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escapes, 80 it's likely yez would niversce him
agin anyway.”

“\Vell, wid that she eries all the moor, an’ whin
Mrs. Laughton cooms in, Miss vy sobs out
tbat I tould her she was goin® to die, an’ the
misthress sinds me out io @ hoorey, an' I musht
niver coom vare the room agin, Thin the
docthur comes an' gives her a new kind av med-
icine, “ but,” sez he, * sure she hasn’t takin
all thim powthers alridy.”

Mollie Moriarty, me heart was jist cop in me
throat, fearin’ I had made another misthake.
But I jist handa the baby the impty box on the
shly. An whin Mre. Laughton sees him pnt-
tin’ it intil his mouth, * Oh! Diddy,” scz she.
« how could yiz lit the child git hould ov that'”

“Wellnow,” sez I, “‘an’ how couldI till that
the child bad a propinsity for physic 2"

Wid that sbe was in an awful way, thinkin’
he was goin’ to die. But Mollie Moriarty, it
yiz'll belave me, that baby recoovered withous
iver bein’ ill at all.

Well, not loug afther, whin Miss Evy was
gettin® betther, the misthress invited company
to tay. I was helpin’ Mary Jane wait on table.
s, Laughton poored out the tay, an’ the com.
pany sugared their sthrawbcrries. Mollie Mor-
iarty,I niver saw company forgit their manners so
complately, iverybody layin’ down their spoouns,
an’ turnin’ ronnd an’ starin’ at iverybody ilse,
an thin takin’ o sip av tey, an’ settin’ down
their cups in a hoorey, an' sayin’ they was
poisoned.

I was all ava thrimble agin, furI remim-
bered seein’ Mary Jane filling the bowls ont av
the very canisther whero I had mixed the pow-
thers, an’ as I had put in the whole contents av
the box, there was cnuff lo give a sthrong fla.
viour,

Mrs. Laughton's face was as white as the table.
cloth, but she jist examines the sugar, 2n’ didn't
she find one of thim little white papers, with
writin’ on it, that the powthers was wrapped in,
she niver sed a worrud till me at the time, jist
pints wid her finger il tho doe, exclaimin’,
© Biddy, yiz maylave the room,”

I herrud Mary Jano clarin’ off the things, an’
pettin® frech sugar, an’ afther an intermission
the male began agin, but I wasn’t prisint. DBut
Mrs. Laughton gave me my discharge that very
avenin’ an’ woulda’t listhen to a worrud av ex-
planation. Sez she, * Ican furgive stupidity,
bt Gesavin’ I ean’t tolerate.”

SoI'm lookin’ fur a place, nn’ if any lady in
this counthiry want a nice, handy maid av all
worruk, jist athvess diss DBridget O'Flannigan,
Post Oftice.

“Scotland Yet!"
Magrenr Guir:—

Desr Sir,—A gude freen’ o' mine in the
Aull Land, John Ferguson, by name, the ither
day sent me the followin’ clippin’, an’ whan I
clappit iny cen on’t, thinks I, my certy! this’ll
be o graun’ Lit for Grie. I ken yir Scotch
readers wall be weel pleased wi't, an’ maybo
mair than them; although I'm thinkin’ the
maist feek o’ them (puir ignorant bodies), wull
understaun’ it nae botter than gin it was 2 wheen
Egyptian bierogleephics or—Guelic. Here itis
tae ye, onyway :(—

A SCOTTISH BILL OF FARE.

The Times of India prints the bill of fare of the dinner
which was given in Borubay in celebration of St. Andrew's
Festival, under the auspices of the Grand Lodge of all
Sc.;_(‘il-h Freemasonry i India. This cuvious menn reads
Az lolows [ —

3y

BILL O FARE.
1 will be blithe and lich,
My heart is bent upon sae gude 2 mcht,
o wce drappic Tallisker.
KAILS ARND BROTHSN, .
Het Spiced Indien Kail. Calipee Viroth.
VISt
Slices o' Indien Saumon wi’ Butter Bree.
Indien Haddies Smeckit.
FirsT CoOKSE.
Stewed Hens wi' Puddock Stools.
Minced Collops on a bune, wi' sma’ peas frac France.
o uve Donal' o' Glenlivat,

SECoND Coorse,
Chickens taki

Ash

et
Girgot o” Mutton wi' Red Corran’ Jeclic.
> Hagzyis.

