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stair, an’ the meenit she clapt an ¢'e on me,
she lut a great skreich—an’ banged tac the
door, an’ began hnulin’® up the bedstead an’
the chest o' drawers an' the wash.stand, an’
piled them a’ on tap o' ane anither tae barri-
cade the door. Railly, I cudna’ help laughin’
at the silly creatwr—-but [ didna want tae
fricht her, sae I Joots doon an’ pittin’ ma moo
tae the key-hole I roars in till her ¢ Hoots!
ye silly glaikit woman ; what are ye fleyed at?
did ye never sce an honest, gude-luckin’ man
a'yer days afore? Open the door--like a
sensible woman—I've a book here ?

Afore T cud feeni<h what I was gaun tae say,
1 heard something like the bell o' an alavm
clock dirlin’ awa for twa ree meenits an’ then
the woman she cries tae mo “ Hello ! hello ! is
that the Central 2"

Of course, I made answer at once through
the key-hole.

#No.” says I, ‘*it’s just me—I'm sellin’ a
book here—"'

*Connect with pumber 2{—Thompson’s
wholesale—.—" says she.

“ No.” says I, ‘“ nae connection wi’ onybody
but masel’. I'n the agent for this work. It's
a book——" but just as I was gaun on she
criet oot veal glad-like:

“QOh! is that you, dcar?”
weel ken what t e think o’ this,

“Yes,” s1ys 1, ¢ it'sme—an’ if ye'll just
open the door an’ come oot o' there—the very
sicht o’ me *ill convince ye that I'm an honor-
able man.”

“Came at once, dear,’
man in the house.”

“A maun!” says 1, ““whaunr is he? d'ye
think he wad buy a book ?”

«“No,” says she, “I think he mustbe an
escaped lunatic—he acts so queer—I'm awfully
frivhtened, and the girlhas gonc down town.™

“ Hoot—toots.” rays T, *“dinna’ he feaved,
gin ony man offers tae Iny o handon ye when
I'm here I'll lay his head open wi’ my valcese ”

I begood to see nvo what made her sae
feared, it was the jan in the hoose some-
whaur, that she had locket hersel’ in for fear o'

< Oh, my darling ! my darling! Tam so
frightened—do bring some of the force along
with you,” says she again--an’ then the bell
gaed dirl again.

Man, it just touched me tae the very roots
o’ ma heart, to hear that puir cretur ca’in’ me
her darl'n’ like that; I just felt as gin T had
kent her a’ ma days—an’ [ says—through the
key-hole :—— ‘

‘“Dinna be alairmed my bonny doo,” says
I, ““I'Il just sic doon on this sheeps-'00’ mat
a's yer bed-room door here, till yer servant
1asy comes in—an’ if the man tries tae come
nanr ye he'll hao tae stap ower ma dead body
first,” an’ wi’ that I just settled masel, doovn
comfortably on the mat wi’ ma back up again
the door, an’ was just sittin’ thinkin hoo it
maks a man's heart-strings dirl tae hear a wo-
man say *“my dawrlin',” when I hears o licht
fit fleein’ up the stair, an’ afore I cud get up,
a fellow sprang at ma throat an’ thrappled me
till [ was black i’ the face, an’ very naur by
wi't, I cudna’ belicve macen whenl saw twa
big policemen busy clappin' a pair o' shackels
on me—an’ the man sayin’ to them, * He's a
desperate vuffian I am afraid—you’ll hetter be
careful how youn handle that valise~-he is very
likely a dynamiter.”” The thocht o’ ape, a
respectable Scotchman, bein’ ta’en for a deevil-
ish dynamiter was mair than flesh an’ blnid
cud stand—every drap o’ Hielan’ bluid was up
in a meenit, an’ I'mn no sure but what maybe I
swore a wee—-but says I, “ Ye ill.minded
deevils, d’ye ken wha yer speakin’ aboot ?
Can a respectable book-agent no protect a puir
helpless woman wi' his dead body, withoot
bein’ ta’en for an Irish dyvamiter?” An’ wi’
that I maks a grab for ma valeece, but the mo-
ment I gat a haud o't, the twa peelers flew
doon the stair like wildfire, an’ we could hear

