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"BVSrANDERS' CHARACTERISTICS.

N QI gisCfl to jocosity,
And free from a]] pomposity

I-le writes w'ith luminosity,
\Vithout inipetuosity,,
But somnetimes bis v'erbosity
Emtioclies ai morosity,
\pproaiching to feracity

\%Vlen fired by animosity
'Gainst partizan atrocity.

A CHAPTER 0F FORTHCOMING HISTORY.

LT wvas at the close of the -th session of the Commons
of Canada that the sîngular phenomnion known to

historians as "the Apothcusîs of the Premier> took
place.

TI-te work of Sir John Alexander Macdonald wvas done.
The country had arrived at that acnie of development
that ceases to make history. Order reigned in \Varsaw.
For " Warsaw " read OttaNva. French North America
had becn stillcd into quietude by a threat of the Gerrman
fleet to bomnbard Quebec on the first manifestation of
flcurdelysism. Most of the factory buildings of Canada
were nowv rented as temperance halls and Young 'Men's
Christian Associations. Crown lands and mining grounids
had allbeen dîstributed among liangers on. Nothing
reniained on which more money could bc borrowed.
Engiish creclitors saw howv useless it wouid be to, fore-
close. Dalton McCarthy. now a very aged rnan, quietly
enjoyed his pension as ex-Inspector of Unequai Wrongs.
Mr. Blake, stili hale and hearty, had refused a peerage.
Sir John Thompson, having found the statute permitted
him, bad been made a niitred dook. Ail the country
Menibers had been squared ivitb conimanderships of St.
Michael and St. George, city Members having becti
appeased wvîth charters for banks. Mr. Milîs, misied by
the similarity of name, had settled into the belief that he
hirnsclf wvas the author of " Mili on Liberty." Sir
Charles Tupper's young inan, having got rid of bis
ichthyological subordinate, had at iength begun to dis-
tinguish between a codfish and a schooner. Foster had
subsided into a custom bouse, %vhere he drew the pay
with great regularity until he died with bis dravn salary
in bis band-faitbful to himself to the last. Sir Thomas
More's Utopia had corne to, stay. Tl'e only revolution-
ary sentiment remaining was that somne ungratefui fanatics
wanted to aboiisb the hop becr bar in the cellarage of the
Huse of Commons. Those were halcyon days, known
to bistory as the era of the apotheosis.

The work being donc and the destiny of Canada
accornplished, it is not to be wondered that Nature sig.
nalled the occasion by supernatural portents. Dogs
howled in the streets. None of the sheeted dead came
up, but the statue of Jacques Cartier was observed to be
in a state of profuse perspiration.

Historians are agrced that the accessories of this
rernarkable event were signaily impressîve, Silence
reigned in the Housc. The Speaker waited patientiy to
hear if anybody else had any more few feeble remarks to
niake. Commodore William Welch, of P.E.I., roared
throughi his speaking trumipet, '" Hist the flying jîb and
forge ahead ! ' but the suggestion met with no response.

AUl eyes 'vere fixed on the Premier. Even as they
gazed be becamne transfigurcd. His countenance glowed
like the suni of Austerlitz, and his head wvas encircled by a
red glory <but that mnight have corne frorn his neck-
tie). Invisible hands seemcd to raise up his ethcreal
form, until, with, outstretched armns, it hovered over the
assemblage in the well-known attitude of " Biess you, my
chiidren" A terrifie clap of thunder seem-ed to split
the roof. The apotheosis ivas complete. He had been.
He was flot.

Opinions are divided as to where the Premier went,
but ail are agreed that no act of bis long tenure of office
became hlm so much as ieaving it. The balance of
opinion inclines to the belief that in ail time coming his
spirit will pervade the political atmosphere as the guar-
dian but somnewhat mischievous genius of Parliament
hill.

THE TRAMP'S STORY.
A 5100V 0F cONJUGATIONS.

W ILL you kindly relieve an unfortunate bloI<e,
VWhich l'il starve if 1 ain't soon relove.

I'ni craving for victuals and something to smoke,
As I seldom aforetinie have crove.

I once was a shrimper and lived by the shore,
Wliere oft in my youthhood 1 shramp;

But 1 have flot now sbrump for a twelvemonth or more,
For it injured my health did the damp.

Some time since a crimp tried to send me to sea,
But 1 was too smart to be crump-

Had 1 gone for a soldier 1 likely should be
In camp with my comrades encump.

I limp with the rheumatiz, sir, as you see,
And many lo5ng miles have 1 lump;

A tramp? Well. I guess so, but kindly tell me
How I'd live if I didn't have trurnp?


