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belong to the race of bulls. At other times they contain
the effect of a pun. A man who had lately moved
into the country, and was planning some new buildings,
informed a friend that he had already got a barn in
imbroglio.

A friend called my attention to an article in a Bengal
(E.I.) newspaper, which advised its readers "not to kill
the calf that lays the golden egg." That is, as he
remarked, "a happy combination of Æsop and the
Prodigal Son."

So that Mrs. Malaprop's "allegory" basks beside all
rivers, and is not the "pretty worm of Nilus" alone.
Climate and race do not seem to set up distinctions in
the universal breed. It skips in all pastures, with aboriginal
characters unchanged. One would suppose that
the Irish might be content with that happy cross
between wit and witlessness which engenders bulls.
But they, too, revenge themselves upon English oppressors
of Home Rule by miscalling the language which
they hate to use. I heard of an Irish domestic, who,
descanting upon the manufacture of soft-soap, tried to
describe the virtue of potash, saying with the solemnity
of a sacrament, "It's con-se-cra-ted lie." What a pity
that potash should not be the sole instance of that commodity!

The magistrate asked the tramp what his occupation
was. "Plaze y're honor, I am a sort of pedlar, picking
up iron and junk in this and the previous towns." This
reminds me of an obfuscated person who was feeling
around in vain to recover his carpet-bag in the horse-
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