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Grip’s Reviewer.

ToEe writer of Cwrrent Events nsually reminds us of an clephant on
o tight rope. He steps very cautiously straight before hitn on the
line of impartiality, taking tie utmost ecare not to go off into Tory-
land on the one side, or Gritland on the other. When he renches
the end of Lis rope, and his monthly posturing is over, we can fancy
him coming down from his height, with the aid of a tub, and com.
E[acently waiting for applause. It must be confessed that, as 2 rule,

is performance is strictly impartinl~he decides the questions of the
dny wilth the calm gravity of  Chief Baron Ear,” when * bebween
Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose,” and his decisions are gen-
crally as profound. Writers of his calibre practice the sncer of the
Saturday Review with about the success achicved by those dyspeptic
youths who imitate—over rolling collmr und loosely flowing necktie—
the “ Laran” scowl of ByroN. The daily press, puzzled by the
phenomenon of o Canadian Lrrkr, and too busy for the eritical
jadgment which cannot be misled by pomposity, has been deluded
into accepting Lim at Lis own valuation.

We have hitherto accorded to the writer of Current Events the
meed of respeet which is due to a dull fellow who has judgment
enough to resist his natural tendeney to become a silly follow. DBui
cven this gualified approval is impossible for his lucubrations in the
Augnst number of the Monthly.

Iu his opening parageaph concerning Dominion Day, after sowe
cloquence nbout * united nation,” “iaplo lowves,” and * the wreath
on the national flag,”" we are informed that

“If our own efforts do not relax, if our charactor as # community vo-
mains sound, if onviustitutions enn bo presorved from faction, demagog-
ism, and corvruption, if we nre true to cach other and to our country, we
muy look forward with choerful confidenco to the future.”

As * prave ‘ords,” we suy, ““ as you shall see on a sunmmer’s day,”
but after the premises have been stated, the conclusion is rather
obvious—ns much so as if one shonld say, “if a sinall literary man
is given full swing, and thinks Limself safe from ridicule, his menn-
derings will resemble thoso of sceond childhood.”

His remarks on foreign affairs have been adapted, in nearly equal
proportious, from the Pall Mall Gazette, [Patchman, Saturday Re-
view, and Punch, and aro about as fresh and lively as champagne
which has been uncorked for a weck.

Many people might, howevor, have Leon deccived by the gravity
with which the lion’s skin is worn by the writer, had not his voice
betrayed him in his remarks upon Macavrayr, We are told with an
air of infinite wisdom * that minds who are so cock sure (ns Ma-
cauLay's) arc seldom very deep.” THACKERAY, & man not to be de-
ceived by Eretentiou, said, when be observed Macauray in an audienco
to which ho was about to lecture on Society in Queen Anne's reign,—
I will give {ten ponnds to any one who will get Macavray out of the
house,” and afterward remarked, “I felt like a fellow with sixpence
in lhis pocket in the banking hounse of the Barixg’s.”

Trmackeray was probably as woll acquainted with the gossip of
ANNE's reign as any man in IEngland, but he knew and feared the
universal knowledgo of Macayray.

What wonld the anthor of the paper on ¢ Literary Snobs™ bave
said to contemptuous eriticism of Macauray, by s writer whose claim
to celebrity is founded ou a sorics of rambling articles in a Torouto
magezine. ‘This is hardly the place to disonss quostions of fact, but
we will venture to say that no man who has brought to the perusal of
MacaorLax—his essays or history—a competent understanding, ever
did or could suppose that he represents the Government of CROMWELL
28 o * Government of Musketeers and Pikemen,” or speaks of ** modern
standing armies "' as the writer of Current Events asserts.

Twenty years ago it was the fashion with literary hacks to speak of
Macaoray as “shallow and brilliant,” & ery joined in by no man of
greater eminence than Crocker of the Quarterly.  Till our eyes rested
upon the words in the August Monthly, we havo not seen the old ery
for somo years. This shallow and brillient fiction is perpetuated only
by reviewors who arc deceived by their own dullness into n beliof in
thoir own depth. It is n good thing such persons should exist, and
write, and find publishers. Any one whose tasto has been cloyed
with literary delicacies, can take a menl of thehash they prepare, and
after some nansen and refreshing sloop, rise with a renewed appetito
for gaod things.

