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ROUND THE TABLE.

IlWe measure too much. by thîis cursed decimial systein," the
German Editor broke the silence one evening by exclainîing.
W~e waited respectfuhly for hum to continue; for, tbougb wbat
bis Teutonie llighness says rarely countsfor much, we inîagined
dimly that thià tinie be ineant more tban lie biad said. He
soion explained himiself, "lTen cents, one dune;- ten dimes, one
dollar. Everything-men, inaidens, books, brains and beauty
-ail are measured ; ahl bougbt and sold by that." He puffed
vengefully for a turne at bis pipe and went on. I walked
one day with a farmer-a ricli farmer-down a long lane on
one of the prettiest farms in Western Ontario, Tbe day was
perfect; the air was ulear; the blue sky flecked witb clouds
of purest wbite; and when at last a sudden turn brougbt us
upon the rustic bridge that spans the river and gave to our
sight its picturesque windings, I stood entranceýd." We looked
Up wonderingly, for the pbilegnmatic Teuton is not often timus
outspoken. H1e went on. IlThe spot was pure poetry. Trees
bordered the strean; the low pines bent above it and gazed
in pretty vanity upon their own fair images in the water.
Below us in the clear cut sbadow of the bedge, we could see
the tîny trout gliding swiftly back and forth in thme glmîdness
of youtb and summer-tide. Ail was quietness; except for tbe
quick chirping of tbe birds in the branches behind us, and
the far-away cbattering of a squirrel in tbe tail butternut-tree
down streain. I lingered as long as my prosaic bost would let
me; then we wandered on. A turn in the road brought a
change. Before us, about a hundred yards apart, were two
bridges-railway bridges ; emblems of dust and beat and hurry
and iconoclastic civilization. They jarred upon me ; yet the
image of beauty was too fresh, in my beart to be thus easily
destroyed. Again we paused, leaning this time upon the
quaint old fence tlîat skirts an irregular field of waving green ;
and again I looked and admired. To our left lay the thin patch
of blush, bordering tbe river wbich. we bad just left, and bound-
ing tbe field on one side; to our right the road wound pictur-
esquely out" of sight; here and there, in the fence-corners,
yellow wild flowers were gleanîing. In the field, at a little
distance, I caugbt sight of a patch of wild grass, of a reddislî
brown colour, fine and very beautifuli: 1 called my companion's
attention to it. ' Well, Dutcliy,' bie drawled-J didn't like
hum to caîl mie ' Dutchy 'in the first place-' thein tbings may
seem miglîty nice to fellers like you that don't know nothin'
about 'enm ; l'in danged if 1 wouldn't rather bave one head of
timothy than the xvbole blamc lot!"' Puif-puif! 11J left
there that nigbit," continued the Teuton, soleinnly 1 haven't
gone back since." *

The Foreign Editor was much perturbed. He bad been
reading Molière's Don Juan and hie wanted to know wby it is
that we sympathize with villainy when it is bound in respect-
able octavo wbile when it appears in tbe sensational columun o?
the Daily we hourd. it to the gallows. "lWby," hie said, "lif
any man were convicted of bal? the misdeeds perpetrated by
Molièro's hero, bie would be undoubtedly lynched, and yet
because Don Juan noves in a draina we cheer hini on and
feel bitterly aggrieved when hie meets bis doom, wbich
in our more sober moments we must confess to bo only too
well deserved."

"Then again,," hie went on, Ilthere is ' Reineke Fuchs,' a
low thieving blackguard if ever tliere was one, wbo if lie were
to return to earth would occupy a social position no mrore cie-
vated than that of a loathsomely regular patron of tbe police-
court, and yet as we read of bis career we congratulate humi on
every successful swindle and rejoice whenever bie gets out of a
new scrape, however unscrupulous the means employed. I
think it's abominable, and it makes me feel like the most
abandoned wretch that ever breathed," lie concluded patheti-
cally.

