THE SHADOW ON THE WALL,
! CAfter Ch;.—ﬂlacltay.]

Iato or early Kinyg streel passing,
In the sunshine or 1hio rafn,
1bchald a lonely slindaw
In tua building called # Romain.”
Fven through tho open doorwsy,
Silent sitting 1 ean sean,
Aye, indiling,
Stating, writing,
The lone figurc of A man,
Savo when closo besido hin falls
Clarley’s shadotr on tho walls.

Fav down from tho nolsy sidowalk,

From its din nod Joud turmoil,
Tarsing o'cr 6ome ompty foilo,

1 have watched him scem to toll,
‘Wateh'd his idle listless staring, ‘
Watched him with bis pen In band,

Ever turnipg,

And retamning 3

Watched and strove to undersiand,
How mnch Charley has seen fit|
To pay him thero alono 1o sit.

O T'vo asked, debaling vainly

In the nitenco of my soul,

14 it by this iman unaided,

Charley racans to head the polt
Can ho be somo great magician,
Wonving spells to risry the throng 3

Spells anholy,

‘Weaviog alowly,

That shall Lind the voters atreng,
And compel thom without parley,
All to poll their votes for Charley ?

No one secms or seeka to know his,
Few ean understand bis gamo,
Ne'er till now hs he been noticed
By the oracles of fame,
Can it bo ambitious Charley
Mcnna to set tbo Bay on fiee ?
Daes this ouly,
Poor maa louoly,
Promise him his hearl’s desire ¥
Chacley ! hoar av honest word,
Jio diea 1 Your bopo will Lo deferres.

Yes, cre long and I shell miss him,
Miss bis lonely shadow fall,
Lnte or carly King street passing,
On the bare and silent wall,
Ere the winter sholl approach us,
With its codd tempostuous day,
Hin inditiog,
Staring, writing,
Will havo ranished all awar ;
And chagrin’d with vaio appeals,
Chinrles bo lefl to Kick bis heela.

Who shinll tell whiat schemes majostic,
Must lic dorwmant in his brain,
What Teronto's doomed to suffer,
For neglecting poor Roraain ?
What wo lose, upsn wy honer,
Bure the thought o'orwholma mo quile,
Why despirit
Charloy'a merit ?
Why forsako him fn the fiight ?
‘Why within his Dlock of stone,
Toneful leavo hlm altatone ?

—
YE COLONIST WAXETH POETICAL.
Wo hail with unfeizned pl otho first

cal,” We of course would never havo offered the
petition, i€ like Audroy wo had imaginod that it was
g, true thing, or to be honest in word and deed;” Lo
cxpeet anylbing in that way in our joarnals would
be cxiremely chimerical. Oue prayer bas been
leard ; in Thursday's Colonist, nestling liko tho
modest violet in fragrant obscurity, we spied a Zidu
of & paragraph on ¢ Autumn.”

“The coldness of the few days past,” says the
Parnassiau of King Strect, “is premonitory of au-
tumn.” The tersencss and brevity of the senteuce
are only equalled by jts wonderful discernment; it
is indeed the very soul of wit with all its limbg and
outward flourislies scicntifically amputated. We
might also notice the rhetorieal skill which is dis-
played in the position of the adjective ¢ past ;" how
tamely it would have sounded if the delicate ear of
tho editor had not saved us from “the prst fow
daya,” and vouchsafed the touching inversion in the
text. Ile proceeds:—

“The lenves, too, of some kinds of trees have
commenced to turn yellow in the more exposed
places.” There are several points to be observed
here. 1. The leaves, too, as well as the * coldness
of tho few days past” are tarning yellow. 2. Itis
not all the leaves, but only those of sonie kinds of
trees, for o pine and spruce atill retain their pris-
tine verdancy, and like the writer of the paragraph
bave not yet turaed yellow. 3. There is a slill
furtber limitation in the Jast clause, not only do not
ol the leaves grow rellow, but only those parts of
the leaves which are in “ exposed places.”

We scarcely know which to admire most here,
the piorcing obsarvation and botanical skill of the
writer, sbarpencd donbtless by a walk or twoin the
College Avenue, or the graphic touch of artistic
skill by which the leaf-dyeing business is delineated
by the agonizingly fertile pen of tho writer.

