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UNDER THE THUMB.
The North-West Territories dernand and otit t0 have the ballot.

At present, a >are proportion of voters thcre are untier the direct
influence of the dovernient, and the openi voting system prcVails.

AIRLIÉ'SLAD .

D EAR MAISTER GRIP.-I think the very deil's in

what he'll be in anither five I daurna tbink, for here 1
arn noo, a wreck o' mysel, just gettin' better o' concussion
o' the brain-pan ; a' tbrougb that littie deevil o' a laddie.
I see ither folk wi' three, four, five-aye, an' a dizzen
youngsters-an' tbey look aye 10 the fore, an' likely to
be. But, mercy me! a'c youngster's enough for me ; if
anither ane like th is was to put ini an appearance, it would
be the death o' me-in fack, it's a wondcr P'm no dead
as it is. That laddie lias mair quicksilver in 's composi-
tion than a barometer, be's bere, there, an' everywvhere a'
at ance ; bis mitber's reduced to a state o' nervous
imbiceelity wi' bis cantrips, the neebors are aye on the
ootlook for bim, he's oot o' a'e niiischief into anitber as
fast as hie caui skelp, an' he's nae mair reverence or respeck
for my authority than if I was a nosc-'o-wax. Ye see, be's
no wbat ye would ca' an ilI bit creatur, and he's perfectly
straucht-forrit in h s way, tbe trouble is that he's scram fu'
an' effervescin' an' just bobilin' ower wi' energy, an' we're
just aI oor wils end wlîat 10 do wi' hirn. I saîd to rny
wife that if we bad only lived twa, three hunder year
back, we micht hae gotten Sir Michael Scott, lthe wizard's
famîliar speerit, to set him the task o' weavin' a rope o'
sand. IlBless ye, baud yer longu e," says my wife, "lble
côuldna sit that lang -stili."

IlThat's truc," says I, "lan' besides, gude kens, rnony
a rope o' sand he'll weave if be lives lang enougb, puir
f ellow, sae we'll just e'en let hirn run tbe length o' bis
tether noo."

Wi' that in hie cornes wvi'
a bit little misserable lookin'

~~"' I/A ~(#1~f)Ij black cat ini bis airms, an
says he, "Here's rny cal."
Tbat's bis way, be never
says by yer leavre, but "lthis
is rny cat." "'Tbat's the
way be'll bring in bis wife
10 ye some day," says 1 to

.iI~jh ~ is mnither.
Il "He wouldn't be like bis

faither if be didna," says
she, as usual getting the

* best o't.
The cal was a p'>ir drookit

lookin' specirnen.
"'Whaur did ye git that cal, Hugbie,'my man?" says I.
'lOoî o' the bydrant," says bie, "îhey were flushîn' the

. iGREAT EXPE.CTATIONS."
BROWN (recoud da' inu ttei cipiuntry-" Did you plant the rail

ishes in that'bed? "
His GARDRNER-" Oi did"sor, this mornin'.")
BROWNi-'« WeII, whal's lthe malter wiîh theni P I'm afraid Ihere

won't 1>e one of them up in lime for dinner! "
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bydrant, an' first a lot. o' sma fish carn bubblin up an' then
this cat."1

Il ugbie, my bairn," said I, in great distress, "ld'ye
no ken it's a very wicket thing to tell a leeP

"lBut P'm no tellin' a lee,. faither, I saw the -fish corne
up oot o' the bydrant, an' the cat was eatin' ane o' thern
on the boolyvard. Eh-naybe the cal 'had corne oot o'
the hoose," he added, wi' a kind o' a second thocht.

1 faud oot after that hie was ricbt, the .fish did corne up
oot o' the bydrant an' he had taen for granted that the
cat had corne up wi' thern. His mither lookit' at me,
an! 1 lookit at ber, an' we winkit an'. let him keep the
mreeserable cretur tili bed-tirne. Then we niade a fine bed
for it in a corner an' said he would find it there a' richt
an' snug when he got up in the mornîn'. Quite weel
pleased, be went off to bis bed, an' bis mither, 1l'eavii' nbe
to keep hoose, gaed awa to hear a lecture on "2'ril/k
.Triiuiiphatit.". Weel, I waited tili 1 thocht hie ivas sootîd
asleep, an' thtn I slips
oot an' takin' a bucket
o' water 1 fuls up a
rnuckleornamental
flooer pot that was
stanin' amang sorne
rubbîshi in the wood-
shed, an' there in the . -

gloom an' the darkness
I pops in the cat, an'
layin' the wasbboard on -

tap, I ran an' left the j -

thing 10 droon, consol-
in' anysel that it would be better aff dead than livin', seein'
il was sic a puir di-cased wretcb, onyway. Wben my
wife carn haine frae thc lecture she lookit ait me an'
whispered, Il1'st awa ?" an' I whispers, IlAy, weel awa.
III bury it in the yard the niorn wberi he's oot playin'."

Ah, gude fego!t whien mornin' cam there ivas lie sittin'
in the kitcben wvi' the black cat in his lop, feedin' it wi'
a cup-fu' o' creani that bis mither %vas savin' for a graund
five o'clock tea she bad invited ber friends.till that viryiafteinune! I said naething-1 couldna-but I just
slinkit awa oot to the woodsbed to get an explanation o'
this feline resurrection. There was the washboard an'
there was the great big flooer-pat, wi' a muckle hole in
the bottorn ihaur a' the watter bad mun oot.

Il Vhat are ye lookin' at, dad," says the rascal, ivha had
corne oot after me wi' tbe beast in bis airms.