The othor eriginal articles as well a3 the selections in tho Monthly
are this time unusually interesting, aud the number is o very good
ope,

Wo cannot refrain from expressing our delight with the airy, deli-
cato lines ¢ My Old Pet Namo,” which have the peculinr music and
something of the tender longing which distinguish tho sweet verses
scattered through the Norwegian stories of BJoRNSTILRNE BjonrNsoN,

Agricultural Colloge Lecture Course.

PROF. ARCHIBALD'S DISCOURSES ON FALMING.

Youne GEnTLENEN,—Sinec I last spoke to you, I find thal the Tory
press are as usual endeavouring to make capital ont of it.  The Mail
bas a lot of absurd directions evidently exiracted from Amerienn
papers, and guito innpplicablo to Canadn, and in many easvs grossly
inaccurate. They, however, somewhat neatralised their ciivet by
inserting some of my own remarks on one oceasion.

A correspondent, whose education has appavently been negloeted,
wrote to me lately fromn Lower Cauada to ask whether, in wmy opinion,
tho Wheeler & Wilson, the Howe, or the Raymond sowing nachine
was best for mangel wmrzel. I recommended the latler, bnt wus
afterwards told that a tnrnip-cutter would do better, which upon
experiment I found o Le the cense.

I hope most of you are by this time nearly throngh with yonr hr-
vests.  The next thing is to sell yonr produce for what it will feteh,
and anything moro you enn get. 'This is probably the most impor.
tunt portion of the furmer's yearly labors.  When yoi have done this
it is a3 well to rejoice and go squirrel and partridge huuting,  Some
toilsome idiots begin plonghing again as soon as the erops ave oft the
gronnd, but this doesn’t give the natural productions of the soil o fair
chance, beside being an excessive labor st a hot scason of the year,
Rather sit nuder your vines and fig-trees (if yon havo not the latter,
apples or pears would do as well) and await in confislence the drop-
piug of the ripened fruit into your extended juws.

We lately oftered u prizo for the best means of disposing of skuuks.
Numberless plans were suggested, but & man came wlong who showed
us the gold medal of an agrienltural associntion, given for the sune
thing. He refused to disclose his plan till the connmilice had experi-
mented on the various methods suggested.  Tho consequence of this
was that half the pupils on the Model Farm were vedueed to the eou-
dition of suns-culottes, and the town of Guelph becane nearly aminlin-
biteble. Then we songht that man in despair, and gave him o Luge
sum for a senled envelope conlaining tho scoret.  This is it, and I
cordially recommend it :

“The best thing to do with a skunk is to Ieave him alenc.”

Some persons devote fur too much time to the eultivation of perish-
able and unprofitable fruits. What a melan-choly state of things it
is to see Luge patches of water-melons overspreading the garden,

I am sick of hearing the nonaense people talk about dairies. To
hear some you would think they were intended as eool semmer
retreats, ‘Think how many poor women cateh their deatbs from eold
in scrabbing out these places, and in the absurd and ineessant wash-
ing of milk-pans aud pails which some advoeate. If thenilk isa
little sour, it doesn’t spoil your tea, and the butter is none the worse,
And if you haven't got to live in the daity it doesn’t matter what it
smells like. Somo idiots object even to giving cows turnips and the
like. If they can’t eat buticr that tastes of inrnips and things, they
don’t deserve any at all,

This brings me to the way of living on a farm. I you ean’t sub-
sist on pork, pueakes, and maple syrmp, with unsweelened tea ul
three meals 1 day, you had better not turn farmers, ‘Theve may be
Plenty of other things at hand {o eat, good enough in their way, but
what is the good of cooking them. I have kuown Englishmen and
Frenchmen to eat calves’ heads, pig's livers, and all kinds of simiinr
nastinoss, but no tene Canadian furmer will ever disgrace himsolf in
this manuer, even if he does not keop a dog.

Some day or other I will write a lavge book on my favorite subjeet,
but I aweit with confidenco the result of the hints I have here thrown
out a3 a preliminary course of instruction.

@he Gumadian Club.
NO. L

ScENE.—The Reading-room of the Club. GEORGE BrowN in the
bay-window overlooking King street, reading the last issue of the
“ Mail” and scowling horribly, his feet on windew-sill. Muopos at
table in interior.

Browy (loq.)—What do you think of tho Mail’s articlo on Swrru,
Mr. Mupae ?




