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PROGRESS OF SCIENCE.
1IR[uS. BuIZAVNCS-" Yeu are stitl dev3ting your time to the stud

L)octor ?
DR. JiuuutuRAuK-1 Yes; been at it 110w steadity for ton years.",
l Ws. B- Have you found a remedy for any of tem.?"
DRs. J.-." Er-no, not exacty; but I have succeeded ini finding

INCONSOLABLE.

T TRV to bear up, madain," said the parson. Il ou
have good ground for hope, a, good assur-

antce-"
IOh, sir," cricd the widow, Il that's just it. john

didi't have no insurance. H-e neyer would look further
i-han the tocs of his numiber clevens."

WAILING WARBLERS.

THERE is wvrath, and %vole, and much tribulationTanîong the fraternity of native Canadian poets. It
sceis that Mr. Lighthal), onie of the niosi. successful in
the poct business, lias published a cotmpilation of charac-
tcristic Canadian warblemients wvhich, in the estimation
of about two-thirds of his fellow-lyrists, is grossly incom-
plete and unrepresentative, because it does flot contain
an), of their hcart-stirring stanzas. The iirrit(ibile geus
is, so to spcak, on uts car. From- among thie nuirierous
complaints of ivrong and outrage which have lacerated
the sensitive poet-soul, addressed to us, we cuil the fol-
lowing:

.A KICKER ITRON 'WvAY BACK.

SI R, -1 trust 1 may rely on your influence as a friend
of native Canadian literature to expose the gross favorit-
isin an d unfairness showin iii the selection of so-called
typical Canadiatipocnîs, by the compiler of IlSongs of

tlie Great Dominion." He
li as, of course, includcd a

Inuniber of bis own veryin
fcrior efforts, and sonie sickly
trash froni the pens of bis
own personal fricnds, while

- uch pocins as my own spir-
~ -~itcd IlLines to the Maple

Tree "-our own Canadiani
embleni- are actually omit-
ted! 0f course, you are fami-

biar wvith the poenm

Tree 1
T '/ 'hy grandly towering form. %ve

sce;
How oft in childhood have wve(U B played
Beneatli thy cool, refreshing

- Or aked beneath thy follage
browý%se

jini Srnither's heu-d of speclled

/ i~'.Oh. youthsome days, now past

~4. -and gone,
The streamiet gently murmurs

WVhere are those boys, and wherc
* .~,.those cows

* \hich oncely 'neath thy shade
did browsc?

- Att gone, alas! e\cepting me,
Oh, Maple Tree! Oh,Mpe

_________________ I Tree !

Now, sir, where wvi11 you,
y of diseasc geris, 1 supposc, get 1 more truly Canadian

pocmi, accurate anîd realistie
iin its wvord-painting, racy ot
the soi], anîd appealing to

geod long naines for themn the tenderes. eniotions, than
_____________________ the above? Atnd yet, sir, it

is excluded, while the twad-
die of Lighthail and bis clique is scattered broadcast as
the best that Canada cati produce. It is simply .scanda-
loois. IlYours, etc, IlVIRGJÎ. H. FErZGtSON,

"MAPLr (Ro\'E, _J.ne 29 Mh."

THE IRISH ELEMENT IGNORED.

Sitz,-Liglitiiall is a fraud. He don't give genuine
Canadian talent a show. That crowd are no good, arny-
w'ay. What wvill the people think of bis book when it
can't find rooni for a real spicy,' rollicking description of
Irish-Canadian life like my 'Flagan 0'Toole.' l'Il give
ye the first three verses of it, s0 yc can judge for yeur-
self.

Och 1 Fagan O'Toole was a breth of a boy.
An' hie coorted the Widdy Muldoon.

Sure div'il a bit wvas shc bashful or coy-
Sez she, ' Let the weddin' he soon.'

*Actishia niachree,' Fagan cries Nvith delight,
'Mavourneen, sure, have your own wvay.'

Then hoe ups to the %viddy an' hugs hier so tight,
Titl she cries, 1Ye arc bustin' me stays!'

"Thin Phelim, McGuffy shteps in at the dure,
1Here's ai ye, ye dirty spalpeen!'

An' lie bit hinm a dlont, sent him down to the flure,
Ere the wlddy cud shtep ini between.

"They batthered away tillthfle neighbors came in,
]3egob t 'tvas an illigant light.

Thin Barny Mulcahy broke Laferty's shin,
An' O'Leary knocked over the Iight.


