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A DREAM OF PURE POLITICIANS.

Being the vision of a newly arrived Britisher who had been studying
Canadian Politics—adapted by special permission of the Poet Laureate.

(Continued.)

« That is a calumny ' T quick replied

And wheeling prompt as when one [ronts a foe
I saw a figure standing at my side

Thickset, of stature low ;

With bold black brows, who stood with hand upraised
As doth an Orator in act to speak

His slow, full tones fell, as [ stood amazed
Like rain-drops on the deep.

« Namesake of him whose sweet proverbial prose
In serious families still bears honoured place
And oft assists the hoary grandsire's duze
In me you still may trace”

 That eloquence which did appal my foes
Whene "er my party to debate I led,

Have you not heard that ever when 1 roge
They either slept or fled 2

« There was no theme on which T could not preach
In heaven above or in the earth helow,

"Tis very long since I have made a speech
That makes my only woe.”

As one who dozeth on a saltry day

Within a church, and feels a sense profound
Of drowsiness stealing his brain away

Lulled by monot'nous sound,

And scarcely knoweth if he wake or sleep
But torpid stands ; so stood 1 when that slow «
And solemn verbiage ceased my sense to steep
In its prosaic flow.

Slowly my sense awakened, then 1 heard
A heavy footstep down the chamber pass
And saw a sturdy form with grizzled beard.
Brow-bound with triple brass.

“ They brought me in, none so abused as I,
The Party’s ultra purity to leaven,

I am the man of whom they once did cry
¢ His deeds small rank to Heaven. ”

« T farmed the lunatics and made it pay,

I packed them close as herrings in a cask ;
Give me a contract rich as that to-day

And this is all T ask.”

His flippancy with shame and with surprise
Froze my swift speech ; he, turning on my face
The brazen gaze of his defiant eyes
Passed slowly from his place.

As one who hath been taunted or defied
[ angry stoad with hrow that wore a frown,
« These are the men " the Premier loudly cried
“ That drag all Parties down.”

With that sharp sound the white dawn's earliest heams
Stol’n to my brain dissolved the mystery

Of folded sleep ; the Captain of my dreams
Ruled in the Eastern sky.

The sun’s bright radiance through the casement gushed
In bars of light, and with its ruddy heam

Gilded the dark Laurentian range, and flushed
The Ottawa's swift stream.

Ere closing up that visionary train
Leading_his peerless lady by the hand

I last saw him, who in cur hearts doth reign,
The Viceroy of our land.

‘Whose golden thoughts framed in his silver specch
Found a responsive echo in each breast,

‘Whose widespread generous sympathy could reach
To our remotost West.

W.  “wixt contending fac
Tir. .ales of Justice held wY

Unmov. ' by censure, nor by cla
TImpar ' did he stand,

But vt aloof. Sut up in seltish state,
Looked colddd on us from his pride of place,
But mixing with us in one daily lives,
Lent to our gperts the graee

OF Sympathy that rave a double zest
OF canelition that did all ingpel

In eaeh puesuit to show to him their hest
Wha did thenr all exeel,

My vision passed, as e from this faie Jand
That loves hing well, too sooualas U will part,

Bt Derrias's vame ensheined will ever stand
Ou cach Canadian hearl,

ODE TO DARWIN.

Oh'! Man of Scienee, thou whose mighty brain
Did out of chaos forge a wond rous vhain

Which if imperfect, still o prove prefeids

That man feom monkeys, mud haboons deseetls,
And monkeys, and baboons in turen evolve,

By process rare, which to attempt to solve,

None daregy from other and inferior ovders still,
Sure never mortal conjueed up at will

A scheme so pecondite, fll of sueh leaened teems

As e nebular hypothesis 7, and » protoplasmie germs ™,
How great a pity that a plan so Tir

Shauld be received with seoltings leht as air

For want of ample proof. Rejoice oh! Man

OF Science, the jovtul news attend. thy plan

Is now complete, that which was Jacking

Has beeu found, and thon eanst steaight send packing
Those sneering cavillers, who o'er were fonnd
Foremost in trampling to the ground

Thy cherished views. With tables hmed

The mystery solved ; the spueners shad! be spaened,
A ray of light divine, throwgh one small chink

Doth ghine, and brings to view the « missing link .
What is that missing link 7 Methinks T hear thee ask.
To answer thee will prove no common lask,

“I'is neither man nor ape, but half aml halt—
Perchance such definition may provoke a laugli—

A being full of selfeonceit and cheek,

Who strives to use big words devived from Greek
Write about « obligations ™, is anxions to digpense,
And gabbles abont <law ’, <philosophy ", and * common sense”
With most uncommon want of sense and wit,

Sueh is the missing link, showdd vou then deem it (it
Further to learn the habils of this ereature rare,

Just fose no time, bat to onr shores repair

Where you will learn of all his tricks amd capns

By carefully examining the Daily Dapers,

Tue wWAY THE MONEY GoEs—Our New Gy Hall cost one eitizens
8656,000 with the * exteas ™ yel to hear from, whieh promise, fram
present appearances, Lo amount to nearly hadf as muel more, Then
hesides all this, there is a thousand dollars o month to he expewded in
heating the place, as il the discussions in the City Couneil are ot hiol
enough to warm it thoronghly from basement to attie.  Only opened
on Tuesday, and the voof of the Couneil chinuheraleeady leaking, and
the floors Inerally vising from their level and gaping in astonishinent
at the cost ! The pillars are eracked in some places, amd not o fow of
our Aldermen in many places. Soomueh for our poble pile and 1he
wopile ™ that is gone to huikd it So nnieh for cconomy amt so litte
for stout, honest workmanship! And yvet our people will bring the
American tourist next stummer o admire our Civie Avchitecture, and
won't forgel to tell him how muelit cost. Then will the American
step daintily across our streets up o his knees inomud, look a1 our
broken sidewalks, gaze at our dilapidated deill shed, view ony Gity
Temple frow Craig sireet, amd come to the conclusion that our Gity
Council “are a lot of confounded idios.” :

)

w Shedd's fragrant Cologne ™ sheds the loveliest smell,
Mus, Stephens, Old Post Office, has it to sell.— {d vt




