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CHARACTER SKETCHES.
No. 5.—OUR OLD MAID.

O1d malds, for the most part, scem
tu be cunsidered a fair tatget for sa-
ure,—in these days at least,—for thege
is scarcely & modern author, who has
L t more ihan onct, held them up to
r'dicule or dislike. Sometimes we are
nade to laugh over her jusvinile alrs,
in the unseccessful efforts she puts
forth to change her condition, while on
uther vecastons our anger is raisod at
the spiteful dog-in-the-manger jealousy
she exhibits against matrimony. How
is it that the great master artist Shak-
sprarce has handed us down no old maid
among his ortraits 2 Widows and old
bacehlors he has given us, but the
old maid 18, as far g8 we remember,
missing from his plcture gallery, suo we
must conclude that she is the offspring
of our modern society. Whatever be
the cause however, here she is, and so
we will say a few words about her.

Our Old Malid is after all seldom very

Nightmare and Night Dog.
BROWN—*“Hello ! Jones, my boy, what’s the matter? You look as though you had had the nightmare.”
JONES—' Nightmare be hanged ! It was the night dcg that ‘murdered sleep.’ Macbeth was not in it "

an2ient, indeed were she married, she
would probably be considered as hard-
Iy beyond her prime, therefore why
should we sncer at her Yor trying to
luolk a triflc younger than she is 2 Tom:
hyns observes that §f vou were to pull
her to picces you would find nothing
beyond skin and bones, but Tomkyns
Is naturally coarse, and we never dis
covered that there was much under his
waistcoat. A dog—as arule a fat dog

usually follows our Old Maid and we
fear he 18 about the only tuady she
has, She will tell you that TFido Is
ever faithful ; then perhaps o littie sigh
follows and we scoff at the inference
that some one was onwe  falthless.
Nevertheless it, is possible she was a
blooming lass several years ~go, and
though you shrug your shoulders, e
have known such cases, when our Old
Malid has borne her trial uncomplaining
“never told her love,” and if her dam-
ask check i8 not 8o bright as that of her
sister, who has a husband’s .arm round
her and children at her knee, it is hard-

1y generous to be always flinging sar-
casm at the unsuccessful, All of which
goes to prove, that there is the pa-
thetic side to our Old Maid, and we
should take off vur hats to the spright-
13, thouugh may be exaggerated, youth-
ful air with which she covers up the
wound, reminding us of the cloak, that
the Spartan lad wore over the fox,
which was gnawing him. We have been
acquainted with many thoroughly un-
sclfish old maids, who have helped the
nvedy when they themselves could ill
spare the ght, in fact of the two our
Old Maid 18 seldom as selfish as our
Cld Batchelor, but the latter must
furm the sulject of another sketch,
meanwhile we will bid adileu to our
Old Maid—whether of a certain or an
uncert-un age—with a kindly smfle for
ficr quibles, which probably are but skin
deep, and do not interfere with the
warm heart beneath, wlici has not
become hardened and cynical in itscon-
tact with the world. Can we of the
other sex say as much ?



