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A DEED OF DARKNESS.

At ten o’dlock one sultey msht- )

- A dog-day night I shonld have md—
T doggedly pat out the light,

i And staggered ] belplesaly to bed. -

Abhorriog blonket, uheet or quilt, )
T courted sleep ontside the clothes; - -
And on this slight foundation built

My hopes of quiet and repose.

No wifely Caudlevxsm grated, -
Or foline sounds digeordant fell, -
Upon an ear already safed.”
- With rambling qart and; ﬁte-bell

! A bachelor has one dehght,

: Which fate denies to those who wed ;-
He can enjoy some peaco at night,"
. Ho reigns solo monarch of his bod.

Nimporte. Upon my bed I lay,
Bathed in a flood of perspiration ;

Twisting and turning every way,

- Swearing at times, in desperation.

- 'Thus hours ran by, *till, 0 delight!
.+ L doged, T rénlly dozed, I'll swéar;
My vagrant thoughts had to'en to fight,
And sleep sat broodmg onmy hair.

Harkl—Heaven forgive that naughty word!
.. Istarted up in dread dismay; .
. And stared around me—No! ahsurd,
" "Dwasg nothing but a'fly at play. .
. Then sinking back I closed my eyes,
And summoned up & mimie snore;
" Yesl—Ahl—Again) It oan't be flies,
* 1’8 but the creaking of the door.
Once more I tarned upon wy slde, .
* Anticipating pleasant sleep;
‘When, Oh {—Let those who will, deride,
1 certainly felt something créep.
Sf.nnz to the quiok, I quickly jumped -
.~ :Down frem the couch fierce war to wage;
Beat the thin air and wildly thumped
Axound and everywhere in rago.
Like maniao grasping at mote H
" Like dorvish frenzily inelined ;
T hunted something that was not,
And savagely “ X went it blind.”
Now here, now there, those piercing tones,
Theose goft, shrill, irritating whir-r-r-s;
A spirit without flesh or bones,
It must be surely—ah! it stirs,

A whire—3a spring—a frantic grasp;
.- Thoumonster-rer§ facit bis quis cito ;
" Holhoi thou'st drawn thy final gasp, Lo

Thou Ghoul—thon nllmnons Muaqmo. )
o . -

. A Awfal State of Affaivse - o
—— ‘W are jnformed that Captain Carter has
" turned out of the Military School & large number
of efficient oﬂicers He shonld be atoended o
. atonce,

) 'l'he Nuttonal Clrells.

—' Thig ¢ Sensation Show,” (belng 8 combl-
nation of the “leading? artistes and acrobats of
of the Oonstitational and Look-to-Washington
troupes,) is now undergomg a regular over-
hauling, pnor to the openmg of the eomnng geg-

in preparauon for, the openmg night, styled
. %014 faces and new charaeters.”, Greet fun- is
nnticlpated

v ldon't know where.
. forc-ed to bolt, and off he went to old Sam.

son. A new farce isadvertised | by them a8 bemg_

tell you of him now, soit will be the same thing ;

- a8 I know you like to hear ‘what big lads, like
| theso chaps, do.

. Well, you see, this Ma¢ Gee
was-born in a place cal-led the Green Igle, and it

Mac Gee, who was & mogt smart boy, was sucki a

" |harp boy. He played it back and forth; and side

vays, and top turn-ed déwn; and dfd naught
else, I do think, but speak, ‘(for he was a first
class speech lad, too,) and write, Well, his pen
did not go so straight once in 8 while, and his
friends would say :—“Look out, my boy, there's
cross old Jack will blow yeu upsoon, you are too
much harp for the old boy.” “He be hang-ed,”

_|says Mac Gee. But bye and bye old Jack did
| just what they said he would, got in & rage, and

8ay9 be, # Liet mo catch that cuss . of a harp son
of & sea ¢ook, and T'il cook his—goose.” For I
gneve 1o say the old chap wasa red hot old conl
when poked up {00, much, and would uge such
foul words as one would not think of. Oh!
dear! what sad osths I have heard him swear

Ttobe sure. Now Mac Geo used to play bim -sad

tricks. He would go_to his house, or near bye,
when old Jaek wesina deep snooze, and there
would play ; atd-ke would laugh ond say :—
{ He is my bass;” (e meant base you know,) and
old Jack would j jump out; and Mac Gee was off,
Well, at last Mac Gee was

Sam was & coz by blood to fld Jack, but there
was not much loye lost. “How air you Mac?"
says old Sam, “How ia old Jack?" “By turfy?
gays Mac Gee, “T ain well, but he is bad T hope.”
“Darn,” says old Sam, * hev he a riled yeo bad "
“Bad ?” says Mac Gee, “not a fat, but still "—

# Yer made ¢racks, that's so I heern,” says old
Sam with & wink, .So down sits Mac Gee quist
on old Sam’s farm, - Well, you lads know. well
there are times for hoops, and times for tops, and

" |just then, some how, Mac Gee was a bird boy.

