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must rot make your work so simple a3 to
render it unsuitable for older heads, nor yet
8o intricute that the school girl just begin-
ning the study cannot understand it; while
you enter into competiton with text-books
that have the impronatenr of snceesson theip
PAges, as you read “ twentieth” or “fif.ieth
edition.” 'The imroductory chapter on Ma-
teatical, Physical, and Political Geogra-
phy is a marvél of concise simplicity, which
wrl at the outset cnlist the approbation of
the thinking teacher. The tabular state-
ments” added to those introductory para-
sraphs which relate to the gencral geogri-
phy of cach of the principal divisions of the
globe,” are particularly valuable ; white the
prominent notice of each British colony sup-
plies precisely that want which is complain-
ed of in the English text-books. The maps
and Hlustrations are far more creditably ex-
ecuted than we Lad supposed possible, and
are quite equal to those in Olney, Mitchell,
or Morse, while they will compare favorally
with those of British publications— onr ime
mense inferiority in facilities being taken
into consideration. All in all, the Lovell's
Geography is a very valuable addition to
Canadian school books.

STREET STUDIES.

BY DIOGENES.
* Be thou a spint or goblin damn,

Bring with thee aies from beaven or basts from heli,

Be thy wtents wicked or charrtable,

Thou com®t 1 2ueh a questionable shapo,

That 1 will speak 1o thee,

Iarres did Diogenes think, when Le began
his peregrinations through the city, that in
the course of his travels he would come
across a veritable ghost ; no flesh and blood
apparition, mind you, for the nonce meta-
morphosed into a temporary shadow of the
night, but a real, unsophisticated spirit.
Well, wonders will never cease, and it is
refreshing, in these matter-of-fact days,
when diablerie and demenology, and the
romantic lore of past days is well nigh
trodden down and buried, to welcome back
as from a resurrection a kindred spirit of
those almost forgotten times

Yet, what are we to do with our strange
visitor? Who is to limn its features, and
describe its ghastly countenance? Who dare
have the couragoe to grasp its skinless fingers,
or hold converse with such an awful shadow ?
Oh! for one hour of the once great Unknown,
the immortal Waverley. Around the pale
apfparition he would weave another story,
and give to this flitting visitant a local habi-
tation and a name,

Diogenes, confesses to an innate curiosity
for everything supernatural or infernal, and
the nightly appearance of the Wiat 13 11 was
& perfect god-send to him. Accordingly, he
took his place with hundreds of other ob-
servers, and waited patiently for the appear-
ance of thisnew visitant. Asnight darkened
around the scene, the interest deepened, and
cvery eye pierced tnrough the gloom in the
anxious hope of catching a glimpse of the
veiled form. Hour by hour the eager throng
waited and watched ; hour by hour, whisper-
ings of doubt and the slight tremor of fear
awoke, as the “all's well” of the watchman
cchoed through the silent streets. Still no
spirit. The rustle of the feaves, and the
sigh of the night wind through the branches,
made many hold their breath, as if they
caught the first weird sound of one whom
they wished to sce, yet were afraid to face,
Liven the street lamps twinkied in the dis-
tance like the witch-candies of yore. But it
came not, and disappointed, yet relieved,
one by one the watchers departed to tiweir
couches, Ieaving Diogenes alone. Long 1
waited, and often I looked for the solitary
stranger, but no spirit was visible. I ran
over in my mind all the legendary histories
of the world, and beguiled tha time with
imaginative pictures of the most noted fairies
that ever dwelt on carth. Then I began to
doubt the aunthenticity of this latest ghost,
and was begicning to balance the argu-
ments pro and con, when I fell fast asleop on
the pavement. -

I know not how long I slept, but the
dreamy fancy soon came over me, and shapes
and shadows flitted througlh the brain in
ceascless activity, One by one they crossed
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and passed away, and then (he vision as-
sumed another character, Stowly through
the darkness, and with church-yard step,
came a figure robed jn white.  Lifeless it
seemed, yet movid ag by instinct, Nearer
and nearer it approached, with the same
solemn tread, and I could distinetly see a
twinkle of iight, which shed a steady gleam,
as if coming from jts breast. Still on it
came. My eyes were fixed op it, ag if' [ had
been chatmed by a basalisk, and a terror of
something awful took possession of me ; but
[ could not move I wag chained to the
spot, and must abide the meeting.  Raising
the nakad arm, with the fleshless finger
pointing towards me, it came close to where
I was lying, and stood beside me. Then
with & look I can never forget, it bent over
my body, and secimed determined to read the
inmost thoughts of my soul. After gazing
long and anxiously, it caught me by the arm
and rudely shook me, I was wound up to
the highest pitch of terror, and the ex tremity
of my seeming danger broke the speil  Witly
one startled shout, ag of adrowning man for
help, T woke the echoes of midnight, and,
with a bound, was on my feet, Looking
wildly around, still half under the power of
the spell, and expecting to see the object of
this terrible nightmare, my eyes fell upon—a
policeman and his fuithful bull’s-eye  De-
manding, in rather a rude tone, my business
in that locality and at such an hour, |
gave him a confused necount of my object in
being there and the sequel, which he had so
unceremoniously broken in upon. The wor-
thy fellow laughed loudiy at the adventure,
as te was pleased to call ity and without the
least compunction, put me down among the
rest of the ghost-hunters who disturb his
nightly meditations. The only reason he
could give for this strange hallucination
was the advent of the comet, which he main-
tained was the causo of it all. He cven
went farther, and admitted if thore was any
appearance, it nwust be a piece of the caudal
appendage of that celebrated luminary,which
had somehow gos, disengaged, and was dang-
ling about like a diserabodjed spirit, waiting
the first opportunity to got back to its ap-
propriate place,

A VOLUME OF CANADIAN POETRY.

