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Tge SHADOWS.

Drar Grip,—
“ You snust nct think that a sativic style
Allows of scandalous and Drutish words ;
‘I'he better sort abhor scurrility.’”

If there is one more glaring evil than another to which you as the
Public Censor should apply the scalping knife of keen criticism, it
is that which may be called the Jow tone of political morality that
characterises the daily press, not only of your city, but of all the
large centres in your Dominion, The example, unfortunately, thus
set spreads into your rural districts, and unless frowned down upon
and put a stop to, must end in debasing all public life and men
amongst you. The lauguage made usc of during the past few
weeks by your two leading papers, the Globe and Muil, in our day
would have resulted in the sending of both papers to 4 Coventry.”
How talentod men, guiding the opinion of a great Dominion, can
condescend to such petty wacfare, astonishes us, and we congratu-
late oursclves we lived in an age of the world’s history when ¢ good
breeding ” and ¢ politeness ” were as essential to the press as to the
thorongh gentleman, Your papers seem to go on the assumption
that only two kinds of men can succeed as public characters, “ men
of no principle but of great talent, and men of no talent but of one
principle—that of obedience to their superiors.” One side is the
talented. stalesman, but a Charter seller; on the other is a stone
mason, but an iwplicit follower of a newspaper editor, the man be-
hind the throue, and to prevent the success of either side, they
mntually resort to the lowest of all weapons scandal and scurillity,
with what reault last Thursdays procecdings bear evidence in part,
Musing on the facts thus presented, your medium fell into what
ynu would term a day drcam, and the following strange vision
pasred before his mind. Methought I had travelled from some
distance along a straight well paved avenue, lined on each side
with statuary displaying tbe finert characteristica of the human
wind and victue, and which T saw was styled the English Avenue,
when I suddenly found myseIf traversing a morass of great dimen-
sions, beset with devious paths so narrow that it was with the
utmost difficulty that o footbold conld safely be secured. Won-
dering how such a dreary scene could he connected o closely with
the splendid avenue I had left, I discovered it was styled the
“ Field of Canadian Politics,” and had yet to be reclaimed from its
wildness, and jmproved as years rolled on. As I continucd my
jouiney I could see the little paths around me crowded with nu-
morous wayfarers, who jostled and roughly and rudely accosted
onv another, often even resulting in Llows, and ever and anon
some one¢ or another, loosing their foothold, would fall into the
treacherous beds and sink utterly from sight. These scenes as-
bonishc(}l me, but I was still more astonished when attracted by a
crowd in the centre of this huge morass. | wended my way
thither, and saw what was being done. A large, whitc marble
figure, of almost dazzling purity, and so finely chisseled as to seem
almost a speaking, living being—was placed in the centre ofa
small oasiy, and reared itself majestically above these wayfavrers
who, collected from the bye-paths, stood around it. On the pedes-
tal were engraved the words, Honesty of Purpose, Inlegrity, Christi-
anity. The sight of this fizure scemed to drive thesc creatures
wild, and out of the bogs around--the bog of scandul, of personal
abuse, of vituperation, of lying, of scurrility, and others of a like
stamp—with noisy anger they collected mud and threw the same at
the figure ; tho mud seemed to stick for onc minute, then fell
away, leaving the place a8 spotless and as pure as it was before it
was defiled.  Wondering at the sight, 1 found ‘on surveying the
statue, that witbin it was heated by the fires of Trulh, which
permented its whole being as it were, and rendered it proof against
the malignity and hostility to those who would defile it, Modita-
tating—I awoke, :

Trusting to find a better spirit and a higher tone nnimating the
press in the future, and trusting, dear Guip, that it will not be ne-
cessary to allude again to this message, 1 am still

Your FaMiLIAR SpimiT,

MR. SIMPKINS' PXPERIENCE,

Geip—Sir: I desire to communicate to you a brief account of a
strange dream I had on the night of the 29th inst. I will not
dwell on the doings of the day, for I suppose it passed with me,
mnch the samo as with my unfortimate neighbours. But during
the night, sir, T had a wonderful dream—an offspring, no doubt,
of the unnsual excitement and business. Baving rotired to rest at
a late hour, { was not long in falling soundly aslcep; and while I
slept, I dreamed ; and, behold, & dozen news-boys assailed me on

all hands with cries of ¢ Globe-hereyouare now-ow1” ani, ¢ Get
the Mui-ail]” ag is their wont. I thought I purchesed a copy of
the latter paper, and looked at the date. It wasJanuary, 30 18%4.
I turned eagerly to the Editorial column, to see what they had to
gay about the previous day’s work. I expocted to fiud something
about how their opponcnts had dealt corruptly, unfairly &c., but
to my surprise, and Sir, my unfeigned delight, I found an article
which remains vividly fixed on my mind to this hour verbatim el
literatim. It wasas follows :
" YESTRRDAY’S CONTEST.