I didma’ vera

* says she, ‘‘ there’s a

their muckle fzet rinnin’ awa doon the side-
walk. Woel, I zat a hand o’ the valecce wi’
ma shackled hands an’ I turned oot ma hooks
rieht at the man’s feet,  Noo,” suys I. “‘as
sure's my name’s Hugh Aivlie-——"" * Hugh
Airlie 1" cries the man (an’ I thocht his face
wasa kind o’ familiar) ¢ Hugh Airlie! Not
Hugh Airlie of Cheekimin Tollgate, Scotland,
surely 3" ¢ The very man,” says [, *“‘but wha
nay you be ?”

“\Why, don’t you remember ‘Tam Tamson,
your old schoolmute, who wnsed to go wnest
harryin’ with you in Cheekimin woods,”
¢ Ma conscience ! is that you, Tam ?” says /,
Weel, the uprhot o’ a’ this je, I'm in a fine
sitvation in Tawson an’ Tarason’s wholesale
wareghouse. but ye may ho very sure I keep
oot 0’ the road o' Tam’s wife, for it was her
speakin to Tam throngh the tclephoune, a’ the
time T thought she was speakin’ tae me.

Yer brither,
Hoan ARUIE.

ANTE-POSTHUMOUS DIARY AND COR-
RESPONDENCHE.

Dease Mg, Grir,—In view of the uncertain-
ty of life, and in vicew also of the lessons
taught by the posthumons publications of let-
ters of defunct literary men, I herewith send
you the whole of my correspondence, literary
and otherwise, together with my diary for
ante-mortem publication, so that the public

_may have 2 chance of sizing me up before I

go hence and be no more able to defend or ex-

plain my=elf 5 and als»in order that, when I ;

do go to *‘that bourne,” T may be allowed to
stay there m peace, and thus avoid the neces-
sity of ewsing him ““who moves my bones,”
The public ave heveby like Macdufl challenged

t» come on, but as 1 never indunlge in profan. |

ity, I shall avoid indicating precisely what
shall happen to him who livst cries *<Hold,
enongh.”

I trust that by thus taking tho initiative in
publishing all private correspondence before
instead of after decease, the present fashion
may he supplante I, to wit, that of waiting till
the veil of flesh has been yent in order to lay
bare to the world a fellow’s iuner man. Beforc
this sort of thing became commorn a poet
said :—

“ God spares alt beings but himseld
‘That hideous sight-—a naled huanwn hewret,”
But then the poet was an innocent nnsophisti-
cated youth : and it never scemed to occur to
him that man would be less merciful in this
particular, or that people wounld be tolerated
who would not hesitate to impale a dead
humean heart, and parade it aloft in tho noonday
sun for the amusement and criticism of the
valgar and uacharitable multitude.  No, sir,
T’d rather have it over now, and hove the
pleasure of hearing the comments thereon.
Yours ante-mortemly,
Ourver Foresrarney, Author.
SELECTIONS FROM DIARY.

Monday, Feb, 20d —Saw Mac to-day—told
me to write up an article for the paper~—anti-
Scott of courze—and he would pay me at the
rate of two fifty a colomu. Fine fellow Mae.
Came home and told my landlady that I would
square up on Satnrday—must try to spin out
that anti-Scott article into two columus so as
to produce five dollars,

"Tnesday, 3rd.—Interviewed Shep. to-day—
queer fellow Shep.  Said he was besieged bv
literary bummors and poetic loafers—~didn’t
know how to get rid of those who had already
caught on—said if 1 could do shorthand and
type-writing he might possibly give me a job
by-and-by, but could hold out no hope—-said
he encouraged home industry by writing his
own poclry. Without doubt x sublimely can-
tankerous crank, from my point of view,

