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THE JAUNDICE.

A BEQUEL TO THE BCARLET FEVER.
In & series of letters, edited by Chas. H. Stokoe,

Kol earoury ot T

usy sui 5 aundice in her eye:

‘Disoolouring all she view’d, in tawny drest, veh
Down Jook, and with a cuckoo on her fist.””

DRYDEN,
LETTER T.
From Miss Jennie Barker, on a vigit to her riend, Mrs.

gaptam Tremorne, in Ottawa, to Rer sister in

My pEAR KATE,
Many thanks for the letters from home.
They always are welcome wherever I roam;
I‘hon&h 1 sometimes am slow in re(flylng I own,
And three weeks haveso swiftly and pleasantly flown,
l‘ha:.l it sedms soarce three days since the time I came
own

Yon ask me to say, what the city is like?
What points are most certain a stranger to strike?
How many gay people theircards have been dropping?
And how many hours a day I spend gho ping ?

To what rtiesl’ have been, and what beaux I have

been ng ’
If thlg b?lls here aro nice? If the girls are good-look-

g
Are the officers, civil or martial, sharp blades?
1s there any one clever at acting charades?
If Faunny continues as lovely as ever?
1f Captain Tremorne in his devoir fails never?
Howlong I intend at the barracks to stay?
And if sometimes I don’t think myself in the way.

My child! ’t would require a o, 1 ?

On one hdf'ofbhese'glpim to sen'ﬁm,f&? ;{l‘:l::;tzo:
But, since 1’m good-natured, my best X will do;
And, out of the many, seleet you a fow

And the welcome they give me is quite distingus.
{On this point, dear, your quetsh'm;l is very o::"f’yé.)
Then, there's one Ensign Sparker, I'd met him before,
Is vastly polite; nay, pretends to adore ;
Calls | txtne charming, delightful, transcemdant and
Witty
What Bt)lrlﬂ'tho men talk; for I'm not very pretty!
ut as Sparker is handsome, and tall, and well drest,
'f“or want oi". ; ibetiner, 1 ot‘:l thi;:’( i:; best K
0 accept of his escort, when bent on a wa
And 1 smile, laugh, coquet, gaily frolic and talk,
For thegirls burst with envy, as I march with pride
She stately and gallant young officer’s side.
ith great zest of my neat littlo figure he speaks—"
gﬂgggre otmg eyes, of the hloom of my cheeks
& e hul)ero wAngers, my honey-sweet lip,

1
But don’t be afrajd L re his life for a ip!

 8is, for no bachelorum
Shall commit on my };
Unless ho firet earn’p il)‘:“llwh a breach of decort,

is dne
By making to me, in it fon‘i',"aﬁﬁ:,‘}&?,’.,,

And ssking paps for his < king tion "’
THEN, perhaps, I might think n?u‘i't.?'.’;p?&i fun;
Though of course, I should say, * Get away ! Do have

It's great sport to hear him the othery rage—
I:wcal.'sqneer shape, and Clorinda’s marriage;
For the rogue looks 80 droll ag he utters his hints
That Miss 8picer is crooked, that Miss Fitchet squints.
8o, x:ul{ of reward, I abuse ail the follows—

Say that Foodle’s a fop, and that Noodle ts ous,
And Doodle & dunce, full of wind as the beliom'z

Tremomo and dear Fanny are happy and gay,’ }

Sametine: when jt’s pleasant to lengthen our ramble,
Ou kau’s chestnut mare T am tempted to ambje;
Don’t let Mamma raise ai objecuon, I beg,

For a creature more gentle ne’er lifted a leg;

And we seldom ride fast, for more pleasure is found
In surveying the beautiful scenery round,

