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The gravest Beast Is the Ass; the gravest Bird is the 0wl ;
The gravest Fish is the Ogster ; the gravest Man fs the Pool.

Pleas: Observe.

Any subscriber wisning his address changed on our
mail iist, must. in writing, send us his old as well as new
address. Subscribers wishing to discontinue must also be
particula: to send a memo. of present address,

Tartoon Comments

LEAs§6 Carroon.—The correctness of Prof
Grir's diagnosis of Mr. Blake’s  bumps * will
" beadmitted by none so readily as by the mem-
bers of the party which that distinguished gen.
tleman is supposed to lead—-the great Do-No-
thing Party of Canada. Mr. Blake’s adiitted
ability only aggravates his case, for there are
few things more lamentable in this world than
the spectacle of great powers frittered away.
Not that we would suggest that Mr. Blake is
living in idleness ; on the contrary, he is, per-
baps, tie busiest lawyer in the country, but so
' far as his public duties as a party leader are
- «'meerned he might as well be a ‘“ respectable
.. moiocrite " as the man he is. At the present
_momert (a5 some leading Grit papers are be-
giming to whisper) he ought to be eduecating
the corntry on the issnes upon which the next
alection will turn, and giving definite shape to
the policy of his party. It is unstatesmanlike
to leave such work to the last moment, and the
party that doesso deserves defeat. Meantime,
Mr. Bluke is in seclusion, and the policyless
party iy at sixes and sevens.

First PacE.—Recent English papers contain
pasr ticulars of the late difficulty about Canadian
cattle at Liverpool, aud it is clear from all ac-
counts that the cattle immediately concerned
were saved from slanghter by the active inter-
fercuce of Sir Chas, Tupper, who, in & most
encrgetic maunner, took steps to prove that
_Prof. Dugnid was wrong in his opinion that
‘the Canadian beeves were suffering from Texan
fever. It is clear that in performing this duty
so efficiently, Sir C. Tupper has done a marked
service to those interested in the Canadian
cattle trade, and GRIP gives him credit accord-
ingly.

EicutH PAaGE.~This cartoon requires no
comment, heyond what was made by the judges
who tried the Muskoka petition. The picture
is literal in most respects, but it may be well to

.suy that thore are two fanciful portraits in it,
(1) Sir John doean’t actually accompany Shields

to Algoma—he only loads that missionzry up
at Obtawa ; (2) Meredith does not appear in the
riding in person, though morally he is dragged
in the mire at Shields’ tailboard—with his own'
free consent. A more contemptible position
for a respectable man than that now held by
Mr. W. R. Meredith, it would bo hard indeed
to imagine,

A GRIT HOWL.

And now it is the Grit scribes (and Pharisecs)
that howl. Several organs of that alleged
party are pitching into GRriv in furious fashion.
The poor little Raven's feathers are all turned
on end, and he feels smaller than a humming-
bird, No sooner have the tory hacks done
cursing him for daring to think and speak
without permission from Ottawa, than the ink-
slingers open fire, with charges of ‘*disloyalty,”
‘“seurrility,” ete., ete. Fire away, gentlemen.
Grip is satisfied with himself, and that is the
ouly party he is anxious to please. Meantime,
however, it would be well for the Grit editors
who undertake to demounce Grir to have
enough regard for the intelligence of their
readers to refrain from alleging what everybody
knows to be false. This remark applies par-
ticularly to such writers as have the ¢ffrontery
to delare that Grip’s Cartoons are character-
ized by indecency, a lic which everybody laughs
at,

PREACHING AND

With the huinanizing influence of the Sab-
bath upon him, the Glohe cditor opened on
Monday norning with an article *“ on the in-
creasing ahusivenessof the Conservative Press”
~-in which the personalities indulged in by the
abandoned Tory scribcs were properly lam-
ented. This admirable homily was followed
by a scorcher entitled *“ Jim Stephen’s Watch,”
in which *Jim Stephens” was handled with-
out gloves. On enquiry we learn that the
party alluded to is a Conmservative politician
named James,

