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‘Touchstone’'s Talk.

And o the world wags.”

When a man marries he very often, though
not always,ceases to be * one of the boys,” and
he is looked upon by hia former companions
as a lost teing, dead to all fun and jollity, and
one very much to be pitied. Of course mat-
rimony dves and should make a change in a
young man, and the hero of the following poem
appoars to be one of those who had turned
over a new leaf, though I fancy pleasant mem-
ories of jolly times speat with his Bohemian
comrades must have occasionally crept over
him :—

CHANGED,
Glad? [lon't I say s0? Aren’t your fingers numb where
They've fclt the Lom&-relurniug wanderer's grip?
Sit dewn? I will
Put my umbrella somewhere
Where it won't drip.

My book—that pareel—thanks! Whatis it? Mrs.
Barbauld’s--no, 1 mean, Plato’s Nursery Rhymes—
Burton's Anat-—oft. never mind 1t! Thisis
Just like old times.

Thank you, I will take somcthing. No, not whiskey.
F've cut that—oh dear, {es, of course ! from choice.
Oaqe lemonade! Jove! 1 feel younger—{risky—
(One of the boys,

Qive an account? Oh, I've been quite the rover
Thesc two years—yes, I'vc only just got home,
Set out in April.  Rou, hish passage over.
Went Erst to Rome.

1 staid in Paris looger than 1 mcant to ;
(1 had to break the trip there coming back
From Rome).  Bonn was the next placc that 1 went to—
Met you there, Jack.

You, with an ancient relative and a Murray--
Relatives dead? T hope he ... .......... 7 A, that's
right |
I say, .what made you leave in such a hurry,
O Christmas night 7

1 got engaged that Jast weck in December.
—Didn't you meet the Carleton’s in Bordeaux ?
You knew the girls. Mince's Florri'. You remember~
T'he blonde, you know.

You—what? God bless me! And you were refus:d, eh
Ofcourse you were.  That’s why you looked so biue
That Christmas? Ya-as! I ca'led the following Tuesday.

Sorry for you.

Hope, thou 1, since then, some fair maid has consoled
you?

No 7 Deuce, youn say. P’oor fellow, that's too bad,
My wife— .
Of course Tam. Hadn't [ told you?

{ thought [ had.

Ah, hoys ! ‘These pleasant memorics siealing o'er me—
1 think I will take a Habana now,
Thank you, old man .. ....
You'll have o roll jt for me,
I forget how.

. . . . » .

Well, this is pleasant. ‘Bacco, tales vivacious,
Andi beer.  From youth’s free spring once more 1 quafl,
A wild Bohemian,
Five v'clock? Good—gracious !
Somuch? I'moff!
No, positively can’t. My wife-—my dinner.

Always in, evenings ; people sometiines call.
(Here, Jack ! one word—no grudge against the winner?
.S !

ake 1)
Good-bye, all !

Aud--1 suppose my smail domestic heaven

Would much mterest you? [If it did—

Fellows ! come (\llp next Sunday —1ca at Seven-~
An

my kid.

1 was realing in an American paper the va-
rions methods adopted by the soldiers, during
the war, of smuggling liquor into the camp,
and doubtless there wasa vast amount of ia-
genuity broui;ht to bear upon this inportant
subject, but I do not know that any of the
stratagems surpassed in ingenuity that of a
man serving in the volunteers at Fort Garry,
Manitoba, in the year 1873. The orders re-
specting the bringing of liquor into the bar-

racks were very stvict, thongh means were
found to break them repecatedly. The guard-
room was then stationed immediately outside
of the main entrance to the fort, and the ser-
geant of the guard had a standing order to
confiscate any liquor thut he saw being smug-

I gled inside, and to make a prisoncr of the

would-be smuygler, if he saw lit. The river
Assinaboine flowed past the fort at the foot of
a stecp bank, and 2 man could make his way
down to the river, and round to the Hudson
Bay store, where the liquor was purchased,
without being seen. There was onc man who
was known to be a hardened *‘ runner of the
blockade,” as it was tcrmed, and though he
was known to be in the constant habit of
bringing liquor into barracks, he had never
been taken in the act. Well, one day my hero
walked out of the gate with a pail in each
hand, and made for the viver  *“ \Where are
you going? ” shonted the watchful sergeant of
thegnard. ¢ Down for water on fatigue.”
was the answer,  ““ All right,” said the ser-
geant, “‘ go on,"” (then to himself) *‘ but I’ll
watch you, my boy.” Presently the blockade
runner was secn veturning with his two pails
full.  *What have you got there?’ asked
the non-com. at the gate. ‘¢ Water, scr-
geant,” answered the man. * Water, ch?”
quericd the other, advancing to the vumncr.
“ Does this look like water?™ he continued,
pulling a full black bhottle from cach pail;
‘“nice water ! yon're a cute onc; however, I
won't make a In-isouer of you, Lut I'll smash
your whisky bottles "-—suiting the action to
the word—**and now you may go on with
your water,” aud he chuckled to himself to
think of his swartness, Onwards into the
fort went the blackade runner, bearing in
cach haiid—a pail full of finc old rye! The
brilliant sergeant had smashed two bottles of
aque pure !
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The following advertisement actually ap-
peared in an eastern paper : ** Lost ! One vite
calf. His two pchind legs most hlack. He
was a she calf. Who brings him buck pays five
tollats.  Mritz —.

