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The grabest Leasl s the Ass; the grabest Hird is the Owl;
The gravest Fish is the Opsicr; the gravest Man is the Fool.

Toronto, Saturday, October 4th, 1873,

{Nvew0)
HE BELLS.
A

(By a Bond Street Pore, whose sleep has been froquently disturbed at uuseasonabie
hours.)

ear St. Michael’s two big bells—
Iron bells!?
What a world of vicious thought their
monody compels ;
lu the carly morniog light,
How we cuss with all owr might
At the steep disturbing thunder of their
touc!
For cvery sound that floats from the rust
within their throats,
A There is w groant
And the people~ab, the people that hung them in the steeple
All aloue,
And who tolling, tolliny, tollivg, in that rousing monotone,
Seem to take delight iu rolling on the sleepy nise o stone.’
They are neither kind nor gracious,
They don't think our time is precious,
They ave crucl!

And their sexton 'tis who tolls,
And be, (the neighboring sleeper) rolls, rolls, rolls, rolls,
And curses at the bells,
And his angry bosow swells at cach thunder of the bolls,—
Aud he dances uud hie yells,
Keeping time, time, time, in profanest sort of rhyme
To the banging of the bells keeping time, time, time,
In a sort of wicked rhyme, to the throbbing of the bells,
Of the bells, bells, bells, to the soblbing of the bells,
Keeping time, tinie, time,
With the knells, knells, knells, in an impious Runic rhyme,
To the tolling of the bells, of the bells, bells, bells,
To the tolling of the bells, of the bells, bells, bells, Lells, bells,
To the most untimely moaniag, and the grouning of the Lells.

BRAVELY SPOKEN!

UnbouprepLy the most sublimely fearless and heroic newspaper in
the Dominion is the Goderich Stur. Itis absolutely defiant of fate—
“grand, gloowy, and peculiar! Last week its cditor enquired, in
black letters— Is it Wrong to be Loyal ?” a question which has
possibly racked his mind for a long time. In a wild charge at
¢ rebels” in general, he bus decided that it is not. Having spoken
plainly, he becomes conscious that an apology is looked for, in the
present degenerate state of Canadian journalism, and so rising to
the true diguity of his manhood, he declares :

A spnde @ a spade, and we ask no pardon for saying sv. No Government pap
is ours, and we conduct our Paper upon the prineiple of triumph, Britain, and right,
or un honorable death in deience of these.”

While we would hardly go the lepgth of saying positively that a
spade is a spade, we admire the dtur’s grandeur in speaking out;
but we do not hesitatc to say that there is not another Paper (with
o capital P) iu this or any other country that is ¢ conducted” on a
platform so truly noble, or so wonderfully wized.

Tetters from Loy Latitudes.

NO. 1.
Colenzo’s Terruce, Sept, 30,

Dear Griv—Bedad, tSur, I'm glad to sec the Pashific Skandal
has intirely beer knocked into the middle av next wake (as wan
might say) be raysin of shuperior attrackshuns. The misforshin.
ate raders av the papers git off wid a bit the lingth av me pipe
now, forby the bhalf-s-dozen smutherin columus herebefore piled
onto thim. I'm tould the Ryle Commingshiners all av thim wint
aff to slape in the middie av the procadins the other day; and
begorra, sur, (betwane you an’ me), I dunna but that proves the
overvomin’ karacter av the ividence. . I obsarve wid
pain that Mavor Mawuy' stud up in the Council last maytin night,
an’ tould me frind, AuperMaN Hiyg, that he cudd’nt putt his moghun
to devide St. Patrick's Ward. Fwhat was the raysin? Nothin’,
tSur, but Saxin injustice in a milder forum! . . ., The Finan.
shal Krisis is the chafe thing that has bate out the Skandal this
wake. I Dlave, tSur, we shud be thankful for its prisince, inshted
av howlin as I obsarve some av our richest min doin. Lasht
Mundy night they had o vilent attact av the complaint in the City
Council, an’ I sce by the Globe it had a powerful ctfect on somo av
our mosht memrytorious offishal’s salarys. Move power to its elbow.
May it com d'this way.
Yours wid respect,
Teppy Trerney.

SOCIAL MAXIMS,

Wuen you inviie Mr. Jones to dinner in a quiet way, and therc
bhappens to be a good deal of cold meat at tuble, vefrain from talk-
ing to your wife about how pleasantly the dinner party went off
yesterday, otherwise Jones might be induced to think he docs not
stand at the very head of your list of friends,

And you, my lady, as carcfully refrain from saying that the pie
or the home-made bread is not what it ought to be, or Mr. JoNEsS——
who would’'nt like to think you disingenuous—may be induced to
belicve you.

CANADA'S SHAMDR,

WE read that the ancient Jews were wont to express profound con-
trition and humiliation by putting ashes upon their heads, and the
custom strikes us as being beautifully appropriate. We are not
aware whether it was the intention of the namecr ov inventor of &
new style of hat now oftered for sale in the storces, that a similar
mode of expressing what Canadians ought to feel just now should
be adopted amongst us. This peice of raiment is called the

« Pacific Scandal” Hat, and is advertised by the werchants of
Lindsuy, and probably clsswhere, It is not likely that this notion
will at all assist the virtuous self-abasement of our people, however ;
on the contrary, we fear many will buy and wear the headpeice in
a spicit of the veriest levity. Indeed, recent experience has so in-
ured us to startling things, that we would n.t be very much sur-
prised to hear that Siv Jouw, Sir Hoem, Sir Francis, Mr. LANGEVIN,
Mr. Apnrotr, and the rest bad actually adopted the new hat. In
such a case—if it didn’t just happen to be a Aat—that would be verily
‘“t capping the climax " of Canada’s shame!

A NASTY EPIGRAM.

“Mr. Thomus Nust, the artist, hasalready made one hundred and twenty en-
gagements vo lecture during the commg season.”—Daily Paper.

A chance for thriftless Lyceums to ¢ phoonix' with eclat:

No slender houses need be feared for Nase is bound to draw.

Founp—A malteese soprano kat, about 12 months old, singing
old hundred on a picket funce, late lust thursda nite, whichever
person owns sed kat will find him (or her according to circum.
stansis) in a vacaunt lot, just buk av our hous, still butiful in death.—
Josh Billings.




