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THE ORIGINAL VERSION OF
“DIXIE"

The sony of * Dicie’ is fudelibly connected with the
South. Weall know the ar, but few have scen the otige
nal song. ‘Fhere have been many versions, but we here
present the original from which they all sprang. "
[ wish T wasin the land ob cotton
Old times dar am not forgotten ,

Look away, look away, look away, Dixic land.
In Dixie land, whar I was bomn in,

Early on one frosty mornin®,

Look away, luok away, look away, Dixie land.
Den I wish I was in Dixie,

tooray ! heoray !

Ia Dixie la. I'll took my stand,

‘To lib an’ die in Dixie.

Away, away, away down South in Dixie;
Away, away, away dowa South in Dixie.

0ld misses marry  Will de weaber,”
Villiam was a gay deceaber;
Look away, etc.
But when he put his arms around °r,
He smiled as fierce as a (orty pounder ;
Look away, etc.
Den I wish I was in Dixie, ctc.

His face was sharp as a butcher’s cleaber,
But dat did not seem to greaber 'ec 3
. Look away, ctc.,
Qld missus acted the foolish part,
And died for the man who broke her heart
Look away, etc.
Den 1 wish I wasin Dixie, etc.

Now here's a health to the next old missus,
And all the gals that want to kiss us ;
Look away, etc.
But if you waat to drive away sertow,
Come and hear dis nig to-morrow 5
Look away, ctc.
Den I wish I was i6 Dixie, cle.

Dars buchwheat cakes and Ingen batter,
Makes you fat or a little fati.r ;

Look away, etc.
Den hoe it dowa aad scratch your grabble,
To Dixie’s land I'm bound to trable ;

Look awzy, etc.
Den 1 wish I wasin Dixie, etc.

—Mempais Commercial.

OUR SERMON TASTER.

BY 1AN MACLAREN.

A Drumtochty man, stauding six feet
three in his boots, sat himself dowan one day
in the stady of a London West End minister,
and gazed before him with the countesance
of a sphiox.

The sight struck awe into the townsman's
heart, and the power of speech was paralys-
ed within him.

“A'm frae Drumtocity,” began a deep,
solemn voice. ¢ Ye'ill hae L.ard o' Drum-
tochty, of coorse. A've jined the polis;
the pay is oo that bad, and the work is
paethin’ tae an able-bodied man.’

\When these particulars had been digest-
cd by the audience—

‘It's a crooded place London, and the
fouk's aye ina tiravie {commotion), rinoin’
here an' rionin’ there, and the maist feck o'
ttem dinnaken whar they're gaeio’.

*It's officer this and officer that frae
mornin' till nicbt. 1t's peetifu’ tae see the
helplessness o’ the bodies in their ain toon.
And they're freevolous’ continued the
figure, refreshing itself with a reminis-
cence.

‘It wes this verra morain' that a2 man
askit me hoo tae get tae the Straad.?

¢¢Haud on,’ I says, ‘till ye cometaca
cross street, and dinpa gaog doon ity and
when ye see another pass it, but whup
100ad the third, and yir nose ‘ill bring ye tae
the Strand.

‘Hewas a sbachlin bit cratur, and he
lookit up at me.

¢*Where were yon borp, officer?’ in his
clippit Eoglish tongue.

ttDrumtochty,’ a2’ said, ‘an’ we hev
juist acman as sma’ as you in the hale
Glen.'

*He gied awa’ lauchin’ like tae split his
sides, an’ the fac' is there's no ain o’ them
asks me a question but be lauchs. They’re
a licht-headed fouk, and no sair educat.
But we mausna boast ; they hevna hed oor
advantages.'

The mioister made a brave cflort to as-
sert himself.

t*Is there acything 1 can do# but the
figure simply waved its band and resumed:

THIE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

‘A'm comin'tae that, but a’thochtye
wud be wantin’ ma opeenion o’ London, -

' Weel, ye see, the first thiog a' did, of
coorse, after settlin’ doon, was tae gae roond
the kirks and hear what kin' o' ministers
they hae up here. A've been in saxieen
kirks the last three months, an'a’ wud hae
been,in mair had it no bin for ma oors.

