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mulatus ab illo, Hectore,” will he very appropri-
ate. Then, when Jamenting the degeneracy of
the times, (for instance, should the Grits get
into power), ‘‘Oh, tempora! Oh, mores!” is
the very thing.

The young journalist must avoid, as he
would a plague, such phrases as * the tablo
actually groaned,” * strong men were unable
to restrain their tears,” “neat aud appropriate
terms,” *“swan of Avon,” ¢ vital spark ex-
tinet,” “‘become a Bonedick,” **applauded to
the ecko,” and “‘suiting the action to the
word,” The veriest penny-a-liner makes use
of such terms.

. Now, having mentioned merely a few of
mavy choice phrases, we solemnly adjure every
aepiring young journalist to inake use of them,
Jf he will but persist in thrusting them befove
the reading public it will, it is to be hoped,
‘rige in its might,” and, ‘with one fell
swoop,” *‘smite him hip and thigh” so that,
when ¢‘the rosy-fingered goddess™ awakes
from her repose, the ‘‘ insensate clay” of the
uble young journalist will be found with “the
vital spark extinet.” S.

JUST THE RIGHT LENGTH.
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What I am going to tcll you I« a fact as you must know,
And is no piece of fiction. Well, not very long azo,

1 found mysclf in London, Ebg., my holidays to spend,
Aud cal’ed ou, as I'd luts of time, a litorary friend,
Yes; as I'd lots of time ouhund, [called upon this friend.

Ho was a literaiy man. well versed in elassic lore;
Of knowledge ahout politics, he had a monstrous store ;
His seyle of writing was superb ; his Enxlish simply pure,

And with his facile pen he made a goodly incomre sure; |
And by his talents and his peu he made his income sure. *

1 called on hiw at ono o'clock, p.m., ho sat and wrote,

Aud by hiy side were books he used whene'er he wished
to quate ;

Ho lsn‘a'cd up as 1 entered ; he smiled ; said * How d'yo

3
I'm busy now, please take a walk, look in azain at twe,
You see I'm busy, don't go far ; look in again at vtwo "

1 strolled about, 1 saw Pall Mall ; 1 breathed the foggy

air
That brooded over Laudsecr’s lions, in broad Trala'gar
Aquare ;
A\)dh\(\lm«n nn hour in walking round I had contrived to
tOkil,
1 vigited my friend onco more—but he was writing still.
My literary friend I sought—but he was writing still.

* I'm sorry I'm 80 busy now, but I ahall writing be

For full another hour or su, drop in again at three,”

My literary friend remacked ; arouad him on the foor,

Wera sheets of paper he had writ, a hundred, aye, and
nore,

Wore sheets of *‘eopy” he had writ, & hundred, yes, and
more.

Once more [ strolled the West End ronnd, thro' parks
) \'io‘:_\"‘c‘tll;,(lln‘t‘e'::::}ise's motionless before th'august Ilorse
Ihm?ﬁﬁ?is' thiroe o'clock rang out from tall Westming-
1 [outs; ‘3;‘1';':::" at my friond’s door, and walked in onee
1 Lhr:,::'n::l:é folding doors apart and walked in onco agatn,
He stil was writing, and his pen flow swift the paper
As 3:2::: he sut knco-decp In piles of “copy” on the
“1 reg.(l)ll;';fcur 1 shan't get done to-night,” with deepest

8OTrOW

o sabl : ** I must request you, please, to call around
te-morrow.

I know I shan't havo done my work wmuch earlier than
to-morrow.”

T went away. Next day at noon I called on him again,
My literary friond still wroto and wrote with might and

main ;

“1 slmn“!{bo done, I much regret,” he raised his head to
speal

“*Before noxt Thursday ; drap around—yes; call, say
this day wook.

1 real ykc'::,n't get done before the Thuradsy of next
woek.

He turned to write, he wrote and wrote; I loft him
bonding n'or

His paper and the feartul plle ot *‘copy” on tho floor ;

‘Twas “copy” hero, "twas ‘“‘copy” there, ‘twas ‘‘copy”
everywhere

On overy picco of furniture ; on sofa, floor and chalr,

And he, my litorary frlend, sat walst-desp in It thore.

] :
John, give me something to do!

‘*'Tis all one subject,” then I said myseltunto: ¢ I saw I
‘The numbers on the shaets from °1’ to *09204° , '
Il l:l\lst bo writing somio huge book ; sume fifty volumeo
0110,” .
'Twas thus I pondered as I went my wuy towards my '
home, . :
'Twas thus [ thought as I pursued my course towards !
my home.

The duys slipped by, 1 went one day; peeped oc’r his
window sill,
The pile of “copy” filled his room—and he was writing

still ;

Ou Thulro'sdny week I ealled again, * My task is atan .
end I .

Then cricd, as he laikl down his pen, wy literary fricud,

“‘Tiln.mngshcd 1 said, and dropt his pen, wmy litenay
riend,

¢ What was tho theme on which you wrote ?’ Iasked and
lookedt around,

As I stood neck-doep in the piles of paper on the ground;

s surely some ten voluise work ; adictionary p'raps,

You have « ot of work to do, you litery chups §

You eurn the money that you make, youliterary chaps.”

