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cHAPTER XIII.—(CoNTINUED.)

My husband was anxious to collect some
o the native Indian airs, as they all. n:ﬁ
gell, and have a fine ear for music, but
pis efforts pm%ed nbu[rtihva. ;J:dhn," he

d to yo ogan (who play v
by ot e Habe, and had: fass vo.
duoded the popular air of * Sweet Home”,
ucannot you play me one of your own

3 .
« Yes,—but no good.”
HL;;:a me to be the judge of that. Can-

- pot you give me & War song ?”

# Yes,—but no good,” with an ominous
shake of the head. -

# A hunting-song 1"

« No fit fmii’ white mn,“;:iiih an air of

ptempt. *“ No good, no g i .
P I:u.::Jr John, sing us a love-song,’’ said I,
langhing, ¢ if you have such a thing in your

e H ¥ .

hﬁ‘g‘ggl much love-song—very much—bad
—bad—no good for Ckristian man. Indian
gong no good for white ears.” This was
very tantalising, as their songs sounded
very sweetly from the lips of their squaws,
and I bad a great desire and curiosity to
get some of them rendered into English,

To my husband they gave the name of
#the musician,” but I have forgotten the
Indian word, It signified the maker of
gweet sounds. They listened with intense
delight to the notes of his flate, maintaining
a breathless silence during the performance ;

their dark eyes flashing into fierce light at

plaintive and tender.

a martial strain, or softening with t.he|

1he cunning which they display in their
contests with their enemies, and- in their
‘bunting, and in making bargains with the
whites (who are too apt to impose on their

ignorance), seems to spring more from a
IIE:- of necessity, forced upon them by their

isolated position and precarious mode of life,

than from any innate wish to betray. The
Indian’s face, after all, is a perfect imdex
of his mind, The eye chsnges its expres-

shows what is passing within as clearly as|

the lightning in the dark night betrays the
course of the stream. | cannot think that
deceit forms any prominent trait in the
Indian’s character. They invariably act
with the strictest honour towards those who
never attempt to impose upon them, It is
nataral for a deceitful person to take advant-
age of theé credulity of others., The genuine

Indian never utters a falsehood, and never | few more.

employs flattery (that powerful weapon in
the hands of the insidionus) in his communi-
cations with the whites.

His worst traits are those which he has
in common with the wild animals of the
forest, and which his intercourse with the
lowest order of civilised men (who, in point
of moral worth, are greatly his inferiors),
and the pernicious effects of strong drink,
have greatly tended to inflame and debase.

It is & melancholy truth, and deeply to
be lamented, that the vicinity of European
settlers has always produced a very de-
moralizing effect upon the Indiaas. As a
proof of this, I will relate a simple anec-
dote, .

John, of Rice Lake, a very sensible,
middle-age Indian, was conversing with me
about their larguage, and the difficulty he
feund in understanding the books written
in Indian for their use. Among other

]

“ROUGHING 1T IN (HE BUSH.

being able to do him some good. Poor
heart-broken mother ! I learned from Joe
Muskrat’s squaw some days after that the
boy died a few minutes after Elizabeth Iron,
his mother, got home.

They never forget any little act of, kind-
ness. One cold night late in the fall, my
hospitality was demanded by six squaws,
and puzzied I was how to accommodate
them all. I ab last determined te give them
the use of the parlour floor during the
night. Among these women there was ons
very old, whose hair was as white as snow..
She was the only gray-haired Indian I ever
saw, and on that sccouns I regarded her
with intereat. I knew that she
waa the wife of a chief, by the scarlet em-
broidered w only the wives

nd daughters of chiefs are allowed to wear.
The old tquaw had a very p counten-
anoce, but [ tried in vain to draw her into
conversation, She evidently did not under-
stand me; and the Muskrat squaw and
Betty Cow were laughing at my attempts to
-draw her out. I administered supper to
them with my own hands, and asked if I
had satisfied their wants (which is no very
easy task, for they had great appetites), I
told our servant to bring in several spare
matresses and blankets for their nse. “Now
mind, Jenny, and give the old squaw the
best bed,” I said ; *‘ the others are young,
and can put up with a little inconvenience,”

