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“BYSTANDER” ON VINEGAR.
' (From a future number of the W—k.)

There is no more vulgar delusion than that
vinegar is an acrid, corrosive, excoriating fluid.
Of course the Canadian newspapers so consider
it. It is not surprising that journalistic
dealers in tarradiddles should be ignorant of
the rudiments of acientific learning. ™ It is fit-
ting that such scribes should sing the apotheo-
gis of milk. Vinegar has other uses than the
familiar ones which are connected with gas-
tronomy—it is not less indispensable to politi-
cal discussion than to sliced tomatoes,

There .is room for o curious and learned
work on the place of vinegar in Literature.
The world has never been told, and few citi-
zons of the world beside myself are aware, of
what it has accomplished in the way of sweet-
ening and beautifying Letters. The writer of
this work, when he comes, may fiud some
illustrations of his theme in the very higheat
walk of Literature. He may, for exawmple,
analyze the quality of the writing which not so
very long ago aroused the wrath of the Semi-
tic and tribal Beaconsfield. This has been
mistaken by clumsy analysts for Vitriol, but
is now conceded to be a pure specimen of liter-
ary Vinegar. In other instances, such as that
which on 2 recent occasion finvoked from a

certain insignificant quarter an ironical carica-
ture, equally erroneous conclusions have fol-
lowed incompetent analyses. In this case
(epitomised in the caricature alluded to by
picturing a great Writer teaching Gladstone
the art of Government) the evident conclu-
sion of Ignorance was that the Writer in ques-
tion had exhibited Gall. It was not gall; it
was vinegar,

Notwithstanding the vulgar delusion re-
ferred to in our opening words, vinegar is in
reality a sweet, gratoful and comforting liguid
—and a writer’s ability is, in our opinion, to
be measured according to his aptitude in its
use. The component parts of this little-un-
derstood fluid are, scorn, conceit, and intoler-
ance—three substances which are, either sep-
arately or in combination, well known to be
of a mollifying nature. Each of them, more-
over, is capable of subdivision. The elements
of scorn are pessimism, skepticism and
Ishmaelism ; conceit consists of a mixture of
ingredients known even to the vulgarest; in-
tolerance iz composed mainly of impationce
and contempt.

There is of course a possibility of a writer—
and the greater the writer the greater the pos-
sibilily—making too free a use of vinegar,
Not that, speaking. absolutely, too much
of it can be used; but oven the greatest
writer depends to some extent on the disposi-
tion of his readers, and it is possible to dis-
please some by an over use of vinegar. There
are, for instance, people—pitiful cranks, no
doubt—who do not care to read discussions of
the Irish question in which the character of
the Irish people, their leaders, and their cause
are treated in & manner calculated to set the

teevh of the reader on edge. There are some
who wou'd prefer to have questions pertainin
to the Christian rcligion written upon wit
little or no vinegar at all, Even a sneer at
the Old Testament done in the most norvous
and beautiful Eoglish is enough to offend
these people. Topice such as Co-education,
the Prospects of Canadian Literature, Charl-
ton's Anti-Seduction Bill, etc., cannot be
handled by any really great writer without a
liberal use of vinegar, and yet, whenever any
truly Gift>zd Pen undertakes to treat them
there is a general outery against what they
call his' “ bilious superciliousness ” and sug-
gestions are thrown out that what he needs is
a liver-pad.

A LAKE SHORE IDYL.

Oh, happy, happy, day ! when she and I

Sat hsmcl.l in hand upon the steep clay cliff

That overlacks the blue Ontario's shore,
Watching the graceful sea-gulls as they whirled
In thoir cceentric flight above the surge.

The billows' swash upon the pebbly sands

Scemed mournful mueie in our list’ning ears ¢
They sang in doleful cadence, just as if they knew
That sho and I must part, and part ere long,

She to a foreign school—and I, alas!

To fight alone the crucl, erucl world.

' Oh, Angelina dear,” I'8aid, “‘my own,

Oh can it bo that wo have thus to part !

And a8 I moved still closer to hor side

To give onc fond and tonging last embrace,

The treacherous sod gave way and down we slid
Through boulders, twigs and bushes, down and down,
And landed in the boiling, bubbling surf,

Sho was not dead, but oh ! so very wet;

Her Mother Hubbard skirt was rent in twain ;
Her hat, the treasuro of her youthful soul,

Whna borne away upon the mighty deep. .
Her bright eyes flashed in ficrcosi rage, she said,
“1 told you we wore too close to the bank.

