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Euglaud the rank of thc guests is deterinined by
the arrangement of titeir seats. But it soems to,
me that truc îîobility ivoulil confer lionor on that
place-not borrow honor froni it. WhVlatever its
position nt table iniglit bo, there it appears to,
me, wvould te seat of distinction always be.
And w'iîen a vuigarian docs succeed iii rude]y
elbowing lis way to the head of the table, thc
mere tact of lus bcing there couid scarceiy im-
pose him even on Eniglishimen as a gentleman."

DOCToat.-Cock-a-doodedoo I The oid mess
of ignorance and mendacity re-hashed, and served
up on a new dishi! Why it is seif-evident that
citizen Ward lias neveu- had the good fortune to
meet with a genuine specimen of an Englishi gen-
tleman. J3eyond al controversy bis social ex-
periences have been iimitcd te, the iowest grade
of commercIal traveilérs, or gentry of a similar
kiducyl 1 wili lc aund to, say that if ever ad-
mitted to an aristocratie house, bis progress was
bounded by the hall, ivîcre lie was accomsodated
with a chair by thc civil thougli suspicious porter
tlt bis begging petition couid be examincd by thc
master o! thc miansion! Take the carrion out of
My siglit, iL sunelîs pestilently foui!1

L n.Isay Doctor, what Yantkee.looking
newspaper is that sticking oot o' jour coat
pouah?

DocToR.-Your question is èpropoS, remind-
ing me, as iL does, of a sweet copy of verses
whicli 1 intended reading to yeez-as the Squiren
would say. Tie journial iii question is tle Bostoat
Trauscripd, and it containis the lyric to, which 1
refer.

Mà..op.-Let us have it by aIl means, if only
for the ruoveiry's salie. As a generai rule your
broad slieet poctasters arc, exceessively amiali-
beeish and spooney.

DocToa--Tlue truth of jour rule I subscribe
te, but the pré-sent instance furaishes a marked
exception thuereto.

LÂuao.-Weewel, le,. us judge for ourselîs,
as flhc hungry Lailor o' Tarbuiten sztid to bis land-
ieddy, when site was cracking up lier black pud-
dons.

Docroa.-lcre goos tIen:
W 1 L L I E-D E ÀAD.

To tIc gentle Ange! Dcath,
yielding up bis quiet ineatb,
Softly slow bis eyclids: close,
In a peaceftil, calutu repose,
Pain aund sorrow ail] arc o'cr,
11e wili wake on earth no more.

Very still our darling lies,
AH the liAit gosse froin lus ejos,
WVit lîands together prest,
]-olded on luis sniowvy trn
Antiflic checks so cold sud white,
.Ai tIe roses faded quite.

Mother's; love cannot heguilo
Froua luis little iiouLu a stalle,
Thougli upon luis lips site prea
Ail a mothies tenderness;
Ne'cr again bis prattling voice
Shail bier loving lieart rejoice.

flring the Lily, snowy pale,
Fragrant Lily of the Vale;
Wave amid luis golden luair
Pailid rosebud8, tral as fair:
For at Lîfe's fresit dawn of day.
Like a flower he passed away.

Bear him to bis quiet rest
Otu the green Eartit's ample breait;
Circled by lier lovimg arni,
Notluing rude our bale can harm,
Very sweet lbis sieep sitail be
'Neath lier gentle ministry.

There bier loving barnds shall bring
AIl the flagrant flowers of sprîng,
Floekut of Muy-bioom, thickily set,
Buttercup and violet,
Violet like Wiilie's eyes,
Azure-tintcd wîth te skies.

Tîtere tIe golden sunlight fialle,
I3irds Iill 8iuug sw eet tutadrigais,
Singig soit and ever iow
To thc sîceper far below ;
Low -a ritug dove's broodingr cry,
Soit as mîotler's iullaby.

There our steps sîmail ofteua stray
Through tIe bialtny suinier day,

MVîile we speak witlu genftle toue
0f tlic siveet labo wbo is gene,
Grateful tluat lus soft feet stand
Sately la thé spîrit-aud.

And bis memory wc wvill keep
In our fond luearts, treastred decp,
Patietut waiting for the day
When we te, shali pass away,
And upon tîte beaveutiy shtore
Sc our dear chiid's face once more.

LàtR.-Rax us jour band, auld frien', for the
treat ye bsac conferrcd et, us. Od man that
metai rings truc, and ne nuiistake. If thc author
le spared, lus namne wiii yet lecome 1'familiar as
a housebiold word " among- the loyers o' the beauti-
fui and toiuching.

MàJout-I cntirely agree witI tite verdict
pronounced by fltc Laird, upea this anonymous
gem. My heart lias not been so "'strauîgely
stirredl" by any comupositioni of a kiuîdrcd descrip-
tion, since I first perused David Macbeth Moir'a
Casa Wiappy. Lot us hope titat te lyre wbich
can discourse aucb excellent amusic, wvill not be
permittcd to lie dormtant.

LAIa.-Âmon, 8ay Il But Crabtree 15 your
catalogue o' tucw buiks dlean exltausted? If 1
dinna' get spcuuiiutgi uuy prenutlutL will ho burn-
in-,a hole in my breeka' pouah!


