
DECLINED WITH THANKS.

Rev. John Langtry delivered ah address ta fils parishioners on
John Wesley.--{ScC Mfafia Marcki a2't/.) IlUncle Ruftts," as a
Idethadist, doesn't like bis way of putting tbings, and returns a cap>'
%vith saine reflections attacbed

N EIGHBOR LANGTRY, stop cartooning 
t

'fou have very cluins> fingers,
And there lingers

In your imntat-colorcd sketches,
Dim revealing
.'0f a feeling

That would faîn maire heroes wretches,
Sa we must déchine with thanks,

And return bercwith your etches
Of the IlWeïley " mountebanks.

Noighbor Lanétry, yeu know better!
History doesn t need correction;

yror ims ct*o
0f the Cromwe 1Réformation,

And conclusions,
Are illusions;

White your causeful reatarat ion
And the jUls it left behind,

Are a fertile revelatign
0f yaur unhistoric mimd.

Neigbbor Langtry, history's written!
Wisdom's saint-rail shauld have liadt yau,-

Naw sbe'll add you
To lier list of Il saint's impeachrs"

Don't inspect it
Ta correct it,-

Nat atone King james's preachers
Put Religion in the iurch,

But your own establisbed (?) teachers
And the devil in the Church.

Neigbbor Langtry, 'tis a "chestnut,"
Served anew in ever> struggle;

Ail who juggle
Witb thse truth-or iight-they boast af,

Call the ailiers,
Thaugh their brothers

Barn and cultured, but a hast of
Alien rebels, wie the Tbrone

Hlas been hcld up at the cast of
Bioad and treasire,-ail their own.

Neighbor Langtry, speak yeur mind ont!
Would yau reait>' lire ta dlaimi them,

As you naine thein,
For thc Churcli? Or arcyou joking,*"

When you tell us,
In a jealous

Sort of boastiug (mirth provoking!)
1That the>' did ual faund a sect ?

Were they then their purpase cloaing?
Were the>' void of self-respect ?

Neighbor Laugtry, by yaur judgment-
Iu succession, apostolic,

And catholic-
We do lacir the true cajunction,-

Well 1 we'll. grant it
If you want it,

But you cannot fiant the funictian
0f our saul-redeeming deeds,

Fer the Hoiy Spirit's unction
Is the hand upon aur beads.

'Wbon you cniticize a neiehbor
Don't put ou such superdllious,

Learned, bilious
Sort of aîrs,-for tiuc discloses

That 'tis kinder
To be blinder

Toýtbe fanîts, 'which ane supposes
May be found in ever>' place;

Ever>' garden bas its roses,74
Look for purit>' and grace.

RYICERT WOULD LIKE TO BRSMIRCH BLAKE.
Mr. Rykert, ex-M.P., lately made a public charge against Edward

Blake of having soid bis political influence, as a member of Parlia-
ment, ta a certain Yankee timber-limit speculator for $i,ooo. The
facts having came ta light, goes on the star>', Mr. Blake basti>'
handed back the nione>'. 0f course nobody for a moment believed
this, especially as it came from Rykert. Théercumstance upan
wbich the fiction was bujît bas been explaineci in a letter ta the
World, and net only.exonerates Mr. Blaike from. an>' Rykertian cor-
ruption but incidentally does 1dm honor. We notice the matter bere
only as an illustration of thc oid.-ayingtbat Ilmiser>' likes comnpan>'."

Taire ibis salace and bu quiet :
Man>' another seer bas stumbled

And been humbled
At the IlFôolih,ess " and evii

Shown by preachers
<God-senî teachers).

Don't play Balasm for the devii
On so trivial a pretence ;

Yeou can never mend Our graces
Making faces through thse fence.

UNCLE Rrrvus.

IENOCU ARDEN."
(port Hoe Daily Titneç. Febriiary r 4 1A.)

HE large audience wbo wilnessed the performance of ' Enoch
"T Arden'last evening were delighted wt hi netinet

Thse specialties-the guitar playing, the singing, the camic sangs, thé
conjurin, clog-anci anîumbling-gave universai satisfaction."

Poor Tennyson ! We bave heard that a poet's life is
riot a happy one, and now we believe it-that is, if Alfred
ever sees the above paragraph. Clog-dancing and tumb-
lin.g ins IlEnoch Arden !" We'Il next be hearing of
"lOthello " being played with a jig by Desdemjona, and a
banjo solo and clog by the Moor as a Ilblack face
specialt>'." Ini the narne of the Nine Muses! 1 lComic
songs " and Ilconjuring"I introduced into. a presentation
of Tennyson's beautiful poem 1

UNIVERSAL-

P LUGWINCH-11 The telephone systein, it appears to
me, is destined before long to extend over the whole

earth."
BIGGLESWAD-« I shouldn't wonâr-I notice that

already it reaches front pole to pote-"


