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for we like to sce you, and we have planted
these because we love to behold you., Sit.”
If people plant trees because they desive to see
Toronto’s Apollo sitting Dbencath their shade,
do others. cut off branches of other trces be-
cauge they disli—--? no, no. It cannot be,

William Shakespeare, a man of more than

average ability and intelligence, onece asked,
_ ‘“*What'sin a name 7

and supplenmented his enquiry by the assertion
that

A rose by any other name would smellas sweet,”

That may be, but we canmot agree with Wil-
linm that there is nothing in a name ; there is
a great deal in it, and still move in that hy-
phen, now becoming 8o common in ecrtain
circles. TFor instance, Jones Smith is vulgar,
but Jones-Smith savors of the aristocracy,
while Johnes-Smijth lands a man faihly into
the ereme de la creme of something or other.
The custom of parting the name, as well as

- the hair, in the middle is wlso a fashionable

eaper, and such names as J. Howard Junks,
T, Pelham Buggs, W. Guelf Fuggins, and so
forth, undoubtedly prove their owners to have
had relatives whoread novels, There must be
something very fascinating about us and our
class that causes the koi pollof to attempt to be
avistocratic, too, but, whatever it is, we can’t
help it.  Our avistocratic name, fcatures, habit
of horrowing money, getting credit at the cor-
ner grocery, and so forth, were born with us,
and are hereditary, and we arc not ashamed
of them, beeause we can’t help it. Al this is
written to prove that Shakespeare erred some-
times, and that there is more in a nane than
some people think, .

FTUTURE SCENE IN ENGLAND.
TIE CANADIAN WRITER ANV TBE DUKL.

Tur Duke—Welcome back to England, sir.
How you remain in Canada, or how you es-
cape, considering the shavp things you say
about your fellow-colonists, is to me equally
ingolnble. .

Tur WRiTER—You read, yowr grace, the
mild caustic of my little journal; you are not
awarc of the havdening applications my pa:
tients have previously enduved. If you ob-
sorved the operation of the burning vitriol of
the Glohe and Mail, and the swarm of small
and stinging pismires which buzz in their
walke, you would not be astonished to find the
Canadian, by this time, politically pachy-
dermatons.

Dukk—And has the pachyderm an inner.

fold? Impervious to abuse, is his conscience
similarly indurated ? .

WRITER—Undoubtedly the nature of the
application is penetrative, and—But 1 must
not attack the absent, Oh, they are not had
fellows —when one is—is—

Duoke—Pahydermed ? :

WriTER (a little aback)—Really, your grace,
your powers of sarcasm, never diminutive,
have not decreased when one gets socially
intimate, We had a pleasant social gathering,
for instance, at a cerlain hwinble Canadisn
domicile, & fow wecks ago. The son of the
premier of the Dominion was married there.

Duke—TI trust his angust father attended.

Wrirer—Oh, certainly—but ¢ august.’ Not
at all that sort of person. In fact, on that
very oceasion, he—but never mind. By the
bye, when does your grace visit Canada ?

Duke—Very cleverly turned, my dear sir,
but it will not do. Come, now, what happened
on this interesting occasion, which is beginning
to have some interest for myself ? i

WRITKR — Really, - your grace, I would
rather—

Dukge—Really, now, it is a breach of al] the

. laws of philosophy, rhetoric, good nature, and
. old fricndship, and more, quid nunc describere

longum est, to excite curiosity so irritatingly,
and—to use one of your now no doubt native
Americanisms—dodge pratifying it.

WritEr—Well, if f -must—it is nothing,
after all—I would have said no word about it
‘“‘hadst thou not conjured me so;” but the
fact is that, during the wedding festivitics in
guestion, that angust gentleman was arrested
bf‘: the chief comstable of Toronto on five
charges of perjury,

Duxr—Good heavens! Well ! The Premier
of the Dominion ! Five sworn charges of per-
jury ' At his son’s wedding ! The bride must
have felt an ominous shadc thrown over the
marriage vows ! The augnst father ! Ha, ha,
ha ! ho, ho, ho ! (sits down cxhausted.) Well,
my dear friend, your lines have fallen in
muddy places !

Wairer—Oh, but yowr imagination enlarges
the evil; distance adds terrors to the view—
these people are not so vile as you—

Duxe—However, of course your Uremier
courted investigation ?

\Wrirer—Why no, he pleaded privilege,
and stopped its heing investigated at all.

Duri—And what do your excellent people
think of the mattor ?

WrirEr—Oh, that John A., without com-
mitting anything worthy of such a terrible
name as perjury, has been perhaps, as the
fellow in the play says, “a little careless, and
devious, and inconsistent, and many-sided, and
perhaps promiscuous and mixed,” in his sworn
allegations.  With no evil intentions, you
know.

