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REMARKABLE PERFORMANCE
011 A CAB AT 2 A. M., AS OBSERVED BY YOUNG MR. VANDERBEER.

LITERARY ANECDOTES.

T HE poets Coleridge and Wordsworth on one occasion

not like ta spend my days in this neck of woods," re-
marked the former. "The surroundings are flot con-
genial. Had I been hoin and broueht up here 1 could
neyer bave penned a Uine of poetry.* IlDon't say tisat,
old marn," replied Wordsworth. IlThse prevailing genius
loti, which is Latin, appears eminently conducive to the
production of your style of aleed poetry. Look around
and you will see coal ridges tilt you can't rest " IlVes
and those coal ridges are valuable, but wbat are Words-
worth ?" was thse instantaneous repartee of bis friend.
And they turnied into an adjacent public ta partake of
half-and-half. Ths'spot is still pointed out ta tbe travjel-
1er, and the mugs used on the occasion are preserved in
balf a dozen différent museums.

Sir Walter Scott was a gteat admirer of the inanners
and customs of the Middle Ages, and had n o sympatby
with the modern contempt for thse ways of our ancestors.
Walking ane day tismougli Holyrood Palace, Ediriburgis,
witb Douglas Jerrold, be descanted on bis favorite theme
with mucli enthusiasm and eloquence. IlGaze on these
storied (fqur-storied) walls, tisis proud inemorial of thse
cbivalry, the romance, thse fine poetic and devotional feel-
ing of the vanisbed past so ably depicted in my bistorical
novels-wbicb I may be permitted ta remnark have been
very favorably noticed by the critics-survey these relics
of a bygone age, and then say if you cari that its spirit
was wholly rude and barbarous." "l Ves," said Jerrold,
dexterously avoiding notice of the outstretcbed palm of
the volunteer guide who bad been following tbemn around,
I tbink tisat, judging the Middle Ages by your own

crit 'erion,,you will on mature consideration admit that it
*wâs -1bolly rude (FHolyrood). Catcb on? Guess V'iI work
that up for Punch." And so terminated tiseir life-long
friendship.

GHI.P>------

When James Hogg, the Ettrick shepherd, was
first introduced into Lorkdon Society he was some-
what difident, and owing to bis lack of self-asser-
tion was sometîmes exposed to, the ridicule of the
regular drawing-roomn habitues. One of these, at a
dinner-party at Holland Bouse, said to the poet
in a superciligus tone: IlThis sort of thing, don't ye
h now, must be wather a new experience for y4ou, Mr.

-aw - Pig."
The poet's eve flashed fire, and with that readiness

of repartee for which he was noted, hie exclaimed :
IlHecb! aweel aiblins glaiket, l[ wad. no be blate
rnuckle a donnert unco gowk, forbye a wheen
tbrawkie, ettling siccan a auld-farrant randygangrel.»

His interlocutor shrunk away abasbed, as the
Arcbbisbop of Canterbury, grasjýing him by the band
remarked: ."lVery true-very true and well put.
Your sentiments, siri do you honor, and 1 arn proud
of having made your acquaintance."

Thus we see that sterling integrity and manhood
will command respect even- in thse most cultured
circles.

The bistorian Gibbon, wtote bis celebrated work,
"The Decline and Fali of the Roman Empire," in

the direst povcrty. A large portion of thse concluding
*volume was written on envelopes inclosing dunning

letters, hie being too poor to boy paper for thse pur-
pose. When thse work was published, a critic
praised thse remarkable elevation of its style. "'It

was written on the fifth story," reniarked Gibbons,
"Iwhich accoutnts for it." Probabiy this may strike thse
reader as a chestnut, but it wasn't when Gibbon got.it off.

THE MELANCHOLYr DAYS.

T HFE scason's changes fill my soul
With many a pangfui pain;

A sadriess that 1 Can't control
Cornes o'cr me now again.

'Tis flot that summer days havc fied,
And winter now is near;

Nor that ta face thse chilling frost
And nutnbing blast I feur.

It is flot that in field or wood
No longer I can rave,

Nor list the music of the birds
Which echoes through the grave.

I do flot care my bark ta sal
On bine Ontario's surge;

Nor in Queen's Park with social swells
Atternpt ta make a spiurge.

But, oh 1 it filis me with dismay
To think I have ta take'

And put the stovepipes up next week,
And ail the carpets shake.

CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES.

E DITOR, vvriing a treatise on "lWornan," in his office

Lovely vwoman 1 Nature's noblest worlc,
As man's best biessirig sent;

H-ow can in thy kind heart e'er iurk
Aught else but good intent?"

Hlaîf an hour later, going borne in the'street car, four
ladies où each side, spread out, taking up ail the room,
neyer a budge té make place.

EDITOR ($Otto VOCe-" * "* * IIl selfish creatures.
Look at lem 1 Beats ail. Talk about thse proverbial *dog
in the manger 1 Ugh! "


