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LIVELY

IN COMPARISON,

Scene— Burlington.
Gent { from Taronto)—Do you not find it dreadfully lonely here?
Miss Smthje.—Lonely ?
Gent—Yes—isolated, bleak, solitary, as it were ?
Miss Smthje—OPF, no, indeed ! we've just moved over from Hamilton, you know !

“JOHN ” ON THE SITUATION.

Melican wintel belly coldee
Chinaman laugh how Melican soldee,
Got nosilvel, got no goldee,
Got 10 workee—ygni no meatee,
Shake his headee—say yo! pittee!
Chinaman he laugh.

Melican man, he catee, dlinkee,
Allee sununel spondeo clinkee;
Cly out *‘Chinsman, he stinkee ;
Chase out Chinee !—hoeat ratee !
e eat mousco !—he eat eateo !
Chinauwn ho lawgh.,

Chinaman he washee shirtee,
Melican man shirt, blackee, dirtee;
blakee smoothec—ruhee, squirtec,
Pocket dimco—savee dollee ;
Melicnn, eatee dlinkce allee !
Chinaman he laueh,

Molican’s monce srcntee ~gouee,

Mcliean clyee, sigheo, gloanee,

AMlee stamps gone—left noonee!
Dlesseo, dlivee, dlinkee, dancee
Aljce smnmel—tlust to chancee,

Chinaman he laugh,

Meolican he go three ballee,
Prwn-cc coatee, for adolleo;
Chinamaen, he warm and jolico.
Chinaman ho workee, suvee,
Chinamaun he moncy havee,
Chinaman can Jaugh.

¢ Chinaman he heathen swinee,”
Melican man he say ; he whineo;
¢ Chinaman get work that's minee.”
Yuw, you workce—hut no suvee,
Allee spendee, no stamp havee,
Heathon Chinee laugh.

—JAY-Kav-ELy.
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SERMON IIL.
Text : * Ilope.” .

BiLovED HEARERS,~—In accordance with my
aunouncement lust week, I proceed to offer a
few thoughts on the subject of “ Hope.” Ve
gather from the researches of the most cn-
lightened poets that ¢ Hope is the anchor of
the Soul,” a proposition to which, with some
alight modification, I am willing to assent.
That Hope may be regarded as performing the
general functions of an anchor I cordially ad-
mit, but I cannot go so far as to accept the
word ‘“‘soul” into my vocabulary. Itis licre
uscd, of course, by poetic license. As a scien-
tific Agnostic I carry on business without a
license, and cannot therefore use a term which
signifies a thing whieh, according to my theory,
has no existence.

Man, as you are aware, my friends, is amcere
animal, and like other animals is soulless, if by
soul we mean any inherent property of immor-
tality. It is true he is above all other animals
in intellectual and physical development, a
consideration which is gratifying to his natural
vanity, but in no other respect is he other
or hetter than his fellow beings of the
mommalia or reptilia. While, consequently,
I reject theidea of a soul, in its populax sig-
nification, on the other hand I sce a great truth
in the line I have quoted from the treasury of

Poesy, for man does possess something which
renders [fope a peculiarly pleasant and
preeious sentiment to him. Regarding man
as an atom in-a world of strife and care, it may
indeed be truly said that Hopeis a sort of
anchor to him, I, myself, am conscious of the
power of this feeling. I do mot think the
thing we call Hope would successfully endure
critical analysis, for it certainly belongs to a
group of feelings having their root iu the emo-
tional and hence unscientific portion of our
nature. My own investigations on the subject
incline me to the view that Hope is the result
of an obverse pressurc of the gensitive tissue of
the brain, superinduced by the action of the
lungs, which accompany any pletsurable emo-
tion. - But however casily accounted for by
seience, it isstill tine that ldope perforing a
great function in life,  As T have said, Iam
myself often conscious of its power. What
prevents me from ending iny life at this mo-
ment, but Zope? Iam hoping for something
in the future. What induces any one of you
to continue Jiving? Mope. Your pleasures
ontweigh your cares, or you ure hoping to come
shortly to that desirable state. Aud so from

 day to day we live by the pressure of this sensi-

tive brain tissus-—by what we eall Hope. In
the course of my ministerial dutics I was
called the other day to the bedside of a dying
wma. I found him in a wretched gavret. His
starving fami y surrounded his bed. [}is poor
heartbroken wife, who had followed his failing
tortunes from aflluence to poverty, sat by the
cheerless hearth, the picture of abject misery,
‘The sufferer, whose illness it pains me to say,
had been brought on by an evil course of lifo,
was cvidently near his last moment. ‘The
scenc altogether was one well fitted to throw
the o Jmest thinker out of ‘equilibvium, if not,
indeed, to provoke from him those illogical ex-
pressions of the emotional bature — tears,
Jlappily T remained unmoved, and proceeded
without delay to arouse the dying man to 2
contemplation of the hopes which I'wasable to
hold ont to him. Kuneclivg Ly his bedside—
an attitude which, it is needless to say, I as-
sned only to be conveniently near the suffer-
er's car,—1 hastily repeated the glorious truths
which Agnosticism holds out to man. Ire-
minded him that Education and Culture would,
in the course of time, make men as moral as
there is any mccessity for; that Nature is a
vigantic machine which hus set itself agoing,
avd is now countrolled by laws which evolved
themsalves ; that the fittest survive and the
uthers do the oppoerite ; that there is, so faras
we know, nothing beyond the present life,

The poor man secined to drink in those great .

thoughts, but he gave forth no sign. "Then I
gave him that sweet consolation which alone
we feel at liberty to give the dying; I told him
he was going to resume bis original condition
of matter, and would have the satisfaction of
knowing beforchand that he would bloom again
in some infinitesimal degree in the vegetation
of the cemetery, as the properties of his body
would become a fevtilizer. He opened his eyes
and Jooked round at his weeping family., Then
he peacefully closed them again and life was
extinet. I departed, musing on the power of
hope, and felt constrained to use this little in-
cident to illustrate my subject. Tha collcction
will now be taken up. .

GIT, GET, GOT.

Suld Gotlricd, of Gettysburg, waking his wifo

To got him his brealktast ; for always she set it :
©Come, et up, for breaklast has got to ho got,

And you've got to get up and git, and then yget it.”

“ Mcin Gott,” cried the woman, ** 1 nearly forpot.”
“ Why,. what aro you for. if youare not for getting ?
You forgot you're for gettinﬁ my grub and what not,
So get upand get it ¢ get done with your fretting.”

So sha got out of hed and got Gotiricd his grub;
Got rashers of bacon and egys to put pot in ;

Then got rcady for washing some things in a tub:
What she got for her gotting I've really forgotton,
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