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A ROUNDEL.

Oh, Boreas bold ! too soon to our southem glades,

On blizzard wings, you come with a rush and & roar.
Oh, call o truce ; return to your northern shades,

Till I ““raiso the wind” aud hic to my **uncle’s” door.

My Irish frieze, oh King of the North, is there ;
Likowise my watch, with its zuard of the glittring gold;

And a lockot neat with a Jock of my darling’s hajr—
He's got ‘em all (providing they've not been sold).

Oh, breezy King, Just halt the myriad feet
Of your savage hordes, till I botrow the lucre vile,
And sneak nway by an unfrequented street, .
And my *‘uncle” greet with o compound intercst smile.

—PERRIN® MIDDLEWIOR,

A LEARNED REVIEW,

Having received from a publisher of chil-
dren’s holiday books an assortment of nursery
rhymes, we thounghtlessly placed one of the
little works in the hands of our University
Contributor, asking him to write a playful
little notice of it. Here is what he brings s,
We publish it simply to illustrate the ruinous
results of giving a university education to a
man who is not big enough to hold it :—

Humpty Dumply, and Other Rhymes.
lnamtgi.v New York : McLachlan Bros.

¢« Humpty Dumpty sat on n wall
Huml;t; Dum::y had a great fu'll;

Il.

All the king’s horses and all the king’s men
Couldn’t put Humpty Dumpty together again.”

The exceeding antiquity of these matchleas-
1y sweet lines is proved by the entire absence
of pronouns ; they were written before those
useful parts of speech had been invented.
modern writer would bave penned the lines
somewhat in this fashion :(—

s Humﬂey Dumpty sat on o wall ;
Hg, sho or It had n groat fall;
Al tho king's horses and all of his men
Couldu't put him, her, it, together again.”

The next guestion that meets us is, who or
what was Humpty Dumpty? The popular
delusion that H. D. was an egg is 4 melan-
choly instance of the unreasoning gullibility
of the public to swallow any plausible lie that
ovilly-disposed and designing individuals like
to seb afloat. A poet, 8o carefulin the choice
of his words as the illustrious author of the
beautiful stanza under consideration, would
not have written, ¢ szt on & wall,” in speaking
of a thing without volition. In using the
words, without volition, we are aware that
scientists would at once demur to the phrase;
they would aver that there was much latent
volition in a hen's egg, just as there is much
latent music *‘in the brown egg of a nightin-
gale.” We do not question the truth of such
astatement ; but our author was speaking to
the public and expresses himself in accordance
.with the popular idea that eggs are, for all

ractical purposes, without volition ; there-
ore, ‘‘ sat on & wall” cannot apply to an egg,

‘“H. D. had a great foll” from a remark-
ably high wall round some ancient city. This
catastrophe must have occurred in a country
under a despotic monarch ; if not, **all the
king’s horses and all the king’s men” would
not have been sammoned in such psremptory
manner to aid in putting * togethor again ™
the unhappy victim of the untimely accident,

Tho difheulty of putting H. D.” * together
again” has been used as a strong proof of the
truth of the egg-theory by writers of that
school ; but thie difficulty of putting together
again applies just as forcibly to other things,
A humsn being, we surmise, would be a diffi-
cult article to restore to its pristine form if
broken into many fragments,

Readers must not be astonished at horaes
being calléd in to help in the restoration of
Humpty Dumpty ; the Romans once had a
horse for a consul: and in our own day, in
thia enlightened nineteenth century, we iave
borse-doctors, who do a thriving business,
And in ancient history we read of & Babylonish
queen who, in sickness, was attended by a
horse. Our belief is, that Humpty Dumpty
was a deformed dwarf, probably a celebrated
court jester in the employ of some King of
Babylon ; that he was sitting on the high wall
performing some trick when he unfortunately
overbalanced himself and had the great fail
which smashed him to atoms, The king, in
mad despair, summoned all his men and all
hie horges in the vain hope that somehow or
other H. D. would be put together again, As
this hope, in the nature of things, could not
be possibly realized, the poet mercifully
throws a veil over the remainder of $his aad
history—the obsequies and attendant lamenta-
tion, weeping and woo ; the contemplation of
such misery wonld have barrowed up our
feelings cruelly ! Thanks, noble poet, for thy
thoughtful consideration and forbe;}n%e.ll
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¢ And so Todgers has failed, has he ?”

“ Yes, poor fellow, he’s gone under.”

“I'vo thought for some time he counldn’t
stand it much longer.”

‘“He haen’t been extravagant, has he ?”
“Oh, no,”

“Not much given to speculation, was he 9"
*No, I think not ; but I understand his wife
has been for some time trying to clear off

church debt.”—Chicago Ledger.