Than in & merc gallop; 8o, when 1he town’s dull,

Weo cross o’er the bridge to the viliage of Hull,

And above us, a sight which the nervous appals,

The Ottawa leaps down the Chaudiere Falls—

As the big with the littie, I’ve learned to compare,

To contrast it with Brantford’s ¢ Grand River’’ I’ll

dare;
Though I readily own that I can’t understand _
Why they both should assume the fine title of
“Grande.”” . .
Your stream, my sweat girl, very lazily wanders,
Twists and twirls round about in the oddest meanders,
And isies and peninsulas fomms in its course,
Which poetical Mohawks, in graphic discourse,
Have named *“ Nests of the Kagle,” or ** Shoes of the
Horse”’;
By your bridge, it just takes a small bit of a run
Angjumps o'er the dam, with * kop and go one”—
Across it the cows and the horses can get,
And scarcely a pastern be touched by the wet—
To a Wouvermans, tired of soldiers and battle, X
1t w(?ulg make a fine model for ¢ Landscape with
Jattle '~

But a course right magnificent, Ottawa takes
As it dashes down rapids, or widens to lakes,

({Yuiw miniature seas, spreading miles all around,
Where canoes, batteaux, rafts, and swift steamers
abound— .

Past well-wooded islets the broad river aw:

Six Jong mijes of cascades, o’er the Chaudiere it leaﬁm—
There two Lettles are formed by this wonderful fall ;
Though the little one, Kate, is no kettle at all,

But along, ﬁ»el;pendicular, waiery, wall;

Where ono half of the river leaps into a cave,

A wide gaping fissure, a chasm, a grave! .

But « the Big Ketite” might be Gargantua’s pride,
For it’s sixty feet deep, and two hundred feet wide;
In form it is nearly as round as scu&,

The water is boiling, the steam-elouds float up,
You mlfght fancy Giumdakls‘tch ‘were coming to sup,
That of oxen and sheep, a full thousand at least
Stewed there for a large Brobdignagian feast.

At the foot of the fall, heavy timbers are strown,

1n the strangest disorder, confusedly thrown,

Whecre the whimsical fancy they serve to inspire,

That they’re brands on the hearth, Just about to ex-
pire

That the pot has boiled over and put out the fire,

While the river ashamed of such mischievous freaks,

'l‘hroughkzts underground channel, its dark back-door,
sueaks.

I wish I could give Gustavo Doré a hint;

1 am sure he’d design a most wonderful print;

But you'd think by Salvator or Pouain alono

Of these Falls could the grandeur and beauty beshown,
You romantic young pet, you will scold me enough
For writing to you such ridiculous stuff—

To tear it would cost but a letter at most;

But 1 can’t write another in time for the post;

And I fear I've already committed a wrong

By neglecting to answer your letter 8o long—

1 find it’s the case, when with Sparker I rido,

‘That 1 talk and think nonsense, while he’s by my side;
But I Ipromim (ﬂou, dearest, this is the last time

That I'll ever dare to barlesque the sublime!

Of the City you wish me a picture to trace
The Capital now, thou%h once but a By-place;
At its birth, learned Thebans strove hard for itsl

name,

They thought * By-town’’ shabby, a pestilent shame,

But ‘“ Biopolis’’ classical, worthy of fame!

Now the high-sounding name of the old Indian tribe,

And the bPoad-flowing river, all join to inscribe—

High raised upon bluffy, its appearance is grand,

th(hsr viewed from the river or viewed from the
and,

For towards the interior, the grade soon descends

Until not far off, in a low swamp it ends, )

The houses are food and the streets straight and wide;

The canal does in two tho long city divide;

The Uﬁ)pcr Town, built for the proud * upper ten ”’

And the lower for shops, and for dull ** bus’ness men,”

The Parliament Buildings are raised on & site

Most charmingly nma'f a magnificent height;

Looking westward, the Fulls in their lory yau see,

And eastward, the wide river flows m%e a sea—

While I stand and admire the beautiful pile.

1 ask Ensign Sparker to tell me the style

I which it is built, for I own I’'m to scek

If its Roman or Russian, or Gothic or Greek.

1 longed to know whose architectural powers

Lifted truncated pyramids on to tall towers—

So he tugged at his whiskers, a trick he has got

‘Whenever he feels either nervous or hot,

Etruscan or Doric, Egyptian, Hindoo,

And he said. it was little of orders he knew, }
But he thought they’d & Fenian Invasion in view;

And whenever ¢ Tom Sweeny’ should come with ‘ his
powers,’”’

Thata good Armstrong gun set on each of those towers,

Commanding the river, commanding the land,

Would, as %uick as a flash, make the foe understand

How ahsurd in these days was a warfare ofﬁ-las.

