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A BALLADE OF SPRING.

Tîîa blossomn's on the calkin,
The woods are foul of breeze,

Thi robin's on the whistle,
The 'Tisherne's on the snecze.

The dust is on the rampage,
The snow clings bo the past,

The sunshine shows the dirt Up,
The sky's too bright to Iast.

The home is on the bouse ciean,
*rhe tenanb's on the inove,

The *trangr's on the house-hunt,
The ice is on the shove.

The horses sby at papers
Promiscuous round that Rly,

The smail boy shits at ail things,
XVithin his lien bIsat lie.

The side-walks blusb with brick,-dust,
The planks %%ith lumber piles,

The grass grows greener daily,
Su do the camomiles.

And when the som-mer tourist,
S hall join our jubilee,

The Iashful dock and ithistie,
\ViIl both lie there to se.

The boulevards bloomn with egg-sheUls,
OId boots and lobster tins,

Fith, asiles, refuse, parings,
The tail-end of the bins.

The scavenger takes charge ot
Tu cirpty once a week,

The wbich lie does by turnh,,g
Viell pIuIap on to tise street.

And %vith bis littie shovel,

'l'hrce-quarters at the most
H-e pilches in bis Uitile cart.

Which is our city's boast.

And ne'er a l)ruorn he uses
Tu ciern the mess away,

But drivts off quite contented,
And thus he dots alway.

Likce soup the city lester,
la meat and drink in one,

0 corne, where glory waits thee,
And hunt bthe reason down.

Brave Howland, there's a filter
They say at Yorkville fixed,

It sssustb le out of kilter,
When our drink is so mucis nixed.

The water-cart is biding,
Wîîh strikes the echoes ring,

The demagogue is Active,
Who says it isn't qpring ? S. A. C.

THE JUNIOR PICKWICKIANS ;

AND THLIR MEMORABLE TRIP TO NORTH AMiERicA.

CIIAPTER XL.

"Coma, gentlemen," said Bramley, Il we mustn't keep
Mr. Douglas waiting," and hie started off down-stairs, fol.
lowed by bis companions. Mr. Crinkie was duly intro-
duced to Mr. and Miss Douglas, who made many kind
and anxious enquiries regardinq bis hand.

IlWeil, gentlemen," said Mr. Douglas, "las this pro-
mises to be a very hot day-it was ver>' misty at an early
hour thîs morning-I propose that we cross over to the

Island and enjoy the cool lake breezes, instead of being
cooped up in the city ; what do you think? "

'"Excellent." exclaimed ail four at once; "the very
thing.»

IlAnd as Hanlan is at home," continued Mr.
Douglas; Ilyou can gratify yourselves with a look at the
ex-champion ; I know him well, and a first-rate little fei-
low hie is. Weil, are you ready ? Ail right, we'll be off.
We can walk down to my boat-house, and we'll go across
in one of my boats."

The party accordingly set off in the direction of the
bay, and shortly arrived at the boat-house, where the
faithful Timbs was at his post.

IINow, Mr. Yubbits," said Mr. Douglas, Il believe
you're a crack olirsman. Do you think you aild 1 are
equai to the tasc of rowing the party across, eh ? "

%Vlhatever doubts 'Vubbits might entertain in his own
mind uapon this point, at any rate hie did flot display
any misgivings, and saici, with a faint smile, that they
could try.

"lAil right ; nowv, this way please ansd hedp Tinbs to
launch the Sylpiz; she'll carry us ail niceiy ; Elsie, you'l
steer. Off she goes," as the Slza roomy, but graceful
pleasure- boat, was run swiftly over the rollers and into
the water, "lthere ; capital boat, that; commodious and
sale, and runs very easily. Throw in the mast and sait,
Tinîbs; always best to have theml with us. Now, Mr.
Vubbits, you'll pull bow; L'il take stroke oar. Elsie,
jumnp in, and now, Mr. Bramley, and you, Coddleby-
there, that's ail right-in with you, Mr. Crinkie ; now,
Mr. Yubbits-bow-oar, please," that gentleman having a
most vague idea as to which was bow and which stroke,
and having taken the seat which Mr. Douglas intended
to occupy ; "lchange your place, il it's ail the saine to
you, though perhaps an experienced hand like you wouid
prefer to pull stroke. Just as you please."

IlOh, no!1 neyer mnd ; I'd rather take the front oar,"
replied Yuhbits wjth a forced smile, changing bis seat ;
and Mr. Douglas stepping into the boat, Timbs shoved
thern off, and away they went.

No, they did flot go-lot imnîediately at least.
<Do you prefer a long or a short stroke, Yubbits?"l

asked Mr. Douglas
"Oh! I 'ni not particular ; about the usual thing ; suit

yourself," replied Vubbits, taking a vigorous pull, but the
oar happening to strike nothing more substantiai than air
instead of water, our hero found himself spraîvling on bis
l)ack at thc bottomn of the boat before hie could realize
what hie was about or where hie was.

"lHello! " cried Mr. Douglas, "lare you hurt ? No ?
Ail right, try again," as X'ubbits regained bis seat and
said,-

IlIma little out of practice, you know, but l'Il soon
get into it-this stick is terribly awkward and clumsy,"
and with the laudable desire of showing that he was doing
his best toi "lget into it," as lie was reaching Iorward
utterly regardless of the timne set by Mr. Douglas, to take
a tremendous stroke, the blade of bis "lstick " struck the
water with considerabie violence, and the handle corning
in contact with bis chest at the 5ame moment, Mr. Yub-
bits once more exhibited bis heels and the soies 'of bis
feet to the party in the stern of the boat.

"Dear me! what ails Yubbits?" asked Coddleby,
anxiouisly, as that individual scrambled back on to his
seat and gasped for breath; Il say, Yubbits, are those
some of the wrinkles you intend toi teach Hanlanil"