The pet he made of a great brute of a hewk was

. |a sight. to.see. “Sweet bird,” he would say,
o whnle the great hawk was stuffed with some thing:

not atall nice, “ How he eats—look at his bold
look, and bis tail—there's a taill”. Well, he kept
on, but some bow, it did. not’ .pay.. ‘And sll at
once he left the old hawk and old Sam to take
care of thexr-selves, and cnme to_us “here, and

| bere he has been since. ButI can not tell you

all now, for the tale would be too long. Sol
‘must put it off *till next time, and then you shall
hear the 168t of Mac Gee's tale. .
eon, - ’ gt
— Why is Jobn Carr, -Oity Clerk hke a
postage stamp? Give it up? Becausey like all
other schonlboys, ‘he requires hckmg to: ‘make;

him stl/ck to his letters.

" 1 wasin some thought to have told you of a}
big boy too, who was called Mac Gee, but I will|.

isa fine nice place. Oh! so green, and such| .

nice shade; and all the men there are fond cf the |
‘| harp. The old airs are play-ed this day that
were play-ed thnce ien score: years -since ; and .

.| looks promising ; and what a. preity name. our

Grace Greenwood’s, or any other of: those gifted,

. HE MAIDEN AI\D THE STAR,

.An inky sky‘ anda teo.rless o5e,.
* - And a mersiless river’s brink;:
. Aud a strange, strange beo.m, in‘eyes that gleam-
. And'of what doss that mmden thmk?

She thinks that the worldis a atern, cold woﬂd
And tears start in her- hesvy eye; .
. And, oh i8 there rest for 4 4 weary brenst,
In the river that rushesby?. -

The river runsg ' fost, and the river runs deep, 7.
. - When, lo! fromthe rifted night,

Sprang ‘out from the heavy firmawent,
. One of Henven s diumonds bﬁght,

And 'the radiarice shone on those waters wild,
. And lighted that gloomy wave ;

And the dark cloud passed from the maidon’s breast,
And her foot from the rushing grave.

—_——————

TERRY FINNEGAN,

We perceive that this able writer is again out
in a capital and most humorous letter in our
contemporary of the Grumbler. It would be well
for Terry were he less honest, manly, and whole-
gouled than he is. Had he been so, he would kave
been still among the Government loaves and
fighes. :
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Con'

" —— When is hat not a het? When it becomes
8 pretty gu'l

Why we Advertised for Boaxrdy what came of
ity and our reflections thereon.

Dsar GnownEn,_—Lime 1hought' we, ‘two short
months since,  that ‘we should ever trouble you
with a subject like this, for we then, in conjunc-
tion with s friend, rented a house, as we fondly
hoped, for twelve months ; but,-alas! we have
had to leave, a second Adam and Eve, our house
and little garden (of Eden?) Ah! well do we
recollect those tender young tomato plants, which
we brought home at dewy eve! How carefully
we planted them; how, at early morn, we re-
vigited them, to ﬁnd the fragile ones prone on
the éarth in an abandonment of tomatoish grief,
and, a8 in many a fajr young face in this weary
world, still may be noted in their yet crisped
leaves the early suffering not wholly passed
away. We sadden at the thonght that other
hands must iend, other mouths enjoy their au-
tumaal gratitade. But the fiat of Galen has gone
forth, The house iz unhealthy ; your little ones
will'suffer ; and hence the long cogitation with
our *dearest gihl ;” the sums put down for fur-
niture to be purchased, should we keep bouse;
the shrinking from the risk of‘so much loss,
should we be obliged to leave Toronto; the final ||:
determination to advertise for board; the ad-.
vertisement ;" the answers. *Well, dear, how
many 7’ “Fifteen?” *Let us see them.” Three
in mourning, ominous-looking, deeply bordered
with woe. We open thom. Well, really, this

comspondent has, a8 pretty. as Fanny Fern’s, or
pen-stncken, States’ ladies, who thus delight to

ornament their effasions. What can she be like?
How old?° We think about thirty ;- pretty, grace-




