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CHINA HALL!
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Stone China Dinner
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makes suck Lving, speaking, portraits.

Studio, 118 KING ST, WEST, TORONTO,

What 1s ke that did makeit 7 See, my
Jord, wonld you not deew it breathed, and tha? tlw:c

UCE q/tour:e No one else

“CHICORA”

In connection with
NEW YORK CENTRAL AT LEWISTON, AND
CANADA SOUTHERN AT NIAGARA.
Leaves Yonge St. Wharf at 7 A. M. and 2 P. M. daily.

Ticke(s m all points East and West.
RNOLD, cor. King & Yonge St.
W R CALLAWAY, 20 K|n§ St W,
BARLOW CUMBERLAN!

5-9-81 35 Vonge St

WHEELER & WILSON

MANUFACTURING CO.'S

SEWING MACHINES

1=" The latest improved and most complete
and perfect machine in the world.

Office: 85 King St. West, Toronto, Ont,
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The gravest Beast is the Aws; the gravest Bird it the Ow);
The gravest Tish is tho Oyater; the gravest Han is the Pool,

Notice to Subsoribers.

‘Whon sending moneyin payment of subscrip-
tion, be particular to write your name and post
ofice address plainly. When ordering change
of address, give your former place of residence
as woll as your new one. The date upon the
address slip indicates the time at which your
subsoription expires, Please glance at it from
fime ¢o time and ronew promptly. Subseribers
orderig the paper discontinued must pay up
all arrears to the date of sach order. Notify
the publishers promptly of any irregularity in
the receipt of the paper.

@artoon Comments.

Leaomie  CantooN,—Mr. Gladstone’s Irish
Land Bill, after & successful passage of the
Lower House, i now being discussed in the
Upper Chamber. The temper displayed by the

- peers makes it probable that it will ultimately
be handed baok to its originators in something
of the condition represented in our cartoon.

Front Pace.—~Mr. Charles Bradlaugh, duly
elected M.P. for Northampton, made a physieal
forco attempt to enter the British House of
Commons and take his seat one day last weel,
but was prevented by the authorities of the
House, aided by the police. He signifies bis in-
tention to renew the struggle, though it is said
he sustained serious injuries in the scrimmage
attending tho former effort. We have elsewhere
in this issue cxpressed our opinion on the ques-
tion involved in this unplezsantness.

Eronrn Proe.—Yonge street, from King to
Queen, ig at presont ** No thoroughfare, by order
of the City Engineer,” the work of laying o
new pavement being in progress. Grir is glad
to see Yonge strect improved, for there was
plenty of room for it—but he joius with the
majority of the citizens in condemning tho-one-
horse mauner in which the contract is being
carried out. If the present system continues,
it will be monthe before the job is finished,
whereas an increase in the number of men, and
the addition of a night gang would greatly ex-
pediote matters. Electrio light has been sug-
gested, but the coniractors declare it would
be too expensive. Our cartoon suggosts another
method by which our ity aldermon might assist
the contractor and prove that they are really of
some use to the ratepayers,

The agitation at present going on amongst
the dynamito wing of the Feuinn body, and the
universel wail we are hearing over Ireland's
wrongs, may sommend this * Happy Thought "
to the attention of some of the hot-hended
patriots.

@o Coveesponvents,

H. J. C.—Verses reapeetfully declined,chiefly
on account of the extensive repairs needed be-
fore they nre suitable for use. .

Alarmed Reader of the Mail.—Calm your
fears; Hartmann has not joined Blake and
Laurier in the lower Provinces. His where-
abouts at the present moment are unknowu.

Celt.—Many thanks for your letter, with en-
closed clipping of a ** vile insult to o race thad,
whatever their fanlts, could never be accused of
cowardice.” You cannot belong to thet race or
you would not have sent us an anonymous
letter, therefore we trust your personal feelings
have not been injured.

Yonge Street Merchant.—You should not al-
low your feelings to get the better of you. Be
rcasonable, and reflect that so long as the car-
tracks are torn up and the street in that im-
passible condition, you ean carry on your busi.
ness without having the constant din of the
wheels in your ears, and nced fear no anuoyance
from the snow blockade battles you suflered
from last winter.

Tho Press Assgociation party who parlicipated
in the excursion this year nmmbered 22 genuine
journalists and, according to the Peterborongh
Examiner, * one interloper.” A very pleasant
time was enjoyed by the brethren of the quill,
chicfly due to the presence of Mr. Stewart of
the Bobeaygeon Independent, who waspronounec-
ed * o genius and the prince of good fellows.”
Mr. A. J. Barker Pen:e, of the Kingston Whig
was eleected prosident of the Association for
the ensuing year.

* =

Collectors of literary curiosities should find
space in thejr albums for the unique series of
lingual variations onthe popular gag, ** Are you
going to the ball this cvening? Not thia even-
ing,” etc., ete., which have just been concluded
in Puck. Commencing when the expression
first came out, Puck has given it regularly
every week sinee, each repesition being in a dif-
forent language, all genuinely translated. A
Sanscrit version, and a rendition into the na-
tive tongue of the Sandwich Islands, in last
week's number, concluded the series.

Messrs. James Campbell & Sons have favored
us with some specimons of their Christmas
carils, already in the market for the approach.
ing season. Yhe cards are of highly artistic
design and execution, and are entirely worthy
of the London house from which they come.

LN

*t Fair Trade * is good. The genius who hit
upon the phrase is the natural heir of Beacons.
field, aud ought to get the leadership forthwith.
It is commented on as a peculiar coincidence
that John A happened to be in England when
the happy battle-cry first made its appearance.

. &

By tho way, scriously, if Sir John was a little
younger (though he is even now many years the
junior of Gladstone) he would make a first rate
successor to the late Earl. He has many of the
mental as well as physical endowmants of Bea-
ennsfield, and approaches more ncarly to that
statesman in capacity for leading a party
than any of the English public men. And it
the arrangoment suited the Conservatives of
the old country it would no doubt suit our Pre.
mier still better. Fe would not give the world
50 many scholarly aphorisms as Dizzy might,
bnt there would undoubtedly be a repetition of
the policy of glitter and jingo.

"‘ ' -

The play of * Uncle Tom’s Cabin" appears
to retain its hold on the affections of the peo-
ple more than any similar work in_ existence.
At present this fine drama is receiving an
elaborate representation at the Pavilion by Mr.
Fred R. Wern’s Company. A pack of genuine
Southern bloodhounds take part in the per.
formance, which is realistic in the extreme.

LI

*

The OQOddfellows’ Grand Lodge of Ontario
have boen - holding & gala in Brantford this
week, and as & consequence the gay little city
bas been gayer than ever, whereat the merchants
have bad cause to rejoice. The visiting breib-
ren were handsomely treated, which is no moro
than they deserved, for & batter lot of men than
the Oddfellows, taking them all round, do not
exist.