THE SPECTATORTAKES IT ALL BACK"
From the Hamilton Spectator, zsth Sep?,

Several paragraphs appeared in the Srrora-
ToR & few days ago which intimated that Mr,
J. W, Bengough had claimed the authorship
of literary matter which he never wrote. The
grounds for such a belief were that Mr. Fred.
Swire, when in Hamilton, conceived the idea
of writing a travesty or parody of Hamlet or
some other play, and setting the words to mu-
sic taken bodily from Sullivan’s operettas.
Soon after Mr. Swire entered Mr. Bengough’s
employ the latter produced Bunthorne
Abroad, the plan being similar to that of Mr.
Swire. In the lotter from Mr. Swire, pub-
lished by us, that gentleman says emphatically
that he had no part in the writing of Bunthorne
Alroad, and that he did not even know the
play was in existence till he saw the bills an-
nouncing its production. We had already ex-
plained that the manuseript read in this office
by Mr. Swire was different from any in Mr,
Bengough's play, and we supposed that to
satisfactorily settle the whole niatter ; but in
order that the explanation may have equal
prominence with the original statement, that
the public may understand how the error arose,
and that justice may be done to Mr. Bengough,
we have pleasure in saying that the letter ve-
ferred to, together with other evidence, makes
the fact quite clear that Mr. Swire is not the
author of any part of Bunthorne Abroad, and
without doubt Mr. Bengough isthe sole aunthor
of the libretto. The music, of course, is Sir
Arthur Sullivan’s., We regret that the Spec-
TATOR was led into error in the matter, as we

do not desire to do injustice to any wman.

I see that some one wants to have a balloon
ascension at the Western fair which comes off
at London next month. It wouldn’t be safe
unless the reronaut could rely upon obtaining
sufficient gas to ensure a safe passage across
the Tems,

I see that King Coffee Kalcalli was defeated
o, few days ago, in a battle in Ashantee, and
fled. I don’t see what else conld have been
expected, as it is the nature of coffee to run.
This Coffee, evidently, had good grounds for
his conduct.

* Honri Rochefort tersely yeamarks of the
Royalist quarrel at the Comte de Chambord’s
funeral—otherwise ‘1Tncident de Goritz’:
‘ Yesterday it was fasion. To-day it is con-
fusion.’”—Exz. Evidently a rap at the Grits,
but what a queer way those French fellows
have of spelling words, to be suré.

I see that a man was very ill lately in King-
ston, but his wife refused to let a doctor at-
tend him, on tho ground that she had bad a
vision in which she saw a vacant chair in
heaven for her hushand. This appears to have
frightened the man so much that he fled from
the house and got well. He either thought that
the chair seen by his wife was in soimne other
hereafter, or else he knew that she had been
mistaken, and that it could not possibly be
intended for him. Now which was it? Iam
anxious to know. .

A good deal of correspondence has lately
taken place in various papers about agnostic-
ism and atheism. It seems to me that both
mean the same thing, and apropos to this
matter, just let me relate a brief conversation
I overheard between two laborers. ** Mick,
what’s thim obnostics I hear ‘em talkin’
about: what kind av a haythenish baste is an
obnestic, amnyhow?” ‘“An aguostic, ye
mane,” was the reply. ¢ Well, Maurice, an
agnostic is one o’ thim chaps as tries to make
himself belave as he don’t belave aunything,
and thin has doubts about it.”” How far was
Mick wrong?

Charles Courtney, donot fear to row
'Gainst Father Time,—no longer blithe
The old man is—but well you know
He bears a scythe, he bears a scythe.
And should you funk, why you can say,
As you are pretty sure to do:
He came and cut, --you being away—
* Your pretty little shell in two.

Courtney vows he is not afraid to row against
Time, who is nothing but a boasting braggart,
anyhow. Charles has been reading up, he
says, and declares that he “ knows a hank
whereon the wild Thyme blows,” which he
never does himself !

I was walking down street the other day»
and in front of me was afriend of inine with
two young ladies. My friend is not a dude by
any means, and wears a very shabby coat. :

“Itis old, it is threadbare and white at the seams,

*Tis a thing thar isseen in the ghastlicst dreams,” &c.

Shortly afterwards the trio parted, and be-
came a mageuline solo and a feminine duet. I




