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instead of being mewely in ombyo, and which
neveh may weach cawly childbood. Theah
are sevewal ¢ Cities’ on the Michigan shoahs of

ont in the same mannah as the pwesent ones
faw sale in tho “ Gweat Naw.West” which aw
yet undistinguishalle fwom the suwonuding
pwinseval fowest, Theah is no doubt that some
of the of thesv * Citics” may awise to wespect-
ability in time, but I should imagine the
chances to be a—aw—menh lottewy ; faw, ex-
cept » wailway station is placed at the exact
spot, I don’t mean weah it, faw in that
case the ** City” would inovitably centah
avound the Station house—its chances to
amount to anything in the immediate fuchah,
excopt something of & most extwaordinawy
nachah should take place, would be extwernely
pwoblematienl. ¥aas, indeed. People, of caus,
with a few loose thonsande of cuwency to invest,
and not krowing what else to do with them,
might possibly do worse than wun thesh
chances, blindly, but faw those who embawk in
these specious and faw-off lands, without evah
having seen them or even having & knowledge
of theah weal situation, with a view of making
a stwike with theah—aw—savings—I should
cebiainly advise to consideh befaw investing
theah all in—aw—possible—aw—wild cat
lands.

There nre speculatzhs in hundweds now in
Winnipeg on tho look out faw all the—aw—
good snaps (if I may be aliowed the expwessiou)
and mattahs of thie kind being these smawt
fellows’ business, you may west assuah’d that
they will let nothing escape them if theahisg—
aw—any money in it.  Of caus, I don't pwe-
tend to stigmatize, by any means, all the Mani-
toba land sales as ‘‘plants.” 1 would only
advise the agpiwing imigwant po’chasah to look
shawp, before he entshs into the speculation,
or he may find himeself like ouah deah thongh
fietitious fwend, Chuzslewit, at Eden City,in a
had box-—without & Mawk Tapley to help and
consolebim. Faw my pawt, I don’t think I’ll
invest in pewawie city Jands—aw—just at pwe-
sent—I think I'll wait awhile—T do indeed.

One more Lesson.

We'll sing you a song to a tune about Noah,
‘I'here’s one more lesson to learn ;

We're sadly afraid you've not heard it before. -
There's one more lesson to learn.

Chorus—

One more lesson, there's one mote lessan to cram in,
One more lesson, there’s une more lesson to cram.

The folks in Toronto arc making a fuss ;
There's one more lesson to learn ; i

They say that ““our brains will be turned into pus™- -
There’s one more lesson 10 Jearn.

Chorus—

1 don’t cave for that,”* says Minister Crooks—
‘There’s one morc Jesson to learn &

“I'm bound to t:amine, o stick to your books™ .
There's one maore lesson to learn, ™

Chorusm—

s always examine, examine, examine—
There's one more lesson to learn ;. 3

And yet they keep saying that this isn't cramming ~-
There's one more lesson to learn.

Chorus—

We're shut up all day in this hidcous place-
Chere’s one more lesson to learu ;|

And il you don't know it there’s music te face- -
There’s one more lesson to learn.

Chorus—

For us out of school there's small recreation,

. Such Jessons as we have to learn ; L
omes Algebra, Latin, Greck, French and Dictation- -
There are too many lessons to learn.

Chorug—

Too many lessons, there are 100 many lessons to cram in ;
T'JO many |\:S$0!l.\', there are too many lessons to cram.

Lightoing never strikes twice in one place.
¢ isu't neessary.—AModern Argo.

Take Huwon, which yeahs ago weah mapped-

ONE GOOD TERM DESERVES AN-
OTHER.

Dedicated, with Guie’s compliments, to the
re-elected Mayor—onc of the best we have ever
had-—John Barclay McMurrich.

The Very Latest.

Have a plate of soup?

‘What soup ?

‘Turtle soup.

‘What Turtle soup ?

Green Turtle soup.

And theu they step into Jewell & Clow's,
wmongst the caudidntes who are practising for
aldermen by gettirz up a taste for the old
aldermanic dish.

Canadian Wayside Sketches.
TRE COUNTRY MOTEL ( Continueds
No, 3.

