliers bold and Bolters truc
For many a day wve'Il be,

For we're in love wilh our dear selves.
Oui oui, oui oui, oui oui, u

"PROVIDENcE helps those who help theniselves," as the
carver said when hie reserved the best cut for hiniseif.


