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Specimen Doggrel.

(Revierwed by our Literary Editor.)

It isn't often that wo inflict upon our readers
the doggrel which is sent to us by aspiring poet-
asters. We usually consign it to the waste-
paper basket and oblivion. But we feel like
making an exception in the case of the following
“poem,” just to let our readers see the extent
to which editors sometimes have to suffer.
Kind reader, imagine the feelings of a man
whose profession obliges him frequently to read
stufl like this:

FIRST VERSE,
Qut of the deep,my child, out of the deep,
Where all that was to be in all that was,
Whirled for a million aons through
‘The vast waste dawn of multitudinous eddying light.

Now the spelling and grammar of this is all
right, for a wonder, and if it had any meaning
at all it might pass, But so far as we can see
it is unmitigated bosh, and couldn’t be made
intelligible if it were * whirled for a million
xons ”’ through “multitudinous eddying light”
or anything else. But enough; let us pass on
to the

SECOND. VERSE.
Qut of the deep my child, out of the deep,
Thro' all this changing world’s changeless law,
And every phase of every heightened life,
And nine long months of anti-Natal gloom ;
With this last moon, this crescent, her dark orb,
Touched with carth's light thou comest darling boy—
QOur own, a babe, in lineament and limb
Perfect, and prophet of the perfect man,
‘Whose face and form are her's and mine in one—
Indissolubly married like our love.
Live and be happy in thysclf, and serve
‘This mortal race; thy kin, so well,
That men may bless thee as we bless thee.

Worse and worse, if possible. Evidently this
is the raving of some rag-baby advocate, whose
mind has become a little unsettled by the pat-
ronage the Finance Minister has lately been be-
stowing on their cause, At least there seems to
be something about a baby in it, though iis
meaning is even more obscure than the average
run of soft-money speeches. Porhaps Mr,
Bucuanan will kindly put this verse under his
microscope and let us know what the * poet”
is driving at. Meantime we pass on to the
third, and, happily,

LAST VERSE.

O, youny hfe, breaking with laughter from the durk,
May the fated channel where thy motion lives

Be prosperously shaped, and sway thy course
Among the years of haste and random youth,
Unshattered, their full current through full man ;
And last in kindly curves, with gentlest fall,

By Tniet ficlds, a slowly dying power,

To that last deep where we and thou art still,

We give it up. ¢ Breuking withlaughter from
the dark,” is good. Lt describes exactly the
frame of mind in which every reader will throw
down this piece of trash, for anything more
“dark” than the meaning of this we cannot
imagine. It is well for the author that he dis-
regarded our rule that the real name of every
contributor should be enclosed with his copy.
Perhaps he was ashamed to put it to such
verses ; ifso, he has more sense than we would
be inclined to give him credit for. If the writer
intended it as a ridiculous burlesque on Mr.
Burr. Pruar, he hasontirely overshot the mark.
We hope be will never inflict us again, at all
cvents.

APOLOGY AND EXPLANATION,

[The editor-in-chief rushes in to repndiateall
responsibility for the above criticism, which was
written by a junior in his absence. As to the
i’ustiee of the strictures passed upon the pocm
he says nothing, but considering that it was
written by Avrrep TENsYsox, and printed in the
Nineteenth Century, he feels that this apology is
due to the admirers of first-class poetry.]

He took the Loan of a Knocker,

Dawkins went to a swell supper the other
night, and on rcturning home about 2 a.m., he,
as cautiously as his condition would permit,
ascended the steps to the door, with the fixed
determination of admitting himself noiselessly
with his latch-key. Once inside the hall, he
would take off his boots and ascend to his room.
He turned his finger around in his vest-pocket,
where it was his custom to keep the key. But
it wasn’t there. Urged on by the critical state
affairs had assumed, he set to work and dili-
gently searched cvery pocket on his person,
when he became painfully and disgustingly
conscious that there was no key about him,
if he excepted the now useless and inconvenient
whis-key. ¢ Ah!"—he moralizingly mused, as
he dug his hands deep down into the pockets of
his pants, that he might the better steady him-
self—* whiskey can unlock a man, but I'll be
hung if it will admit him unheard through
the door which sepurates him from his longed-
for bed.”

