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TRUTH.

) Alerry Rloments,

INTRODUQTORY NOTIQE.

TroTit, ever anxious to alleviate the sor-
rows of its readers and to cauvse smiles to
blossom like tho rose where now gloom may
be reigning, purposes-to establish a humor-
oun dopartment in ita pages to . hich a fow
readers, avory few, will be permitted to
contributo, free of charge, The rostof the
readers will neither be charged nor paid
auything for readiog the original effusions,
prose and verse, of those who send in their
contributions. Those porsons who feel a
yearning desire to be amiable may forward
whatever sums of money they think fit to
the gifted being who will preside over this
department as a set off to the tortures he
will have to undergo in reading most of the
contributions sent {n. As Virgil remarks:

“Humorletug nascitur, non A"

and the humorist is very often not fit, even
when he is born, for anything but causing
his readers to wesp and mourn and wish that
he never had been. Such humorists as
these, however, neod not send in their pro-
ductions to the talented editor of this de.
partment (whose name is withheld for the
present on account of the respectability of
his family connectiona) as he ia the inventor
of a machine which, upon alleged original
jokes belng submitted to it, separates the
good from the fair, the fair from the passa-
ble, tho passable from the villainons and
execrable ; all this belog done by a simple
move of the crank connected with the hau.
dlo—which crank, by the way is not cither
the able oditor of this department nor in
any way connected with him,

This extraordinary machine clasiSes all
coatributions according to merit; it rapks
Bob Burdette, Bill Nye, Mark T'wain, M,
Quad and Prof. Wiggins as No. 2 grade
humorists ; and their acintillations as num.
ber two, too; they, therefore, it will be
pereelved, belong to the wmstnetic, or two
too class, and any contributions sent in to
this department, must be very much super-
ior in merit, weight, (in ring costume,)
length of keel, tonnage, and ao forth, to
anything ever,achieved by those gentlemen,

The following rules must be observed by
all would-be contributors to this .epart-
ment : Their matter mest be very shert,
though not too short; strike a happy
medium between the length of Webater's
unabridged dictionary or the apeech of an
aldermanic candidate when wound up for
the day, and Punch’s bricf advice to those
about to marry, namely, “Don’t.” Some-
thing Letween these two extremes will
about hit themark. It is absolutely essen-
tial that poetical efforts should rhyme in
places, though many original poets of the
resent day seem to overlook thisimportant
fagredicnt in well-built poetry. Jokes
abould havo a point concealed somewhere
about their persons, the object of this
bumorous department being more to cause
peoplo to laugh than to imagice they are
reading an obituary notice of some of their

dearest friends. A great many humorists
uite ignore tho point of their jokes, and
¢ir unfortunate rcaders are at a loss
toknow whether they are intended to langh
or to burat into tears,

Wa waut to leave no doubt in the minds
olour readers as to what they’ve got to do,
and as we_have ontered into an agréement
ofa pecaniary nature with a thread and but-
ton manufacturer, the more of thoes ar-
ticles wo can destroy the better, An under.
taker has, also, applied to us for any reject-
ol original contrfbutlou, which he wishes

% read to his mutos and hearso drivers im. "’

wedintely before a fuveral, in order to get/
their faces into proper shape. We shall not
comply with bis requeat, however, but
wall forward such lngubrions s to

London Punch, We trust, however, that
our contributors will bear in mind that
funny artioles must bo fuony to be funny.
Contributors will ploase take notive that
the following subjects aro barred out:
goats, roller-skating, mothors-in-law, plum-
bers, bou‘dlnP-houne butter, land-ladies,
bank-clerks, big fest, icoand coal dealers,
and a fow more, espocially the latter, All
contributions must bo addresscd to “‘ The
Editor, ‘Merry Moments,’ Truza."

No money, for whatover purposo scnt,
or rejected manuscripts will ever be return-
ed, tVhen stamps are cnclosed for the re-
turn of cuch rejectod articles to their owners,
they will be confiscated by the able editor
of this department, any of whose own ar-
ticles will, of courae, boabove criticism and
who reserves the right to sign any contrib-
utor's namo to auch of his own productions
a8 are not, in his own judgment, up tothe
mark, and to append his own sigoature to
any oontribution of suppassing merit,

ving thus brieily explained our inten.
tions, which are atrictly honorablo, we
would wind up with a brilliant peroration
were we not entirely out of the srticle, thus
being precluded from ending up in & blaze
of glory, However, it's time to atop now.
We'vestopped.