The Kingston British Whig has the follow-
ing kindly and judicious notice of one of our
favorite contributors ;—

¢ There aro not many Volumes of Canadian
Poeiry from which very lengthened extracts
can be made. Probably half a dozen at the
most. But they are on the increase, and the
time must come when the difficulty will bave
been so far removed as to make the search,
Row mnext to fruitless, unnecessary, Like
the perfume borne by the wind, they will
come to us unsought. In addition to the
contributions already made to the Muse, we

are shortly to have a most promising volume

of Poems from the pen of Mr. James McCar-
roll, of Toronto, many of whose Iyrics have
appeared from time to time in our leading
periodicals, aud been well received. We are
the more inclined to hope that his volumo
will be & welcome folio, from the fact of his
having taken his time in producing it, and
not rushing into book form before he had
fully matured his compositions, and given
himself time to properly prune the produc-
tions of his muse. During this process,
many a tender, promising shoot has to be
lopped off; many a pleasing line to which
we clung too fondly is to be corrected or re-
vised, There is nothing like the sober
second though in poetry. Besides, a man
must be somewhat of & mechanic to write
poetr.y now-a-days. Mo must display more
or less genuine architectural skill in build-
ing up the lofty rhyme. ¢ The poet's eye in
a fine frenzy rolling,’ is all very well, so is
‘The vision and the faculty divine ;' but it
i3 when the poet, like Richard, is himself
again, and the fine frenzy has passed away,
that his poem reccives the seal and impress
of durability.

A young lady lately appeared in male at-
tire in Baltimore ; and one of the editors says
that her disguise was so perfect that she
might have passed for a man * had sho had

a little more modesty.”
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

———

J W. M ~We would suggest kindly, that
a lady may not be picased nt secic gt her
name paraded in the columas of this journal,
were the poem dedicated to her even less
objectionable than the one now before us,

“A FrIND 70 CANADIAN LITFRATURE "
Thank you for your friendly and elegant
letter. We have carcfully noticed its con-
tents. You are correct in what you have
stated.  Shall we not add You {o cur list of
lady contributors ?

A. McP. K., Toroxto —We should have
been happy to have met your views, had
your contribution met ours.

Rona.—Don't be angry In the first mo-
ments of the existence of a new Jjournal,
there are difficulties to encounter.

J.F. T, 8t CarueriNes —We refor you
to our answer to “ Roba,” and are sorry that
you have withdrawn your permission to
publish the other poem.

J. J.—Rueny, P. 0. Ora.—Not suitable
for our columnsg,

“Laxes ro II, B~ Respectfully declined.

Cimv.—Howerer respected the individual
named, he was kuown to a very limited
circleonly; consequently the Monody,should
per se be possessed of greater merit to com-
mand & place in our columns

Our Quebee friend, S——y, must know
that we have a large correspondence to
select from; and that it may be some time
before his turn comes again.

“A Ricit Max AND A CHiLp &e.—Not the
desctiption of poetry for us, Thank you for
Your kind wishes.

A. C.—Ttis, we are informed, true that
the ladics and gentiersen attending the
schoot you mention, are not permitted to
speak to ecach other. It ig said, by those
connected with the institution, that the rule
is o salutary one.

H. P.—Yourletter is most frank; and you
need not be ashamed of ¢ Qld Time We
shall always be happy to hear from you,

Uxo —Thanks for your two Jokes. We
shall use them when opportunity serves.
The first is not new, however. As to the
‘ sketches,” we anticipate them gladly.

“ My HATTXE.”-——Reccived, and shall ap-
pear in due course,

Prupexck —At this carly stage of our
existence, we are not inclined to institute a
quarrel with any of our brethren of the Press,
Besides, we are of the opirion that the name
you mention should not be used in conpec-
tion with the journal to which you refer,
inasmuch as it is not publicly announced ag
that of one of the edilors. The injustice
done us, may have been thoughtless or inad-
vertant. Thanks, nevertheless, & thousand
times, for your goodness and promised as-
sistance,

K —Wishes us to point out the defects of
his poetical compositions. Well, the or-
thography is bad—the feet irregular—the
terminations ineuphonious, and the subject
common-place, and loosely treated. The
first two verses will ¢xplain in part:—

Through the lone street one gloomy wmtry night
Did mge the cold and fierce December blast;
The icy snow that fell was madiy hurled
Upon the pavem.nt stones and ‘guinst the lighted
windows cast,
In that same eve along the lonely strect,
Againtt the cold and Sereely raging storm
Dud struggle a poor chuld of wretehed poverty,
A lintle garl of frail and tender form.

