THE EDITOR’S FYLX.

The Xditor has been occasionally
amused at the gimple ideas, which the
lay publie,—If he may venture, by vir-
tue ot his office, to assume the clerieal
garb for the nonce —have of his
dally duties, “ Tt must be awful-
1y nice to be an Editor,” remarked a
eharming young aamsel, * to read over
all the interesting contributions on your
file, make your selection, and seribble
off something of your own at your leis-
ure” ha ' ha ! ha ! quite o aoliday pas-
time of course, the Editor replicd laugh-
ing grimly. How different is the real
from the fancied picture! The Dditor
takes {rom his file the ¢ interesting con-
tributicns ” and scans them over, One
of them, from a lady, commences ‘“‘Dear
My, Editor-I fear my last M. S. must
have miscarried; it was a thrlllh}g tale
of truc jove, the hero and heroine drawn
from life, an it would suit jour paper
admirably. Do please lock it up, for
I nad half promisctd a little treat to
mamma who is far rom welll Yours
Caroline.” Alas the tale had not mis-
carried, it was unreadable.  Another
contribution is from a man who would
like to be funny, if he kanew how, but
unfortmnttely *“he is not built that
way " and the Editor—strives in vain
to discotver the point or wit of the at-
tempted jokes. Then the printer puts
in his head yelling ‘* copy, if you please
sir ”” and the Editor—not having a boot-
jack hand)y —, scizes his pen, and dashes
off something “ at hig leisure.”

Occusionally there is a brief respite,
a countribution which ean be issued,
comes in, and the Editor sincerely trusts
mamma will have her treat, and the
roses brought back to her cheeks., We
all require an ** Antidote ” now and
then, and the other day when the Ed-
itor asked If any more *copy ™ oas
required the answer **No ” was indeed
arvelief. Upon the afternoon of that
day, a solitary traveller might have
been scen wending his way  up the
mountitin, &t the base of which stands
the fair city of Montreal, Later on the
same man was stretched beneath the
shade of o large wree calmly smoking
the pipe of peace, Need we say that
man was the Editor ? ILet us be thank-
ful ¢ven for small mercies.

Do

Mollie—*“ 1 wonder why tiey married.
He isn’t rich, nor a foreigner; not even
an English Lord.”

Dollie—* No, and she hasn’t any
money, nor been on the stage, nor doue
anything like that, And her father is
only a common American, not even a
Kuickerbocker., I can’t understand it.™

Mollie (with o bright thought)—** Per-
haps—perhaps they were in love.—
Brooklyn TL.ife,

STHE AENTIDOTE#®
CHARACTER SKETCHES.

NO 12. OUR SOCIETY SONGSTER.

There Is an exaeressence, with which
we are inflicted, a kind of tumor, not
dangerous but extremely leritating and
which we should like to sce expunged.
We refer te Our Soclety Songster, who
brings his two o three songs With
him-—whether asked to do so or not
—uand expects to be invited to the piano,
where for half an hour or so, he inter-
rapts the conversatic:, while he war-
bles forth some ditty, which is barely
audible at the opposite end of the
apartment—perhaps its best feature, by
the way. We do not mean of course
the man who really can sing, and
sometimes does, at concerts, as well
as in the drawing room, but the man

who ncver refuses, Indeed often throws
out hipts, by enquiring whether you
have heard a certain-song, which he has
brought With him; Our Society Song-
ster-in fact, than whom a greater pest,
in asmall way, does not exist. We
knew a Jady once, an excellent musi-
cian, who thought to teach Our Society
Songster a lesson, and i{uvited him to
meet v, 0 or three first-class vocal per-
formers, supposing that the contrast
vetween the good singing of ine latter
and his own puny cfforts would crush
him for one evening at least. Not a
bit of it; after Brown's magnificent
tenor volee, (to which it had been a
treat to listen), l_md died away, up to
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the piuno weont Our Songster with a
simpering concelt gerfectly marveilous,
and castteg his eyes up to the ceiling,
attempted to sing one of Brown's fav-
orite songs. Oh the weary faces as he
perpetrated that murder! How is it
that we submit to such bores we won.
der? Yet for many a season we have
met Our Songster at the houses of our
friends with his smirking self-satisfied
afr, so that we have to check o rising
tendency in our foot. Will no one rid
us of this incubus ? we asked of a tady.
“ He may marry onc day” was the
rejoiner “and you know sir, nothing
so quickly cures a man of conceit, as
a good sensible wife,”

Oh, the truth of those words! We
recalled the days when we too thought
no small beer of ourselves, meanwhile
Our Soclety Songster appears to :._-
semble a matrimonial hand of euchre
which those engaged in the game fn-
variably *“pass.” He is not a bad fel-
low for the greater part of the day, he
is steady at business, and has no small
vices, But he labors under the abomin-
ablle delusion that he can sing, and if
anyone wiil dispel that delusion either
by marringe or any other process of
snubbing—though we know of none so
cffective-~-we shall be ready to head the
list fot' o testimoninl wedding present
anything you like, in return for your
cenabling us to spend our cvenings with-
out being pestered with Our Society
Songster.
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A REALIST,

Edwin.~What do you think of that
artist who painted cobwel on hiS ceil-
ing so truthfully that the housemaid
wore herself into an attack of nervous
prostration trying to sweer them
down?

Angelina.~There may have been such
an artist, but never such a housemaid,

—Exchange.
—~—— e
DIV SHE WIN HIM BACK.

She (howing her birinday gifts)—Aung,
oh, George, here 1° such a lovely book
on etiquette. 1 mear: to let you read it
first.

And now she wonders why he is angry.
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HISTORY ALWAYS REPEATS ITSELF.

Manmma, I wonder why George Wash-
ington never liked to go swimming.

Mamma~I guess he did whea De was
a little boy.

Ralph—No, he dida’t, or he'd a had to
told a lic.—From the Chicago Inter-Ocean.
— B
A Curiosity.—All the twenty-~ix letters
of the alphabet are contained in the fol-
lowing sentence: “John I’ Brady gave
me a black walnut box of quite a small

size.”




