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GRIP.

SAaTurRDAY, 9TH May, 1874.

Originality is o mere ignis fatuus, The proverb, * Every men his
own Boswrrn,” ought to be allcred into *‘every man his own
plagiarist.” When all the vealns of faney and fact lie bofore you in
libraries or newspaper files, niggardly must be the loosel who grudges
vou & few browsings. Por myself, I beliove with Soroon, there is
no such thing as plagiariem, because there is nothing which is new.
Do you suppose, when Danier WepsTER avowed that HamiLzoN
“ touched the dend corpse of public credit which at onee sprang into
life,”” he mennt to steal Lord AvoNuoRe's eulogium on BLACKSTONE ?
‘Who invented the * heart to resolve, head to contrive, and hand to
oxesuto?”’ GinnoN or JuNius. Or did they both steal from MacEI-
4ver.? TFor me, your correspondent, having a sonl above vulgar
prejudices, I purpose, assisted by n good conscience, to steal anything
I have 2 mind to. This unlimited power of conveyance is the only
torm—save the cash nrrangement—on which I can consent to lighten
your darkness and that of your readers. It is a noble thing to be a
debtor to his neighbour. The soul expanda muder the consciousness
of mutunl help. Tuus,
Ricnaxo ok Dicke,

Chenings toith the Hoets.
No. V.

Grip has the cxtrewme plensnre of announcing that, with an un-
parallelled disregard of expense, he has sceured, per cable, the fol-
lowing contribution from England’s Poet Yaureate.

Dwolling so unreservedly as it does on tho domestic life of the
gre.si:; poct himself, it will, no doubt, prove doubly interesting to sub-
seribers :—

AN IDYLL.
TBZ WHOLE A \TATL.

As tirroungh the land at eve we went—
Wo'd been wed but two short years—
‘We {cll out, my wife and I,

Wa fell out ; I'lIt tell you why,

And why she boxed my ears.

Wide oped her ancient gums, and thus she shaped
The reason for so doing, like to this:

‘* It chanced Jast night, and exve 'twas early worn,
1, wakened by the am'rons Thomas Cat,
Love-prating to his tortoise-shelled mate

Upon the tiles that roof our dwelling in,

And thinking that if ever yot was wifa

True {0 her love, so then was I to you,

Iispied you moving with unsteady tread,

As of & man who wears a brick in hat,
Cross-Jegged with the juice of ancient rye

(Oh! mever yet had woman such a fate),

Apnd more, that when yon winked wvith beery eye
At Sarsh Ann, tho parlour givl, that I

Was not so blind as then I seemed to be.”

Thus on she chatteved, like u brook or bird,

Till, weavy of hier prating, short I paused—

“ Oh! babbling wife,” said I, * whence so mueh tongue,
Whence comos it 2** and my wife, to me, replies:

From out two rows of pearly teeth
Imake a sudden sally,

Like soldier’s sword from out my sheath,
1 dart perpetually.

I fib, I fawn, I seold, I scorn,
Save when I pause to swallow ;

1 keep my husband on the hop,
For men are very shallow,

Then out again I skip, I jaw,
‘With many a shake and shiver;

For men may come and men may go,
But I go on forever,

* Blame not thy spouse too much,” I seid, ** nor blame
Too much th’ effect, oblivious of the causc.”
“Y own,” I said, ** I was a trifie beery.”
* He owneth up,” she said,
* Ha owneth up that he was beery,
* T'would that I were dead!”

_'_ﬁlo Joosn’t wieh it 1ore than I do. AT

THE PSALM OF LIFE.
No. V1.

Ask us not in tones of wonder,
¢ Is this teriff bat o dream ?”

Or “ has CanrwrienT made a blunder 2
For things are_not as they seem.

It is real ! it is pressing!
A defieit’s what we shun ;

All thro® Surgeon Mac's transgressing
Must we bear this extra * dun.”

For“owr country's debt is bigger
Than is to our statesman’s taste ;
That she may have o hetter figure
They think they must reduce the waste.

The Globe is pro the Mail is versus,
At each other still they rave ;

Columns franght with inky curses,
All because the Grits will save.

In the House of Commons wrangle,
In the bivouac at night ;

Don't get matters in a tangle
Shew the Left n little fight.

Raise no scandal, tho' Pacifie,
Let the dead past bury its dead ;
Leave’t to Browy to be tertific,
Browy, by whom the Pairty’s led !

Lives of public men remind us
We ean serve o weary time
And, resigning, lenve behind us
Many a {riend and many 2 * dime.”

Such an oflice that some Tory,
Now in unofficial shads ;

Going where he's called by glory,
May be fatten’d np and paid.

Let us, then, be up—no shamming,
With a heart for any fate ;

Pay the tariff without d~——¢,
And keep afloat the ship of State.

Groaks frome Grip's Bushet,

PrrAsE EXPLAIN.—'* Tiis maun Bowne"—says the Globe, speakiug
of the late New York suicide—* scems to_have heen the cigar-end
of a rake” Will the editor kindly explain the imnport of thiscertificate
of character ? GRir cannot find & market gardencr or implement denler
in the city who can tell which ¢nd of o rake * the cigar-end ™ is.

CoxrrapictioN.—There is no foundation for ihe rumor that the
Socioty for the Prevention of Cruelly to Animals is about to institute
proceedings ageinst Mr, Graxp for knocking down horses, as it is
alleged he does at anybody’s bidding.

Costrrete 1r.—The newspapers ure now styling the late member
for Provencher, Lours RieL, ex-M.P. Why not cmigramatieally de-
scribe the position of that gentleman by adding & T ?

A &PECIFIC YOR THE CREDIT sysTEM—Miller’s Tick Destroyer.

Goop F1eLp ron BuioRanTs punNe TAE Comuereian Panic—The
Great Lone Land.

Dossoxn (buchelor) secing in the papers, that & society for promoting
the burning of corpses has been formed in Switzerland, hopes crema-
tion won’t be introduced here, for he is sure if he were to die, his
landlady would sell his ashes for soap ; alrendy, she solls his bear's
grease to the ashman, and his handkerchiefs to the rag man.

TaE prohibitionists say, they want to strike at the yoot of the evil.
Let them wait till next summer, and then unearth the rye, barley, and
ginpe vines.