The Saturday American comes to us frow
Toledo, O. Itis a handsomely printed sheet of
the socicty gossip order so popular across the
lines, and appears to be well cdited, The edli-
tor, however, is rather too much given to the
dispensing of tafly to his brother paragraphers,
dovoting in fact & regular department in each
issue to this sweetmeat business, The Ameri-
can is good, but what sort of a citizen is a Sat-
urday American?

‘The poople of Quebes are oxcessively touchy
on certain points; especially on all subjects ap-
pertaining to their ecclesiastical relations. The
Globe correspondent bas aroused a hornet’s nest
by stating a few simple facts as he alleges then
to be, whereat the cditor expressos astonish-
mont. He should have been prepared for this
sort of thing, for the social condition of the
Province of Quebec could no more be treated of
without taking the priestuood into account thao
Hamlet could be played without the Prince.

i
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«The collectors for the Toronto regatta struck
a Colborne street saloon for a subsoripticn
yestorday, Tho proprietor, who is a regular
jowei of 3 man, gave them $5.  They went out-
side, bold a consultation, re-entered the saloon,
retwrned the money and then shook the dust
off their feet. The magnanimous subseription
was too much for them,””— World local.

Perhaps the World reporter wasn’t informed
that this jewel of a man was impertinently
told that hia.voluntary subscription of so mod-
¢est 3 sum was o “blot on their book,” when he
very properly demanded the return of the
money and drew his pen through his name
with the remark that perhaps that would look
better, We rather opine the joke in this in-
stance was against the gentlemanly collectors,
especinlly as the jewel afterwards subseribed
$25 to another collectgr.‘

L]

If anything iz well caloulated to raise up
friends to Bradlaugh and even make proselytes
to liis atheistic creed, or want of creed, itis
just such conduct as has been indnlged in by
the authorities of the British House of Com-
mons. Had any sen:ational novelist dared to
deseribe the brute-force ejection of a duly
elected member from a British Assembly in the
nineteenth century he would have been sneered
at by the erities as altogether too much a child
of imagination. Yet We have actually beon
witnesses to such an outrage. And worst of
all, we arve told that the ruffienly proceeding
tud the approval of both Gladstone and Salis-
bury,as well as & great majority of their respee.

tive followers,
= W

-

The Hon. Mark Tapley evidently holds a
pottfolio in the Provincial Government of Brit-
ish Columbia. Hercis an oflicinl notice recently
issued :—

“] say and don’t you forget it, that unless you pay
your Provincial taxes duriny the pleasant of June, in the
warm days of July you will find that with the increase in
the heat there’is 2 ‘corresponding increase in the rate of
taxes. A jump of 25 degrees takes place between 4 p. m.

June 3oth and z0 a.m. July 1st.  Strange but nevertheless
true.”

The Halifax Chronicle berates this miuvister
for his unseemly levity, which is quite natural,
a3 local governmont is & mighty serious thing
it Nova Scotia. But isn’t the light-hearted
oflicial ag likely to get in the taxes promptly as
the awful red-tapeist ? .

.

»

A great institution like the Mail ought to be
able to afford to send its dyspeptic little editor
to the scaside duving the dog-days. Confine-
ment in the oity.—oven in the airy tower on
Kivg street—doesn’t at all sngree with him, It
wakes him nervous, sour, and cantankerous. It
cven affects his mental vision to an alarming
exteut for, judging by Tuesday’s paper, he is
under the impression that the Grit leaders
are skulking sround trying to assassinate
somebody. It is too bad that s great
mird like this should become deranged simply
for want of a little fresh air, and we are
sure Mr, Bunting will be only too happy to
grant tho editor a brief holiday when the mel-
ancholy caso is brought to his knowledge. But
come to think of it, the seaside would’nt do.
Blake is in that vineinity, and the air tninted
by such a prosence could only aggravate the
Poor little fellow’s malady.

Mr. Houston, whois the Globe’s commissioner
accompanying Mr, Blake, has incurred the ire
of Senator Boyd, by describing that gentleman as
the most vulgarly abusive politician of them all
in Now Brunswick. We have no idea what
Senator Boyd would look like under the in-
fluence of ire, as his countenance is photo-
graphed in the walls of our memory with an
unvarying and porennial expression of joviality-
But he probably does well to be angry, as
the report is manifestly incorrect. Mr. Boyd
can toast & political oppouent when he kes
with sarcasm and ridicule, but “vulgar abuse”
wonld sound strangely from his lips amongst
those who know him. ..

Hartimann has taken*refugo in Canada, the
home of the frco, and sings with Mr, Edgar,
«“ The wild woods, the wild woods, the wild
woods give to me!” Hartmann §s ** wanted ”
in Russia, but he is by no means wanted here,
Howover, there is no occasion for alarm, ss the
notorious Nihilist is not likely to undertake a
propaganda with the police at bis lecls, and
even if he did go about blathering Socialism he
woula find the Canadian mind barron ground
for his seed. Canada is the freest and bes;
country on earth— notwithstanding that it has
more politics and politicians than avy other
country; it has Grir to keep an eyo on the
latter, and that equalizes the account.

‘

SLASHBUSH ON NIitHILISM.

Gustavus Slashbush sat on the front stoop of
the old homestend with tho Daily Mazl in his
hand and a savage expression in his eye. The
setting sun cast a crimson glenm across the
meadows, and the reflection from tbe white-
washed fence atruck athwart the countenance of
the young philosopher, heightening his fiery
aspect to o degreo. Ho had beenreading some-
thing which evidently excited his feelings, and
now his whole aspeet was that of a man who
was aching to fire off the enthusiasm with
which be was surcharged, into some appreein-
tive car. Just in the miche of timo Almira
emerged from the front door with a partly fin-
isbed “tidey” in one hand and a parlor chair in
the other.

“ Alniry 1" burst forth Gustavus, glmost be-
fore that young lady had planted one foot on
the verandah, “ I would not chango places with
the Czar of Russis for forty-four dollars, oven
though he does wear a orown!”’

« The Sar of Russia ? Who's he—any’ rela-

tion to them folks thpt's camping down by our

ereele?”

«Naw 1 ” exclaimed Gustavus, with a vehe-
mence that was far from gallant. * He’s the
Czar, the monarch, the king, the emperor, the
grand panjandrum, so to speak, of Russia; and
Russia is & big country—one of the great
powers you've heard tell of ; a land that is im-
mense in imileago but don’t have any M. I's

to colloct ileage fees ; the country that is re-|

presented by tho grizzly va’r, and which is con-

ducted on the same principles that guide grizely
b’ars in general. I rogrot to state that Russia
is the land of the prisoner and the home of the
slave !"

“ Goodness mo, Gus.! you look awful warm,
Are you still a-wearin’ your heavy flannels ?*

““Flannels? Yes!' said Gustavus, with re.
newed enorgy. * This Canada of ours is & free
and glorious place, and we can wear what we
like and do as we like, but the poor, wretched
Russians, they can only wear what tho Csar
let's ’em, and they dassen't swaller loud or take
a long breath for fear of bein’ sent to the Si-
berian mines ! " .

“ Where's that ?”’ queried Almira, gazing off
in the direction of the farm lane, where she
thought she descried the figures of some of the
city folks who had come to camp on the Slash-
bush estate.

