For the Toren |
A FRAGMENT.

“I seem to myself like a straw,
Floating hither and thither,

On the wild and turbulent tide
Of a deep flowing river -

Tossed hither and thither, the sport
Of stormy tempest and rain—

Hurded amid rocks by thunder shocks,
Or drifted out to the main.

“1 seem to mys Il like a leaf,
Torn from the sheltering tree

By winter's cold and ruthless hand,
Despotic upon the lea—

The prey of the elements wild,
Buffetted, thrown to and fro,

Perchance to perish 'neath the weizht
Of hyperborean snow."
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BY THE CHEVALIER DE BRAssY,

No. 5,-On Young Men,

The young male of the human species is the
most obnoxious specimen of the animal king-
dom. Nothing more clearly shows the won-
drous power of Nature in evolving ovder from
the most incongraous materia's, than the evo-
lution of many of these specimens into com-
paratively good christians and moderately good
men,

With a view to simplify the scientific analy-
sis of the Young Man, | separate the process
of his development into three cycles: Firstly,
the stand-up collar era; secondly, theshaving
period; and, thirdly, the boot and giyl epoch,

1 should only distress the reader were Ito
dwell on the characteristics of the builet-head-
ed boy. There are few households thy
not suffered from his presence. At o ain
stage of the creature's existence, however, the
close observer cannot ful to note a slight
change in his habits. The mop-skulled youth
takes tosplitting his hair exactly in the middle,
and ohjects any longer to have missing buttons
substituted by pins. Passers by may observe
him staring in at tailors’ windows, and even-
tually is craving culminates in buying a box
of paper coilars. At length one Saturday
night, (with a view to next day being Sunday),
he creeps shamefacedly into the parlor and
presents himself to his family. Mother and
the girls gave a little scream, for lo! Je stands
confessed in an all-rounder! This completes
the first stage of development. It i5) generally,
during this peviod that the neophyte encloses
to the Jewelry company a one dollar bill, and
receives in return a massive witch-cable of
Montreal gold, to which it is his fondest desire
touppend a Wultham watch—which e has
some vague idea of obtaining, together with a
chromo, for procuring the largest number of
subscribers to the Bungtown Chronicle

Soon after the collar era the old man—qs he
already irreverently styles his father, —misses
arazor, and observes the leather back of the
family bible a gool deul hacked, where some
one has been sharpening, Bridget complains
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“Penny,” said Aggy, as we were leisurely dis
cussing our breakfast. “Do you know that this
18 St. Valentine's Day v

“Yeos," | replied, “look out for a lot of ten
der billet-doux.”

“Nonsense, Penny,” she replied, “ow you do
talk.”  The next instant the front door bell
rang, and Bridget trotted to open it, soliloquiz
ing thus:  “Oh whija ! whirra! musha free
antha-britehen-ah, who's yan so airly?" Ina
moment she entered the room with her apron
Lalf full of valentines,

“There's to ye,” said she throwing them on
the table, “an’ may the diyi] fly away wid ‘cm,
bad cess toem.”

Aggy tossed them over » moment, and throw
ing three into my lap, commenced her own, |
looked at mine moment, and then thrust
them into my pocket to be dissected at leisure,
like the senders’ hear ts, if they hd any, which
is doubtful.  Besides, | wanted towatch A

Presently she threw down one she had been
reading. and bur-t into » ringing peal of laugh
ter  “What is it | asked, snatehing at the
Valentire, “Jts that ‘orrid Oneycomb,” said
she. Here it is:

“Agatha, my, queen, my beautiiul one !
Fairer than lilies, bright as the sun,

Of female perfections the toty] and sum !
Hear my prayer

Beloved, Ol force me no longer to roam,
Nor an idolator make of your own Honeycomb,
But coneant, and at once to be bone of my
ne—

Or | swear

When 1 had got 50 far, a shriek from Aggy

made me drop the missive, She slipped from
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her chair and rolled to the floot convulsed witl,
laughter, holding her sides 1o ke ep from burst
ing up the eanse of her merriment
I s Artemus Ward would say

n ik, tother side bearer dum,
/
“Few the feminine gindoy at Hickory-holler,
How in creation do ye dew ?
F'm as lunsome hyar as a bi  thomas cat
Spitting ont a two | wly mew,
Chorus—
hars a bullfrog croaking all alone
Down in the midder,
Corn shooks an muss kit ters
. I'm gwine fur the Widdey —
Er blew-bell ; don't keer which, two forty on't.

I feel jist like a one-shot gun,
Er the fiint without the steel,

Er o gander goose without its mate
A goin round on his heel

I feel, 1 feel like o staggerin boby
A huntin fur his mammy,
Er like the fox down by the barn
\ lookin fur a lammie,
Chorce ns
Fhavs a bull*frog croakin all alone
Down in the midder,
Corn shooks an muss kit-teers,
I'm gwine fur the Widder,

When I had got so far, Agey intercupted me
iy ervingout: “This yer one must be from
the Toren hi hanticipate. Ow delightful i hi
just dote on heditors, they're so hintellection-
able han that,”

“How do you know
asked,

“That's just like vou, Penny Fowler,” she
said, “to be so hagravatin that, hecause
d-e-a-rJoey's made ha bridge hof your nose.
Just see now wat a sweet poic ee is:"'—

iU's from the Togen v |

“Since Eve was brought to Adam,
\ lonely and listless man.

I'here's never bheen such anotlhey
As peerless MeKilligan,

“Such grace, such form, such action —
Pray match her, yo who can :

My sweetest, most substantial,
Bewitching McKillizan !

“Were mine the lovely fi
That elasp that jewelled fan,

Ye god<! I'd not chang. places
With Tartary's great Khan 1™

Your devoted lover, T—un,
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“Oh my, ow sweet, ow,”
Just here came a rat tat fat at the door,
Azzy seized all the Valentines and bundled
them under the sofa without any ceremony,
and composed herself to receive her guest, who
proved to be old Aunt Mahala Crossgrain,

‘How doye do, Niece MeKilligan,” said she
sailing solemnly into the room “Mornin, P'en
ny. | jist thought I'd drop in a minute, Ye
hearn tell o' the wonderful sodden death yes-
terday.  Brother CGrindhard’s g0t over the
river to last, an Sister epzibah Iardscrabble
that's fit the fight so long, hes gone,”

“Ilis hit possibl aid Aggy, quite shocked,
“hi didn’t ear of hit,"”

“Oh no, belikes not : giddy bLigh-flyin folks,
sich as live to here ain't like to hiear no halle-
Iujahs when the warfare's ended, an the fight
all fit—"

“Giood massey, whatever's under my feet 7"
she cried out jumping up. Instantly Bounce
emerged from under her skirt, his mouth filled
with the precious Valentines,  The grim moni-
tress gave one glance at them,

“Agatha MeKilligan,” said she in frigid
tones, “is it possible that a woman of your
time of life should go foolin’ around with sich
enrnal vanities as Valentines ? Why, I'm
ashamed of you : but mebbe they belong tew
Penny Fowl.

Aggy's face grew red as five,

“Hi'd like to know what you mean by my

cjaculated Aggy.
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