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FIRST EPISTLE.

MR. Hu(;H AiRLiz YiTLFiis A Ppoxis..-IE[ow THE iGsoRANR oF &
16e COONTER HAPPER MADE HÎM X.&D.-IRIS DISGUST AT A MAN

WHO WOU'LD TELL A LEZ. ý)

DEAR WULII.,-Ye ken I promised tae write the moment
we landed, but fegs! that's easier said than dune. Wé got
the length o' Toronto yesterday, an' hech! man, but it's a
wunnerfu' place: omnibuses, an' muckle yellow caravans fleein

here an' there in -a' directions, like tae knock a body doon, an'
croods of folk poorin' doon the street a' the time,- just for a'

AIRLIE.


