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MY PUBLISUER.
He Dlushed when he saw me coming,
Al sweet, alviair. -
The thing in his ear kept drumming,
Atad his heart went on thuni-thumming,
wdiod himself at my coming
< hand on the bhuck of a ehinir=and
He seetied to be «hind 1 was there.

Sl 1, ¢ Tve hiere a few poems ¢
Al sweet, ab fair—
Call them, lits done in broushams,
O seleet Fifth-aavenie procms.
Let nre gead to you these iny pocms 1
So he gave tome o padded ¢hair—-aml
He seemed to be shad 1 was ther

e begged me to take off my jacket,
weet, ah fuir—
He took from a carven backet
A needle, anid wanted to tack it,
The latton that fell from wy jucket,
As he shoolk it with ehivalrous care—and
He scemed o be «lad ! was there,

Je produced a package of cndy ;
Al sweet, ah fair—
11e telephoned cut for brandy,
Remarking, 11 may be udy
To have; let me give you some eandy,
And 111 wait til vou do up yoar hair”—and
He seeined to be glad ] wos there,

A bottle of Steplionotis;
Ah sweet, ab fair—
Another of that strange Lotos
** Diplomaey hrowght into notice,”
lie laid with the Stepimnatis
I ey Tap with a wistful air—and
Ie seemed to be ghui I was there.

¥ read il the twilizht found us;
Ah sweet, ab fair—
1 read till iy own magie hound us
Ina thradi that hid well nigh drowned us.
We were Jost to al) around us
TUE we hoth heard a step on the stair- -still
Tle seemed to be wladd | was there.
"lwas nomessenger with a eash hox,
Al sweet, ab fair—
An “ Awmerican hoy " in flash socks,
The Pablisher wanted to smash loeks,
No eager was he that the cash hay
Its ador shou'd spread on the air- and
1 scaned to Le glud I was there.

le knelt on one knee as hie proferred,
A sweet. ab fair--
Bills that. thebox had cofforad ;
e wept as he wracefully offered
What ) seemed in adreasm to he proffercd,
Ane I said “f was not aware -« "—lLut
I was certainly shad v be there,

COh Y we pay in adranes for verses !
ah fair—

Hle suid, *IUs a saving

And mnch warath and vancor disperses.

Ahways n wdranee for verses.

' way up Lhe stair?

tome sprain when the tiae yon can spare

‘Then hu blessed me aml patted my hair,
And | passed,

o the i
e scemed to e glad 1 was there.
—RERANES,

ICI ON PALRLE FRANCAIS.

When I was in Montreal I was so much
struck by the beauty of the French jouruals of
that city that I was seized with an intense
longing to bee me a French journalist, '

I am not a native of Il belle France, and
tirmly believe that the British won the hattle
of Waterloo, Imt I admire the French for
their admirable courtesy and politeness, and I
like French institutions.

Accordingly I determined to drop down to
the oftice of a well-knowsn French newspaper
aud sce if 1 could procare an engagement.

I did so. - T entered the business offico and
enquired whether Mounsieur lc Redacteur was
in and if I could see him  Monsieur le Redac-
teur wasin and I conld see him. T was ushered
into the presence of mongieur. He was very
atfable and agrecable ; motioucd me to a chair
and awiited my opening address. Istated my
desires and asked him what he could do for
me,  The conversation was carried on in the
language of the Guuls, bat for the benefit of
those of my readers who do not understand it
as well as 1 do I will give it in English.

~* Monsicur is not a Frenchwan ?” said M, le
Redacteur, after I had mado known my wishes,

““No: I am Eoglish, but I wish I was a
Frenchman.” T thought it best to give M. le
Redacteur a little * taffy.”

That gentleman bowed at my compliment
aud veturuved it with another. He said :

“Ah! I could scarcely tell, so perfectly do
you express yourself in my langunage.”

After further conversation, in the course of
which I must coofess I was several times
stumped and made some most egregions blun.
ders, all of which, however, were apparently
unnoticed by the polite journalist, that gentle-
man informed me thut there was a vacaucy on
his staff. '

*“But first,” he said, “let me hear you trans-
late a little piece (peiit morceaw) taken at ran-
don from this paper,” and he produced au ex-
change, and Fointing to a paragraph begged
me to proceed.

This was the passage:

“Le gencral Campenon, ministre de la
guerre, vient de doter I'armée frangaise d'une
coiffare nouvelle ; c'est un képi rigide, d'un
modtle nnique pour toutes les armes, dont le
Journal miliaire officiel a donné récemment la
description avee devis détaillé, coupe et €léva.
tion, pour D’édification des chapcliers mili-
taires. Cette mesure était motivée par la sup-
pression du shako.”

This is how I rendered it:  The general
Campenon, mipister of the war, comes to pre-
sent (?) the army French of a head-dress new ;
that is a kepi stiff, of a model unique for all the
arms which the Journal military offlcizl has
given recently the deseription with devis"—
* I scarcely know how to translate ‘devis,” T
said, pausing.

* Monsicur is doing excellently, admirably ;
it matters not,” repliecd M. le Redacteur,
suavely, and moving his hand, ¢ pray procced.”

I went on: “—with devis detailed, cut and
clevation, for the edification of the chapeliers
wilitary. This measure was motived {))y the
suppression some shako.”