“*Twas not @ book on which I toiled, throurhout the
live-long weulk,

*Tis not a dictionary, no”  * What Is it, iriend ? do speak;
¥y

What mean these stiucks of ‘copy T nu book, youw say,
not thymes ?°

No, "tis an editovial I'vo written for The Thnes;

That heaps of stuff's a leader’ that ['ve writien for
Temes,” 3

The
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SIR JOHN'S CRUELLEST JOKL,

J. B. P. —TFor the love of gooduess Sir

Satweday Scenwons,
BY PROFESSOR SPENCER FE. VOLUSIIN,
Pubdlished by special arrangement with the I'rotoplasm

Lree-Thought Speiely, as @ set-off’ o Spuryeon's
sermons in the Globe and LTalinaye's tn the Newa.

SERMON V.

[NoTick.—The indulgence of the congregn-
tion is craved for the omission this week of the
usual disconrse, Prof. Svexcer E. VoLustun
having broken down under his ouerous labors,
has by the advico of his medical attendant
gone to New Orleans for vecuperation.  leis
expected to occupy his pulpit as usnal next
Saturday, when Sermon V. will be delivered.]

DR. JOHNSON IN CANADA.

¢ Sir,” said Boswell, as he and Dr. Johnson
ware teking a jount down King-street, I
wonder that you do not offer yourself for
municipal honors in Toronto.”

< Sir, your remarks are ill-thned,” replied
the doctor with some asperity. ‘‘The man
who would offer himself as an aldermanic ean-
didate here would pick a pocket it he had the
chance—and—" he added afier a pause, ““he
would find every opportunity for doing so in

this city.”

“ How so, sir?” enquired Boswell, meekly.

“ Because, sir, the constabulary departmuent
is gro:sly mismanuged, and the detectives are
souinolent and lethargic. In Hamilton, sir,
the case wonld be d tlevent.”

“In what respect, doctor®” enquired Bos-
well.  **Is the ¢liciency of the police furce of
that city so much greater than that of To-
ronto "’

“ No, sir,” replied the doctor, rolling bis
head from side to side, and turning back to
touch a tun.-post he bad missed. * No, sir,
but it would he impossiile to pick a Hamil-
ton wan’s pockit of any pecuniary property.”

“Why is that, «ir 77 asked Boswell,

¢ Sir, the Hawiltonians are mostly Scolch-
anen, and wheve did you ever see a Scotchian
who would pars with mouey withous some re-
turn? No Svotetwsan, sir, would leave his
native haren and desoate wilds so lony as he
hud sufficient money to keey Lody ard soul to-
gether at home on sheeps-heads, oatmeal and
such other atrocious messes as ho feeds on g
therefore. siv, no Scotchman in Canada would
be hke!'y to have money on his person of which
a pick-pocket counld deprive him.”

“8Sir, I am a Scotchman myself,” replied
Boswell, “but | canuot help it.”

“Sir,” roared the greant lexicographer,
“mpeither can yon help beng an ass.”

Boswell in recording this incident in his
biography remarks, 1 fels that he was right
and therefore said ne move, so we adjourned to
the St. Lawrence Coffee Housa and calied for

a dish of tea.”
*

*

‘“ What paper is that you are perusing, siv?”
enquired the dector of Boswell, as he helped
himself to a second plateful of veal pie with
plunbs in it.

It is an old copy of the M7, sir, and de-
scribes the recepiion accorded to Mr. Mowas,”
replied Boswell,

¢ Sir, you may vead me a few selections.”

“ ¢ At every lamp-post,”” read Mr. Boswell,
‘““were to be seen foul-mouthed and obscene
young Liberals, ankle-deep in a flood of tibac-
co-juice ; at every street corner, in vavious
stages of inebriciy, were loafers, sluggers and
bull-pups of the Jowest deseription who blas-
pheured and cheered alteruately as the proces-
sion went by.  All were sadly in need of a
bath. A more di-gusting secne ’

*Stop,'sir,"” said the doctor. *‘I and the
writer do not agrec there,”

“Bus, sir,” ventured Boswell, “ho vwas
present on the occasion, and yon were not.”’

Sir,” rosred the doctor, ** respect for your
seuiors is not one of your virtues.”

* *
*

*What, sir, is your opinion of Toronto
water and the Bay irom whence it is pro-
cured 7’ enquircd Boswell, us he and Dr.
Johuson were partaking of a bowl of punch in
a private room above a King-street saloon.

*¢ 8ir, 1 am swrprised at your question.” ro-
plied tho author of Rasselus. ¢ Wouald you
ask me my opinion of a pntresecent and mal-
odorous cesspool, recking with the garbage and
decomposing refuse of an uncleanly city?
Would rou scek for ny opinion of & people
who would tamely submit to be taxed for being
permitted to drink a fluid which compares
most unfavorably with the contents of a Nea-
politan sewer? Sir, a hog would have more
sense thau to drink such contaminated pollu-
tion.”

¢ Surely, sir, you do not mean to compare
the inbabitants of this city with hoga?”

“No, sir ; the hoyg is an animal for which I
entertain a profound respect and I should be
loth to insult him. Sir let us drop the

subject.”

* »

»
I had the pleasure, sir,” said Boswell, as
he and the doctor prepared to sally forth for a
morning coek-tail, ‘“of an introduction to a

——
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