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THE CANADIAN CASKEI.

cundis gratia verbis,” and its donor whoso
oarcer has so aptly dewmonstrated the
convenienco of {160 moltes.”

“Wo have at length reached our haven,"
said we? And now prudence suggests the
proprio y of proving this nssertion by
something mors tangible and constant
than the assurances of friends. Our great
grandfathor, who was a merry old toy,
used to cullect from the rominisceuceos of
his juvenile years many amusing anecs
dotes which we frequently find convens
ient. The following Is much in point—
An Indian, yielding to the march of im-

rovement and civilization, had solaeed

is bosom to freely with fire water ; and
ia the helplessnass of intuxication, fell a
victim to the incantations. of a corps of
youngsters. On awaking from his de-
bauch, he found himself metamorphosed
into one of the feathered race, the place
of bear's grease and vermillion being sup-
plied by pitch’ and down. He surveyed
himselt with astonishment, and grew
skeptical of his idenlity. At length, he
called his dog, but the animal failed to
recognise his master, who consequently
came to the conclusion that he was some
other person. Ve have hit upon a simi-
lar expedient—though too poor to feed a
dog, we keep a pair of slippers which al-
ways fit us when we are ourselves Al-
though the phantom of our apparen? situ-
ation might otherwise firove us fickle as
Aladin’s palace, the conformation of our
slippers and their appendages precludes
all deception; forthe peculiar turn of a
scientific gentleman’s under-ste dding, &

ull the nameless inimitabilitiea”of a liter.”

ary pair of feet, would as much mock the

skill of Crispin at hoax, as the adjustment.,

of a peaked-toed shoe to the cloven-foot
af iSeelizebub. * * * » They fit? And
aow behold us,
Qn three-1cz’d stoo} by gonty table plac'd,
‘Whorcon in emulous confusion lay
Qur dish, wafers, dar and paste,

‘With all the current knowledge of the day—
But atruce to tius rhymmg—There will
time to establish a paetical repntation,
after having re-established the vehicle of
our muse. We must be more siaid, too,
in our editorir] geribbling. An imperti-
nent fellow lately took the liberty to ral-
Jy us on this subject; remarking, that
when the Casket once came out with
two editortal heads, he foresaw that the

. bydrawould next appear with naked
shoulders, in this respoct. And so it
turped out 5 for a wind thatblew good to
no one, uncaremoniousiy puffed out our
dights and lefi ns to a Laplandish night.
in cousequence of which our last editori-
al head was rather addle-brained. Now,

" though our prerogative allows us as ma-
ny heads and horns as the beast seen by
Johu the Revalater, or the usual pumber,
or none at all, ns caprice may will—still,
for the gratification of those who look
oodustly into the casket without gainsay-
ing op ridicule, we intend to culiivate a
taleqt for writing about sumething or no-
thing, whether cheerful or woody, well
oy ill, by feeling or sight. .

Having proceedsd s far by way of
preamble, as ysed to say a certain prea-

cher afier having sermonized us through
a comfortable doze, we shall now lay
open our subject. An Editor's Closet,
notwithstanding the spells that hang about
it and the curiosity with which it 1s vigit-
ed, is of all subjects least attrdctive in
painting--nothing of those enchanting
colours und fantastic shapes delicate
symmetry or seber grandeur which Na-
tuce and Art, in maturation or decay, pre-
sent to the admiration of even vulgar
eyes. 1Inshort, like an allrgoricar non-
[;Ins, 1t racks metaphor for a similitude—

ut too hasty—one finully occurs, the
Source of the Nile. Ve behold the end-
less flow of its watersy, tha grandeur which
they acquire at a distance—the fertilis
zing influence of their inundations—and
the extravagance of fancy, we exagge-
rate the origin into a mighty lake glows
ing and waving in spiendor. But trace
the river to its fountain—your expecta-
tions are quashed i a diminutive spring,
a dusty garret. Approach an editor’s
threshold—the damps which hover over
the access presuge the deeper disappoint
ment impending. Fancy pictures you at