“Tho polls closed last cvening after an exciting contest, and
victory perched upon the Reform banner in all three constituen-
cies. As wo hove just said, the battle was warm ; we desive to add
that it was also generous and faic. It may be cousidered an ex-
pression of public opinion, as nearly as that is atteinable wnder
our circumstances. We do not desire to say anything harsh or ua-
charitable—we presume the best men have been clected.”

I nced hardiy say, sir, that I was painfully disappointed when, in
wheeling suddenly about to express my pleasure to a friend, I
encountured somcthing that brought me to my senses, and the
whole affair floated off ws the buscless fabric of & vision,

Yours, Joux SiyMrgivs.

AN UNFORTUNATE POLITICIAN.

Daar Grie,—I know you are always ready to help the unfortunate.
Oh! list @ moment to wy tale. 1Por twenty-five years I have been o
politician. First I edited a Reform paper, and for the only good
editorial that ever appeared in it I came very near being tarred and
feathered. To have peace of mind I sold that paper. It was
always my wile's ambition that I should be cither an M.P., or hold
a Government office (as she considers those positions respectable),
0, at the next clection I persuaded my brother-in-law to propose
me as & candidate at a Conscrvative meeting ; but unfortunately,
when I rose to make my speech, and felt in my pockets {or the
notes I had so carcfully prepared—thcy were not there! I com-
menced without them, sond for three minutes that audicnce was
spell-bound—then my memory fuiled me, and I sat down, A
wretch in the crowd crics out, © When he turned his coat he lost
his notes.”

For three years I served as clerk in a post office; during all that
time I attended a Conservative Club, weekly ; then I tried for & va-
cant office, but somebody wrote and told that Charter-seller Joha A.
thiat I had once edited a Reform paper, and the oflice was given to
somabody else. SincethenI have tried for various government offizes
without success, and now, alas! I amm on the verge of rain ; I cun't
even get five dollars for my vote, as in days gone Ly. Politics have
been my ruin.  If I had been a blacksmith for twenty-five years
I might now be enjoying prosperity., Let my tale bz a warping to
others,—Yours, AN UxrorTUNaTE,

CITY OBLLBRITIES,
Dear Mr. Grie,—Thougl [ live in the country, I hope I am not
dead to the interests of your great town, nor am without abition
to know its justly celebrated men, I came to Toronto lust week,
and dropping across young Jengws, I put the question to him point
blank—'twas my way sir, point blank—%Can you show me the
celebrities T )

“ Comv, Harer)” he said, slapping me on thc back, “1 know
every one, Come down King Street and I'll point themn all out 1o
you. There,” says he, pointing to a dapper man, with hLis little
feet in ladies’ prunclla boots, and the smallest hauds I ever saw,
“that is Grorar Brown.” I observed him, siv, observed his black
curly locks, his affable swile, and the foppish way ho played with
his ¢ye-glass. *“ And who i3 that with him ?” T enquircd, noticing
a large, jolly, rollicking min, who might have playcd Fausrare
without padding, and the bhearticst Jaugh, and the most genial
sut of funtures I ever beheld.

“'That,” says he, #“Is Partesoy of the Mail. Good-natured fellow,
nothityg mean about him, is only fault ig, he is too foud of
religions tea-partics, and, poor fellow, he docsn’t know a horse
frow a cow.”

I had now one burning awmbition. I longed to sce the fumous
Brary. Who has not vead his Demostheuic sperchos, and imbibed
wisdom from his utternnces, Having seen this modern Cicero
T conld die content.  We passed the Leuder office and there he wag,
lolling gracefully agninst the ancient door with o tlune shoot-
ing jacket and brass buttons, a Dafferin tic and diamond stods. tHe
was smoking a Parlaga, while speaking IFrench, with a well-
known foreign Count! e is the hand-omest man I have soen since
I l¢ft my own parts, and they do say his finish ix gnite Ravisian,

After this I felt exhausted, and Jeagigs snd 1 hisd a chiop ad a
glass of beer. The u-xt day I saw some e celebiities, aud T
shall let you hear from me about them.

Yours obudiently,

iTariy Hooax,

(