‘“Monsieur is an accomplished French
scholar—for an linglishman,” remarked the re-
dacteur as I halted at the end of my transla.
tion, ** but there are a few, a very few, so few
as to be almost nothiugs, errors that he makes.
Monsieur  renders always the substantive
befove the adjective, which in English is not
comme il faud.”

“ But, my dear sir,” I replied, rather net-
tled that his meed of praise shounld be thus
qualified, ** if yon Frenchmen put the cart be-
fore the horse what can I do? You asked for
a literal translation and you got it.”

** Monsicur must not he offended,” answered
the other, shrugging his shoulders and clevat-
ing Lis hands and cyebrows, “ but he does not
uppear to grasp the idiom.”

*¢Grasp the idios I” I roared, now thoroughly
roused Ly what I considered an adverse criti-
cism, provoked by the fact that [ understood

I'reneh as well as the Freuchman before me.

himself. ¢“I'll be bound to say that your coun-
trymen weren’t so particalar about idiom and
adjectives and substantives at Waterloo, and
Vittoria and Salamanca, Badajos, the plains of
Abraham, &c., &c. You are an iosolent, sir.”

*¢ Monsicur is annoyed,” said the Redacteur,
calmly, ‘‘but I must say that he reads French
fairly for an English school-boy.”

‘¢ Sacr-rr-r-re !” I gerecamed, ‘‘Monsieur’s
blood must wipe out this insult.” 5

‘“ Behold that,” rcplied monsieur, smiling,
“how hot does the ros-bif, the portaire-beer
and the vissikey make the young English
blood.” :

** You, youn, you "—I spluttered, wrath pre-
venting me from finding a suitable epithet ¢
““You have no blood, hot or cold : frogs are
cold-blooded : frogey ! froggy ! frogey!™ and
I dunced about the sanctum in a paroxysm of
rage.

Ié‘I think I shall not require tho services of
mopsieur on my paper,” remurked M. 1

Redacteur, as I sank into a chair in an ex-
hausted condition.

* Monsieur is too violent : too paroxysmal:—
besides, he does not properly understand the
French language,” and he smiled with such ad-
mirable good-temper and courtesy that I was
ata loss how to act. I fclt he had the best of
me. I had lost my temper ; Monsieur le Re-
d_a(i{tem- wes ag cool and unrufled as a skating
rink.

* Then good-morning, siv,” Isaid, rising and
slamming my hat down over my eyes, I
wouldn’t be found dead in a ¥rench newspaper
office.”

‘¢ Monsieur may be found in that econdition
and in that place if he retires not,” answeved
the jowrmahst, just the least Lit nettled, and
touching several clectric knobs; ‘“Jecan!
Francois! Hongree !’ he went on, as scveral
clerks, reporters, compositors, &c., came rugh-
ing into the room, ‘* Escort Monsieur, the Eng-
lishmon, to the sidewalk: treat him not
roughly, for his intellect is yct clonded with
the fogs of his perfidions Albion. Au revoir,
monsienr,” and he turned to resume his writ-
ing, whilst I, overpowercd by superior num
bers, was rushed down stiirs and out into the
street.

French is a strange language. -—S.

CANADIAN TOADS.

One of the most interesting studics in
natural history to be found on the Amcrican
continent, is the common Canadian Toad. I
have formed this opinion after some years of
careful attention given to the observance of
the peculiarities of this interesting reptile.

I think the most strikingly interesting
variety of the Capadian Toad is to be found
in Halifax, Nova Scotia. In that little city,
as we all know, there is a large garrison, and
in the summer months one or two war-ships
are generally ‘at rest upon the bosom of 1ts
beautiful harbor., ‘Therefore, on this account,
there are phases in the lives of Halifux Toads,
which are not to be found in other parts of this
great Dominion.

Wheu I tell you that I have had the plea-
sure of mixing slightly with the magnificent
creatures who hold Her Majesty’s connuission,
»nd—glorious thought—that I have aceually
beep in the august presence of the General
commanding Her Majesty’s force, then, if you
are from Haulifax, you will rcad this article
with a great deal of attention and respect.

Oh ! how grand a thing it is to witness the
veneration depicted in  the countenances of
true-bred Halifaxoniaus, when they approach
the feet of the General or Admiral.

How refreshing to view the happy smile of
the matron, whose daughter has heen favored
with a condescendingsimile from eithier of these
great luminaries of society. Any familiarity
shown by an officer above the rank of captuin
always Lreeds contempt in the minds of the
fair recipient of such favors. I myself know
that mny own friend, Mrs. Sycophaut, will not
speak to a great many of ler oid friends, be-
ciuse the Colonel of the 450th Blankshire
Regiment put his arm around her the other
night at old Mvrs. Tufthunter's dance. Not-
withstanding this, Mrs. Sycophant is a model
mamina, she teaches her children to dance and
make earamels, herself, and won’t hear of her
daughter coming out until she is twenty-one.

I am sure that the society of these military
and naval gentlemen has a most elevating and
refining inHuence upon even the most sordid
miods. TFor example, the Blowhards have re-
nounced all their own relations and old friends
within the last ten years. The Blowhards’
grandfather was a tailor, and uscd to wait at
the old Halifax Club a long tiine ago, before
ever I was born ; now the Blowhards associate
with none but the Army and Navv. 1 have a

cat deal of reverence for the family, as old
ﬂlowhm-d used to make my grandfather's coats.