* Where's the Siberian mines? Idon’t know
exactly where they are located, but it’s in Si-
beria, I guess,” answered Gustavus, “Xt's a
mighty meaely spot wherever it is, and at the
grasont time it is as chuck full of poor, broken

own Russisns as that chicken’s orop is of
corn,” and the speaker pointed his long finger
at the subject of his happy illustration which
was perched upon an adjacent fence.

‘“And why are they sent thera? Are they
murderers and burglare? No, Almiry. They
are most of ’'em as decent folks as you
and me, and the only charge agin ’em is
that they have dared to hanker after liber-
ty. Are you aware that the Russians
dassen't get out a newspapor without lotting
the Czar read all the proofs 5o he eav score out
any editoriale ho don’tlike? Why, Almira, his
power is absolute, and he can, just from pure
cussedness, strike out every bit of spring poctry
if he likes! "

*“ 8o he'd ought to, if ite anything like the
stoff you sent to the Lamracville Calliope last
wcek,” rosponded Almira, with a decided air.

‘*Well, but that isn't the question,” returned
Gustavus. “I wantto know if it isn’t outrageous
for any man to have such powers? I know 7
wouldn’t stand it, and I'm glad to see by the
Mail here that the Russians don’t propose to
stand it any longor, either, They have just
given the Czar notice that bis funeral is to come
off before long if he doesn’t come to time. DBut
the Czar appears to be a full-grown fool, and it
ain't likely he will act sensible. He profers to
go round n little seven-by-nine room with three
or four iron shirts on, and his pockets [ull of
pistols, with policemen in cach corner and one
a-geitin’ on the table, all for the glory of be-
ing king of the Russians, though he don't dare
to poke hig nose out to see how the crops are
gettin’ on. I ropeat, Almiry, that I wouldn't
change places with the Czar for forty-five dollara
cash. And if Hartmann comes to this farm
seoking for shelter I'm going to give him a soft
bunk in the hay mow and & goog square meal,
to gshow him my sympathies are on the side of
liberty t **

**You'd better let Hari-
mann alone, whoover he is,”
said Almira.

“ Well, it ain’t likely he'll
come this way, but if he does
I'll show him——"

«If you don’t hussel round
and git them cattle up from
the paster in a couplo of
jiflies,” rosred old Slash-
bush, suddenly coming
around the corner of the
house, “ I'll skow yor some.
thing with this gad,you lazy
lubber | ”

Guatavus laid down the
Mail and silently stoleaway.

nant Yonge street merchant wants
to know why our oity fathers connot lay their
hends together and make a satiefactory block
pavemont for all time to come.
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A FINE CHILD FO ADOPTION.

Turn Not Away.
First Voice.

Ture uot away from me, my dearest!
Let me look again on thy sweet face:
‘Turn pot away ! Oh, ean it e thou fearest
Ancther could for thee my love efface ;
Oh, tell me dearest then, oh loved one say
Why from me your sweet face you turn away !
Seeond Voice,
Oh. no, my nnly love, it is not coolness ;
Nor is it that I think you've proved untrue ;
1 know your love I have in all its fulness ;
But yet to-night love I must say adieu !
I pray you leave me,~although to part is pain.
You won't,—I must disclose the mystery
Why do I turn from thee? I will explain—
I’ve caten four large onions for my tea !

Ye Flea.
Lively times in Hoboken, U, 8.

A special mceting of the Town Council of
Hoboken was held the other evening, Present,
—Mossrs. Hotcb, Ivegotem, Gracious, Beatsall,
Ketchum, Diduever, Grinandbearit, Aldermen ;
Mayor Goforen in the ehair.

His Worship the Mayor rose to explain the ob-
jeetof the mecting. They had mot, as they well
knew, to devise means for theexpulsion of a class
of emigrants yclept fleas. TLey had a most

demoralizing effcct on the community, the ma.
" jority of our citizens been reduced to a chronic
state of yawn by the nocturnal activity of the
lilliputian plagues. He would gladly listen to
any suggestions, from the Aldermen present as
to the best mcans of getting rid of these ex-
traordinary emigrants, and s’lelp him, he could
stand this no longer. Would they kindly ex-
cuse him if under the pressure of necessity he

ulled his shirt over his ears and went for the

egars then and there. (Murmurs of * Cer-
tainly,” «By all means,” ¢ Go it, your worship”
&e., &e., amid which the Mayor undid his col-
lar, stripped, and was soon after them, Tally
ho!

A)ldermnn Hotch who lLad been swearing
softly to himseclf, as he wriggled unepsily in his
chair, rose up and said he belicved they'd be
the death of him. Had'nt had a wink of sleep
for the last threc weeks, and last night when
be had dropped off through sheer oxhaustion,
he was awakened by his wife screaming to go
for the doctor, the baby had got scarlet fever
bad, FFound the doctor seratching liko all pos-
pessed, and aftor bringing him all the way to
his house, he got mad, called Mrs, Hotch a
fool, and snid the rcdness was only flea-bites.
His mother-in-law had invested all her fortune
in camomile Howers, but thero thoy were as
lively as cver. Didn’t know what they were
going to do.

Alderman Ketchum said he was about invent-
ing an electro magnotic flea-trap, which when
porfected—

Ald, Ivegotem (angrily.)—Who's going to
wait for your tly-trap anyway? If something

wasn't donesoon it would be ¢ Good-byeJohn,”
and that before long. Ho believed they came
ncross tho xiver from Cestle Garden, and sug-
gested that a barricade of blazing tar barrels be
placed at the water’s edge to prevent them land-

ing.

%ore o whoop from the Mayor announced the
capture of the enemy, which he first killed and
then exbibited, saying, ¢ Revenge is sweet,”

Ald. Gracious, who had been diligently en-
geged in putting his forefinger down suddenly
n divers parts of his socks and thon looking
cound disappointedly, here stood up in his bare
feet.  “ He had never heard of anything like it
since the old Roman invasion, mnor seen any-
thing like it since his trip to Rome (Italy), last
summer. He never felt for any man in all his
life so much as he did for Pharoah last night,
and he was suro if /e had any Israelitesin bond
he'd let them go immediately if not sooner, if
that would do any good. He thought o depu-
tation ought to wait on Mr. Vennor, weather
clerk, Montreal, Canadn, to petition him for a
sbarp instalment of frost in advance, and they
would willingly take it out in mild spells about
February.

Ald, lgentsn.ll hadn’t a fingernail left, nor, for
that matter, a bit of whole skin, except what
they saw on hig face. He had cursed and
sworc more these fow weeks than he had in

ears before. Last night ke went to drown
imsclf, but thought he'd wait till after this
meeting, as it looked cowardly to forsake the
Council at such a trying time. He had come
to tho conclusion that something ought to be
done. 7To-night he proposed basting himself
all over with molasses and sleeping in a nude
condition on one of the cellar shelves and
hoped by that means to scouro at loast one
night’s rest.

