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Farier: 1 Weel, sir, if lie kent hoo
fauir I hae tac drive niy watter frac ye
~vid beeleeve me whien 1 say thiat it widna,
paye nie tac keep up mani and hourse and
seil wvatter ini Duîîîbarton, let alane roulk;
buit if ye'I1 stop the case, sir, au' let yer
liungry lawyers grae haie, l'il paye the
fine-I canna but admit the chairge
seein' tliat alhoigli we dixîna deliber-
ately pitt watter ini oor xiuilk, we genier-
ally gee oor bines and coggies a wvee bit

-situe i'.
The folloving pooni, the genuine cf-

fiisimi of a person iii affliction, lias lately
been foulnd iii xnaxîscript

?oor Jonathan Snoiv
.Away didigoo,

AUl on the ragen main,
Witlî otiier males
Ail for to catchi %vales,

& flore cuixi back a-en.
The winds bloo Iii,% The billers tost,
Ail hands wverc Iost,
And ho .%,as one,
A spritely lad

A doctor and a Campbellite (Baptist)
preacher ridinig aiong togyether iii the
outskirts of 'Missouri, ixot long ago, over-
took a ragged iircliin %yitl a stringr of

sinall fisli wliich lie lîad just caugit in a
crcok close by. Tlîe preaclier nccosted
the lad in a patronlz'illg wyay-' Mvy son,
wvhat do you cali those fish? V'«Camp-
bellites,' proniptiy responded the boy.

Why do you cali tlin Caxnpbcllites l'
because they spoil so soon after 1 get

theni out of the water.'

Au Aberdeen minister, whien compar-
ing tlîc nature of the pastoral relation to
tliat of the sliephierd and luis sheep, said,
' My brcthren, suppose nie to be the
slieplierd, anid you to be the sheep, and
Tamnnias Sangster, the precentor, to be
the sheep dog.' Tainnias, howvever, was
iiot inclinied to coincide in tlîis coin-
parison, and exclaixîîed, 'L['Il be na man's
slîeep dog.' Said the mîinister, 'I1 ain
speaking mystically.' 'Na, na,' re-
joined Traunias, 'l ken fine ye wisna,
speaini' xnystically, ye wis spoakin' nmali-
ciously, and jist to gar the folk lauch at
nie wlien we're oot aboot.'

IVRERE ROBINS SING.

Where robins sing, the violets raise
Fiair faces in the wvoodland ivays,
'ihe ferns8 stand waiting, and tile s-weet
Wil d lihes whispor, at oîîr feet,
Soune legend of the suininer days.

Seon faintly throtzglx tho tangled maze
0f trees, a roclcy patlîway strays ;
Above are fields of sprtxuting whieat

Where robins sin,-.

There knoev wc honrs wîtli joy replete;
Yet evexi o'er the dusty struet
Tliere wvaves an archi of inaple sprays
Troo rare to need mny meed< of praiso--
A cool and shadlowy retreat

Whcro rubins sing.
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