“Yes,” said the Vermont clerg:mam, *f1
consider it all vight for a minister of tae gospel
to trade horses, but as a matter of policy he
should trade with some onc outside his own
congregation.”— Boston ost.

In China the law obliges physicians to sus-
pend before their houses a number of lanterns
equal to the number of paticnts they have lost
during the preceding twelve months,.—-Ex,
change,  1f our corporation papas would con-
sider the advisability of introducing this law
in Loronto, a large quantity of gas might be
saved on some of our streets,

Sidney Smith being ill, his physician ad-
vised him to ‘‘take a walk upon an empty
stomach.” “ Upon whose?” asked Sidney.
Still better st-ps to take would he the pur-
chage of Dr. R. V. Pierce’s ¢ Golden Medical
Discovery ” and “ Pleasant Purgative Pellets”
which ave especially useful to those who are
obliged to lead sedentary lives, or ave afilicted
with any chronic discuse of the stomach or

bowels. By dinggists.
AN Eprror’s AssessMENT.—1t does a body

good to have his pride flattered once in u
while. We vealize the benefit of it oncca
year, when the asscssors come round and ask
how much moncy we have at intevest ; how
much stock we have in the public funds or in
banks, and varions other ¢uestions that are
supposed to belong only to the “ solid men.”
If there is anybody round we straighten up
slightly, expand our corporosity, and, in as
heavy a chest tone as we can command, we
answer, *‘ about the same as last year.” They
know well enough what that is. So do we.

AN EXPLANATION.

The Western Figaro, one of our exchanges,
published in Plymouth, England, persists in
addressing us at *Loronto, United States,
Amcrica.’” This is a lamentuble state of af-
fairs, and we are indignant, When will those
benighted Britishers try to learn something
about geography in gieneral and our where-
abouts in particular?  When we sent Hanlau
across the wet to teach them how to scull, we
did it feeling that our viliage (pop. 105,000)
would be extensively advertised, but it seems
as if some people never would learn aunything.
Now, right heve, we wish to say that these few
arpeats of snow which Le Grund Monarque so
kindly presented us with when he found him-
self unuble to retain possession of them ; these
few million acres which the star-spangled ban-
ner men discovered were not wortn the trouble
of taking, and which they were exccedingly
anxious to leave behind them, atier the Battle
of Stony Creck ; this bit of real estute, Can-
ada, is not the property of the Americans, and
Toronto, being in Canada, is not therefore, in
the United States. \We hope we make this
matter clear to the bloated aristocrats across
the Oscar Wilde-disappointing Ocean,

Wo do not wish to work ourselves up into a
passion, because we ave very terrible when in
that state, nor do we say that the Yankees
either claim or want to claim any of our pos-
sessions—except Hanlan—but we do say that
if that bald-hcaded old aquiliuo rooster comes
screaming around owr country and endeavoring
to tramnp on the tail of the British lion's coat,
or words to that effect, then we shall simply
mete out to bimn the sume treatment that he
got at Bunker’s Hill and on other battle fields
where British arms and legs maintained their
old time prestiye and glory, As we write this,
sitting in the little log shanty which does duty
for the oflice of Grip, we are filled with par-
donable pride as we gaze through a chink be-

y tween the logs in the wall, and see how fair a

country this Canada is. Even as we write, the
sound of the sturdy strokes of the woodman’s
axe in the bush swrrounding our shanty is
borue to our ears, and ever und anon the crash
of some falling forest monareh proclaims the
onward march of civilization and intellect.
From time to timie we ate momentarily inter.
rupted in our task of educating the British,
by the entrance of a bear, or a band of Indians
gay with war paint, but these things do not
disturb us, as their frequent occurrence day
after day has familiavized us with them, and
we are thankful that they are not spring poets
or budding bumorists who come to us for en-
couragement, Deep in the scclusion of these
primeval backwoods, our Loronto oftice atfords
us that peace and quict, broken ouly by the
slight interruptions referved to, which is so es-
sentinl to the guiescent state of mind of the
editor who labors only for the advuncement of
his speci= and species, We have much to be
thankful for, existing as we do in Toronto, in
a state of Acrcadiun simplicity ; the book-ageut
is nuknown, and butchers’ bills are things we
hear of but know not what they are. When
our inner man suggests that Nature abhors a
vachum, all we have to do is to take our rifle,
and, strolling out to an apen space in the bush,
which lcads to the boundless praivies heyond,
pick off as many brace of hullalocs as will sat-
1sfy our modest wants. Tailors e beings we
never sec: our noble person being clad in
the skiny of those beasts of the forcst that
have fullen vietims to our unerring aim, owr
—but we must pause. The time has arrived
for ns to go to press, and our assistant being
absent on a sturgeon harpooning expedition in
a birch bark canoe on Lake Ontario, we ave ve-
minded that it is our twn to wield the crank
of the machine which cnables us to give to the
world the paper which is now before our
reader’s eyes.