Ald. Didnever requested a calm and impartial
hearing. He thought the Council werein o
state of physical and conscquent mental irvita-
bility, quite incompatible with ealm thought.
He thought it possible, with the nid of modern
science, to utilize these animals, aud turn them
to good account. A German philosopher had
shown that they could be ‘taught to propel o
small wheelbnrrow made of hair. He also fed
them three times a day from his own arm.
Now if these here could be induced to live on
elecphant’'s milk they would grow to such pro-
portions that- Gentlemen! flesh and blood
can’t— ; he begged to humbly apologize for his
uophilesophical conduet, but really he must re-
tiro. He then retired to an antechamber, from
whence came exclamations of an astonishing
character.

Alderman Grinandbearit said he had heard a
great deal of phleabottomy, but bad never be-
fore experienced it personally. If he had been
a believer in the transmigration of souls, he
would say tho spirits of all the defunct oflice-
seekers from Declaration Day down, had entered
into these fleas, for he could compuro thom to
nothing but the suckers round the White House.
If only they had been better acquainted with
the old gentleman below stairs, he might have
lent us a fow devila who'd have ran them right
into tho sea ; but of course being total strangers,
such a thing was not to be thought of. The
only remedy was to get the individual flea under
thumb, and then ten to one he ain't thore.

Mayor Goforem, who by this time bad re-
sumed his apparel and was sitting in compara-
tive comfort, thought that they ought to appoint
a committes to deal with the matter, and an-
nounced his intention of writing to Mr. Gnrr,
of Canada, in order to induce him to uso his
boundless influence in favor of annexation.
Could we only got our neighbors to annex, this
plague could be spread over * fresh fields and
pastures new,” along with the taxes and other
benefits which we would most cheerfully share
with them.

The meoting then adjourned, the mexbers
olntching handfuls of their clothing and rubbing
their limbs intermittently therewith.

Lovae Letter Writing Under Difficulties.

Get oot the gate ye glaikit flee,

An’ dinna draiggle a’ my paper !
A perfect nuisance ye're tae me,

Would that J'e were a floating vapor,
Or that ye had na bein’ got,

For aye when [ begin the writin’,
Ye fice intae the ink, then blot

My guide clean paper, me despitin’,
If 'twas a sang 1 socht to write,

I wadna care a single spritial,
But something else I wad indite,

That is than poetry far mair kittle,
The Frenchman ca's't a éilled donz,

The Englishman, a lone epistle,
But I m.un mak’ ic rlain tae you,

In Scotch, and pointed as a'thistle,
It is a—"tis a—in a word—

(My heid is turning doonsicht dizzie,)
A few lines for my bonnie bird,

My charmin’, 2’ surpassin’ Lizzie.
There ne’cr was ain in a’ this earth,

That bore the stamp o* Eve oor mither,
Mair fond o' fun, or fir, o' minh,

‘Than Liz., wham 1 lo’e as a brither.
What ! as a brither did I say,

Can ye suppose a lo'e mair tender?
Ye can. If’tis a crime, ye may

Put me doon ns a rsh offender.
But O, the fa’t lies no wi’ me.

The fa’t is hers, if fa’t there's ony ;
Her tender heart an’ pale blue e'e ;

Her smilin" mow’, an’ broo sae bonnie.
"T'was these that wroeht the unco spel),

That mak's me stan’ condemncd afore ye,
But hoo it is I canna_tell,

‘That this strange feclin’ has cam’ o'er me,
I was contented aye before,

But since I've seen her face, I'm wantin®
Mair siller added tac mr store,

An’ after something else 1’'m pantin’,

That something else js her ain dear sel’,
Tae be forever mair aside me, :
While in this changefu’ earth 1 dwell,
Sharin’ the pleasures that betide me,
Her jays are mine when she is mine,
And mine are hers when we're united ;
Qor happiness can never tire—
In her delights I'll be delighted,

The gorrows and the cares o’ life,
Will be far lichter when divided ;
And we'll divide them—man an’ wife.
By true love's star we shall be guided !
But noo, enough, I've sharely satd
Far mair at least than I intended,
Sac noo I'll slip intac my bed,
An’ on the morn tae Liz, I'll send it.

Guid nicht, dear lass, my note I'll en’,
I'm yours forever,
A. McN,

L122I6"S REPLY.

Ye sae “the flec is glaikit,”
In fact I think it's teue ;

It maun hae heen a glaikit flee,

lnsfiregl a fule like you,

For glaikit flces, an’ glaikic men,
I"lseek tac aim anither,

As birds that o’ ac feathers are,
Aye strive tac fluck thegether,

As shares I'm here, I really thank,
That ye hae gane clean gyte,

Or nonsence sae sublime as that,
Ye wadna try tae write,

But stop noo! fet me think a bit—
Some nonsense noo an’ then

Is relished, I hae heard it said,
E'en by the wisest men,

An’ mmaybe ye are wiser than
At first sicht ye appear,
I hope ye may, but by my scoth
I've muckle cause tae fear,
For wisc men’s nonsense seems tag me,
Far wiser than yeur sense.
1 love, 1 love him from my hears,
Far wiser than your sense,

Ye say your love is ““tender,”
This jove ye boar 1ae me;

Mair tender than a * brithers love ™
Could ever, ever be.

Baut lct me tell you flninly liere,
That tender love 1 hate ;

It maun be strong, an’ burnin’ love,
Or clse I winna hae't.

‘Would ye be guid cnough my freen
Tac sen yer card tac mo,
That I may a’ yer beauty spots,
Hac placed before me ¢'e;
‘Twould help ma greatly tae decide
Which course wi' you I'll tak’
An’ if it does nn pleasc me,
1’ be share tae send it back,
As hrevity's the soul o” wit,
I maun draw tac a close,
Wi hopin’ you may never want
Through love, a nicht’s repose,
Until 1 hear from you again,
And O, may that soon be,
1 shall remain your truest friend and liver. G

Aside ;

s
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SALISBURV—~THERE; TAKE IT BACK TO THE HOUSE AND SAYV TITAT WITH THOSE FEW TRIFLING
MENDMENTS WE THINK IT WILL DO!

«*s See comments on page 2.
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The Joker Tlub.

“The Pun ;s mightier than the Stoord.”

SPOOPENDYKFE'S DICYCLE.

*Now, my dear,” said Mr. Spoopendyke,
hurrying up to his wife's room, * if you'll come
down in the yard I'vo got a pleasant surprise
for you.

¢What is it?’ asked Mrs, Spoopendyke.
*What have yon got—a horse 2’

¢Guess again,' grinned Mr. Spoopendyke,
«It’s something like a horse.’

‘Iknow, It’sa nmew parlor carpet.
what it is.’

* No, it isn’t, either, I =aid it’s something
like a borse ; that is, it goes when you make it.
(Guess again.’

*Is it paint for the kitchen walls? asked
Mrs. Spoopendyke innocently. :

¢ No, it ain’t, and it ain't a hogshead of stove
Dlncking, nor it ain’t a set of dining room fur-
niture, nor it ain't seven gross of stationary
washtnbs, Now punoss again.’