ATOLOGY.

Some mischievous person having pulled
out tho poetry step of our composing ma-
chine, that wonderful piece of mechanism
fiatly refused to grind out anything but
poetry this week as we failed to get the
stop back in time to check tho flood of
rhythmic melody. If readers do not con.
sider this apology sufficient for the prepon.
deranco of first class verse in this insue, we
aro sorry, and any reader who doesn’t like
it, can bring his copy of TRUTH to the editor
of this department and he will take his
little acissors and cut out the offending
poetry for them. Tbhis should be sufficient,

———

The Englishman whois S8omebody—at
Home.

There are braggarts, I'm told, not a fow
Whoso tongues are so glib

That they b
Every day,

But {te true
You may always bellsvo what f say.

I'n & towwible swell Ly descent
Througb an cld and Hlustriousline,

But mny title usnhappily weat,
With anceatral belongings so Soe,
To a distant relation of mine.

Tolaw t should go, ‘tnasagreed
Attorueys and ccunsel employed,

But i seeking an old titledeed—abem !
1 tound it Ly wats quite degtwoyed,

Such twifles ne'er twouble me much
For, thank Fortuno, 1'm wich as a Jew,
So, my feiend, should your fate e'er Yesuch
To wequire a hundred or two
Come 10 me 3 you shall have it ; now do.
“'Lend some now,” do youssy? Without deubs,
Though just nox I'n unable to lend
With money I never como out,
But wely on the purse of afwlend. Ahcm!

Could you seo me at home, you would ind
That my mansion’s & model of tasto ;
8lik curtains cmbwolidered and lined
Dweaden vascs on buhl tables placed,
And walls with gold cornices gwaced;
But the cwowds whom % uscd to attwact
Liavelrduced me to let it on lesse;
And T lodge fn an attio, a face,
For th; uk;a cf amotth or two's peace. Bsy
ove

1advise you, my friend, not to doubt,
For youknow whata boxah I am:
Pwovoke me 100 much and one bout
Will show I'm by no means a lamnb
Nor my powahs ¢t slugging & sbam;
Were oy oD 2ot easdly wuled,
Ishould avewage a victim a day';
By my angab §s eally oooled ;
# Itorgive and walk nlably away. Ahem!?

You're awaro a8 an author Ishine

The writers of several plays
Ac;nowl«!gcld m& dwamas were line;

0 Yy genius they gave svery pwaiso,

Sublime, they deciared, ware my lays ;
*Thelr titlea®™ Abem !'twas my fato

To be wobbed of my justly earned famo,
Hircgelf, a talee felend, o ciato

Stole, and publishbed them under his nama,

“Can T dawnce” Wbhata question $0 adsk !
Yon will find that at every ball

In the sunshino of plaudits T bahsk,
My delicate stepsare quite gal
To the eyes of hoth great t.nd of small,

YA 4 ** Diremisch t

1am lame you may casily see;
Lahst night atthe Lordknowswuc's danoe
1 tumbled nod damaged ny knce, Ahumi

Asa patwiot I gl‘o.ry {0 arme
Ny ocountry witnessed my zeal ;
And'mlds's warand herawful alarms
My life Las bean wisked for her woal,
To the Lonore I've galned T appeal,
But my medals and cwosees t0 woar
modeaty never ailows

Thistewible countwy out here
For pledsians (g all very well
Bul the natives have not an idea
How to0 treat a real—hem |—Bwitish gwoll,
A fow wrinkles onthat 1 could telf,
In tbls countwy I ehall not remain
With {ts tawwible twoet and it snow ;
Ishall o back to Bogland ~xaln
That's the Iand for ua swells, don't y'kuow?

There are bwaggarie from England who rove,
"hose tonguve are 80 glib
That they fib
Every day
Lut by Jove!
You may always bellove what I say,

Whero the Mud Goes Now.