The old Indiau glanced at me with her
keen, bright eye; but I had no idea that
she comprehended what I said,

Some weeks after this, as I was sweeping
over my parlour floor, a slight tap drew me
to the door. On opening it I perceived the
old squaw, who immediately slipped into
my hand a set of beautifully-embroidered
bark trays, fitting one within the other, and
exhibiting the very beat sample of the porcu-
pine quill-work. While I stood wonder-
ing what this might mean, the good old
creature fell upon my neck, and kissing me
exclaimed, *‘ You remember old squaw—
make her comfortablel Old squaw no for-

ulse and passion, and | get you. Keep them for her sake,” and

ore 1 could detain her she ran down the
hill with a swiftness which seemed to bid
defiance to years. I mnever saw this in-
teresting Indian again, and I concluded
that she died during the winter, for she
must have been of a great age.
My dear reader, I am afraid I shall tire
ou with my Indian stories; but you must
with me patiently whilst I give you a
The real character of a people
can be more truly gathered from such seem-
ingly trifling incidents than from any ideas
we.may form of them from the great tacts
in their history, and this is my reason for
detailing events which might otherwise ap-
pear ificant and unimportant, ;
A friend was staying with us, who wish-
ed much to obtain a likeness-of Old Peter.
I promised to try and make a sketoch of the
old man the next time he us a visit.

That very -afternoon he brought us some
ducks in exchange for some rk, and
Moodie asked him to stay and take a glass

of whiskey with him and his friend, Mr.
K——. The old man had arrayed himself
in a new blanket coat, bound with red, and
the seams all decorated with the same gay
material, His leggings and moccasins were
new, and elaborately fringed ; and to r:.u.g
the climax of the whole, he had a blue clot

conical cap upon his head, ornamented,

things, I asked him if his people ever swore, | with a deer’s tail dyed blue, and several

or used profane language towards the Deity.
The man regarded me with a sort of stern

horror, as he replied, *‘Indian, till after he| it} the

knew your people, never swore—no bad
word Indian, Indian must learn your
words to swear and take God's name in
?ﬂiﬂ..“ s,

Oh, what a reproof to Christian men | I
felt abashed, a.nE degraded in the eyes of
this poor savage—who, ignorant as he was
in many respects, yet possessed that first
great attribute of the soul, a d@a reverence
for the Supreme.Being. How interior were
thousands of my countrymen to him in this
important point ! i

The affection of Indian parents to their
¢hildren, and the defference which they pay
to the aged, is another beautiful and vouch-
ing trait in their character. -

One extremely cold, wintry day, as I was
huddled with my little ones over the stove,

ed foot of an Indisn crossed the floor. I rais-
ed my head, for I was too much ﬂcnpatumad
to their sudden appearance at any hour to
feel alarmed, and perceived a tall womaa
standing silently and before me,
mppeﬁ in a large blanket. The moment
she caught my eye she dropped the folde of
her covering from around her, and laid at

figare of a boy,
.lﬁbﬁut;twalva years nt; ‘age, who was in the
ast stage of consumption.

= P&%nnn_a- die,” she said, mournfully
clasping her hands against her breast and
looking down upon the nu_ﬁanng lad with
the most heartfelt expreesion of maternal
love, while large tears trickled down her
dark face. ** Moodie’s equaw save papoose
—poor Indian woman much glad.

Her child was beyond all human aid. I
looked anxiously upon him, and knew, by
the pinched-up features and purple hue of
his wasted cheek, that he had not mn‘n{
hours to live. I could only answer Wit
tears her agonising appeal to my skill. -

“ Try and save -him ! All die but him.”
(She held up five of her fingers. ) ‘‘Brought
him all the way from Mutta Lake* upon my
back, for white squaw to cure.”