¢ Then it must be some lace curtains for the
sitting room windows. Isn’t that just splendid,’
and Mrs. Spoopendyke patted her husband on
})oth cheeks and danced np and down with de-
ight.

* It’s a bieycle, that’s what it is,” yrowled Mr.
Spoopendyke. ‘1 bought it for exercise, and I
awm going to ride it. Come down and see me.’

“Well ain’t I glad,’ ¢jaculated Mrs. Spoopen-
dyke. ¢ You ought to huve more exercise, and
if there’s exevcise in anything, it's in a bicyele.
Do let's see it?”

Mr. Spoopendyke conducted ks wife to the
yard and descanted at length on the merits of
the machine.

*1n u few weeks T'H be able to make a mile a
minute,” he said, as he steadied the apparatns
against the clothes post and prepaved to mount.
¢ Now, you watch me go to the eud of this
path.”

He got a foot iiito the trendle and went heail
first into a flower patch, the machine on top
with a prodigious erash.

‘JTIadu’t you better tic it up to the post until
you get on,’ suggested Mrs. Spoopendyke.

¢Leave me alone, will yo? ' demanded M,
Spoopendyke, struggling to an even keel. ‘I'm
doing most of this myself. Now you hold on
and keop yonr mouth shut. It takes o little
practice, that's all.’

Mr. Spoopendyke mounted again and seuttled
along four or five feet and flopped over on tho
grass plot,

¢ That’s splendid!’ commenced his wife.
¢ You've got the iden already. Let me hold it
for you this time.’

¢ If you've got any extra strength you hold
your tongue, will ye?' growled Mr. Spoopen-

That's

dyke. *It don’t want any holding It ain’t
alive. Stand back and give me¢ room, now.’

The third time DMr. Spoopendyke ambled
to the ead of the path and went down all in a
hea’f among the (lower pots.

¢ That’s just too lovely for anything!’ pro-
olaimed Mis. Spoopendyke. ¢ You wade near s
mile 2 minute that time.’

' Come and take it off ! * roared Mr, Spoopen-
dyke. ** Help me up! Dod gast the bicyele !’
And the worthy gontleman struggled and
plunged around like & whale in shallow water.

Mrs. Spoopendyke assisted in righting himn
and brushed Lim off.

‘I know where you made yonr mistake,’ said
she. ¢ The little wheel ought to go first like n
buggy. Try it that way going bLack.’

* May be you can ride this bicycle better than
I can?* howled Mr. Spoopendyke. * You know
all nbout wheels! What you need now is a
lantern in your mouth and ten minutes behind
time to be the city hall clock! If you had o
bucket of water aud a handle yow'd make a
steam grindstone ! Don't you see the big whecl
has got to go first ?’

*Yes, dear,” murmured Mrs. Spoopendyko,
* but I thought if you practised with the little
wheel at first, yon wouldn’t have so far to fall.’

¢ Who feli?' demuanded Mr. Spoopendyke,
¢ Didw’t you see me step off ? It tipped ; that’s
ajl. Now you just wateh me go back.’

Once more Mr. Spoopendyke started in, but
the big wheel turned around and looked him in
the face, and then began to stagger.

¢ Look out ! squenled Mrs. Spoopendyke.

Mr. Spoopondyke wrenched away and Licked
and struggled, but it was of noavail. Downhe
eame, and the bicycle was u hopeless wreek,

¢ Whatd' ye want to yell for?’ ho shricked.
‘ Couldn't you kecp your measly mouth shut ?
What d'ye think y’sve, anyhow, n fog hum?
Dod gast the measly bieyele 1’ and Mr. Spoop-
endyke hit it o kick that folded him up like a bolt
of musliu,

* Never mind, my dear,’ consoled Mrs, Spoop-
endyke, ¢ I'm afraid the exercise was too violent
anyway, and I'm rather glad you broke it.’

‘I s’pose so, snorted Mr. Spoopendyke.
< Theve's sixty dollars gone.’

¢Don't weary, love. I'll go without the ear-
pet and curtains, and the paint will do well
enough in tho kitehen. Let me rub you with
arniea.’

Bat Mr, Spoopendyke was too deeply grieved
by his wife’s conduct to accept any oftice at her
hands, preferring to punish her by letting his
wonnds smart rather than get well, and thereby
relieve her of any anxiety she brought on her-
self by neting so outrageously under the circum-
atances.—Brooklyn Eagle.

PECULIARITIES OF THE GREAT,

Aaron Burr always forgot to return a bor-
rowed umbrella.

Chatlemague always pared his eoras in the
dark of the moon.

Byron never found a hutton off his shirt
withiont raising a row about it.

Homer was extremely fond of boiled cabbage,
which he invariubly ate with u fork,

Napoleon eould never think to shut a door
after hini, nnless he was mad about something.

Pliny could never write with a lead peneil
without first wetting it on the tip of his tongue.

Soerates was exceedingly fond of peunuts,
quantities of which he always carried in his
pockets. ’

The Dulke 2£ Wellington could never think to
wipe his feet on the door-mat unless his wife
reminded him of it.

George Washington was so fond of cats that
he would get up in the middle of the night to
throw a boot-jack at them:.

Shakespeare, when carrying a codfish home
from the village grocery, would invariably try
to conceal it underneath his eoat,

When tho wife of Gallileo gave him a letter
to mail he always carried it round in his pocket
thyee weeks before he ever thought of it agaiu.

Christopher Columbus always paid for his
paper promptly. and being an attontive render
he always found out whenr new worlds were
ripe.

Mrs. S.—* Augustus, my love, the doctor
says I must huve o change of air)”’  Augustus.
—« All right, my dear; I'll take you to two
funerals to-morrow ! "— Philadelphia  Sundiy
Item.

Piace ro His Asnis.—Not long sinee Gus Do
Swnith took a stroll through the Austin grave.
yard. When ho came out of the graveyard he
looked very serious.

Gilliooly mecting him asked him what was
the matter.

““Nothing, only I was thinking thut the Aus-
tin husband must have lit all the fires in the
mornings.”

¢ What makes yvou thick so? ™

«Well, I see so many of them aro burned to
death. I noticed on threo or four tombstones,
‘Peace to his nshes.””

Is a crack on the hend capital punishment?

Takes life casy—the hangman.—Fonkers
Gaxetle. Prefers, we suppose, the fall season.
—Philadelphia Sun. A little touch of spring
genorally precedes the fall.—Yamwcob Strauss,
About time to let this thing drop, isn't it?—
Somerville Journal. Hang it, yes.—Karl
Aarble.

 Mother,” asked Mary June at the breakfast
table. ¢ don't you think grey hair is awful be.
coming ?”” Mary Janc, it shonld be remarked,
has a heaun whoselocks aresilvern. ¢ Yes,I do,”
veplicd her mother, grabbing at something on
Mary Jane’s shoulder: * yes, I think its becom.
ing too common. That makes the tenth one
this morning,” holding it up between her thumb
and finger.