Soh, father tell mo how it s, that, ﬂrty Years sgo,

Tho place was knownas ‘muddy York® which we call

To.ron-to T

“The reason was, oy 800, bacauso Ontario’s raging
-

IIad far receriad and had lott a Jarge supply of mud :
And In thlr, mud a town was built, thotowu of which

you talk,
Which, anacsount of thls, was known as ‘muddy
Mstle York,""
*But, father, there l4 lots of mud about the city yet,
Thocmnb:p are npassable whene'sr the weathor's

wet.
40b, yes, my san, but what you sce in modern To-
ron.to

s nothing i comparlson with ity years ago
“Then what becamo of all the wud, dear father, tll

e, pray’,

And what waa dons to clear it up and take so much
awmy?

*“0h, mmy’ thinge; the cedar blocks and scaveogers
aund such,

But, eventhen,alot was I¢ft.”  **Oh, thask you, ps,

80 wuch §
‘What did they do with what was left?* Theold man
answered then,
“Oh! nowadays they use that mud for brafoefor
aldenuen t” s
wiz.

Dt P —
QU'APPELLE.

LEGEND OF THE VALLEY AND THE WARRIOR'S
BRIDE,

The Qu'Appelle Valley in Manitoba is
likely to come into considerable prominence
very soon and anything comnected with it
probably possesses more or less intercst for
all whose eyes just now aro turned in the
direction of the North Weat. It may not
bo generally known that there is an Indian
lcgend conunected with the Qu'Appelle lake
aud valley ; but thero is and I propose to
“give it. Of course all intellisent readers of

| TruTH (and are they not all intelligent?)

know that Qu'Appelle is the French for
¢\Who calls *” and as the Qu*Appelle dis-
trict was rcoamed by French.Canadians,
that name, which is only a translation of
the original Indian one (Nishishin Shomo-
ganish, or Squitay Wahboo, or some such
name) bas sinco clung to it. Tho legend
is given here. The noble red warrior who
related it to me could speak no Eoglish; I
eas ignorant of the Indian language, but
with that comprehensivo grasp common to
all great inzellects, I contrived to take
down his words phonetically, and get ithem
tianslated subacquently by an interpreter.
Tho fine, tawny old brave, who told me the
story, firmly belioved in tho truth of the
legend, and held his hands (when not on-
gaged in scratching himaclf) pointing up-
wards as though invoking tho Great Spirit
to attest to his veracity. Ho was indecd a
picteresque old ruin,in his tattered red coat
and blanket, guiloless of a knowledgo of
soap, and was doubtless deeply grateful for
my flsk of Hennessy's best, which he atole
out of my packet as I was leaving his wig-
wam. I alwaysdid lovo these noble children
of tho forest, over since X read Fenimoro
Cooper's tales, but I do wish that gifted
author had mentioned a few moro of their
characteristic traits, for they aro not all
without guilo and vermin. Jicro is the
legend :
LXGRXD OF QU'J TXLLE.

The u::lungntun slnks slowly ¢ own Lehind tho west-

Whilo sadly wﬁnd, in ul:l? we s around, the notes
of the w! r-will.

Tho ovcnlngd m&&'z".‘;g&u thre' tho trees in its Slght
Wwards the wes:

And touches, with Its gentlc ki'w, tho lake's unrufMod

b t.

No nvm break bosido tho lako ; the'waters scem
tosloep 3

The mounu&o riss toward the 2kios, procipitous and

Adown whose aldes the streamles glidos and, spark

Uog, gleams and glints;
Like a l‘lv‘er thread on an emenald bed, 1t leape
toward the lake,
While ite babibling tones as it alghs and moans, the
falotest echoee wake,

The .ul?l'. at restin the purple west ; stars twinkle jn
0 ak Y’
And In anddut tho woods abcut ite tho billllant

refly,
The cricket's deateniog whier bogins, the nighthawk
me above,
And trequant, too.'comu the answetlng 000 of the
gentle foreat dove.
But hark | ‘tis tho dssh of a paddie’s splash as in the
wave it d
And thefall of
rips
As the paddler ocases, then once moro resumes. And
now darts fotth
A light canoo; it rounds the tongue of land towaids

o f1iorth, .
And swittly gliges to the shelving side of the shoro,
upon theatrand
1t gu‘m. a solitary brave ateps out upon the yleld-
ng sand.
He is an Indlan warrior; this night his journcy

ca
Towardas a spot which ke can reach ero another sun

]
tg’v; dropping water as trom theoar I

shall !
His crrand {s to clalin his brlde upon th' ensulog

sy.