¢ Aye, aye, a’ ken ye 'ill be wantin’ ma
Judgment,’ interpreting a movement in the
chair, ‘an’ ye 'ill hae it. Some was puir
stuft—plenty o' water and little meal—and
some wasna sae bad for England. Bat ye
"Il be pleased to know,’ here the figure re-
laxed and beamed on the anxious minister,
‘that a'm rael weel satisfied wi’ yer .el’, and
a'm thinkin’ o' sittin’ under ye.’

‘ Man,” were Drumtochty's last words,
‘a’ wish Elspeth Macfadyen cud hear ye,
her 'at pries (tastes) the sermons in ‘oor
Glen: a’ believe she wud pass ye, an’ if ye
got a certeeficat frae Elspeth, ye wud bea
prood man."

Drumtochty read widely—Soutar was
soaked in Carlyle, and Marget Howe kaew
her “In Memoriam " by heart—but our in-
tellectual life centred on the weekly sermon,
Men thought about Sabbath as they follow-
ed the plow in our caller air, aad braced
themselves for an effort at the giving out of
the text. The hearer had his souff and
selected his attitude, and from that momeat
to the close henever moved nor took his
eyes off the preacher. There was a tradi-
tion that one of the Disruption fathershad
preached in the Free Kuk for one bouraed
nfty minutes on the bulwarks ~f Zion, and
had left the impression that be was only
playing round the outskirts of bis subject.
No preacher with anything to say could
complain of Drumtochty, for he got a pati-
ent, honest, critical hearing from beginning
toend. Ifa preacher were slightly equip-
ped, the audience may have been trying.
Well-meaning evangelists who came with
what they called *a simple Gospel address,’
and were accustomed to have their warmer
passages punctuated with rounds of spiritual
applause in the shape of smiles and nods,
lost heart in tke face of that judicial front,
and aftersrards described Drumtoctby in the
religious papers as ‘dead.’ It was as well
that these good men walked ia a vain show,
for their hearers were painfully alive.

¢ Whar did yon wakely body come frae,
Burnbrae ? it was licht wark the day. There
was nae thocht worth mentionin’, aud ony-
thing he hed was eked oot by repeetition.
Tae sae naethin’ o' bairnly stories.’

¢ He lives aboot Enpland, a'm telt, an'
dis afeck o' gude in his ain place. He
hesna muckle in  his head, a'li alloo that,
Netherton, but he's an earnest bit cratur.’

*Ouaye, and foo' o' self-conceit. Did
ye hear hoo often he said * 12" a’got as far
as saxty-three, aod thena’' lost coont. But
a keepit *dear,” it cam tae the hundred
neat.”

¢4t Weel?" a' saystae Elspeth Macladyen.
A'kent she wud hae bis measure.

¢ Gruel, Netherton, juist gruel, and
eneuch tae scuoner {disgust) ye wi' sugar.”"*

It was the birthright of every native of
the parish to beza critic, and certain were
allowed to be experts ia special departmeats
Lachlan Campbell tn doctrine aad Jamie
Sontar in logic—but as aa all round practi-
tioner Mrs. Macfadyen bad a solitary re-
putation. It rested oo a loog series of un-
reversed judgments, with felicitous strokes
of description that passed into the literary
capiial of the Glen. Oae felt it was genias,
and couold only note cootributing circom-
stances—an eye that took 1. the preacher
from the crowa of his head to the sole of his
foot ; an almost uncannie insight into char-
acter ; an instinct 1o seize 0n every scrap of
svidence ; @ memory that was simply an
automatic register; an unfailiog sease of
fitness ; and an absolute impartiality regard-
iog subject.

It poes withont sayiog that Mrs. Mac-
fadyen d:d not take nesvous little notes dar-
ing the sermon—2ll writing on Sabbath, in
kirk or outside, was strictly forbidden in
Drufntochty—or mark her Bible, or practise

any other profane device of feeble-minded
hearer-. It did not matter how elaborate
ar how incoherent a sermon might be, it
could not confuse our critic.