‘the portal of some splendid camera obscu~

ra, where all the beauties of the ambient
vegion bask on a sheet of marble—near
the focus of all that is sublime and pleus-
ing—but ah, the reverse ! Haviag form-
ed some plausible upology for the nerva-
jerring medley of worn out pens, lacera-
ted papers, fragments of glass and pipe-
clay, floor dust and skeletons of besom,
soaked acshes and soggy fuol, interspessed
weith.sundry other rubbish about the door
* ¥ * you enter a dycky apartment—a
kind ot dark ehamber indeed—but instead
of linagination’s e<plendid collection of

‘Shadows, you only meet & meagre phan-

tom of someting in human shapo, a spec
tre whose drowsy looks accerd with the
somnific raylessness of the solitude, sur-
rounded by slurred periodicals and semi-
legible manuscripts, over which he sways
a sceptre wrenched from some of the
Quack lineage, He hangs up no maps,
for the exhalations of pipes, cigars and
Inmps would soon bury them in smoky
oblivion: he keeps few books, for his nu-
merous visilants are alwdys burrowing
and forget to return ; he keeps bnt few
chairs or othel furniture, for this would
be robbing fornms, theatres, museums,
taverns and billiard-rooms oi their guesis.
He sits there, like a bumble deor-keeper,
totend the great thorougfare betweon ob-
seurity and publicity. Sueh was the
plight in which our visiters found us—
uay worse—and went away perhaps dis-
gusted, * There be sat, looking more fit
to lend a pair of long ears in_silence,
than bray throngh the columns of a litera-
ry casket.” Yes, there we sat, in a stmi-
larly sprawling attitude to that into which
we had just pitched a huge bundle of ma-
nuscrips—some published and others un-
published, some promised und others re-
jected, soima doubtfu} ang some unread.
* % Gh, this moving—moving! What
can have become of *Tom Bowlin's' long
Yarns, theproposed ¢ Lectires” by “I:Iy-
ginus,” and ** Nothing venture, Nothing

have 7 Traunslated, perhaps, ty the re-
gions whence inspiration handed them;
oy pilfered from their place of honour iu
the cock of our int, by somo pickpncket
pagiary who wishes to scrape an acquain-
tunce with our correspondents. We shall
be pushed to the necessily of enlisting &
body-guard of supsranuated poels and
punsters, whose Argus eyes shall surply
thut defect in our optics which disqualifies
them to trace such a line #8 was descri-
bed by a ball from Baron Munchausen’s
curved rifle.

¢ Hero John,"” said a venerable old gen-
tleman to his secretary, after having
pored and puzzied himsslf out of puticiice
over an iflegible letter—* Here, John,
find out what this is, or we will both fal}
downand worship it; for it hath no like-
ness in the heavens above, nor the earth
beneath, nor in auny thing under the
earth.” And so might an editor worship,
without violating the decalogue, thoughi
this is tho leust of his perplexities, Not-
withstanding the nice vules to which Pens
manship has boen rednced, no two men
write naturaliy alike—some emulate tho
smoothnss of the copy-pla.2, and others
imitate the writing on the wall mentioned
in Daniel; but there will, after all, be
such shades of difference that one may
as soon identify-an undisguised hand as an
unmasked phiz. Why not then-as ration~
ally study the mind in the former as the
latter? Nay, more so—this is the por-
fection of Physiognomy, and one needs
no better Lavater than his own experience
in this matter. Suppose we make an ex.
perimen on tho aforcsaid bundle.  Well,
having pitched them uvpon the table, pel-
mol, which is somewhat like shakiag a
bag, now let us see who came out fore-
most. ‘“Straws swim on the surface,”
and there is an old saying that * the D—1
may talte the hindmost,’”” so that the al-
ternative of being first or last out of the
bag might as well be made by flipping a
copper: still, if any correspondent feels
ambitious on fhissubject, let himcommu-
nicate. before our next publication, the
number where he would prefer being sta-
tioned, and a transposition shall be made
in his favor.

Nates by the Way.—The proposed ex
cursion has been made, and afiorded
much that was interesting, which may in
3 future number bo submitted to our roa-

ers.

To ConrespoNDENTS.—*D. W." ¢“Jag.
per Beryl,” “Silena’ “A Child of Soli-
tude,” and several of our former corres-
pondents have sent usarticles which were
excluded for want of room.
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