Why stays ho hero? Ho has heard a voice which

stope him on his way—

A voico from out the datkling woods repeats his

namo ; he cties

* Who calls I* No answor comes ; his hands he holde
o8

%0 ald his ey

And strives to plerco the gloom around  Once more,
distinct and clear,

That ;&!;Je Tepeats his name which falls upon his

ed ear,

He knows that voice ; ‘tis that of herwho walta his
coming now,

And who will wear the bridal wreath next day upon

herbrow;

“Whocalle?* ho shouts in faltering tones. And
atill comes no reply 3

Echo rcpeate his woids! Tho breeto gocs softly

whhgtdnz by,

But naught hosees.  What mystery’s this? Hefeels
a sudden dread.

Oh! can this be a spirit voloe from the realms of the

His race all know full well that so strange voloes

often speak, R

And the very thought drlves the pulelng blged away
from his swarthy choek.

e knows not what ho fears, but atill he feols an in.

ward dread
0f something, for he holds that volcs & mestage trom

o dead,

He Ipe{tdl‘(liown swiftly to the thore. Io boards his
ragile T&,

Aud, nerf-ed with superhuman strergth, he speeds
o'er tho waters dark ;

The spray is thrown on elther sldo as his prow the
water cleaves,

AS far astern {n the dakilog night the sbore the
warrior leaves,

At lcnz:h he {‘um ouco more, and now afcot he takes
tho roa

To the camiploz ground, which well Ls knows as hls
chezfshed Jove's abode,

The morning sun is rising now; the dew leg on the

green,

The birds sing biithely on thoteees, by him anhesrd,
unscen,

He burrics on, <far he secs the emoke in curling
wrea

Agcend !rog wigwams, whero alas! hislove no longer

reathes,
o galns the spot, lle secs a crowd nesr a well
known wigwam door, R
o bears tho death dlige, then he knows that she ls
oW 1o wore.
With sympﬁnlzlng faces ncw tho warriors zound him

pross

And told bira all the mourntul tale. His bead upon
his bircast

In sorrow drooped, He knew what mcant the volce
that he had heard

In yonder wood, and ko cnquired what hour her
deathoocurred ;

The tio was that at which be'd heard tho volce
mfaurlom cry s

Full well hio kncw it was the souud of tho malden's

dylog g .

1113 name she'd called before her doath, and whea the
moment came

Tho last word thatshe uttered washer alsent lover's

name.
The warrlor heand the talo, then bent his steps

towards tho shore,
And entcring bhis frafl canoe, way gono axd scen no
more. Swiz,
Etiquette.

Tho misuse of the words lndy and
gentleman is almost vniveraa).  Often this
misuso is offensive, somotimes irresiaisbly
fanny. Onco in the dining room of a hotel,
a table-gitl asked me : ‘*Hes any other
lady taken your order?” I was obliged to
confess that I had not had an opportunity
to %ivo my orders to “any other lady.” A
littlo girl of my acquaintance, *whose in-
stincts and training had mado her unusually
polite for a child,startled tho family by say

ing : *“Mamma, tho swill lady is at tho
back docr. * It was a poor woman who camo
regularly for the kitchen scraps for chickens
and pigs. Ina crowded Tiurd-avenue car
ia New York, somo gentlemen friends of
mine, wero seated.  Uno of thoso gorgeous
Bowery products, in loud ready-made
clothes, with a pronounced hat, profuso and
vulgar as to watch chain, pin and rings

and thoface of a burglar off duty, nppcam(i
in the doorway. ‘‘Say, you fellows, move

over there,” said tho condetor to my friends,

r:g.m envy they make equals stare
And infowlors tatigue me with bows, Hem!

slee
In phglu s'h!oh.,wlth follage zich, putforth autumoal
o

“and givo this gontleman a scat,”

"




