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TOUGHI1
FLossE-"' Say', ma, when I grow up will 1 get a bushant! like

pa, or be an old mait! like Aunt Alvira? "
FLOSSIg'S MA-"« Yes, mny dear, I suppose so."
FLOSSI E (tijzth a sighi)-" This la an awvful bard world on us wo-

men, ain't it, me?"

THE PARTY PRESS.IlERE'S Grit and Tory,-sinall the odds,-
Swvearing b>' their respective godes,

Laech their own organs patronize,
Suppressing truth or telling lies.
0f all reforms beneatth the sun,
'ris tine reformn wvs here begun,
For what comspaes, in wild exccss,
With our Canadian part>' press?
From Part>' boeds tbey take Iheir eue
And! give a pure!>' party vîew,
And wise are lhe>' %vho clean>' judge
How much is fact, bow mauch is fudge.
Tbe Globe will anake it out quite plein
That Tories niostl>' are insane,
Hints that their leaders have ".gyone mcd'
IlRegrets to publish news so bcd."
WVhat coult! our rotunt! organ do ?
It must have some sensation new.
Else, as you know, 'tvould bc about
Like Hanilet wvith the l'rince left, out.
Paterfamilias avoult! lec
An acbing void et morning meal,
Were flot tbe Globe there to supply
Tid bits of" Tory scandai " pie.
Belles lettrès,-ugh ! unscvory trash
Let Tories take it with their bashl
We take our eoffee and bot roll
With Globe sensation rigmarole.
It uset! to be "The Premier dead"
"Skeddeddled," IlSneaked tu Englcnd,' "led,"*
Vamaosed, in féar of wrathy Bleus,"

5lueli choice and! tast>' bits of news
And! now since hie is real>' deat!,
Still ort it peInts the Chieftin red;
Tell,- how lie dit! the country' bleed,
To satisf>' "vile Tory gret."
And su Wec get a fuît suppl>'
Of Cleer Grit garbage-John A. pie.

At this, the Tories in disgust,
With upturnet! nases, kick the dust, -

And thus our part>' organs brand
The Ieading statesmen of the land;
Their ancestry and offspring, too,
They smircb, bespatter and tatoo;
To poison et the ver>' fount
Tbe strcam of honor ia tbeir %vont,
With slisnder's slimny oose to mix
Tilt it becomes a seething Styx.
B> charge and party couinter charge
The wbole community at large
Would seem corrupted to the core,
Sunk titIl it could descend no lowcr.
Is there in Gitead no balm
These sores to heal, this strife to ccliii
Can no physîcian's ald bie faund
To soothe and heal this gaping wvound 1'
Tbis land of Bibles, churches, schoals,
Is it a land! of knaves and! fools?
When ivill this crying evil cease?
%VJhen shalh the things thet meke for peace
Be viewed as5 inside polities,
Ant! men discard unmenly tricks?

That we ma>' live likc decent folk
Let us the powers above invoke,
Let's pray that our Canadien press
May' tcach and practice gentieness.
Censure and blame mc>' have thcir place
Enforced with mitdness, urged with grace,
But hopcless hie, bis state forlorn,
WVbose lien drops malice, bate cnd! scorn.
Let public men bie wbat they na>',
Thc Briton elways loves fait play',
Be hie of Saxon line or Colt,
Ife neyer strikes below the belt. T. W., B

IlFULL~ DIRECTIONS."
PEnýLAt-" Cen yon tell me howv fer it is ta Snagville down

FARbIER-" WVell,.ta tell you the truth, I can'?; but >'ou cen find
out when you git thar b>' asking my son Tom. He keeps the tavern
in Snagville, an' be'll likel>' know."

T'hey imud-bespattcred Mr. Blake,
And tried bis moral force tu shake;
Stili stir their literary scumI. i And serve out Tory' pabulum;
The>' banetul innuendos throw
At Mowat of Ontario.
That IlChristian politician " gibe

i ÏM Reflects no credit on the scribe;
Suebl qusionable buncome chaff

Ma>'mk untbinking Taries laugh;
But Tories cven, wittî common sense,
With "Christian" bere would fain dispense.
They, smear Sir Knight with Ilmin blue,"
Paint Laurier a deeper bue,
AU this. served bot with Tory spice,
In languege neither mild nor fiee.