When John Peddie, of Muirtown, who
always approached two hours, and usually
bad to leave out the last head, took time at
the Drumtochty Fast and gave, at length,
his famous discourse on the total depravity
of the human race, from the text, “*Arise,
shioe, for thy light is come,” it may be ad-
mitted that the Glen wavered in its confid-
ence. Human nature has limitations, and
fallure would have been no discredit to
Elspeth.

‘They were sayin’ at the Presbytery,’
Burnbrae reported, ‘that it hes mair than
seeventy heads, coontin' pints, of coorse,
and a’'can wesl believe it. Na, na, it's no
tae be expeckit that Elspeth cud gie them
a’' aifter ae hearin'.’

Jamie Soutar looked in to set his mind
at rest, and Elspeth went at once to work.

¢ Sit doon, Jamie, for it canna be dune in
2 meenut.’

It took twenty-three miautes exactly, for
Jamie watched the clock.

‘ That’s the laist, makin’ seeventy-four,
and ye may depeod on every ane but that
fourth pint under the saxth head. Whether
it wes the * beginnin’ ¢’ faith” or “the
origin,” a’ canna be sure, for he cleared his
throat at the time.’

Peter Bruce stood helpless at the Junc-
tion sext Friday—Drumtochty was celebrat-
ing Elspeth—and the achievement establish-
ed her for life.

Probationers who preached in the vac-
ancy had heard rumours, and tried to iden-
tity their judge, with the disconcerting re-
sult that they addressed their loweriest pas-
sages to Mistress Stirton, who was the
stupidest woman in the Free Kirk, and bhad
once stuck in the ¢chief end of man’ They
never suspected the sonsy motherly woman,
two pews behind Donald Menzies, with her
face of demure interest and general air of
country simplicity. It was as well for the
probaticnersthat they had not caught the
glint of those black beady eyes.

¢It’s curious,’ Mrs. Macfadyen remark-
cd to me one day, ‘hoo the pulpit tashicns
chaunge, juistlike weemen's bonnets.’

* Noo 2’ mind when auld Doctor Ferin-
tosh, him 'at wrote ** Judas Iscariot the first
Residuary,” would stand twa meenutes facing
the fouk, and no sit doon till he hed bhis
souff.

¢ But thae young birkies gie oot ‘at they
see pacbody comin’ in, an' cover their face
with ac haod sae solemn, that if ye didna
catch them keekin’ through their fingers tae
see what like the kirk is, ye wud think they
were prayin .

* There's not much escapes you,”1 dared
tosay, and although the excellent woman
was not accessible to gross flattery, she
seemed pleased.

¢ A'm thankful' that a’ can sea2 withoot
lookin’ ; there’s the new minister o’ Nethe-
raird, he writes his sermor oo ae side o' ten
sheets o' paper.

¢ He's that carried awa' at the end o
ilka page that be disna ken what he's daein,’
an'the sleeve o' his goonslips the sheet
across tac theither side o’ the Bible.

¢ But Doctor Ferintosh was cleverer, sall
it near beat me tae detect him,’ and E!speth
paused to enjoy the pulpit ruse. ¢ It cam tae
me sudder ae Sacrament Monday, hoo dis
heay toro up twal texts, naither mair nor
le. and that set me tbinkin’. Then 2’
poticed that be left the Bible open at the
place uill anither text was doe, an’ I wun-
nered a'd bzen sae slow. Xt was this wy :
he askit the beadle fora glasso' water in
the vestry, and shippit his sermon 1 atween
the Jeaves in sae mony bits. A've wished
for agallery ata time, but there's mair
credit in fiodin' it oot below—aye, an’
pleesure tae § a' never wearied inkitkin ma
life.’

Mrs, Macfadyen did not appreciate
prodigal quotations of Scriptures, and had
her suspicions of this practice,

* Tak the minister o' Pittendrisgh noo;
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he's fair fozzy wi' troking in his gairden an’
feediog pips, and hesna studied a sermon for
thirty year.