A man may think that kissing on Sunday is
wicked, but a real protty girl can change his
mingd in five minutes.—Boston Post. We are
open to conviction every Sunday from 1:30 p.m.
ti’ll 12 midnight.— Blevated Railway Jowrnal.ist,
“Go, getthee to o Nunnery.” —Gouvernewr Her.
ald. Yes! yes! That's the place!—Boston
Times. How far is it away? Would like to
take o hand ourselves.—Nashville Sunday
Courier. Be calm ! be calm ! you'll get Nun of
it.—Boston 7Times.

Wrar A Piry 1—Gus Do Smith is one of the
best solo singers in Austin. Whenever he is
present at o sociel gathering he gets someboily
to call on him for a song, and then he warbles
forth some such simple melody as ‘¢ Away down
on the Suawanee River,” untilgll the cats in the
neighbourhood are swelled up with wrath and
jealousy. The other night afterhehad finighed,
and the hearers had pulled tho wads of cotton
out of their ears,Mrs. MeSpilking, who does not
live happily, remarked to a lady friend, ¢Ifow
1 wish my husband had sung that way when he
was o young man.,” “ Why so?” ¢ Beeanse
if be had only had that kind of & voice I never i
wonld have married him,”andshe sighed heavily. *
—T'eaas Siftings. :

A certain rich man, possessed of great wealth,
was wont to be proud of his possessions and to !
refer to them often, but withal, he was nota man |
of intelleet. One day he had an old Irishman
working for him, and he went out to oversee
the job, He looked at Pat o minute, hard at ;
work, and said ; ¢ Well, Pat, it is good to be :
rich, ain’tit?” “ Yis, sur,” said Pat, who had !
the wit of his nation. I am rich, very rich, |
Pat.” **Yis sur.” "1 ownlands, and houses, !
and honds, and stocks, and railroads, and—and
—and—"" **Yis, sur,” said Pat, shoveling away, !
« And what is it, Pat, that I haven’t got?” :
*Not o bit av sinse, sur,” remarked 1'at as ]
he picked up his wheel-barrow and trundled it :
off full of dirt ; and the rich man went into the |
house and sat down behind the door.—Stenlia- |
velle Herald. :

*No one” remarks an exchange, * should be |
afraid to eat strawbemries.” It may seem
strange, but since our childhood we have been i
afraid to eat strawberries—at fifty cents u saucer, |
when we had to pay the bill. We noticed this :
fear in Miss Dip, of Boston, several weeks «go. !
We invited her to take n saucar (menning straw- !
berries and a saucer.) Sho was ** afraid ” she
couldu’t, but she would try. * Would she try :
another saucer?” ¢ Oh, Mr. F., they are de- !
licious, but I'm afraid——" ¢ That's all right!
Whaiter, another saucer of strawberries, witl
ice-cream !” ¢ Bere, thoy ave, sir!” (Gob ;
ble, gobble, gobble, gobble) * That wast
very small saucer, Miss Dip; do try another!”
“QOh, Mr. F., I'm afraid—=" ¢ Wiler,
another saucer of strawberries!" And so the
battle continued, until Miss Dip bad put away ;
seven plates of strawberries, with ice creaw. |
How sweetly she smiled while the bill was being
paid, and leaned with tendor heaviness on our
manly arm, a8 we left the saloon. It must be |
apparent to every oue how foolish it is to be
afraid to eat strawberries.— Philadelphia St
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Collie b2l

VERY ' NEAT."”
Customer. —What's the matter with this sle,
it seems all muddy, like city water ?
Bar Tender.—Oh, it's all right, only its like
your score—not settled yet.

Barney’s Penance.
M DEar Sur,

Bo the powers thin, its milted I am
cutoirely, an’ its myself that afther sayin’ that
its a revoised aidition av this hot weather we
ought to be afther havin’. Be the same token,
its meself has done great pinance in sufferin’s,
bodily and miotally, for that same Sunduy
gallivantia’ av mine. Och wirra! wirra! me
blood runs cowld whiniver I'm after thinkin’
av it,  Ye'll rimimbir now bhow I towld you
about thim poor infatuayted craythers that
were tuck at the church dure with the new
faymale brain diseaso. (ZEsthetism thay eall
it.) Well, sur, I comes home, an’ the next
wornin' I ups and tells Norz all about thim,but
its moighty shmall shympathy she had for thim
anyway. * Faix thin,” says she, a rowlin’ up
her sleeves, “ the divil a thing ails thim but
dvidleness, &n’ if thay’d do just waun half av the
work that’s waitin® to be done in this wurruld,
shure its moighty little toime they’d havo to be
lainin’ up agin a post an’ countin’ the sades av
an owld sunflower,” An’ wid that out she
goes to milk the cow, an’' feed the hins, an’
wathier the gosling, afore she'd begin to wash
the dishes, an’ churn, an’ bake, an’ wash, an’
svape, an’ dusht, an’ do her ordinery work. I
was folin’ very wakely myself, for, loike ould
Adam, I ate a green_apple me wifo gi' me, an’
we sin had found me out in the night. Nora
(God bless her 1), she snys to me, says she, “Bar-
hey,” says she, * will I burn yez a sup av
brandy 2%« Nary a burn,” says I, * give me
the shpirits, an’ whin I dbrink thim down I'll
lite me pipe an’ be afther burnin’ it that way.”
l.L did me » power o’ good, but shtill I felt wake.
S0 I goes out an’ sits down on the settle outside
av the dure, an' I fell a-thinkin’® about that
assthatic brain dissse the wimmin were all
takin’, an’ was wondoerin’ whether it was
catehin’, an’ I was afther sittin’ maybe half an
haur or so when, “ Barney,” says I, “we'll go
" an’ shure enough in I goes,an’ och! wirra!
wirra, why didn't the oyesight lave me oyes I

mno,  There was Nora, me own wife, an’ the
mother av little I'un, in an ould saygreen
kown, her black hair hangin’ loike tangles down
er back, an’ she a-lanin’ slantindayklerty up
a4in the ghtove-pipe in the shenty, glowerin’
loike an jdiot at an ould orange lily she bad in
her hand. * The sajuts be about us, Norg,”
suys 1, * js it gone mad ye are ontoirely, or is it
only foolin’ 2°” “Maybe, perhaps now it's some
¥ her tricks she's up to,” I says to meself.
Ny trickt  There sho stud vid & quare, far
away luk in her oyes that would milt tho heart
4¥a sthone. *Nora,” suys I, goin’ up to her