“ T cannot cure him, my poor friend. He

i8 in God’s care ; in a few hours he will be|

with Him,”

The child was seized with Ja dreadful fit
of conghing which I expected every moment
would terminate his frail existence. I gave
i al of currant jelly, which

cock’'s feathers.

He was evidently very much taken up
ificencejof hisown ap i
for he often glanced at himself in a small
shaving glass that hung opposite, with a
look o ve satisfaction. Sitting apart,
that I might not attract his observation, I
‘got & tolerably faithful likeness of the old
man, which, after slightly colouring, toshow
more plainly his Indian finery, I qniatl{
handed over to Mr. K Sly as

thought myself, my occupation and the
object of it had not escaped the keen eye of
the old man. He rose, came behind Mr.
K s chair and regarded the picture
with a most affectionate eye. 1 was afraid
that he would be angry at the liberty I had
taken. No such thing ! He was as pleased
as Panch, _

* That Peter ?"” he gﬂpﬂlli. 5 Giaﬂ :nia!
—put up in wigwam—make dog to 1 Owg
nwpgh !"Pnnd he rubbed his hands together,
and chuckled with delight. Mr. K had
some difficulty in coaxing the picture from
the old chief ; so pleased was he with this
rude representation of himself. He pointed
to every joular article of his dress, and
dwelt with “{fuuliar glee on the cap and
blue deer’s g

A few days after this, I was painting a
beantiful little snow-bird, that our man had
shot out of a large flock that alighted near
‘he door. I was so intent nm my task,
to which I was puttingthe finishing strokese
that I did not observe the stealthy entranc-
(for they all walk like cats) of a atern-look-
ing red man, till a slender, dark haxrd was
extended over my paper to grasp the dead
bird from which [ was copying, and which
as rapidly transferred it to the side of the

\inted one, accompanying the act with the
5:::;'.- guttural note of approbation, the
unmausical, savage ‘“ Owgh.” .

My guest then seated himself with the ut-
most gravity in a rocking-chair, directly
fronting me, and made the modest demand
that I should paint a likeness of him, after
the following quaint fashion. :

¢ Mocdie's tquaw know much— make
Peter Nogan toder day on papare—make
Jacob to-day—Jacob youn % hu!mr
—give much duck—veoison—to squaw.” -

though I felt rather afraid of my fierce-
looking visitor, I could scarcely keep my
gravity ; there was such an air of powmpous
self-approbation about the Indian, such a
sublime look of conceit in his grave vanity.

a teas
he tcok with avidity, but could not retain al ¢ Moodie’s squaw cannot do g3
moment on hium;oh .| she cannot paint, young men,” said I, rising,
“ Papoose die,” murmured the poor|and pu away my drawing-materials,
Woman ; * alone—alone ! No papoose ; the :::m 'h{:h kept his eye hhng ﬂ""i
n ) .
mother all alune. th a hungry, '“mm ted objects

She

to stay and rest herself ; but she was too
munhﬁi.mh “t,mdtoumﬂnﬂh
Temain, She said little, but her fass ox-
the keenest

T mournful load, for a moment

began re-adjusting the poor sufferer in | thought it best to place
hﬂhhnkat.mlgutmmﬁfooxnlﬂdwwqmdhhm After sitting for some

s\ghe took up | xi

and watching all

‘never permitted to join on the happy

cutter. The night was so stormy, that,
after consulting our man—Jacob Faithful,
as we usually calle]l him —I consented vo
grant their petition, although they were
quite strangers, and taller and fiercer-look-
ing than our friends the M

started off to help the squaw to bring in the
great imitators, and pos-
sess a nioe tact in adopting the customs and
manners of those with whom they associare,

An Indian is Nature's gent'eman—never

f issasaguas, |
{was putting my .children to bed, when | familiar, coarse, or vulgar, If ne take a

the girl came in, out of breath.
“The Lord mmhing“ madam, if one of
E?Wﬂfimm nutpu.'ll;l nﬂ’hi-trndmm
is a-sitting mending them behin
stove | and what shall I do ?”
* Do !'—why stay with me, and leave the
poor fellow to finish his work.”

