Stray Leaves from the Portfo.o of a
‘Walking Philosopher.

NO. IL
MR Poxer,—As T was leaning back in my arm
chair after maiting my last paper,’it occurred to
me that a vast deal of 1the most interesting portic n
of my history was on:itted. or rather remains to

“be tuld. I do oot allude to my travels in Europe,.

por yet to my haii-breadsh eseapes and adventures
in thennmerous capitals of the old world. No,
I do not refer to this portion of my hfe, as my

continential adventures would fill volumes, and I iping, gloves, and other elegant trifles,

am sure, if ever I publi-h them, they will be
eagerly rought aiter. Without more ado, I will
proceed to acquaint you of my present mode o
living and the style of my jougings.

Now, do not imagine, Mr. Poker, that T who
have been reared in splend: ur and magnificence—
1 who have been iatroduced to the high-born and
the beaw'iful of all cJimes, live like the ivhabi-
tants of this city, in a beggaily eonditicn. Not
so, [am none of your stingy, and to use an un-
couth phrase, “grab-all” citizens—or pennilousad-
venturers. I am none of your low creatures,
picked cut of the gutter—a nobody’s sml 1f 1
place my nane upon a subscription list, it is pot
because I have n supper,a coaple of balls, and
etceteras in view. I pray you, do pot tell me
that § am throwing out hints, or I will drop my
pent

1 can say with no small amount of pride and
galisfaction, that there never was a mecting al

Quebee, at which Iwas not present, and I pever
went home after one, but that I made myself com-
fortable over a cup of tea, and.a coup-e of nicely
toasted rolls, after which, I sit down to my desk,
and write down all that 1 heard or saw, stayiug
up generally till three or four oclock in the
morcirgs Irise up late, and sit in my dressing
gown and embroidered slippers, smoking cigar-
ettes at a couple of guineas the pound, twirling
my exquisite moustache, tuining over the leaves
of Reynold’s last novel, or Pennysun's new poem.
Sometimes I chat with my landlady, and care-
lessly listen to her plaus for my comf. rt. Now
Mr. Poker, I inwardly detest landladics and
boarding houses keepers in geveral. Impossible
to be more disgusted than listening to their
scbemes at such moments! Now aod then they
throw in a graceful compliment, and I confess it
sorelimes taxes my ingepuity Lo discover what
a Jandlady would not do. "I joke to Mrs. Fidget,
(that is my landlady’s name)about it. One day
Y told her that she might diivea ¢ood trade in
the next world, if she would arrange comfortable
quarters for those friends whom she was destined
to leave behind.  She beld her tongue, so I sup-
pose che didu’t ece the joke.

Itis always essential that I should-appear Tich
before the species; the richer T appear the richer
I shall be under their roof. About noon I dress
Always bave my gloves rubbed, and boots oiled.
My «vess ie on all occasions . a matter of study,
and sfter a variety of looks and so forth in the
toilet glass, I step into a cab,-or rusb along the
straet a perfect dandy, Methinks | hear some-
body say, that Ikeep a cab as a matter of policy ¢
8o does Sir Edmund Head. Besides, what's the
odds, when I pay up like a king. Now, therea-
son some people keep a cub is obvious to all.
Everybody knows that a éab-holder—one who is

0

exiravagant in his expe. se, eusily finds enormous
credit. But, Mr. Poker, [ wish you and your
readers, thav is the world, to uuderstand that 1
am oot vne of these, My income is handsome ~

the most brillidut dinners at the Diogene Club;
champagne suppers at home, make presents ol
jewelry to the pretty avtresses, sce them beb'nd
the scones alter the performance, to ackvowledze
their thanks up m my koee, (1 dare not make this
voufegsion to the members of the Club.) ad
smouth theie jetty lueks, buy cigars, diamond
Now,
ain’t I to be envied.  Let scoundrel’s sneer. Let
them ca | me adventarer, if they like, Lebind my
back., Advemurer quotha? Sois every member
of Parliament—eo is every man who bas made
his own fortuve! Me an adventurer, indeed!
Busb ‘

The tailors and the jewellers all contend for the
honoy‘ of my custom, and seem anxious only to
supply the goods, entreating thas 1 epeak not ol
pay weut when Imuke my purchases.  Buu 1 malke
‘them under-tand that I take nocrelit, They ali
address me in the fol «wing words—indeed it
would scem that they bave s mutual un lerstand-
ing ujon the matter—*0Oh! Mr. Titwouse, Il
st 1t down 1 the bouk, dow’s pay now, allow it
1 rtand over.” Buc I vever allow it to stand
over., My frieud Cutechild, says he does. He
has told me over and over agam, that Lie could
not withstand such entresties. To enconrage
such tradesmen Cutichbild always gives large
ordirs, and Jet bis littie acevunts stund over ull
Christas. Thus, he siys, he is very pupular,
very. The reason is obvious—Cutechi.d keeps ins
cab. Some day be may siope, For the sake of
bis erediturs—I1 hope not,

