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YE OPERA BEGINNETH TO OPERATE.

EFFUSION OF WITZERINGTON 8I'OON, GENT.
Doar GRUMBLER, tell mo what o do,
My heart is 1o & precinus stew ;

MNies Milner *s got ro swect a voier,
8o 'a Jolt to me no othor clioico
Toan Jove aml worship,
Livo nnd praise,
Yes, love ard worsbip
AN my days.
And, oh, ihe sparkle of ber oye,
Her witching smilo, her killing righ,
Such vonnm give to Cupid's dart
"Pwould Gro a very hermit'a heart,
Thea Lor Hpa, so divine,
1'd give ths world
To press 10 mine,—
I'd give tho world to press {o mine,
This peorleas maiden, Queen of Song,
To her my heart sod love belong 3
So fair hor fann, 50 great her a7t
Sbo's Prfm:l Doana of my heart;
Prima Doona of my heart,
Of my heart,—
Yes, Prima Doona of my heart,
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SERMON MAKING.

The Leader of the 220d instant devotes an arlicle
to a new Scrmon-making manufactory, establisbed
at New York. The Lcader snects atit. Perbaps
{he Leader thinks the price—10 cents each—at which
Sorrons are turned out, at the aforesaid establish-
ment, too cbeap. The Leader is publisbed at 1}d.;
why should not & Scrmon be published at 6d. Does
the Leader think that an establishment for tho mazu-
facture of sermons is a crying osil 7 Did the Editor
of the Leader ever go to Chburch in Toronto? We
teow not. If he did he would besitate ere ho curled
bis editorial noge in scorn at the idea of a sermon-
mopufacturing cstablisbment. Where is the wrong
in writing o sermon? Where is the sin in selling &
g-rmon? I€it is wrong to indite and sell scrrons:
what is his gailt who odits or publishes o doily pa-
per? Buta truce to trifling with the Leader's inde-
£:osible argnmeats.

Would to Heaven that o branch depot of this
oota t for the mauufacture of sermons was
opened in Torouto. Would that the young Curates
who talk their congregations to sleep on Sunday
afternoons bad the means of purchasing a 6crmon
with o moderate share of common sense in it.
Would that we were no more to be bored with
weakly wrilten sermons oD points of religion.

Let it not bo supposed, however, that we are ad-
v)cates of the lazy system of reading eermons, We
bold tho eystem in sbhorrence. But if wo ave to
guffer from written sermons, let tbem bo as good as
can be procured. The habit of reading sermons is
o great evil. The man who cannot preach av ox-
tempore sermon cannot Do said 1o have learned his

. profession. And it is potoriously tree that the
Ministers gocorally of our city are deficient ia the
art of preacbing sermons. They vot only read their
germons, but they read very indiffercat ones. What
would be thouzht of the Barrister who sbould stand
up aud read o gpeoch to tho jury upon an important
case? It would cortainly be his last brief. And
yot Ministers do not blush to moust their pulpits,
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Sunday after Sunday, and in o whining, siog-zong
voice read sowmething out of a prper which theyca
o germon. What would be thought of the Actor
who should read his part, instead of actiog it? He
would be hisged off tbe stage. And yot Ministers
are cootent, when they reach the pulpit, to unfold
their dingy plece of paper and chirp forth something
orthodox nbout religion. If we ars to buve written
sermons oteroaily crammed dowa our throa‘s, in
licaven’s name, let them be of the best description ;
aot the wisly-wisby stuff that wo conticually bear.

Why ehould wo have writlen sermons at all?
Ministers are supposed to have reccived a liberal
education, nnd surcly they ought to bave sindied
the art of public speaking,—or else, why become
Ministers. If pot capable of speakiog exiem-
poraly in public, why not stick to writing religious
works, aud not §ll the place of better men.

A vwritten sermon has little power. It falls flat
oa the ear, and, in nioe cases out of ten, sets the
beorers to sleep—ag if it were the bad composition
of a schoolboy badly read. Toronto is full of those
lazy Miniaters, who will not take the trouble to atudy
tbe art of public speaking. From tbe Cathedral
down to the smallest Mecting-house itisall the same;
only that ia the latter wo have a chance of hearing
somethiog genuine.

Laziness aod the Biskop aro the only reasons for
tbe infliction of wrilten sermons. Whether those
are sufficient reasons or not, let the public judge.
That written sermouns are an iofliction, no one will
deoy, They are as bad as writton speeches. What
& geasation & written ministerial explanation would
mwake! How people would stare, if George Brown
were to stand up nt s meeting and read a speech
againgt the Mibistry, or if John A. were to retail his
sarcasms second-band from a piece of paper! Aad
if a written specch would bo ridiculous in such coges,
i8 it not doubly so when the stakes are doubled.
Surely if thero is one place in the world ia which
be highest perfection of public speaking ought to
be cmployed it is in the pulpit.