The sim 1 had though
of tirie plan of Sanilt s B cohged ot

of .
Tﬁﬂnn! is s0 acute that

they can 2 at an incredible
distance, w cannot be detected by a
European at all. I myself witnessed a sin-
gular exem
mid-winter ; the Indians had pitched their
tent, - or as usual, in our awamp.
All the es were absent on a hunting
expedition up the country, and had left two
women behind to take care of the camp and
its contents, Mrs. Tom Nogan her
children, and Susan Moore, a young girl of
fifteen, and the cnly truly beautiful squaw
I ever saw. There was some interest-
ing about this girl's h , 88 well as her
appearance. Her father had been drowned
during a sudden hurricane, which swamped
his canoe on Stony Lake ; and the mother,
who witnessed the accident from the shore,
and was near her confinement with this child,
boldly swam out to his assistance., She
reached the spot where he sank, and even
succeeded in recovering the body; but it
was too late ; the man was dead.

The soul of an Indian that has been
drowned is reckoned accursed, and ll:a E
nn
ing-grounds, but his spirit haunts the lake
or rg'rﬂr in which he lost his life. His body
is buried on some lonely island, which the

Indians never pass without leaving a small

portion of food, tobacco, or ammunition, to

supply his wants ; but he is never interred
with the rest of his people. ‘

His children are considered unlucky, and
few willingly unite themselves to the females
of the family, lest a portion of the father’s
curse should be visited on them.

The orphan Indian girl generally kept
aloof from the rest, mglr seemed so lonmely
and companionless, that she soon attracted
my attention and sympathy, and a hearty
feeling of good-will sprang up betweep us.
Her features were small and regular, her
face oval, and her large, dark, loving eyes
were full of tenderness and sensibility, but
as bright and shy as ,those of the deer. A
rich vermillion glow burnt upon her olive
cheek and lips, and set off the dazzling
whiteness of her even and pesrly teeth. She
was small of stature, with delicate little
hands and feet, and her figure was elastic and
graceful. She was a beautiful child of na-
ture, and her Indian name signified * the
voice of waters.” Poor girl, she had
been a child of grief and tears from her
birth | Her mother was a Mohawk, from
whom she, in all probabillty, derived her su-

ior personal attractions ; for they are
mru“ the Missasaguas in this respect.

My friend and neighbour, Emilia 8—,
the wife of a naval officer who lived about a
mile distant from me, through the bush, had
come to spend the day with me ; and hearing
that the Indians were in (he swamp, and the
men away, we determined to take a few

triflea to the camp, in the way of presents,
and spend an hour chatting with the squaws.
What a beautiful moonlight night it was,
as light as day }—the t forest
tranguilly beneath the cloudless heavens—

not a sound to disturb the deep of |

nature but the whispering of the -
which, during the most profound calm,
creeps throngh the lofty pine tops. We
bounded down the steep bank to the lake
shore. Life is a blessing, a precious boon
indeed, in such an hour, and we felt ha
in the mere consciousness of existence—the
glorious privilege of pouring out the silent
adoration of the heart to the Great Father
in his universal temple. :
‘On entering the wigwam, which stood
within a few yards of the clearing, in the
middle of a thick group of cedars, we found
Mrs. Tom, alone with the elfish children,
geated before the great fre that burned in
the centre of the camp ; she was busy boil-
ing some bark in an iron spider. The
little boys in red flannel shirts, which were
their oniy ocovering, were tormenting & pup-
py, which seemed to take their pinching and
pommelling in :
tempted to bark nor to bite, but, like the
eels in the story, submitted to the infliction
because it was used to it. Mra, Tom greeted
us with a grin of pleasure, and motioned to
us to sit down upon a buffalo-skin, which,
with a courtesy so natural to the Indians,
she had placed near her for our accommoda-