“ You thick head dude ! you stupid, stupid fool !
“ Git out ! and with a withering glance she walked

away,
And as ly looked upon my torn-up pants
1 said, By Jova ! I'guesy the girl is right.

AN APPEAL TO THE ARCHBISHOP,

Par.—T hope yer grace will grant me abso-
lution for associatin’ wid a mason, but sure,
yer Riverince, the toimes are hard, an’ I'm not
able to pick me company ! .

MYSTERIOUS.

“Wanted, cook without washing, $10 per
month., Apply — Yonge-stroet.”

This ‘ad,’ appears in a city evening paper.
Maony people advertise for a plain cook, but
there may be good reasons for this, as a good-
looking one would %roba.bly have 2 large re-
tinue of followers, but an unwashed cook is
altogether too much of a “ stand off.” How-
ever chacor. a son gout,

WHY HE COULD NOT LEAVE HER.

They stood together ‘neath the silent stars,
hand in hand. The tumultuous Don surged
madly onward at their feet, as the pale moon
rose slowly o'er the hoary turrets of Castlo
Green, whose frowning battlements looked
upon them from the heighte on the opposite
shore.

He sighed a sighful sigh as he clasped the

fg(iir girl his companion more closely to his
side.
- “Edwin,” said the now almost drooping
girl.  *“Edwin, is it possible that you are
going awsy—going to leave me? I dreaded
this many a day, and last evening Mrs. Glib-
gab who lives opposite pa’s house told me that
yon were going away oo claim a nearer and a
dcarer for your bride. Would we had never
met! Ah! Edwin tcll me, tell me it is not
true!” and the fair girl turned up her heavenly
orbs to his, which from long and passionate
weeping looked like & circular scction of a
Hanlan flag, red and blue.

¢ Angelica dear, I assure you itis not true!”

“QOh! Edwin : but Mrs. Glibgab’s dreadful
words 1"

‘‘Hang MotherGlibgab and all the rest of the
old cats on the street.”

¢“Oh Edwin ! dearest Edwin ! I doubt not
your word, and yet, I feel so uneasy—oh so
uneagy, tell me something that will set wy
mind at rest—that will tell me that you are
not going away.”

T will Angelica, loved one! look into my
eyes and while I gaze into yours belicve mo
the words I utter on the honor of a gentleman
are truc—alas! too true—shall I go on ?”

¢ Yes, yes; tell me, tell me. Be the secret
never so frightful and horrid, I will rejoice
that you are not about to depart for foreign
climes.”

¢¢ Listen, Angelica,”’ he said, as he drew her

" lovely head down &ill her luxurious bangs

rested on his left shoulder, ¢ You fear that I
am away for foreign parts on matrimonial
errand, calm yourself, It is vot so; I will
now the secret unfold, and I'm sure it will coun-
vince you, Closer darling, let me whisper in
our ear, I haven't got a solitary nickel, and
can’t get a pass on any of the roads,
Angelica I”
She had fainted.,

IMPERIAL FEDERATION,
BY AN ONTARIO M.P,

If we had an Imperial Confedoraces,

1t would be a bully old scheme for me ;

I might be made « lord of high degree

If I wns an M. of the Imperial C.

1 might ho made an Earl or perhaps & Dook,

And then how haughty and grand 1 would look

In my ducul coronet and strawherry leaves,

And 2 long-tailed gown with its big wide sleoves.

1 could also wear o sword like a sergeant-at-arms,
And never be troubled much with war's alarms.

At the Queen's command I'd be glad to appear

At Windsor Castleany night in the year ;

T could then hob nob with the Prince of Wales,

At the little private partics and hear the funny tales,
Whilo I'd amuee the party with soine yarns of miune,
About our funny doings en the old town line.

The only thing that puzzles mo is what to do

With my old woman and my big gal Sue;

¥or 8ue, sho Always was inclined to romp,

And steps as tho’ walking through a cedar swamp ;
And that would hardly do at & Royal Levee,

So I guess I'tl have to keep my ladies aut of the way,
Yot I think it would be a big scheme for me—

This Grand Imperial Confedoeraces.

A contemporary remiarks that- ¢ the heart
of a Greenland whale is 2 yard in diameter.”
Oh! that’s nothing. We know somo folks
whose hearts have no end of diameter, but the
trouble with such is that the bigger the heart
the smaller the purse. It scems to be the
way of balancing gifts in this world that the
heart of & whale sﬁould have, =0 to speak, the
financial resources of a sprat, and vice versa.
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