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TORONTO, SATURDAY, AUGUST 29, 1874,

o Gorrespondents and ¢ onfributors.

Mupcr.—"The watlors mentioned i vour comraunication will be nt-
tonded to nt once.

Cunas. Aucustrys.—I is certainly adue to you to say that vour contribntion,
declined Inst wee stated in this colminm, on neeonnt of its “slang”
and “bluck-bott) ined nobhing improper beyond the use of
fow inclegant phriwes snud o verse having Whiskey for it subject. Qurob-
jectiounble words were written without much thought, wid we frankly
apologise fov having thus unwittingly ofiended you.

The Canadion Club,
NO. 13,

BSerxt—Club reading-room in ccening.  Members assembled in force.
MeKnuuran and Isvrvon of Sus cheerfully conversing over « bundle of
photographs.  Brawe, Moss, Bnean, Ionxest Irisu Banristen,
Wukes, and « dozen others, cach awith the last mumber of Gaip.
Tvrron oF Natiox and Munes i a corner, conversing.

Baysxeyt [nrser Banwster  (erathfully)—Mudge, how in the
name of the ould, sucient «in did me private converation become re-
corded in this way?  1t's not dacent.

Mupgr—Wlat ! your conversation ®  Inever thought it was. The
waiter who was in the roow, it appears, was a shorthand reporter for
the dlail.  He sent me the thing, and as I was too used up with heat
Tust week to write, T just gave it to the printer. The waiter gob $1,50
for it—just the amount of that little account, which you are now
justified in considering settled.

(Bnxurr Inisio Barkaster cubsides.)

Mover—There are several ridienlons mistakes wnd o general
lowering of tone in some of vowr late nuwmbers, Mr. Nation.
The story you tell of O'CoNNELL's encounter with the fisher-
wonna is teue of Doctor Jouxsox. There is o slunginess about the
latter part of your notice of the Tory charge of Maithusianisin against
Gorowix Sy, an atiempted smariness like that of a shopman who
scts up for a waz, an aiv of being witty which hns come from a
vernsal of Swn-xhits,

Lo. Narwx="Ho I told 3less when he weged it on my seeesntauce.
But you arve wroug alwut the Dillingsmate story. Tt is told of

O’ CoNNELL. .
Mupar —Possibly ; I irust to memory. Dat my objections are not
ended- The article on * Amatcur Masic ™ is transferred Irom the

Saturday Recicio without acknowledgensent.,

Eo. Narron—The printer’s funlt.

Munce—Nonsense.  You are responsible—and a theft of that sort
ig so peentiavly menn.  The Nation has kicked off purty hurness, is
received with respeet by the best portion of the publie, and {o pre-
serve the good eharacter it has acynived must he free from the least
taint of bluckgurardism or plagiarism. The party dailies, with a Inrge
cirenlation, may sufely reckon on nine-tenths of {heir yeaders letting
literary theft pass undetected, and being delighted with a congenial
valgarity. Dut your readers arve found only in the well-iuformed
ranks, and are [quickly disgusted with unfanness. Young Canada
Liopes not to sce another nmmber disigured like the last, which yet
was fur better than any of your contemporaries,

Bp. Narion—Yon shouldn't talk of plaginrisin. Why the whole of
onge page of your last number was cribbed bodily from Punch,

Munaec—With acknowledgement. You wonld never else have dis-
covered the fact. The amount of stealing the dailies do is perfectly
astounding. There is n distinet fiavour of Aver’s Almanne, Josm
Birrivgs, Mis, PanrmingroN and Joe MILLeR about all these funny
men.  Did you rend EvGan's effusion in the Cunadian Aonthly on o
¢ Datlateh 7 in British Cotumbia ?

Ep. Narrox—Not I, faith I tried to, but succtumbed to its soporific
infiluence at the third page.

Munog—=Stolen—at lenst the bones of it—from a clever book,
“ Canoe and Saddle,” by WINTRROF, © young American writer, who
was killed at Pittsburg Landing. Even the names of the Indisns are
the same.

Mupee—~I should like to sce the text of Howraxp's St. John's
address.

Lp. Natrox—He sent it to me n week before its delivery.
Canada First platform is well received.

Brown—Youn want a leader.

Ep. Narion—Is not Howranp a leader ?

The

Mypog—~Howrann lender! As Prrr said of Sir Tmoxas Ronivsox,
¢ he lead us!—he might as well send his jack-boot to lead us.”