tion.
e You are all alone,” said I, glancing

d the camp.
Y Yes; Indian away hunting—Upper

Lakes. Come home with much deer.”
¢¢ And Susan, where is she 1"’ |
¢ By-and-by,” (meaning that she was

of this fact, It was|

good .part, for it meither at- |

meal with you, he waits to see how you make
use of the im ts on the table, and the
manner in which you eat, while he imitates
with a grave decorum, as if he had been ac-
customed to the same from childhood.
He never -attempts to help or de-
mands more food, but waits patiently until

perosive what he requires. 1 was per-
astonished at this innate teneas,
for is scems natural to allj the with

whom I have had any
There was one old Indian, who belonged
to a distant setilement, and only visited our

wasa eocen merry old fellow,
with a skin red . and & .

sinewy frame that looked as if it oould

defiance to every of temperature,
Old Saow-storm, for such was his aignifi-

cant name, was rather too fond of the whis-

too much, he beamo an nnman ble wild
beast. Ho had a great fancy for my hus-
band, and never visited the other Indians
without extending the same favour to us.
Once upon a time, he broke the nipple of
his gun; and Moodie the injury
for him by fixing a new one in its plaoce,
which little kindness quite won the heart
of the old man, and he never came to see us
without bringing an offering of fish, ducks,
partridges, or venison, to show his gratituae,
Oae warm September day, he made his
appearance bare-headed, as usual, and carry-
ing in his band a great ‘checked bundle,
~ *““Fond of grapes?”’ said he, putting the
said bundle into my hands. * Fine grapes
—brought them from island for my friend’s
squaw and papooses.”

quite a prize, [ hastened into the kitchen to
untie the grapes and put them into a_ dish,
But imagine my disappointment, when I
found them wrap up in a soiled shirt,
only recently taken from the back of the
owner. I called Moodie, and begged him
to return Snow-storm his garment, wmd to
thank him for the grapes. '
The mischievous creature was highly di-
verted with the circumstance, and laughed
immoderately.
¢ Snow-storm,” said- he, ** Mrs. Moodie
and the children are obliged to you for your
kindness in bringing them the grapes; but
how came you to tie them up in a dirty
“D I” criel the old man, astomished
that wi:tihnnld object to the frnit on that
score. ‘' It ought to be clean; it has been
washed often enough. Owgh! You see,
Moodie,” he continued, **I have no hat—
never wear hat—want no shade to my eyes
—love the sun—see all around me—up and
down—much h]::bur hwﬂnhuknt bhat. Could not
put grapes in hat— et coat too 5
B ol i
tm 80 es off shirt, an gs
g:npuyuf 2 over the water on my back. Pa-
pooses no care for dirty shirt ; their lee tel
bellies have no eyes.”

In spite of eloquent harangue, I eould
not m to use the grapes, ripe and
temp as they looked, or give them to

the chil Mr. W—— and his wife hap-
pening to step in at that moment fell into

that, as they were perfectly .unacquaiated
with the circumstance of the shirt, I very
erously gratified their wishes thraaant-
them with the contents of the e dish
they never ate a bit less sweet for the
novel mode in which they were conveyed to
me !
A (TO BPE CORTINUED )

King Milan's Divorce.