I will couclude ints paper with an iocident i in
the life of my fiiend Cutechild. Heis not a mem-
¢ Devil und b.s ways, and the Afiican conver iun
Society.” By them he was latel prevailed upon
to give an address at their ball. He did so—and
the subjeet was upon *the whole duty o man.
Hegjs since looked vpon as a most unspeakably
pious young man, overlowing with the eream of
good deeds. Sometime since he was clected
President of the Society, for which kindness he
wrote a traet called ** Light shining out of dark-
ness”—and dedicated it to the many pious mem-
beis thereof. Siuee which time he attends church
thrice on Sundays, and to appear as pious as
possible, he cairies a bible in oue haud, and a
prayer-book in the other—and takes care to stick
a hymn-book wut of each pocket. Now, Mr.
Poker, you will naturally exelaim tbat he makesa
great impression upon the mind ! I rather think
so. When he reaches the Louse of prayer, the
beadle leads him 1o his pew, whicit is close by the
pulpit, and when service comwencvs, his re-
spunses, especially his “amen,” are deop and very
s-1ikibg—indeed they tend to edify half the con.
gregation! But our Club have-resolved to ex
puse his ¢ week-day  habits—to unmask him !
W e meet twice a week to laugh at bis follies—
and the follies of other men—ay! and the ab-
surdities of women! To ceusure their vices—and.
if possible, to benefit the world. Let those who
scorn the virtues of life, and langh at the great
and glorious principles which form the fouuda-

tious of society, seck a speedy reform—let them

very handsome indved—~out of which 1 ean give |

ber of oui Club, But be is a member of thel

cheek their pride, ambition, and seif-conceis, be-
fore they are brought under the notice of the
Diogene Club, and lashied in the Poker by

TirrLeBaT TiTMousE.

N. B.—Any person who wishes to correspond
with us, may direct their letters pre-paid, to “the
Dingene Clib, Post-office; Quebee.” As Presi-
dent, I am re que~'ed to state, that a Committee
has been appointed to in pect all papers submit-
1ed, ag wmay contribute to censure the follies of
the day, and advance the public weal.

T. T,

Titmouse House,
Quebece, May 9, 1859,

“Lives on the War in Europe.
The sky of Bur-pa is gathering dark
With the storm f ¢ ntention wnd war;
A ryrant and desp t w uld quench the fair spark
Of its peace, and its happiness mar.
Each breeze wafts us ver
From that far distant gh re
The voice of the dread coming strife.
The rapid array,
And the arm for the fray,
Whisper darkly * war, war to the lnife!®
and the-oak of Brittania rides proudly again,
she foe . £ ppressivn the wild sur-'lnf' main.

Aud there, with those n .tions, in terror and fear
Awaiting the full of that night,
11 is doubting, alarm, whilst the star of peace here
Is yet smiling unclo .ded and bright.
And long o’er us may
Its calm silvery ray
Shed its glorious light on our plaing,
In serenity, far
From that tumault of war )
That w uld darken « ur hearths with its staina.
But sh uld it, uphappily come to our shure,
We have arms that can strike for the homes we adore.

Yes, dear are our hom-s—our mountains uastained,
Our fields and our valleys of spow.—
And we'll never behold their bright purcness profaned
With the fiotst-p impressed by a foa;
And the green of our trees
Waving bright in the breeze
Will not smile o’er the rude foeman’s head ;
N ! so mer *twill weep
O’er the graves whete we sleep
Its night tears of dew f r us dead,
And sigh o’er the place where vur ashes will rest,
‘Than blo.m for us, living, the fallen, oppressed.
HARRY SWEETPHACB.

#Vox et Preeterea Nihil.”

What is our m dern patriot’s weight
1n crowded legi-lative hall ?
Or raised above the noisy crowd
At vut-door meeting’s senseless brawl}
Or wh.n 1o editorial chai- .
He sctawls scurrility at will,
T. please his rabid readers’ taste t=—
Voz et praterea nikil.

‘What is the value of his cant?
* Ref rm.” * Retrenchment,” and so forth,
His ** Privciples,” his * Honor,” *'Faith,”
And all the rest, what are they worth?
Who take them at the seller’s price-
‘Must have a mou-t uncorumon skull,
The wiser and the better think
" Voz preeterea nihil,
: QuUIZ,

The Difference.—Interesting Conversa-
. . tion in High Life,

Smart Little Mzss.—'l‘herel pa, you will keep
reading your pasty old Poker, und will not so
much as look at my Grumbler, But I am sure .
you will now, pa, becavse Macanly, Bulwer and
Dickens are conmbutmg to it. Won't you, pa?
Semzble old Gmt.—Fudwe, child! Fudge. They A

put in anything to please children.



