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Hemade wo remark.

* Do you remember the Jicking yon gave me at school 2**

He remembered it. )

I took off my cont and hauded it to a friend.

“Well,” T said, smilingly, confidently, esultantly, [ going
pay you for it now, with interest,”

Then T squared myself in the most approved manner.

He put up his hands awkwirdly, T feinted. e Jefb hinisell open.
Llet ont with iy left.

He dueked his Tiead.

My heart gnve » greal throb 1 owas save J had him ! ) drew back
ny vight foy o tervitic Blow, aud- -n envions fecling snddenly eame
over my oty and 1y dawnnd connnenced spitting cut teeth,

Then L thonght [ wouldn'i whip bine any wore, but wonkl get up
and o home. Lol up to do so, but he placed hig hiud npon my
nose very impudsively, and Uagain discontinued stouding vy,

CAconple of my friends helped v home, where haveremsined ever
sinee.

-

Lhe doctor put o silver bridge in iy noso,

My new teeth feed awkward yet, wml il harts e to sit dowu.

T don’t think it was right now, to altack the sehool-master,

1t would have been noblee—much nobler to bhave forgiven him,
And less expensive,

And more healthy,

Don’t!

The atmospleery is fragrant,
With the sweet perfume

Of Hlowers, that blush aronid us,
All radinnt in bloom.

Dretty feathered songstors,
Flutter through the trees,

Lading with their melody,
The gentle summer brecze.

Twistingly still ocean-ward,
Mujestically flows

The river, ever marmuring
Galdly ns it goes.

Nuture is full beautiful,
With pure and glorious light,
And Natwre's heart of Liearts,
Seems throbbing with delight.

But, ah! alas! alack!
Aye, several times alas |
There sits n gentle maiden,
‘Weeping in the grass!

Her golden hair—(her very own)—
Has fallen down behind,

Aud streams out wildly, gracefully,
On the suwmer’s wind!

She sits and weeps,—ah, me!
The toars roll down her cheeks,
And o'er her sweet, tip-tilled nose,
In briny, burning crecks.

She weeps,—but from her lips
There issues not a groan,—
She does not sigh a single timne,

Nor give way to a moun ;

And yet she sorely weeps,

As thongh her heart wounld break—
As though she strove with teacs,

A little sea to make.

Oh! broken.lhearted maiden
With the golden hair!

Ol ! thou tearful darling,
‘Wonderously fuir !

Sparc thy pretty eyes from pnin,—
Thy breath tvo—I iwplore,

Oh, wipe thy terrs away, and don't
Eat onions any more!

Advico to persons aboul to cat garlie—Don’t !

Plain Words to Canadian Editors.

Gurr prolesty, in the name of deceney, ngainst the tone of the
Cunadian press.  The desive of editors seems to be to go as close ns
posgible to libel without overstepping the bounds, As usual in eas s
where limits are not strictly detined, therve is a broad debateable spar:¢
between the legal and the moral crime; this is being taken posses.
sion of by the press in the supposed interest of the publie, and in de-
fianee of all privale rights,  The vesndt has of Jate been a sneeession
af disclosuves with which the public have absolutely no concern,
Nob only have facts, which should linve remained unknown, except to
thosi coneerned, been velated in the manner ealenlated most to dam-
age cerlain individuals; but the grossest falsehoods have been in-
vented eoneerning the private lives of meauy prominent men.  'We ave
becoming surronuded with o social atmosphere as foul as that of the
United Stades, vitiated by the breath of slander, in which no pure or
holy ov vatmed thing ean exist.  The Ameriean press, inflnenced by
the denweradie idea of the exclusive vights of the majority, has long
treated the private life of public men as pablic property. A totul dis-
rvegard for individnal rights has produced the vilest press the world
has ever seen, saturated  with valgarily, {eeming with slanderous
ilems, peering impudently into the family cirele, pandering to the
lowest appetites of o half-educated mob, aud leaving to publie men
no moment of privacy. Tho law of libel 18 a dead letter, and en ap-
peal to it is considered ridiculons and almost an offence against the
public.

The resnlt has been, that cvery noble nature has slunnk from enter-
ing political lite—the Governument is cavried on by rings of swindlers
—the sight of infamoens men tilling high places, has reacted injurious-
1y upon public opinion, which is now sceptical of all virtue, and pri-
vale life has been deeply afiected by evory deseription of viee.

Unless the Canadian press is Lo sink to the level of that of the
United Stales, and in its degradation drag our people with it, there
must be an immediate reformation and a reformation from within.
‘The press is too powerful to be mmzzled by any libel law, and in offect
nmst define ibs own privileges.  Tho discussion of any cireumstance
whatever, not o legal offence, the revelation of which can be produc-
tive of no benelit to the community, and which must injuriously affect
individuals, should be tabooed.  With private life, newspapers have
nothing to do; no man shonlt be abused for opinion’s sake, and in
the treatiment of publie atfuirs, n decent courtesy should be main-
tained {oward opponents.

Onr Montreal Exchanges.

"Pstz nllramontane movement in Lower Canada is influeneing social
life in a very remarkable manuer, as clsewhere, in the direction of
medievalism,  In the Middle Ages it was ofien ordered by the Church
that penitents, especially if of noble rank, should wash the feet of the
valgar, The following advertisement, taken from the Montreal Star,
indicates a revival of the custom in Quebee:

\VAN TIED—A strony girl to wash. Apply to Jamos Cox, 576 Craig streot.

We have known city sportsmen, members of the Junior Gun Club,
for instance, who consider snow-birds, tame pigeons, robins, &e., &e.,
fair gamne; but till we read the following advortisement, we did not
know that canaries were thought game by enybody. But those
Montrealers are getling so awfully rich by land swaps and Pacific
Railways and such things that perhaps they shoot hizh-priced
canaries, just as poverty-stricken Torontonians shoot garden birds:

O8T—on Friday morning, from 15 Drummond strect, 2 dark spotted

Cannry, highly prized by owner.  Any persoh roturning the game to tho
above address will be rewarded.

If the next adverlisement were seen in n ‘Toronto paper what an
enormous incrense would occurin the nunber of hotel waiters! There
are lots of fellows now who wait round the hotels, but they don't get
boarded any cheaper on that account :

BOARD-—Three dollars & week at 17 Little 8t. Antoine street.
waiters ut $3 per month.

Hotol

Yerhaps Moutrcal hotel waiters forage on their employers.

In the Montreal Witness we find this:

T 08T—on Sunduy morning, u Parcol, loft in a sumll refreshment shop.
The findex will please réturh it to 110 St. Vonis stroct.

There is & reticence about this advertisement that is highly sugges-
tive of ante-sermon tipples. What sort of a small refreshment shop was
it in which the parcel was left ? We hope not one that shoald be shut
oh Sunday moruing ?

Prince’s Prisoners.

SEVERAL prisoners have cscaped from the Central Prison of late.
They thus carry out the scriptural injunction, ¢ Put not your trust in
Princes.”