Scotch H:
- fa’ yir honest. =
» an’ o the puddin’ raw
T ye ak’ yiv plice,
Painch, wipe, o thaimi:
Well are ye wordy o” a g
As lang's ma aiem,”
Stuffed Bobbly Jock voastit, an” Soo's |
‘Tauics biled an® champit: 1B N
Glaskie Magistrates wi' Tattivs ronsiit,
“Anither wee Donal’,
‘Thien Cootests,
Jeclie Damplin®
I'renn
Paisley Corn Flg
. Mity Dunlap Ol
Ingins, Letiuces, Loo Aiples, Sy
X green things.
Jist anither dram, lac kecp & doon.
“ Food tills the wieme, an' keeps us livin's
‘The' lile's a gift uo worth re v
When heavy deaga'd wi' pine: i
. But, oil'd by iher,
I'he whedls 0° life gac doon hill, serievin®
Wit randin glee.”

Sao it scems oor reen's in Pombay are no’
« Gude Templavs, Tlech! sirs ! wasna' that o
spread, Maister Guir? Tt gars mv mooth
water tae read aboot the huyyis. It docs i bady
gude tac see twa three lines frac oorain Bobhie
Burns, An’ the whuskey ! sanybe you're ane o’
thae cauldrif Lodies they e’ *teetolnlers.”
Muister Grrr, bub gin ye ne'cr drank a * baut
ane” o’ Glenlivat on « eauld winter's movnin'
ye hae a2 treat in store. I canua thele this
Canadian whaskey, ¢ Forty-rod,” I thiak they
en't: it's naething but pushen, T ken we can
get the richt stufl hieve, as weel’s they ean in
Bonbay, but it taks an awfu’ heap o° silicr tac
buy it.  Aweel, here we are, in the laun® o
oor adoption, and we maun mak the best o't
Glentivat or nac Glenlivat.

Apologeczin’ for sic an intrasion on your
&pace, 1 subseribe myscl’

Yours wi’ muckle respec'.

A Grasee Cuae.

R irosset “1uGer.
n' Ty Orange

i puddin'.

Loan’ o bot o her

Our Funny Contributor.
Very smart things--DBorne.
A very hiumorous writer-—May Laftan,
A Catebing Air—-An atmosphere fvden with
the measles.

A tody snateher —An angry unrse whoen she
pichs np a chilld

S ane feltows who get meshed by a lean new
suit to press their suit with,

¢ A Cypher Operator "-=A gentlenmn who
adds two ouzhts to a one dollar bill,

Motto for an Indian Chicf - None but the
brave deserve the (fair) hair”

“ That's & dogz gone shame,” as the man saidl
when he looked at one kitled by a streel car.

How to have your address chanyed —Lcave
yonr signboard unserewed on Hallow 1ve.

The course of a eannon ball way be tarneld
by # shingle.—J.u.~—Then it must be a lawyer's
shingle: lawyers can turn anything the way
the way they want it.

Niw Books. -—We have reeeived the follow-
ing, handsomely bound, they are abeunding
in goud things, and we are bound to notice
them : **'The Darkness of Africans,” by the
anthor of the ** Light of Asin;* - Day after
To-meorrow,” by the author of * Yesterday, Lo-
dry and Forever;” ‘“Dead Lroke,” by the
author of “Heaps of Money;” ** The Woman
with the Black.Fye.”. by the author of **The
Man with the Broken Kar; ** Bad Whiskey,”
by the author of * High Spirits;”  ** A Master
who Thrashed,” by the zuthor of the * Sonth
Sea Whaler;” “Traced in Ashes,” by the
author of ** Written in Fire;” * Yonr Moncey
or Your Life,”"—A “I'ale of JManitoba; and
« Cugeed Misfortane, * Ly the author of *“ Tiare

Good Luck.”
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Mr. 1AW, Keene appears on the lirst three
evenings «f next week at the Grand, From
the great veputation of thi= artist, full houses
ought Lo be as-ured .

At he Royal, Jiice's Fxtravaganza Company
are finishing a snecessfal week in cowic oper.
** Babes in the Waoods™ §s the attraction for Fri-
day and Saturday.  Next week, Manager Con.
ner will bring on a company of Hibernjan Mine
strels. .o

SOLOMON PETER HALE,
The distinguished Locturer of the Western !
Peninsula, whose intellectnal clucidgtions irre- |
diate the conporosity of Inzersoll and vicinity..

Man is an aniwal very foud of straw; —es-
pecially if there is a mint-jalep at the termina-
tion thercof.

Eroenenen—*4 T pas=" sail the boy, when
asked a question, At 1 tikeit up,” snidthe
master, as be rewched for his ruler. The mes-
ter made his point, scored vne hond, and the
boy did not try the joker again.

Our Fiunny Contributor says that some people
in Port Hope eonsider him a fool.  Our conbri-
butor says, if this isthe caxe ho intends leav-
ing, as lic ean bo better uered from there than
auy other place in the Nominion, i
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