King Milan of Servia at last has obtained
some sort of a divorce from his wife, Queen
Natalie. The ordinary legal proceedings
having been found either too slow or uncer-
tain as regards the result, the Servian
metropolitan ,Archbishop Theoodsius of the

odox Greek church, * by virtue of his
ecclesiastical authority” has pronounced
King Milan’s marriage = dissolved. The
Queenhas declared that this act of the princi-
dignitary of the Servian state church is
and void—as it probably is. But

the question for the present iz one of power
rather than of right. Servia is the least
im t of European states that bear the
title of kingdom, and has emerged from
semi-barbarism only in the present century.
The sovereign's authority is constitutionally
restricted. The moral prestige and influaence
of the crown have nearly destroyed

by the king's weakness and folly and the

Idomuﬁu scandal that has divided the

into a party ot the king and a party

of the queen. The Obrenovitch dynasty
rui; fro;n obecurity in mmli,t :i’il.'ﬂﬂl and it
ts of sovereignty are still disputed a
b er family. The king is uII:lr thili'y -
years old ; but, if his wife were de:g,

he conld not expect 10 a prinoess of

one of the old royal houses which do not

in Servia as

: . | recognize the family rei
coming). *Gone to fetch water—ice *mlthﬁr-tquﬂ. The ﬂinhygzll:nghad fall in.

—chop with axe—take long time.”

As she ceased ing, the old blanket
that formed the door of the tent was with-
drawn, and the girl, bearing two pails of

ter, stood in the open space, in the white
:lﬂoulight. The glow of the fire streamed

upon her dark, floating locks, danced in the
black, glistening eye, and gave a d

blush to the olive cheek ! She would have
made a beautiful picture ; Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds would have rejoiced in such a model—
i graceful and unaffected, the very

We had scarcel
with our favourite, when the old squaw,

her band against her ear, exolaimed,
5 ! whist 1”

%o our feet. **Is there any danger?!” -

¢ A deer—a deer—in bush |” whispered
the squaw, raising a rifle that stood in a
corner. °‘‘I hear sticks crack a great

off. Stay here!”

dependence only ten years ago. The mon-
arch assumed the title of king in
ootained from it prompt recogunition by the
great Earopean powers. . Milan's prospects
of a long reign are by no means good.

iEﬂolnﬁum have frequently occurred in

Servia and an unpopal
reason to fear attempts against his life, The
king has one » Crown Prince Alex-
ander, twelve years of age, whose education
is said to have been neglected in conse-

lar ruler has every

quence of the estrangement between his
parents, '

BER LI -
One Question Settled.

*Can a mistress of :!ha house enter the

kitchen 1" a question of domestic privilege

of the first : Pﬂlﬂtﬂad

key-bottle, and when he bad takem a drop.

. Glad of the donation, which I considerea |

such an ecstacy at the sight of the grapes,:

WORTH A SMILE.

THE RESTAURANT BELLE:
- She -.md-_u me oft

In & certain-cafe,
And her glanoces so scfc.
- Her affections betray, -
No fine raiment haishe
And no gema to bedeck 3
But she beams upon me

As she brings me my check,

She is and 3
Bnﬁm?&ﬂrm
With the diners #o flitt
Is a part of her trade,
I'll not yield to her wiles
Nor repine for her sake,
For the sweeter her
The more callous her stake !

e = ]

A man loses nothin by politeness, except
possibly « seat in the Car,

.The man who talks too much gete so lib-
eral that he gives himself away. ;

The author of the *“ 0ld Oaiken Bucket”
evidently did not believe in *‘letting well
enough alone,” -

The fraudulent old beau who dyes his hair
has po right to be writing to any girl about
his undying love. .

Dogs are said to speak with their tails,
Would 1t be proper, therefore, to call a short-
tailed dog a stump orator? -

Young Man—**Will yougive assent to my
marriage to your daughter, eir ' Old Man
(6rmly)—**No, sir ; not a cent.”

‘¢ Jenny, do you know xhat a miracle is?”
“ Yes'm. Ma says if you don’t marry our

| ne w parson it will be a miracle,”

The average tramp doesn’t take any in-
treat in the * How to Gt Thin” advertise-
ments which he sees in the papers.

A wag has discovered a queer coincidence
in the fact that while red is made from mad-
der, bulls are made madder by red.

An English chiropodist advertises in a
country paper that he has “‘removed corns
from several of the crowned heads of Eu-

m n

?Ee'mhar—“ Miss Ingenue, will you please
give uz an example of ocapillmy attrac-
tion?” Miss Ingenue—*‘‘ A handsome mus-
tache.”

