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British North America. Thero is, there must be, a lingering fr-ag-.
ment of shame about the maxi after ail. It is a raeeming feature
in Kossuth's chiaracter that ho lacked assurance ta preneh to, a free
people, liko the subjects of Quceei Victoria, about freedoin, after
comixlg from the land of bada e oaent with the foui kisses of the
tyrant, and gogd with nxoney carned by the toil of the slave."

This Solomon, umder anotixer guise, edited the Anglo-American
.2fagaai e, a valuable periodical published for several ycars ini Toronto
by Mr. Maecear. One conspicuous featuro of this manthly was a
departîment li which, aCter the pattern of Blakwood'of oid, a group
of friends discuss matters li a free and Canlar nianner. The per-
sonago who figures as the editor in these IlSederun.ts," as they are
ea]led, is IlCuipepper Orabtreo, Esq.," major in the iitia, at whiose
shinty events and books -arc made to, pass under review; the other
interlocutors are the Doctor, thc Laird, the Squireen, and Mrs.
Grundy. The sbanty itself la an the banks cf the Humber. It is
thus spolken cf: " lOn a gentie siope, some four miles to the wnest-
ivarf of the 'Muddy clearing,' as Solomon of Strectsville, delighteth
to eall aur city, i.e., Toronto, may bo accu ane of thoso primitive
fabries, yelept ln Cannuckian vernacular a ' shanty."' It la further
described. The conversation then proeeeds li a natural, chatty way,
with a plentiful intermLxture cf anecdote and humour. Thus in the
year of the Duke of Wcllington's death (1~852), -we have --

IlLAIRD.-Ha'c ye read, Orabtrce, the vidimus which the 2T iines
gives of thc great J)uke's life and character 1~

M.&Jo.-J have, and with unnxixed enjoynient. Tt is anc af the
most masterly essays wvhich bas graced the periodlcal press for many
a long day, far surpassing, lin ny humble opinion, the bighest flights
of that showy but intensely superficial writer, Thomas flabingtan
Macaulay.

LAiRD.-Yon are a thochit too bard on Tummus, Major. flis
sangs a' auld Rlome rouse xny blood like the blast 6' a barder
trurnpet.

lMÂJon.-By your ]eave, Laird, you are crcating a man of straw
for thc mcme purpose of deniolishing your handicraft. 1 said nothizig

aganstàtcaîayas a poet, but mcrely demurred to bis pretensions
as a bistorian.

DocToR.-The less a fossil such as you are, Crabtree, "ay respect-
ing a Whig historian, the better. You know that 1, as a Whig, eau


