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A POLIdE REPORT.
NO. 4792-"' Ve'Il bé a heavy smokcer, Dinny."
NO. 4793-"1 No oi don't smoke much ; oi boys twe figs ivery

Satherday noight and they Ists me a month."
NO. 4792-"l Thin ye must bave a lot left at the end of the year

beyant. "
..0 4793-" Divil a bit ; oi smokes the lot of f(. "--Sydiz.y Bul.

MABEL, TUE DOG-CATCHER'S DAUGHTER.
A COMPOSITE NOVEL

F 'LLOW1ING a scbcme Iately corne into vogue, of.
I baving the different chapters of a story written by

various authors, GRip lately commissioned several of our
best known Canadian litterateurs to produce a story
among themn. The following is the resuît, and it is to be
boped that any apparent want of coherence will be more
than compensated by the pleasing variety of style

CHAPTER 1.
isT G. biDRCKR ADAM.

It was a bright May morning in the spring of r889,
wben Mabel Pickering, with a light and airy step, which
betokened a heart free from guile, quitted ber paternal
cot in tbe quiet barnlet of Beachyjille, whose roof-tree bad
sheltered the tottering steps of ber infancy. What
stirring. memories of the war of 18 12 clustered around
its venerab le heartbstone! Canada bad then but a srnall
population who, animated by those patriotic sentiments
which have neyer failed to inspire ber people to deeds
of valor, hurled back the invader wbho dared to, desecrate
ber soul. Later on. followed the rebellion Of 1837, when
fier noble sons avain sprang to arrms and preserved intact
tbe rigbts -of Brntons. The admirable policy of Lord
Durham was followed by the best resuits, and finally in
1867, thle scattered -provinces were welded into, the union

TI-E I NFANT TERRIBLE " AGAIN.
Mas. SOUTH WasT-" And so you saw Naples, Major?"
MAJOR-"1 Yes; but 1 dldn't die, you sce." -

ENFANT TERRInLZ-" Why, mother said she was suire you dy.ed
regularly l "-Frny Follu.,

to whicb we are proud to belong. And yet there are
some people wbo say tbat we have 'no material for a
Canadian literature !

Just as the young girl reached the edge of the forest a
ligbt step rustled the underbrusb and Wenonaki, the
Algonquin maiden, stood before ber. She was lie as a
panther, and bore berseif witb the wild, untutored grace of
the cbildren of nature.

"<White squaw has corne," she said, in a Iow musical
voic0e,

"'Ves, otherwise I should flot be hère," Iaughed
Mabel.

And with a warning glance W"enonah climbed an
adjacent maple tree and disappeared.

CHAPTER IL.
BV MAY AGNES FLEMINO.*.

flitterly, alas ! did Mabel Pickering rue the -day wben,
Lord Dungarvan first sought ber sire's humble abode
and by 'the giamor 'of bis courtly mien and boneyed
glances ensnared ber Rluttering heart.

«'Fly, oh 1 'fly witb. me," he urged. !"Far, far, hence,
.to my proud ancestral Seat where a coronet shali bedeck
thy queenly brow of alabaster whiteness arid a' thousand
minions await thy bidding. -Linger flot amid these
sordid grovelments when the world is-at tby feet."i

Her shight: form quivered like an aspen leaf with con-
tending emotions. "Oh, Marmaduke," she sighed, "I
cannot."

The haughty earl bit his lip tili the blood flowed, with
vexation, and crusbed a passing infant 'neatb bis iron
heel.

'-'Tis no particular consequenée. l'II pay for it," he
cried, flinging a purse of glittering gold to the shrieking
parents. 1

Witb ail bis fanîts, Lord Dungarvan was a perfect
gentleman.

*The fact that this talented Canadian authoress bas been dead for
sonie years does not prevent ber writing for other publications, then
why sbould it for GRis' ?-ED.
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