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opinions of all classes, are the most important qualifications for a
legislator, are seen through at once by this acute and powerful class.
They know that o man who does not touch rum is eminently fitted
to shine as a statesmaon,

This noble section of the community, attracted by our hero’s fame,
determined, at tho time nf a general elcetion, to run him for the
House of Commons.

The city had already been plentifully provided with moral candi-
dates, and so it became necessary to run JonN DuUsENBURY for a
country constituency. :

Every preliminary was esatisfactorily arranged with tho local men
of the selected county, they were delighted with their candidate, end
all went well.

But in our most prosperous moments the cnemy lurketh near.

Our hero, after a life of devotion to his youthful promise, was about
to fall.

1i is with o sad beart that we recount the circumsiances.

He bad been canvassing for some weeks in company with a temper-
ance attorney, severzl temperance farmers and manufacturers, and a
temperance editor.

A pocket flask of ¢ the same,” labelled * pain killor,” had enabled
him to endure the worry and excitement of the campaign, aund the
old, old speeches of his friends, who invariably concluded with a
touching reference to their candidates’ lifelong abstention from rum.

The season was winter. One morning his friends departed, pro-
mising to meet him the next evening on the platform.

Ho set out alone for a day’s canvassing.

The day was cold and stormy, and though he had taken the wisc
precaution to fill his flask with ‘“pain killer” in tho morning, he
frequently found it necessry to enter the roadsidc inng for warmth
and refreshment.

His invariable address to the bartender was ¢¢ something hot, not
rum, -mind.”

When he had but two miles farther to go, he alighted for the last
time, and gave the usual order. The bartender was a person of a
facetious mind used to saying when he wonted a drop, “Nothing
strong, you know. By no means. Not at all,” or words to that effect,
and he imagined JoRN DusenBuRry's order to bo given by a kindred
spirit. .

pWhy roceed to the melancholy end ?

The first seductive drop, taken abstractedly, had not passed from
the tongue to the thront, when our hero knew that his pledge was
broken.

]“ Oh, my poor mother,” ho wailed as he desperately drnined the
glass,

The demon had obtained possession of him.

The tirst glass is that which ruins.

There is no such thiog as drinking rum in moderation.

JouN Dusensuny emptied a two-gallon keg before the next evening.

Of course there is no kind of use in asscrting that he was not in-
toxzicated.

Ho beeame stupidly, beastly drank.

In this state his committee found him, aud thoeir gricf was so over-
powering that they fled to rum for eonsolation,

The clection was lost, and so was JorN Dusensuny. He never left
that house but to be borne to his grave,—bis pauper's grave.

He had expended his whole fortune, amounting to seventy-six
thousand dollars and forty-cight cents in one continuouns carouse,

Moral:
NEVER ToucH Rui!
The End.

Flowers of Rhetoric.

AT a recent ontertaninment, given by the pupils of the Cobourg Col-
lagiate Institute, o writing desk was presented to the retiring Prin-
cipal. We do not remember having read anything couched in more
lofty language than the accompanying address. Wo have not space
for n lengthy quotation, but the following eloguent passage is really
too fine to be lost:

* Ag @ slight token of our osteem, and s a souvenir of the pleasant hours
apent togethor, we offer this WRITING DESE, in the hope that, ‘thro’ the
long yeanrs of the future,’ it may be & momento of the past joys,—tlhut the
sharp click of its spring may bé suggestive of the readiness of n true honrt
to respond to the call of friendship ; its brazen bands, of those bonds of
union more enduring than brass; and its secret drawers, of those rocesses
of the heart where lie concealed feelings which no words can expross.”