slow, for I was scaved loike, * Nora, me darlint,
tell me asthore whativir ails yez? Havo yoz
any pain at all 2’ She sighed an’ said some-
thin’ about * buither, two butther.” ¢ Nora,”
says I, «if its butther yez wani, I'll be afther
gettin’ it out on tho mavket for yez if I have to
pay 40ets. a pound for it!™ Dut she sighed
ugaiv an’ put her foretinger up to her cheek an’
kept lanin’ slnntin’ loike us if the was too wake
cntoirely to shitand up. * Nora, dear,” says L
for me henrt was breakin’, * can’t yez shtand
up, perpuendaykler I mane? What's come to
yer back, anyway? an’ who’s to moind the
bousc, an’ do the work, un' Juk after litvle Tim,
an’-—=""But I moight as well shpake to the
shtone wull.  Wisha! wisha ! it was no use,she
was dead sthruck. Just wanee she sidled up to
me wid & shwate, sad smoile, an’ wid & voice
loike the keenin’ av tho wind in the chimbley
she whispered, * Are you intinse? ”  *“Intins!
No,” says 1. *Nora, yez know very well its
number cights I take, but I'll wear tins or
iliving ayther, it it will do ycz any good.” But
she only sighed an’ glided slantindayklerly across
the flure. 1 thought av sendin’ for tho doctor,
only e wonldn't be in. ““I wonder, Barney, is it
an ovil shpirit sbe bus,” says I, an’ thin I tuk
an ingpiration, All at waust I rimimbered how
the shwate singer druv the damb devil out av
Saul. an’ bedad whats been done afore ean be
douc agin, says I, an’ I raches down me fiddle,
a raie kremony, from the wall, an’, says I, «I
will thry the power av moosic.” An’ I begins:

‘* Autintion pay, both young an' ould, unto those hines 1
now unfold,

“ Concerniu’ brave Nupoleon, I'm going for to relate.

** He was ay gallant a hayro as ivir stud on Uripe's land,

 1am inclined to sing his praise, for noble was his heart,

“CAn’ Lo the wurrld a ‘terror was, Napoleon HBonypart.”

¢ Uripe will loug rimimber, how Moskow it did blaze,
“ But (atal June i Waterloo, it caused Napoleon for 1o

rue
“To slcc their dewds of butchery, struck tervor to his
heart.
' Alas 7 he eried, ¢T am undone,” for he could nayther
. figght nor run,
¢ Loike a bullock sowld in Smithfield, was Napoleon
Bonypart,”

Shure I moight as well have sung to the cat.
An’ anyhow I might have known the shtrains
av martial moosic were too shtirrin’ for the
loikes av her, but I thought if I could only git
her to shed tares av rale pity over a poor fay-
male woman loike hersclf it moight help to
bring her to. An’' the shwatest thing av the
kind was thisg ;:—

‘“ He turned his pale face to the wall,

‘* For death was creepin’ on him,

' An’ every sigh it seemed to say,

‘¢ * Hard hearted Barbara Allan?*

# As she was voin' down th:.‘ streot,

‘¢ She met his corpse a-comin’,

¢ ¢ Lay down, lav down, that corpse,’ she cricd,
“ An’ let me shmoile upou him.' "

Mishter Guir, the way I sung that ud bave
brought tares to the oyes av any wan but an
assthate. But you see its wan av the symptoms
av the disase that the poor eraythurs are in-
toirely tnken up wid thimselves, an their atii-
toods, an’ the woes av other paple don't
throuble thim at all. Whin 1 saw she was git-
tin’ no betther, I threw down mo tiddle an
kiverin' up me face wid me hands, I burst out
a-cryin’. * Bad luck to yez, is it shlapin’ ye
arc yet? If its sick yo are, go an' lic down on
yer own dacent goose fcather bed widin.”
* Och ! Nora! Nora! " says I, ‘- shure an’ was
it the moosic fetched yez to afthor all ?” says I,
jumpin’ up and grabbin’ bher in me arms.
** Barney O'Hea,” snys she, ** dou't ye see yer
Anty Melvor lukin at yes going on?  An’
shure enough there was I sittin’ on the scttle
rubbin' me oyes, au' says I, « Nora,” says I, «I
had & dhrame which was not at all & dhrame—
to shlape, porchance to dhrame, aye! there's the
rub.” ¢« Berney, the nixt toime I give you a
green apple, or brandy widout burnin’, would
yez kindly let me koow av it?” Commint is
nadeless. Yours soberly,

Barxey O’Hea.

The Missionary Trunk.

How to protect trunks against the ravages of
thie professional baggage-simasher is a problem
which has engnged the thonghts of our wisest
and noblest men. They have tried every ma-
terial of which a trankean be made, Some
have imagined the heavier and stronger the
truuk the more difticult it will be to smash it.
and hence trunks have been made of oak, zing,
and iron, and have been built so large that in
wuny cases it would be easier to put a country
cottage into the trunk than the trunk into the
cottage.  Others, again, have conceived the
idea that sufety lies in the lighitness of a trunk,
and have provided themselves with .trunks
mude of basket-work or canvas. In neither
casc has the fiendish purpose of the baggagoe-
smasher been thwarted. fu the touching lan.
guage of tho New-England Promier, ho smashes
all both great and small, and at the end of 2
railway journey there is nothing to cliouse be-
tween thie wreck of the big iron (runk and the
small basket-work trunk.

The trath is, the inventor of trunks have
shown nn unscientific want of grasp of their
subject. They have failed to notice the pecu-
liar method in which the buggnge-smasher
works. Ho does not, us many persons imagine,
smash trunks in pieces with an axo or erow-bar,
Neither docs he break the locks with a hammer
or dunce on the lids until they collapse. All
his smashing is done by the simple process of
throwing trunks from onc place to another.
Ilo throws them from the baguage car to the
platform, and when moving them from one
pluce on the platform to another he has a pe-
culiny way of giving them a rotary motion on
their corners which infallibly breaks lock aund
hinges aud tears all the joints.asunder. What
is wanted in trunk-making is not a materiul
such as iron, which will for a time resist the
blows of an axe, ucither do we waunt to build
tranks of excessively large size, inasmuch as
they will fall the more heavily when they are
pitchied from the baggage car. We need to
build in such a way as to counteract the plan
purused by the baggage-smasher; that is to say,
to build truunks that cuunot be thrown about ot
whirled around on their corners, Tbisis the
scientifis way of setting ubout the solution of
the problem, and it was in this way that the
iuventor of the ‘* missionary trunk ™ arrived at
the result which must sooner or later make him
fawous,

Chis bonefactor of mankind las deviscd a
trunk which is practically incapable of being
smashed, and whick at the same time teaches
a most useful lesson to the baggage-smasher.
The ** missiouary trunk” is buill upon a frame-
work of half-inch iron bars, which extend along
cach of its twelve edges. This gives enormous
strength just wherc it is most need, and en-
ables the inventor to use light wood as the ma-
terial for tho sides, cuds, top, and bottom of
the trunk. At each of the cight corners of the
trunk an end of one of the iron lLars is prolong-
ed, s0 that it projects fovr inches beyond the
trunk und terminates in a sharp point. It is
this systew of spikes which is the chief mevit of
the “ missionary trunk,” and which constitutes
its usefulness.