¢Sae what dis he dae, think ye? He
havers for a while on the errors o’ the day,
and syne he says, ¢ That's what mao says,
but what says the Apostle Panl? We shall
see what the Apostle Paul says.’ He puts
on his glasses, and turns up the passage,
and reads maybe ten verses, 2nd then he's
aft on the jundy (t10t) again. \Whenaman
hes naethin’ tae say, he's aye lang, and a've
seen him gie half an ooro' passages, and
anither half oor o' haveys.

¢ ¢t He's a Bible preacher, at any rate,”
says Burnbrae tae me laist Fast, for, honest
man, he hes aye some gude word fora
body.

* ¢ It's ae thing,” 1 said tae him, “ tae
teed a calf wi’ milk, and anither tae gie it
the empty cogie tae lick.”

¢ It’s curious, but a've noticed that when
a Moderate gets lazy he preaches auld
sermons, but a Free Kirk minister taks tae
abusing his neeburs and readin’ screeds o'
the Bible.

‘ But Pittendriegh bes twa sermons, at
ony rate,” and Elspeth tasted the sweets of
memory with such keen relish that I begged
for a share.

* Well, ye see he's terrible prood o’ his
feenishes, and this is ane o’ them :

¢ ¢ Heeven, ma brethren, will be far
grander thao the hoose o’ ony earthly poten-
tate, for there ye will no longer eat the flesh
of balls nor drink the blood o’ goats, but we
shall spok the juicy pear and scoop the
ioocious meelon. Amen.” -

* He bes nae mair sense o' humour than
an owl, and a’aye haud that a man withoot
hurnour sudna be allowed iatae a poopit.

‘A’ hear that they have nae examination
in bumour at the college ; it’s an awfu’
want, forit wud keep oot monya driech
body.

* But the meelon’s naethin’ tae the goat,
that cowed 2’ thing, at the Fast tae.

¢If Teems wes aboot a daurna meation
't ; he canna behave himsel’ tae this day gin
he hears't, though ve ken he's a douce mao
asever lived.

¢ It was anither feenish, and it ran tbis

¢¢¢ Noo, ma freends, a wull no be keepin’
ye ony langer, and ye 'ill 2’ gae hame taeyir
ain hooses and mind yir ain business. And
as sune as ye get hame ilka man "illlgae tae
his closet and shutthe door, and stand for
five meenutes, and ask himsel’ this solemn
question, ‘* Am Ia goat?' Amen.”

¢ The amen near npset me masel’, and a’
hed tae dunge Jeems wi’' ma elbow.

‘He s2id no a word on the wy back, bmt
a'sawit was barmin’in him, and he gied
ootsudden aifter his dinner asif he hed
been ta'en unweel.

‘A’ cam’ on bhim in thebyre, rowing in
the strae like 2 bairn, and every ither row
he took be wud say, “ Am I a goat ¥

¢ It wes na cannie for 2 man o’ his wecat,
besides being'a married man aend & kirk
member, and ' gied him 2 hearing.

¢ He sobered doon, and a’ never saw him
dac the likesince. Bat he besna forgot, na,
na ; a've scena look come ower Jeems’ face
in kirk, and a've been feared.!

Wheathe Free Kitk quarrelledin their
vacancy over two probationers, Mrs, Mac-
fadyen summed them up with such excelient
judgmentthat they were thrown over and
peace restored.

‘There's some 0" thac Muirtown drapers
can busk oot their windows that yez canpa
pass withoot lockin’ ; there bits o blue and
bitso’ red, and a ribbon here an' alace
yonder.

*It's a bonnic show.and denty, an' oo
wupner the lassies stan’ and stare.

! But gae intac the shop, and pecty me,
there's zext tae npaethin'; it's a' in the
window.

‘Noo that's Maister Popinjay, as neat
an’ fikey alittle maonieas cvera’ saw ina
black goon.

* His bit sermon wes six poers—five a'
bed heard afore—four anccdotes—three
aboot himsel' and ain aboota lord—twa