He was a mad man, Dawking was; for he
must now do that which he had irmly made up
his mind he would not do; arouse some one to
admit him. It was very seldom he broke his
word, when once given—to himself: it was
seldom he changed his mind; but ho must do
both now, though he, as he reached up to that
gart of the door where knockers nre usually

ept, but there wasn’t any knocker there.
Dawrrxs, feeling himself beginning to shake, as
the air was damp and chilly, was about to resign
himself to his dismal fate of walking about the
lonely streets, until those in the house would be
astir, when the thought struck him to ascertain
if the next house’s door was also knockerloss.
So reaching the next door in the terrace, he ran
his hand over it as he had done on the other,
when he suddenly came in contact with the
object of his search, and taking hold of it, he
rapped vigorously and continuously, the sound
echoing up and down the silent strcet. This
soon aroused the inmates; who, no doubt, sup-
posing the house to be on fire, or that some
such terrible thing was happening, flung up the
windows, a8 perhaps they had never gone up
beforo, and from one! caine a strong, yet fright-
oned female voice pitched in a high key to get
above Dawxkins rapping,—which said :

“ Who's there; what in the name of mercy
do you want?

“ Want to get in;" deliberately answered
Dawkixs, resuming his work on the knocker.

*What do you want to get in for? " asked
the voice—of necessity loud, but in a decidedly
changed tone.

“ What do 1 want to get in for? "—and rap-
tap-r-r-xap ! went the knocker again, loud and
shrill,—*“do you think I want to stey out here
shaking with the cold?”

“But you don’t belong here, sir; go away
with you!"

I didn't say I did, did I?” followed with
knocks even louder than before.

“You have made 2 wmistake, I say! be off
with you!”

“No I haver't; no, you'rc out there; ™ and
he again applied that knocker es though he
\\'ouk‘f bring the door down.

“I shall send for the police, and have you
arrested, unless you immediately desist, sir, and
go away!” :

* No, don't; don't put yoursclf to any trouble
that way, ma’am ; it’s all right now ; very sorry
to distutb you though, very sorry; but I'n ex-
ceedingly obliged, and shall cver be grateful to
you, for the loan of your knooker,” said Dawkixs,
observing that he had accomplished his end;
as the windows in his boarding house, with
those of the whole terrace were hoisted up—the

result of his last applieation of the knocker—by
garties who anxiously peered out into the dense
arkness, to discover the cause of the loud and
continuous knocking. Dawxkixs going to his
own door, and his request for admittance bein
grouted, the clamorous sound of the borrowe
knocker was heard no more; and the ccho
faintly dying away in the distance, quiet and
Bcace reigned again in the vicinity of Evwiy
AWKINS' boarding house.

Paragrephing is like the 15 puzzle, it looks
casy—try it.

Ministers are very polite, they are always
studying the amenitics,

If honey is bee ware, then * Beware " ought
to be a sweet song.

Motto for a erows’ convention, ** Success to
the Caws.”

On Stoves,

Being in the act of going into sumumer quar-
ters, I lent o hand to move my stoves out into
the wood-shed theotherday. Theunusual exercise
somewhat cxhausted me, and when the task
was done I sat down on a convenient ash barrel
and fell into a reverie.

I veflected on stoves, and mused upon their
many resemblances to humanity. As with men,
it requires u good many dampers to shut them
up. Moreover they need to be constantly fed,
apd naturally prove to be dull, though a
little rubbing up oceasionally will cause them to
shine. They are unmanageable at times. WhenI
you want them to stay in they go out; when
you try to concilintethem with little fondnesses
and allow them to have all the fat, they get he-
youd themselves and blaze nway—gust to annoy
you—and yet they musthave the delicate touchi
of & gentle creaturc to manage them. The,
drawing-room stove, how pleasant and chectful!
it becomes when tickled by tho young ladies;:
the small faults gently removed, no harsh:
measures ever allowed, and don’t he repay you
for the carc bestowed 2 Then there is the bed-
room stove, only allowed in the domestic priva-
cies of a happy home. What would the house
be without that stove, or what would the child-
ren do? And now the hall stove, liko & host or
hostess, gently breathes the kind welcome that
softly melts the soul of the weary with gratitude
and thankfuluess. Though the parlor stove is
less respected than its drawing-room companion
it has an amount of importance, but ¢ famil-
iarity breeds contempt,”” and the parlor stove
like the jolly little man, gets more stirring

about than is good for him.
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