Although in the hands of a large mob of “ Mikes.”

Through the Lower Town next,to the fine Rideau Hall,
Waeride and admire both it and the Fall

But I've ﬁ,

ThatIw

ainted one cascade, and fancy_you'll pray
1 not draw any more curtaing to-day.

Returning, our course to the eight locks we bend

And watch slowly the steamboat and barges descend,
For there, “ Jean Baptistes'’ often lin er and gabble,
Laugh loudly or sing, drive their bargains or equabble,

1In their fanny patois ; * 'tis as good as a play,”
‘While their tongues, heads ‘ -
&ing away _g , hands, arms all keep wag.

Then, in robes sacerdotal, grave priests ma

Or a bishop in purple, with hatband of g "™

Or nuns, 80 demure, silent, solemn and nesat,

While sgome Frenchman *‘ sacrés” his caleche down
the street—

Each sight that occurs is 80 new t0 my glance,

That I seem to have taken & voyage to France!

For anything like them I never have known

In our thoroughly English and Protestant town.

Shall I tell you a tale of 8 gooss and a fox,

That belongs to the annals of these Rideaun locks?
Imprimis: the ground would require excavation;
Next, walls of good stone of the right elevation ;

80, when a contractor was sought for and found,

To dig out and build he was legally bound.

There was good stone for building some ten miles

away, -

Which implied a high charge for its teaming to pay,
And government, therefore, could make no objection
By its price toincrease the sum paid for erection.
Then to work the contractor went, blasted the site,
Andﬂnl:lnx::i that his bargain would turm out “all

t,
For ng better quarry could ever be found
And there was his building stone pat on the ground.
In those dayw, officials conld quiet naps take,
While contractors were always alert, “* wide awake;"”
But such things, now-a-days, can’toceur, we all know,
As the parliament buildings triumphantly show!

But ’'twas growing quite late, 80 we rode home to tea;
And you need not expects more statistics from me.

You ask if the government folks are nice men;

Whe:,n there’s more of them here, I will answer you
then— .

Of their families daily arrive two or three,

But few have as yet been presented to me;

For they spend all their hours in huntingand dodging

For houses to rent, or for board and for lodging.

I have been to one lecture, three plays, many teas—

But I haven’tleft room to converse about these;

For a girl, who, like me. has got plenty to say,

To e‘)end time at lectures is but a poor way,

But I'm always delighted to witness a play.

I had made up my mina to describe Fanny's dresses,

Pretty Rosa’s bright eyes, and Maria's rich tresses,

So killingly curled—once a young fellow told her

He saw an armed Cupid sit p d on each sh

She smiled, shook her ringlets ; the fiatterer said

That dislodg’d flocks of loves flutter’d round her
sweet head ! . -

Now I hate all this humbug~it’s dowunright absurd!

A loveis a feeling—ah ! ! /—'tisn’t a bird!

If a m:mt praise my eyes; well! I know they are
bright,

If my teeth:—I'm aware they are even and white;

1f he Prnlae my trim figure, my hands or my feet,

1don’t blamo tho wran; for I know they aro neat.

143,

But when he ascends into regions divine,

For terms to extol these poor beauties of mine;

When he calls me an an%el, a goddess, a grace;

1 feel greatly tempted to 1augh iu his face.

Come, come, my fine gentleman, none of your gam-
mon,

You cannot hook me as you’d hook a poor salmon.

h! dear! on such topics, when once I get started,
(L)Iy pen and my :P can scarcely be parted ;
But I'll bravely ngﬁb and defer the great pleasure
Of their thorongh discussion, at home and at leisure.
Love to Pa and to Ma, and do soon write again,
Believe we, as ever, your fond sister.

JANE.
Posteript.

There’s one thing, dear Kate, on which nothing yov

68
Wha.t’ﬂ.momo of my medical beau, Tourniquet? }
He had left dear old Brantford, when 1 came away;

And a:)ne to Toronto his studies to end,
And to hospitals, lectures, and such things atted.