The ever-ready Ingenious Man begged to suggest that per-
haps t1iis fellow-feeling was not for the wickedness but for
the clev'erne,;s d i played, and explained, as soon as the Foreign

The evident ill-temper of the Poet led to questions whicm at
lengtb elicited tlîat lie liad been readingr (oethe's IlAutobi-
ograpbiy," and that, tbe whole current of bis nature bad beenl
violently disturbed by tîme description of the poetical club o?
wbicb (Ioethe was a mernber ini bis youth, wlmere tîme work of
all the otber conitributors was, to the future îîoet, obviously
faulty, wlîile nevertbeless the excellencies of lus ownl efforts
did not neet witbi any special recognitioni froîn his companio ns.
Long brooding over this passage, frauglît as it is with deep
philosophicai significance, lmd led our iPoet to the belief that
hie ouglht to resigio. By persuasion, bowever, lie was incluced
to continue mn ofice on the understanding that lie sbould not
ho obliged to write spring poetry.

The Jngenious Man has a quaint habit o? clothing bis
speculations on the most abstruse sulbjects in lioniely figures-

is treatment of the question of life leîîds quite a unique
flavour to that soniewhat hîackneyed subJeet. IlLife," lie sayg>
Ilis a patchwork quilt, stitchied on the background of eternitY
and padded out with thue ragrs of tinie. Strange colours we

introduce ! Here a dash of scarlet passion, there a scrap of
pure white faitb, then brown doubt and pale green enn'4e,
Most of us, thougli, have to fail back on tbe dull drab of work
to fill ont the sp;ices, and thank God for it, for it rests the
tired eyes. "

Our Philosopher forgets the bright verdaney of youth which
occupies a considerable portion of nîost of our crazy-quilts.

March 9, 1889.

Editor bad bowed bis ackniowledgments of the implied com-
pliment, IIthat iReynard does flot practice on the finer nature
of bis victims but on their greed and ignorance. H1e is really
the most honest person in the story for he neyer atteînpts to
deccive himself as to bis own character, wbich cannot be said
of most other villains.

Tbe Down Town Reporter took up the discussion in bis
own cynical way, and stated his belief tbat we sympathized
with Don Juan and witb Reynard simply because we were
told by the naine of the piece tbat these 'gentlemen were the
beroes. If Shakespeare bad entitled bis drainas "lLear " and
"lOthiello " respectively IlEdmund " and" IIago," our reporter
believes tbat tbese men who are now the objects of universal
batred and contempt would be looked upon as the miis,
interestingly ill-used individuals.

The Ingeioug Mani vas about to dlain tlïcse exaniples as
supporting bis case, wbeî lie was initerrupted by the Table
Poet's remnarking, witb ratber doubtful taste, that lie thouglit
the company would save a great deal of trouble if they would
read J. A. Froude's "IShort Essays on Great Subjects," where
they would find the subject of elebate exbausti\ ely treated.
The Jngenious Man lie nîaliciously advised to ventilate
bis ideas in a treatise whicb lie thouglit would look well witb
seine such titie as a "lCritique on Crime and Criminals Con-
sisting of Coruscations from the Cranium of a Crank."

This ill-natured suggestion of the Poet's leads us to refer to
the almost universal craze for alliteratiou wlîicb seenis to, bave
taken.possession of the present genleration, and mnost of ail of
tbe daily press. Every book, from the volume of serinons to the
ligbtest novelette, nmust have an alliterative titie. Wlmenever
we bear that a new edition of Itorcester or lVttris aiiîmîounedý

we sbudder lest one of these mighty authorities slîould suc-
cumb to the evil tendency and decorate itself witlî sonie such
appellative as IlWebster's Wealtby Wallet of Words hein.-
a Dictionary of Definition, Derivation and Description" (by con-
scientious introspection tlif', Dictiurîary miiglit find even a imore
flowery namn( for itself).

In ToÛronîto the Jawitlî the enter1irise wlîîcl cbaractel izes
it in every (lepartiit, lias fatr outdistanecd ail its rivais il,

this race. The spectacle of the Flippantly Flexible, French-
igbltin g FîctiointFacetiously Fabricating F Ln iiily Far-fetclied

Fanicies is an apparition at wlmich ail alliterative artists are
awfully aghast.


