
THE TROUBLES 0F THE EDITORS.

Though I've nevor been a soldier,
Or a sailor of the sea;

Neyer feit the flying bullets,
Or a vessel heave a-le;

Neyer been a prairie hunter,
Or a pirate of the main;

Neyer faced the fabked niggcrs
Born ini Ilider Illaggard's brain.

I have been in ugly places,
ThoughI no shocking scars you see-

(As for iedals, they're not given,
Tliough. I thinik, they oug-lit to be).

I have groaned 'neath Christmas puddings,-
One Smnali planlet 's in xnly eye,

But, ah !then 't was in my-(you know)
have Caton college pie.

Twice w-as; I in Arotie winter,
Thougli tho season ivas the fail;

Once iwas at au evening Party,
Once an after-dinner cail.

I have ]istened to a sermion,
Praehied, I think, on Babel tower,

And 't wvas strictly about nlothing,
'Cept. aMas! about an h oui'.

I have passud exaxuinations,
Rather, I should Say, have writ;

.Reader, you perhaps have been thor-
(Groans.) The stibject I will quit.

Not to speuik of divers metins,-
Dread compulsory interviews,-

Meetings tliat have Af suggested
Hurried paoking and adieus.