An old man pretending to be reading in a

car does not mean to look over his glasses at
the pretty girls opposite. If he does it is

purely an oversight on his part.”

Mrs. Brown—'* Now, just look at those
flanrels ! - If anything will shrink more from
washing I'd like to know what it is,” Mr,
Brown—*¢ A boy will, my dear.”

Pastor—*‘Thomas ! Don t you think your
Jparents would feel very sore if they knew
you were fishing on the Sabbath?” Thomas
— ¥ Yes, sir ; but not half as sore as I'd feel
if they found it out.”

“‘Promise me, deareat, one thing—when I
am dead and cremated, as I will be, that

comfortably in tie cellar.”

Ballroom Belle—*‘You would scarcely be-
lieve it, Mr. Oldboy, but that lady seated
near the open window has over two hundred
drebses.” Mr, Oldboy—*Is it possible?
Why doesn’s she pat one of ’em on?”

A toad was receuntly dug out of a strat-
um of clay in London which scientists aver
must have been in its lonesome bed for more
than three thonsand years. The toad look-

od as lonesome as a clerk in a store that
don't advertise.

A gentleman while in church, intending
to scratch his head, in a mental absence
reached over into the next pew and scratch-
ed the head of an old maid. Itis said he
discovered his mistake when she sued him
for a breach of promise of marriage.

Mrs. Pompano ; ‘‘ Mary Ann, just run
across the street and ask that man with
the whitewash - bucket if he is engaged.”
Mary Ann (returning after an animated
conversation with Julius Plumbob): *“Please
mum, he says he's been married for twelve
years,”

l have ! I really envy youn.” Retired Butch-
er—'*Yes ; and just look at the bindi
of them books.” ‘] see; they are
bound in calf.” *f Just so, l:m{ I killed
ljla. htham calves myself what furnished the
ther.” -

““We will have tea, Bridget, if you please;
and we will have a few slices of bacon with
the tea,” said a new mistress to her Irish
servant. Interval—at®the termination of

~which Bridget brings in the tea tray.

““Where is the bacon, Bridget |” asked the
mistress. ‘“In the taypot. mum ! Yer said
ye'd have it with the tay, so I put it inter
tha M“ - .

She had anburn hair, and he wanted to
say something very cutting, so he observed;
i “In some . part3: of the West I believe they

ht the streets with red-headed 'girls.”
““Humph ! that never would do in our town,”
answered the girl. ““Why, not 1" asked
the young fellow. “Why, you'd be hugging
the lamup-post all day, as well as the
night,” was the crushing reply. _

An amiable young female e resid-
ing in the Mﬂhawkg‘?ﬁlley Iﬁﬁnf:ruﬂ on
the close relationz of trust and confidence
| which exist between her and the many little
opes in the primary department. One day
last week s little fellow made his way to the
teacher’s desk, and, with many blushes and
much embarrassment, finally managed to
i 8ay : ““You don't care, do you Miss——, if
my pants don’t match my coat ?”

A rustic compliment,—One day the rector
had been absent, and on his return naturally
asked his clerk how he had liked his sub-
{ stitude on the previous Sanday. ** Well,

sir,” was the unequivocal reply, *‘saving

your honor, not very well ; he was a little
too pline for me., I likes a AR
joombles the r’ason and confoonds the joodg-

meat ; and of all the born preachers. I've .

heard, there’s none comes up to your rever-
ence for thas I”
A certain preacher, n Bun.
rh- and his works, caused a nrum“
hearers by exclaiming, *In these da

his wasted, burning
the room,
My heart fo

in hers, and left |

§ with his

| Chirtes

my brethren, we want more Bunyans.”
%
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you will not dumpmy ashes into the barrel.”
““James, ] swearit. You shall be put in-
to mother's best pickle jar and away -

Visitor—** What a beautiful library youn
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