* * * The *needless alexandrine” of
the first verse, and the last line but one of
the second, may tell the story.

Y

ONTARIC LITERARY SOCIETY,

In calling attention to the proceedings of
this Association, which appear in our issue
of to-day, we cannot forego observing, that
we feel honoured and grateful in relation to
the kind endorsation of the Hoxx™ Journat
contaiucd in the minutes. At a junecture of
our existence so critical as the present, wo
cagerly and thankfully seize the extended
right-hand of & Society numbering amongst
its members men of undoubted learning and
ability ; and wo do trust, most sincerely,
that cach successive number of our new

venture may justify fully the confidence
thus so generously reposed in us.
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Ehe Editor's Bownd Tulile,
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During the past week the company
which is vont to gather about this piece of
mahogony has been very wush broken up ;
and had it ot Leen for the advent of a most
gentlemanly stranger, whom we shall here-
after designate ng Mr. Waif, we really helieve
we should have bheen lonely, as we strained
our eyes away across the lake; but this
new acquaintance consoled us measurably
for the temporary absence of our pleasant
weekiy companions, gome of whom have
gone on a fishing exeursion, while others
have turned their faces Lower Canadawise
to sce the Leviathan of the deep.  Marictte
promised us cre glio departed=at least she
promised one of our contributors-- that she
would send us jer « impressions Y—(the
child })—concerning the Big Ship, but we
imagine Little Crinoline has come to the
conclusion that there are some things school
children have yot to learn. « Diogenes” alone
remains frithful at hig post of duty, and
but for him and Waif, we should have been
terribly “blue” this week, « Fortunately Dio-
genes” has too much cultivation, and Waiftoo
much common sense to bother us with their
“ genius,” which however well it fooks in
print, and however attractive when dressed
for public edification, in private life is gener-
ally egotistical, poor—e bore, not to put too
fine a point upon it. Wair hands us the
subjoined 1

“Once upon a time, when I was g very
greatdeal younger than § am now, ' met with
& story in a literary weekly paper that jnter-
ested me so strangely I could not get it out
of my head ; and, mirabile dictu ! it was by
a woman, if the nom de plume and the editor's
comment, and my own heart told the truth.
So strangely did said story haunt me, I wrote
“ " under cover to the editor
of the print aforesaid, and to my joy got a
long letter. The correspondence went on
from week; we had exchanged pictures,
locks of hair, histories, opinions, and were
open and avowed lovers—yet ncither had
seen the other. Of course in human nature
the thing could not g0.on so forever; and I
was to meet my unknown;.unseen inamorata,
I started, so did she; both arrived at the
same city, but never met, and-never have to
this day. " Do you know why? We were so
engrossed in writing love, we forgot the ne-
cessity of making it understooq where we
should meet. Wo both waited g. week in the
same city, hunting one another unsuceess-
fully. Heaven save my unseen lady-love';
she is now married and bas six children, and
Iives for two years past on the continent of
Europe, and I am still her devoted, &e. &e.
But it taught me common sense. I would
not see her now for anything. What do you
say to this, Mr. Editor ?*

That we have scen the lady you allude to
a dozen times, friend Waif, and think you o
very fortunate man., Do You know she hag
red hair, and is on the shady side of forty
by this time, and has one of the most deter-
mined pug-noses we ever met ? Fortune has
beea kind to you, sir.

This sonnet *to a Young mother
bending o'er her sleeping child,” is very
pretty, but it sounds familiar though we can-
not locate it. If indeed you wrote it, ¢ Amag.
rynth,” you «diq proudly ;” but we stili
doubt the originality. Pardon] You are in-
nocent until proven guilty :—

Oft have I seen thee, bending o'er thy child,
Marking each little cough, each deep drawn sigh,
Soothe his dear slumbers, and with watchful cye
Note every movement of his fragile form,

As ifthy very soul in him lay bound,

Fearnot. He sleeps. No writhing, torturing storm
Invades his breast. Nota disturbing sound

Breaks throngh the stillness, save thy beating heart,
Speaks loud to thee of one whom thon hast lost.
"Thus memory goads us witl a piercing dart,
Marring our joys, leaving us tempest-tossed

Upon a shoreless seq, where all 12 gloom,

Save the pale lamp thay guides us to the tom!

«++++. The following stanza is by Marga-
ret Blount, author of * Lamia”—now being
printed in London and New York, in papers
of wide circulation. Those reading the se-
rial will understand its force :—

Oh, dark and deeply mournful face,
Before I gazed onthee,

No blither maiden crossed the tawn,
Or danced upon the lea!

A fate forecust—a doom forezold;
And I must yeam and pine,

For a heart and love 100 calm and ¢old
To still the pain of mine ;—

While the sadness of smy wasted life
Must be the curss of thine s
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