‘Che poet who proponnded the query ‘¢ Oh,
where shall rest be found 7'' must have been in-
spired thereto by a visit to the Country Hotel,
but of a surety the walls of the Dreary House
in answering could echo only ¢ where?”

You seek relief from your dismeal and afore-
mentioned surroundings in your own chamber ;
yov prefer solitnde and bed at eight o'clock
to these, and you makethe ascent to your room.
No,there is not much choice in the way of
rooms, the one is the twin counterpart of the
other. We allknow it, withits bare white-washed
walls, its bure lloor (save nn oasis »f a yard of
carpet), its bare windows, its barebed; withils
one cmpty pitcher (broken), its one chair (at-
tenuated) and its genernl air of most forlorn
destitution.

Its windows being securely nailed against any
attempt at ventilation, you commence a mental
calculation as to the number of cubic feet of
oxygen requisite to sustain the human system
a given number of hours, and being somewhat
doubtful of theresult, you surrcptitiously break
a pane of glass and retire to bed.  Itisimpos-
sible, of course, to attempt any reading by the
light of your dismal lamp, with its pestilential
odour, and it is also equally imposeible to sleep.
1t is true you are afiorded tho full benefit of the
interesting conversation that is going on down
stairs, owing to the invarisble stove-pipe hole
in the floor, which not only enables you to do
this but also affords you a splendid opportunity
for breaking your leg. DPresently you hear the
varied etops of your fellow sullerers seeking
thoir respective rooms—there is the young dry
goods olerk who comes singing snatches of

soma popular song, and keeps it up entirely for
his own edification ; there is the man who, go
where you will, always perfirms bis sscent by
falling upstairs, and who:e profanity Gnally
becomes less and lesd andible, as he becomes
lost in the Jabyrinths arowr 4. There are these
and all the other steps we know so well, which
always haunt the passages of the Droary
House.

Weary nature seeketh rest and findeth none,
and after cogitating all nigiit on the miseries
you have endured whilst here, you say, “* I will
arise and go unto the Commercial ‘Travellers’
Association, and will say unto them, ¢ ‘I'ruvel-
lers, long suffering and gentlemanty travcllers,
how long will ye suffer these things so to be-—
yo have it in your own hands to bring about a
reform—-ye have hardships enough to contend
with without continuing to enduro the horrors
of & Country Ilotel under the present regime—~
arise in your might and demand a renovation of
the whole institution from top to bottom ; and
if any leading statesman is in want of a polioy
offer him this for n-subject, and gencrations
yet unborn shall bless you for sweeping from
the face of civilization the present Country
Hotel.”

VIATOR,

Norr.—There are some few and laudable ex-
ceptions 10 the aversge Country Inn here por-
trayed and which are in every respect worthy
of the highesat credit, but on the whole we are
about 2000 yeaxs bebing the rest of the civilized
Globo in this respect and it is about time we
had a change.

An smuxing Scene in Gonrt.

HOW A WITNESS WON A POINT AN CONYULBED THA
COURT WITH LADGUTER.

It isnot often that Levity raises her laugh-
ing eyes beforc the face of Llind Justice, but
when she does, the rogue, she is sure lo cause
more merrimen ¢ than (as they say over in the
States) ** the laws aliows.” The very swround-
ings which are prone to give birth to any
thoughts other thun those of laughter, are
exactly what will mako anything ridiculous
seem doubly so. It appears that in the course
of n trial pending before one of our tribunals,
oue of the chief witnesses proved to bhe our very
highly respected and well knowa friend,
Alderman John Baxter. r. Baxter, on being
questioned by the Crown’s Attorney as to his
knowledge of the defeudant, &e., said, among
other things:

. S -

«If your Worship pleases I called on thie
defendant and had an interview in private with
him ; I drew him to one side, and said, while T
looked him fairly in the eye with a very pene-
trating glance, ‘Did you do it, sir.” It was fally
& minute before my penetrating goze was
removed from his face. He bore the look calmly,
and answered : * Mr, Baxter, I am as innocent
as an unborn child.’”?

Now, this was all quite commonplace, and
Mr, Baxter, in the innocence of his soul, saw
nothing in it, The prosecution for the Crown,
however, in his argument before tho court, ia
re{srring to that portion of the testimony
said :

“May it please your worehip, when I entered
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