Wednesday, 4th. —Sat up all night over that
anti-Scott arvticle— managed to spin out two
columns—awfully tough work. though, especi-

ally when one’s sympathies are like mine all
on the other side. 'Took it down personally—
Mac said it would be all right—call on Satur-
day. Landlady’s temperature below zero.
Received the following pink scented note this
morning ;—-

“Drar Mg. I'oRESTALLEM,—Wo are getting
up a surprise party on the 25th, and trust to
have the pleasuve of your company to it. The
ladies are to provide refréshmeuts, and the
gentlemen wilt subscribe a dollar each for
Violincello’s Italian string band. Jver yours
sincex;ely, MarceLLs Evaxgeviye O’Hoor-
1GAN.”

Not much, Mary Ann! The very lirst dol-
lar these talons close over after paying my
hoard has got 10 go to my Hebrew friend Moses
in exchange for a pair of secoud-hand breeches
which I blumbly opine will setve my purpose
better thar a string band. However I politely
returned this note of deolination :-—

¢ My DEar Miss O'HooLicax,---Kindly ac-
cept my sincerest regrets at being unable to be
prevent at your surprise party, a prior engage-
ment having rendered that impossible. If,
however, you will let me know how it comes
off, I will use my influaence with the press to
have a full account of the proceedings pub-
lished in the daily papers, witha view to send-
ing them homec to your friends in the old
country, and will sec that your own name is
given due prominence in the report. Devoted-
ly yours, OLIVER FORESTALLEM.”

Thursday, 5Sth.—Another letter--not so
pleasant this morning :—

“Mu., TORESTALLIM,—i doant think as ow
you air a gentleman anyhow, to keep a pore
woman like me out of her moncy like this,
Why don't you go and work like i do i darnd
them soks of yourn so as theres not much left
of the fust originels, bnt no siree you won't
fool me any moar and if you doant pony up
that there twenty cents for washin you ow e
yvou shant get your shirt on saterday. yours
truley, Sairast Jaxe Saane,”

Oh, well, Ill settle with the old dragon on
Saturday when Mac pays me for that article.
I wonder why they haven's printed it. Saw
Miss C——- to-day looking lovclier than ever.
1f a fellow now conld get a sit on the (Hobe—
they say the Ed. is a splendid fellow—a good
safe-5it there now—ah ! that were a consum-
mation devoutly to be wished—I eould then—
well, we'll hope anyway. She certainly is
lovely.

Priday, Gth, -Interviowed the Glohe to-day
—no go! How horvibly pointed these succoss-
ful ;men are—want to know cxactly what yon
can do~they forget the time when they could-
n't do wuch themselves. They are so puffed
np with the continual contemplation of the in-
finitudencss of their own powers ihat, like
Simon Stylites, they from the vastness of the
altitudeness of the heights of their pillars look
down with contemptuous sercnity on poor
devils who. like myseH, are vainly endeavor-
ing to climb a greasy pole on the top of which
sits fortune. Said I might send in an article
next week, but wouldn’t promise to accept.
I bate him  However 1 came home and wrote
an articlc in such a way as wouldu't oltend
either party—=Scott-Act ar Prohibition—shew-
iug up the claitis of both sides, but taking
caro not to commit mysclf to either. The fact
is T was mad—I knew he wouldn’t accept it,
and so I juet wrote to let him sce how well 1
conld argue on either side, Then I mailed it
saying “‘Good-bye, (iohe.”  Landlady still
freezing hard.

Saturday, 7th.—Called to receive cash for
article from Mae, but couldn’t find him in,
Third time eleric told me with a grin that he
was gone out of town. TFelt sick--and
came away—but immediately vetuined to ask
when he would be back—was told, with an-
other and broader grin, three wecks! Three
weeks ! ye goda i~for o moment the office