In conclusion, then, we must give our vcice
for the sermon-manufacturing establishment,—as
loug ag tho present system lasts. Let the Leader
soeer a8 it planges; the cstnblishment is needed, nad
as the price of sermons is low it will likely fourish.
Tbe timo may come when our pulpits will be re-
oowned for their eloquence. Tuo dawning of that
period will be the deathblow of the sermon manu-
facturing monopoly. But, until thep, we must en-
deavor to muke the best of our present imperfoct
system.

Curious Indiotment.

——The Leader, whose Police Reports are
often mors brief than intelligible, gives the following
short and pitby account of a “ gledge hamamor case,”
so it heads it:

# TuUB SLEDGE DAMMER.

Margaret Roardon was also sent to the Recorder’s
Court on tho charge of having in ber possession a
sledge bammer, the property of Patrick Reilly.”

The adverb “ also” would seem to mean that the
female, Reardon, was not the ooly pStson sent to the
Recorder’s Court for having other'people’s property

i their p ; and if the Leader is correct in
stating (ke chargo against thoso prisoners, Mr. Gur-
nelt, whose dscisions are generally irreproachable,
must have gone moad. Wbat! sead a woman to
gaol simply becange she had in her possession o sledge
hammer, the proparty of another person. Ifthisis
to be ‘the law, every parson in Toranto, from the
Governor Geoeral down, should be sent to gaol.
For what persou ia there in our city that has not
something or other in his possession, the property of
which is vested in another person?

Surely, the Leader, in trying to be brief, has be-
come Jibellous. Mr. Gurnett—although the Globe
once said that be ordered a constable to “pat" a
woman’s back for s month—would not sond & wo-
man to stand her trisl merely because she harboured
ber umeighbour's sledge hawmer uader her roof.
Porbaps the culprit wa3 msking striking expori-
ments with the aforesaid sledge hammor, Margaret
may have been tuking ‘the liberly with Mister Pat
Reilly of beating & littlo commoun scnge iato his
skull with the aforesaid eledge hammer—which, oa
the whole, might have been a hopeless if not o dan-
gerous procecding;-as ¢ a little learaing is a danger-
ous thing ;” and the operation may have considern-
bly riled Mr. Reilly, aod led to the prowotion of
Margavet to the Recorder's Gourt. Howovet, now
that Mr. Gurpett’s upalterable fiat has gone forth,
we must wait until the matter comes before the
Recorder. If the Leader is correct, Margaret may
rely oo Duggan and Dismissal.
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A Valuable Donation.

“Tle Suporintendent of the House of Industry
begs leave to acknowledge the donation of a picce
of fuctory cotton from Mr. So-and-s0."—Colonist of
Thursday.

~———1Ve omit the nawme of the donor. He is
no doubt a very good fellow. But we would suggest
to the Superintendent of tie Houge of Industry that
in future, he should be more speciGe in naming the
article he returos thanks for, A piece of factory
cotton” sounds, to our ears, very like a “a piece of
priated paper,” or “a piece of rye bread,” or “a
piece of whito chalk,” or of anything else capable of
being reduced to pieces; and which, though o suit-
ablo donation to a singlo young wondicant, when
presented to anjasylum, like the House of Industry,
seems like sonding one shirt to clotbe an army, In
expressing gratitude for future presents, the Super-
inteodent would lose nothing by naming the numbes
of iaches or yards in the piece of cotton which war
recelved. It would not take o very large piece of
cotton to make o bavdkercbief, or throad a needle. ,
We feel confident, however, that the piece ofgottop
in question was of lurger dimensions thaw & band- *
kerchief or a needloful of thread.. >

HISTORY IN THE SANCIUM.

In & late number of the Daily Globe, iu one of
those sage articles on the war, for wh(cu.’:th'nt jour-
pal is becoming famous, the editor tells ua that.thp
bravery of the Sardinizns reminds of that, of th,
«old Romnus of the middle nges.” Now we ha
heard of the Venetian republic, the Florentine re
public, and the Genoese republic, but we werg not
awaro that tho natives of these medieyal States
went by the name of  Romans.” The next-thiing
wo sball hear of will be the New Yorkors of Ien-
tucky, or tbe Turks of Hiudostan. If the Globe
goos on a9 fast as this, Sismondi's history will have
to he revised very speedily, Cion