Browx—There's HTUNTINGDON,

Mupar—We had hopes of Huntinapox till he joined the minjstry.
Iwonderif he would now Leep his pledge *to cross the House in
case those to whom he was opposed deelarc in fnvor of independence?”

Browy—IJardly, He has taken the shilling, Independence won't
do, and he is wise enough to see it.

Mupcs—Iudependence will do and he is foolish cnough to desert
it.

En, Narron—The public is not ripe for the change.
strongly urged.

Mupse—There’s your mistake.
with the notion,

Tin, Narion—We must be disercel, cautious, put in a word now and
then quictly—no vidlenee, you know.

Munar-~Non’t go mumbling your politieal opinions and occasion-
Ay stuttering ont sentiments of nationality, and whispering judepen-
dence below your breath, If you are a Canadian and hope to be a
subjeet of the thivd great, independent, Anglo Saxon power, suy so
or shut up. Jf the sentiment with which you regard the gullant, old
red-cross fiag is stronger than yowr fecling of patriotism, yell Instily
for Drilisly eonnection—but take one side or other,

Browx—There is no need to take either side.
not presented itself,

Muvcs—Whatever you may think, that is really the ¢nestion of the
day.  You may hear it discussed iu every storo and tavern in the
country, by every little guthering which has met on bridge or pier to
loaf away the summwer cvening.  The yonngsters are at last fired with
the national idea, The old fellows laugh ut them, and nrgue them
down, all to no purpose.

Ep. Narton—Then why the dickens don't they subseribe to the
national paper.

Munop—Because you are s0 timid,
Borusipis.”

Browx—They will all be good Reformers in five years.

Munei—"They have no sympathy with cither of the pariies at pre-
sent struggling for power.  They have éonvietions —good arguinents
don’t produce convictions in young minds—the national spirit is worth
all the arguments in the world, They have lukewarm fecling of af.
fection for the old country—love her as FIEINE says the Gernans love
liberty “like their old grandmother,”—they have not the temper
which balances the disadvantages of disruption and decides for the
side where most gain sppears, but that biind, strong, passion of love
for their native eartly, that has made big states out of little ones since
ever the world hegan,

Browx—2Morely the glow of youth. Years will bring them better
sense,  We have nothing o gain and much to lose by independence,

MupeE—T1n not argning the guestion—though quite ready to—
bt merely relating fact. The people who ave always debaiing ques-
tions of guin may be considered nentral. They don’t influence either
pariy and will split their votes when the conflict arrives. DBut there
is a sbrong party which loves the old land as we love our uew one,
They don’t enre o jot for argnment—they reason with their hearts—
all hovour o them. Sentiment lins accomplished everything for great
nationality that has been done. But onr nuwbers merease rapidly
and their's dwindle stowly,  If anyoue willlend e ten thousand dollars
(D' willingly give my note for the amount), and bet the whole pile
that, ive years afler the Pacifie Railway is built, Canada will be
independent.

Ev. Narios—Rather a long date for money. Come ont if you dare
over your own signature and mrgue independenco,  You shall then be
so overwhelmed with ridicule if you are weak and with aceunsations of
disloyalty if stroug, that you will gladly squesk small and hide your
diminisbed head.

MyupaeE—Do you remeinber LowELL—

“ They nre slaves who will not choose
Hatred, scofling and nbuse,
Rather than in silence shrink
From tho truths they needs inust think.”

Whero shall I find space. You won't give me a page, I know,
Pamphlets are not read. What absurdity would be a charge of dis-
loyalty against & man advocating the independence of his native
country, How noble my retort to such an accusstion. *Go,” I
would sny, ‘' to tho armory of No. 14, Queen’s Own Rifles, nud there
with envious eyes behold the record of wmy feats of arms. A faded
coat of green there hungs, with missing shoulder strap and collar torn
—'twas by me worn on Ridgewny’s fatal day, and ploughed with
Fenian lead. You won’t find my name on the fist of ¢ wounded in the
clothing,” for I saw so many fellows of the Trin. Coll. Co.
punching holes in their conts with bayonets, that I never said a word
about my narrow cscape till the exciternent had subsided, and then
nobody believed me. Col. GiLror snid—

(Brown and Ed. Nation rise hastily.)

Brow~x—TI have an engagement.

Ep. NaTion (in same breath)—1I have an engagement.

(Ewxeunt, arcades ambo.)

Ep, Narton (on reacking street)—Great heaven ! what along-winded

It cannot be

The public should be made familiar

The guestion bas

You play the role of *“ Brrvy