Ye Coloaist goeth on—

“Of course there will be many warm dags eve the
frosta of rutuma supervene, but the swelter and op-
pressiveness of sumwer have gone.” o can hard-
Jy be too grateful for ihis seasonable and unexpect-
ed information; the Colonist can only add to the
obligation by informing us the exact location in tke
Calendar of the aforesaid *warm days)” and also
the ultimate destination of (he “swelter” referred to,
a3 having gone; otherwise wo fect bound to sny that
ourstock of knowledge lias not received any mar-
vellous accession. The powerful figure wrapped np
in this sent , is istakeable, and its reference
to the juvenile game of see-saw, in which as it wore
cold and heat, aroc symbolized a3 little boys, alter-
nately rising and ainking, is extremely vivid,

Ye Colonist windeth up—

“'The most beautiful senson of the year is open-
ing (this is & distunt allusion to oysters) when air,
water and vegetation combine to make mother earth
beautiful to her children.”  Of course room is given

ful effort which has been mado for sometims to en-
liven the dreary columas of the daily press. How
often has it been our bard fate to wade through the
pages of the Glode or Colonist, (we never could at-
tempt the Atlas) without the cheering glimpse of
one brilliant thought, till we have exclaimed with
Touchstons, # I wich the gods bad made thee poeti~

hers for ¢l 1 disquisitions of a profound char-
acter.  What compound will result from the com-
bination of air, water and vegetation? and how is
it to be applied so as to beautify the venerable
matron referred to? 'We employed a sciontific gen-
tleman to make tho necessary aynthesis of tho mat-
ters mentioned, and he reports mud as the result,

which he asserts will soon appear on the York roads

o0 any oxlent, beeutifying mother corth but sadly
defiling the waggons nnd inexpressibles of the farm-
ers of tbis Couuty.

Thus, then, science corroborates tho poet and edi-
tor, and tho triumph is complete. We can assure
the writer that if anything will render the flight of
time more todious than usual, itis the expectation
that the journal will be soon adorned by tho mext
number of the Colonis’s Seasons” at which the
shade of Thomson even now blushes with jealousy
and onvy.

PN
BREAKERS AHEAD.

A mghty monnrch oneo on Albion's atrmnd,

RBade the wild waves obey hix dread command §

His courtiors laughed al Neptuue's sad defeat,

"Till raging billows curled around their feet,

And all sought snfety fn o swilt retrent.

MORAL,

Lot kiogs of evil councillors bewaro ;

Vice-regal sceptres also ehould {nkocaro

Public opinion fa a sea to dread,

And those who scorn it, Fwima with ¢ ing of lead,”

Back, back, 'tis at the fees and may submerge our Bead,

- ..

Tweedledum and Tweodledos.

-— Two nccomplished village Editors, each
having an oracle in the Township of Markham, bave
quit, for some Lime past, the filthy gnme of politics,
and turoed to the more cnnobling spirit of dissect-
ing each other, for the purpose of deciding which
possessed the much coveted jewel, “ native talont.”
The work of annihilation might still have been go-
ing on but for the intervention of a third party,
Billy Button, Esq., Reeve of the aforesaid Town-
ship. He undertook a scicn‘ific exploration of the
craninl appendages of the belligerents, declared
both thick enough for the lodgment of such o treas-
ure, but gave them to understand that so long as he
himself could be preserved from spontaneous com-
bustion, they would fight in vain for the honor,

. N

ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH.

The Mnyor of Rome, X, Y., has gent the following
mes3age lo His Holiness the Pope of Rome:—

#Tho’t ¥’d send across to sce how your rolien
old city’s progressing, I guess we're going abead
of you, slicl. We've got 6 saw-mills, 1 Mechanic’s
Tostitute, and 23 Meetin'-houses, and the strects is
fillin’ up like winkin’. Guess we'll send our Fire
Company across to you to have & jolly celebration,
and ef they don’t wash the tiles of St. Peter's for
you, I'm much mistaken. Yours, ete.,

¢ Tanpakux Haysraivg.”
The Pope nnswered immediately to this cffects —

“Tlis Holiness is happy to hear of the progress.
of trans-Atlantic Rome; would hke to know bow
many of the Meeting-louses are of the true faith;
would vatber dispense for the presont with the visit
of the Fircmen, as hie is very. nervous, and afllicted
with a severe cold.”
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