The document is signed by the Preceptress, the Classical Master,
the Mathematical Master, and the English Master. The Rhetorical
Mastor has scattered the flowers of his art so literally through the
performance, that his signature would have been superfluous,

Our Art Critique.
GRir hes paid o visit to the Second Annual Exhibition of the

Oatario Socioty of Artistis, now open at tho Music Hall; and for the
dolectation of his cultivated readers who are so unfortunate as to
reside ot of Toronto, he transeribes a few notes from the margin of
his catalogue. The profusely frescoed chamber in which the paint-
ings are displayed is the resort for the nonce of our best eitizons, and
the tout ensemble of pictures, flowers and finery is brilliant. To plod
through the whole list of works and briefly comment on each is by no
means Grir’s intention here; the enterprise and industry of a hard-
working Globe reporter has alveady supplicd the public with a dose of
that sort. Omly a few of the more notable productions can be
specificd at present, und to show that in doing this Gnrie means no
disparagement to the others, he will barely montion No. 75, an
admirable oil portrait of himself, which has beon, naturally enough,
the centre of attraction, or the observed of all observers, since the
Exhibition opcned. The artist is Mr, T. M. MAarTERN, 2 gentleman of
true genius, as the felicity of his choice of a subjeet atlests.

To pass without further preamble to our task, we come vis a vis
with o pretty landscape by Mr. J. C. Forpes. The subject is Ugenia
Falls. There is little foothold for adverse cri-
ticism ; the drawing being corrcet and the
colouring tasteful. Gnir has gone to somo
cxpense to reproduce it wood the fact that
Ugenia Falls. The engraving will impart a
tolerably corrcet idea of tho mnin features of
the person alluded to. Pass we into the pre-
seneo of No. 9, The Insecure Retreat, by Mr. T.
M. Marrern,  As will be seen from our hum-
ble reprodnction of it, the —_ s
subject is onc of more than ¢
average interest, and its
treatment very spivited.
The foliage is a little defec-
tive in some points, bub
altogether this picture sus-
tains the opinion we have

alres cssed about Mr. i i .
P ex};\?/\s:u?;su:’s a.billities. No. 55, The Wreck, is a eapital pioce

f marine painting, by Mr. H. PErRe. It is impossible to
:iv?t{xlt;‘ilgmils of this subject in a limited wood-cut, but
here we have a few of its characteristies. A shattered and
top-heavy barque with three sheots in the wind, is

W o

“UseNia Faus.”

¢ TOE INSKCURE RETREAT.

soen making for port. Tho tock wupon which the
jll.starred oraft has been ruined is prominently
in view just ahead. The picture is one Dbefore

faney Jony. B. Goucm would stand in
profound contemplation by the hour, and retire o
more formideble man than ever,  Mr., Mr. Hinny
MarTin has given us No. 61, a pratty little
conceit culled amongst the beautics of our
University Park. It is cvident that Mr. MarTIN’s
sketching was not done on o Sunday, or 'hc
could -not have ignored {he presence of f:he in.
evitable, the irrepressible theological msscn.lbly.
Th ¢ aceompanying little skel..ch‘ may be of use to
the next member of the Ontario Society \th cho?\sc‘s
the Quecn's Park as the subject of a painting. Mr.

, which we

IS

WRECK.

'.  QUEEN'S PARK.
Fonses isa young gentleman

\ Of grout versatality, as his
P contributions to the Exhibi-

tiou will testify, No. 30, Lhe
Coming Storm is his,” No-
thing short of o well cx-
ecuted wood engraving can
= : TR impart anything of the ma-
“rUE COMING STORM.” jestic fury and power of this
composition.  Gur refers his reader 'to the adjoining illustration.
The unsavory reputation which certnin newspaper correspondence
has gained for the Don and its vicinity, makes it o bold thing for
any artist to choose that locality as a scene for & landscape, and, if
certain statements about * Eastern ‘1_ -

Smells” be true, it must require still
more heroism to sit there and draw.
But Mr. H. Penre is devoted to his
art, and we have to thank him for No.
67, & pretty scone which he has cu-
titled Near the Don. 'The painting is ; . g
more remarkable for its omissions,, RNt 4, - '
however, than for what it contains.. E';; o
Therc is no portion of GoopEnmam & . "

Worrs’ cattlo byers to bo scen; the * NEAR TUFE DON.

cows grazing in the foreground are plainly not swill-fed, and therefor®

cannot belong to that firm; there are no pigs in tho composition s’
there are no carcasses in the water; thercis no effluvia, All these

remarkoble oversights are poorly compensated for by the group of

figures reclining under the trees; these, it must be presumed, are cor-

respondents of the Globe in the act of indicting their complaints,

Hero endeth the presont notice.