Dukr—DBut perhaps with very evil results.
And did you not say there are many elcction
t;-in.ls to come off hetween your two factions,
ch?

WrITiR—Yes, many.

Duke—What if yowr politicians copy, in
their evidence, theiv chieftain’s harinless pro-
misgenities ?

Writer—Well, I must admit that, con-
cealed below the appavently harmless surface,
theremay liethe materials of deadly explosion
indecd. ) )

Duke—Pray, now, arce’”the, leaders on the

asked. *“They won't (hic) let e in ; I (hic)
live here,” wasthereply. ¢ Thomischief you

do 1" exclaimed the other, ¢ I never knew you
lived in the Bloor-street Iast church before.”

g

¢ Ch-church !” ejaculated the other, *¢ thish
ishn’t church.” :

¢ Indeed it is,” said his friend, o

““ Well, it hash shtepsh up it jush (hic) like
my house,” replied Mu. Jones,

‘ That may be,” responded the other, “but
it's a church all the samc; come along, I'l
take you home,” and he- Ied the bemuddled
one in the way he should go.

Presently the Jones mansion was reached,
and the b(.{l vigorously pulled by the friend,
whilst Mr. Jones remained at the foot of the
steps. Scarcely had the last tinkle died away
on the solemn stillness of the night, when the
door was violently flung open, the friend was
seized by his hair and whiskers, and a female
voice shricked out with extreme volubility,

other side equally ¢ promiscuous ’?
Writer—I am happy to say that no one
would doubt in any particular the exactitude
of uny sworn stateient of Blake, Mackenzie, .
or Mowat. ) |
Duke—And are your people given to hero- .
worship ? Do they helieve in—emulate, and i
s0 on—their leaders ? ]
Wrirkr—"1'0 a certain extent, yes. f
Duke—Then in your coming clection trials
t]tllcm is one side I had rather beliove than the
other.

'

TWAS RVER THUS.
* A BLoorR STREET NocrvrnalL EpIsope. :
A FACT, '

A gentleman residing in the northern part’
of the city tarried long at the wassail bowl a
few nights ago, and gazed so long on the wine
.wheo it moved itself aright thn.t%lctotally in-
capacitated himself from doing so, and his
movements, when herose from the festal board !
.at about 2 a.m., were devious and . serpentine; '
and he claimed both-sides of the rond at once
as he procceded on what he imagined was the

““ Oh ! it's you is it at last yoybrutc a pretty

; time of night to come home and oh ! what &

state to be In come inside,” and the haiv pull-
ing was resumed with redoubled vigor.

“ Madam, madam, I—=I—~I'm not .Jones,”
gasped the bell-ringer,

*“Not Jones ! ” exclaimed the lady. * Then
where is Jones? ; : '

¢ Here (hic) here I am, Mriar,” gurgled
Mur. Jonces as he clambered up the steps and
was lugged into the house, wlhilst the gentle-
man who had played the part of the Good
Samaritan, pondering upon the base injustice
of this worlA
man, was. propelled- with. involuntary haste
from the steps, and went his way.

MORAL,

When you take an incbriated friend- home,

and the shameless ingratitude of

prop him- up against the' door, pull "the bell--

handle and run.

Smithers says there is just ““no” difference

between right and wrong, Sec?

A beautiful young - lady tripped into Dr.
Hatchett's drug store a few days ago and told

broad road which led to his peaceful domicile; . young Mr. Speight, who presides there, that
This -domicile was situated on Bloor-street . she wished some castor oil, and asked him if
west: tho erratic- footsteps -and beclouded he could mix it up 2o as to disguisc the taste of

intellect. of the reveller led him along
street exst, and there he wandered tillLlle cama
to a large and stately. cdifice, at the portals of

-said ; “IWill.you have a glass of soda water.
i Miss—=—?"  ¢“Oh, yes,” says she.

Bloor- tit. *“Oh, yes,” says Speight. Presently Speight
After

iwhich he thundered lond-and long for admit: drinking the soda water the ludy waited &

_tance ; but none came to let him in.
As he was performing a neat and well exe:

ioil was ready. **Oh!" says Speight,

- -while, and_then asked Speight if the castor
‘“you '

euted tattoo upon' the ‘door, along comes an- ' have already taken the castor oil in the soda
other-bibulous onc. ‘¢ Why, Jones,” (we will water.” * (reat heavings !”. said the: young

suy Jones, thougli- the -name is fictitious)

-*“what on -earth- are:you doing there?” he.

lady, ‘I wanted the oil for gmy mother.,”-= -
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