1t is evident that if this tronk is drawn from
& baggage car it must strike the platform with
at least onc of its spikes. This, of course, in-
jures the platforn, and Lrings the bagguge-
smasher into conflict with the railroad com-
pany. Or, if the trunk is thrown into g bag-
gage car, or on the deck of o stenmer, the ivon
spikes nt onee cut, tear, and destroy the wood
with which they come in contuct, Moreover,if
the baggage-smasher tries to roll the * mission-
ary trunk ” on its corners, he not only tears
the platform, but he infailibly lncerates cither
eitbier his legs or his wrists, and is thus forecibly
tuught the wickedness of baggage-smashing,

A grand musical service will take place in
Boud St. Church on Sunday afternoon, under
the direction of Mr, John Lawson, organist.
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BENGOUGH BROS., Agents.

GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES. Postal Card Size, $1.00.

JACOB'S PATENT LITHOGRAM.
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GRIP.

SATURDAY, 13TH Avaust, 1881,

A SUGGESTION.

The work on the Yonge streat job ought to go-on by night, and
the Aldermen might be made of some use to the city if thoy were
told off for sexvico as above, in the nbsence of rn clectric light.

*
L)

* See Comments on Page 2. Rossa, so I will

HOW TO “FREE IRELAND.”

Dynamite Skirmisher.—Bedad, we nivvir thought av that bufoor!
Shure, wan can av dynamite wud be enough to put ould Oireland
an’ her throunblos out av existence at wanst!

T'll mintion that to

Literature for the Dog=-days.
SIMPSON'S SLEIGH-RIDE,
Writien for Gkir by Charles G. Buck.

Never within the memory of Searbrough’s old-
est inhabitunt had theve been such a winter as
the last. Never had the snow and ice offered
themsclves in such attractive forms, both in
the strect and on the river, as they did mow.
Skaters were happy and the fortunate owners
of sleighs in cestacy. Iven the less favored
ones, who possessed but waggons or carriages.
took off the wheels and in their place put the
foscicating runner. In comsequence all Seca-
brough made sleighing the fashion and no youth
of any pretensions neglected to take his partie-
ular female fancy out for a ride. Plym Simp-
son felt this most keenly and although he held
but & minor position in the bank and drew »
salary even smaller that that position merited,
he made up his mind that, in order to be recog-
nixed by Scarbrough's upper ton, it would be
necessary for him to keep up with the style.
Nay more. He had noticed with no little con-
cern, that Sallie Adams the idol of his boyish
heart, had “accepted with pleasure ” on no Jess
than four occassions, the proffered ride, and
thixt, 00, from some of his most despised ri-
vals.

« Therefore,” argued Plym, **if it takes the
last dollar I have in the world, Sullie will have
a ride and I will handle the veins.” This was
a manly asscriion for a man to make who had
never driven a horso in hislife, alone, but when
Plym said anything, even to himself, he genor-
ally meant it. That night there was a heavy
fall of snow, so ho seized the opportunity to
mako an engagement with Sallie, and her mam-
ma for the following afternoon, and the next
moining betook himself to the livery stable.

‘“Ivery rig in the house is out to-day, sir”
:pniliqgly roplied the proprietor, to Plym’s ques-

jon.

**But I must have a horse and cutter for this
afternoon,” continued Piym, n little ncttled.
“I have made &b engagement which cannot be
broken. Haven’t yougot o friend of whom you
ean borrow?”

“* Well, Mr. Simpson, I’ll do the best I can.
What I want is a cutter, I have a horse that
will do very well in an emergency like this, so
como around at three o’clock and if I have n
cutter by that time, he is yours." At preciscly
the appointed time, Plym presented himself at
the stable, and sure enough the proprietor had
been successful. Thero stood a very nice cut-
ter with a horse harnessed to it in complete
readiness for him. Plym was delighted and
spriuging into his seat, he snatched tho whip
and dashed out into the street. Away he flew!
past the bank, past the post office, past his
friends on the sidewalk, past kis own home, un-
til it seemed but & minute when ho had halted
at the hitching post in front of Sallie’s residence.
Here be alighted, tied his horse with the same
lnot that he used when tying his cravat,
bounced up the steps aund into the house. Sallie
had not quite finished her toilet, so while wait.
ing for her to come down, Plym took up a book
and tried to look composed, Let us leave him
for a moment and return to the horse and cut-
ter which was to furnish so much pleasure and
fun that bright afternoon, There stood two
urching at the horse’s head, grinning and gigg-
ling as only mischievous urchins can. “What
were they doing?" you ask *“Why, simply cross-
ing the lines, passing the one atiached to the
right side of the bit, over to the left, fastening
it, and vice »erra !

“Jimminy grocious! ain’t she a sinnner
though, Hairy,” remarked ono youth to his
compenjon as he took a look from his place of
concealment behind the fence. “Well, I should
blush,” whiepersed the other with his eye glued
to & small round hole in the board,

Nor were the irreverent oritics entirely at
sea by any moans. More rosy cheeks, a more
sparkling pair of eyes or n more beautifully
moulded form;than her’s is not met with every
day, and as Plym lifted her into the outter he
netually closed his eyes, The poor fellow was
not sure whether it was the white snow or the
still whiter hand in bis, that dazzled him so.

At last she was comfortably seated and Plym
untied the horse. But he nover noticed the
lines. How conld he? Then he sprang im,

tucked the xobs esrefully about his legs, nodded
a farewell to the watchers in the window and
seizod the reins. Then he took his whip from
its rack. * Where shall we go first, Sallie #” said |
Plym with & smile.

“ Auywhere you like, Plym,” she answered
with her soft gentle voice, at the same time
throwing a kiss up at the hoase.

« Well, hore goes, then, now for a fly ! and
Plym struck the horss s sharp cut. Of course
he pulled on the right line and the conaequence
was that before either he or his fair companion
were aware of it, they had driven clear up upon
tho sidewalk. This appeared so amusing to
one of the boys behind the fence, that he rolled
over in the enow and roared. Plym kept shout-
ing “whoa!” and *get up!” “almost 1n the
same breath, whilec be brought the horse to 8
state of mind bordering on insanity, by turniug
his head first ono way and then the other.
Sallie, although noarly frightened out of her
soven senses, had presence of mind enough to
sorenm and then jump out and run for the
house, where she was met at the door by her
excited mothor in whose arms she would cer
tainly have fainted away had not the attention
of overyono been called once more to the un-
fortunste Plym. Having discovered the eause |y
of his trouble he quickly righted matters by 1¢- |}
crossing the lines, His first thought after thal i
was to get into the middle of tho street as soon
a8 possible, for already an unpleasant erowd of
curious obsorvers had begun to collect aboub
him, 55 he biavely made the attempt of turn-
ing around suddenly. Tho snow bad driftel
considerably at this point and the horse,findin
a snow bank in his way aud being in a hurtyto
do somothing, ho did not know what, tooks ||
lively jump, upset the cutter which in time |}
spilled Plyin, 2nd made for the stable. Theby:
stnnders soon found that Plym was uninjur
and then some onein the crowd laughed. Thed
another and another and finally it ended in 8
genersl howl, Plym didn’t say a word, but ho
went around Scabrough for a full month aftef
that with his pocket knife unclaspsed. Hoslt
calls on Salliehowever. They say vengeance
sweet but I guess Plym thinks she’s sweetor.
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