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ROUGH ON TOUGH.
UNCLE Jts-"Begosh, Young fetier, 1 neyer feitsh (hie> sho

iough 'n rail ailife's I do now.'
JUGGiS-"Wll,1 bet yer don't féed hall as tough's yerlo.

dot I leaf on de couuîder ît I lose mie aIl mine best
gustorners py de sand rot vas iii de sugar by dose poys;
and poor old Schnider vas de vorsr, nuit de molasses aI
py bis fur, and sawdust A ofer dout. Non' perhaps
Schrnelzer vas green nîaype, but dose poys fint out
Schrtîelger uîod hiaif go green as lie looks.
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HOW SHE F'ETCHED HlM.

this evening, John?"
asked Mvrs. Wagbustle as
she stood in the haIl-way
butto%.ing lier gloves.

W~ell, no, Susan, I gt'ess not
tlis evening. I feel kind of tired
and I niust finish that book, its got
to go back to the Library to-

I.I declare, its really too bad,
John. I dotî't behieve you've heen at church fora month
and you usod to be so regular. Dr. Groner asked me
last Sunday if you were sick or anything, I felt so
ashamed.",

IlWîsh the parson would nîind his own business. If
hie wants folks to corne to churchi he'd better preach
sermons that are worth hearing. Anyway, I don't *sec
that he needs to worry so long as we pay our pewv rent
regular."

IlWell, good-bye, John, dear," said Mrs. Wagbustle
as tue bell began rmngrng. "lIts too bad of John," she
thougrlit to herseif; "but be shan't gt into ibis way of
staying at home Sunday evenings as if he was glued to
hîs easy chair. V'II. cure hini of that in a week or two,
sec if i don't."

It was nine o'clock before Mrs. Wagbustle returned
and found John dozing on the sofa.

"lThe doctor gave you a good long sermon to.night.
Glad 1 escaped the iniflictioni," he said sleepily.

"Oh, no, no longer than usual, but I took a short
walk before I camne homne."

IlHumphl1 Don't see rnnch satisfaction in taking a
walk t'his timie of night," replied he, and sho changed tie
subject by telling hlmi ail about Miss Plugwinch's ne".
hat and lîow shockingly Mrs. Gaffick's gown fltted her.

Next Suniday the saine scenie was repeated. Mrs. WVag-
bustle asked lier husband, as a matter of formn, if ho was
going with hier to church. and he replied that ho feit too
tired and lapsed into lus easy chair and Zola's latest novel.
This tinue. it was fully hiall past nine before bis wife's
re appearance.

'lVell, wherc on earth have you been? lie asked in a
tone that indicated tlîat ho wvas not exactly pleased

IlWhy you know John, I sonietimes take a stroil after
church. if the evening is fine, anîd to-niglit I wvcnt a hlte
further thian usual, nearly Uip to St. Clair Avenue. It's a
lovely night and I don't knovv whien I've enijoyed a walk
as inucli-"

IlNice timie for you to be gallivantiuîg around the streets
atone, I mnust say."

I didîî't sav I xvas atone, dear," replied Mrs. WVag-
bustie sweetly.

IlXToU weren't atone? Then who was:.with you ?"
"Oh, I shan't tell you.>'
"But, niadarn, I insist on knowing.»
"Oh, you needn't get in a temper about it. If you

want lo know who I walk with on Sunday evenings, why
youil have to coine wvith nie that's ail."

"lSce here, Mrs. WVagbustle, V'il iot stand this sort of
thing any longer! I won't have it, I tell you. l'Il go with
vou to church next Sunday aîîd put a stop to this busi-
ness of secret meetings and inoonlight ranihies in a hurry."

Mrs Wagbustie wvas, of course, too good a diplomiat
to express an), satisfaction at haviîîg gained her point, but
from that day forth* Mr. WVagbustle has neyer nuissed
accuipanyiîig his wvife to the ever-ing service.
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INSPECTOR 0F CLOUD-LININGS.
Tun REDÀrASON-" V/bat are you travellin' aroun' the country

for?'.
WVEARY Wm.w- 'istumpîn' fer free silver."


