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GRIP.

SaTurpay, 16vH May, 1874,

SmarLLwiT.—I despise your jealous sneer. Don’t you wish you had
some powers to waste? I have been improving my edueation. I
vigited the School Board, and drew from that fount of poorest Eng-
Lish not « little enlightenment.

Grir.—Tell, tell, tell, something of what you heard,

SwaLLwiT.-—You know, do you not, that there was an oflicc, in the
gift of the learned gentlemen of the Board, recently rendered vacant,
for which there were not many more then the customary number of
applicants,  Theso had their several supporters, each Commissioner
being sternly opposed to cverybody clse’s candidate. Tho aspirant
for the honour of inspecting the schools of Toronto, who was ulti-
mately appointed, is a_comparatively young man, whose previous
enxcer has been noticenble on tho one haud for good teaching, and
on the other for a depraved tendency to over-exertion in an aboriginal
gxstime; and, wounld you be surprised to Jenrn that & membey of the

oard (who has, too, had the inestimable advantage of long associ-
ation with at least one of the leaders of public opinion here), got up
and objected to this musenlar Christian’s elaims beeunse he had been
addicted to Lacrosse, and mixed up with clnbs, to say nothing of
netted sticks, and other demornlizing associations.

Srowcun.—What did he mean? :

Smarrwir,—He meant to be exceedingly proper, no doubt. How-
ever, the objeetor had not all the sense of the mecting in his posses-
rion, nud thongh there were others whose rewsons for voting against
the suceessful condidate were ot Ieust equally weizhty, the vesult of
the vote enabled me to reinin my equanimity, and I forgave the
Board many, if not all, its accumnulated sins in the shape of offences
against the popular LixpLry MGRRAY.

SrakkQUERk.—Yon become tiresome. Verhosity is an evil weed
that fast doth grow, and yowr's is a soil most vank.

Sauannwir.—~Where weeds spring np most rapidly, there too will
you find the flowers and the fruit.

Tonaueonrass.—JIf they be not choked and smothered. Your
wordiness is an all-pervading bind-weed, which conceals the flowers
and stunis the fruit.

SmaruwviT.—How complimentary! If you and WiLniax there go
on fbusing me, I will really turn the tap aud treat you to a real
speeimen of loquacity.

SpAKEQUEER,—I ory you quits, Nomore of that, Har.
not, anybody, asked me what I have been alont,

Grip.—It's & shame. Go on.

SpakeqQuEER.—It iz private and most contidentinl. ‘L' see RiEL
have T been, and o most pernicious scoundrel i iz. I wanted to
induce him for the snke of peace to leave this Canade of ours.

Saaruwir.—He said he'd as lieve do it as not, I suppose.

SpaxequeER.—No, he didn’t say auything of the kind, I offered
him an annual pension of thirty-seven and o half cents, paid quar-
terly, if he \-.'ou]}l with stealthy footstep seek the shores of the neigh-
boring Republic. He therefore made that famnons speech, « To go, or
not to go, that is the question? By gar, I'm off.” As soon as the
pension was wade sceure in a friend's name (being secret service
money precantions had to e taken), then eomes hack to Beaversland
this arrent rogue. A plague upon him ! I fear me much there will
s00n be seried upon me a Coumittee of (L Houre, with power to
eall for persons and papers.

Srowcey.~-Can any of you guess my uovetents ?

TonGUEGTuss.—Prasticing a slow miweh ?

Runcr.—Chewing the end of Smallwitticisms ?

Snowcus.—1t is past guessing. I have been to St. Johm, and there
I bave started a comic peper. ‘The publisher is nominally Ssrrm,
but really, you know—

SmarLwiT.—It's rather more slow come, Has it been christened?

Srowcun.—It cames out onee o fortnight, nnd it's neme is Quir,

SuaLrwir.—Who turns the exanks that always go with the quips ?
Has it merit?

Srowcum.—Modesty forbids my saying, I can hardly hope to find
its illustrations equal to those which eventuate from the facile pencil
of the ** talented ”” and “celebrated » cartoonist of whom the journals
of the day bave been making mention; but, then, I think the effort
is not so bad.

ToNaUEGRASS.—The name—Quir—Gnrie, GrRip—Qurr.  What Inbour
there must have been in the bringing forth ! :

Gnir.—Too bad, too bad!

Roupaee.—Never mind the young New Brunswicker. 1{'s a long ery
to somewhere or other. We are not of those who sing, * There’s nae
room for twa."

Grir.—Never say die, never sny dic!

You have

Away with you.

WHY NOT?

Acconninag to an Ameriean paper ¢ The Legiglature of Massachusetts
has lately passed & law making it necessary that a dozen eggs weigh
one ond o half pounds.” Grnir has not seen the text of the Act refer-
red to, and he does not know what penrlties are inflicted on the

reealcitrant hens who may refuse to lny 2 oz. eggs; but when, on

" sitting down to brenkfast, with two microscopically small eggs before {

him, which in the egg-cup beeome entirely invisible, Grir meditates
on the disappointingness of all things terrestial, he is then prepared
to endorse the wisdom of the Massachusetts Inw and is constrained to
(lesire. its extension all over the universe. Barnyard fowl, heware of
chanting your lays, unless of legal ponderosity! Make an effort.
Pat more henergy into the matter. Mws. Chick always mado an
effort. Go you and do likewise, and let tho average of your lays be
eggsactly two onnces.

CREMATION.
BY C. A. SWINBURNE.

If everything's true that one hears
Anent the cremation of man,
Soon in the lapse of yeurs
Burniung will be the plan.
A Company‘s got it in hand,
And they make tho matter so pleasant
You can casily understand
How niee it would he to be present.
Into a furnace you go,
Beneath a cord of wood,
And you burn with o geuntle glow,
As n decent mortal should,
In flames you vanish away,
And smoke as it aseends,
And a pound of ashes gray
Is all left your weeping friends.
What happens after this
Wont cause you any conceri,
For when reduced to an ash
They pop you into an nrn.
Think how your eyes would rest
With joy, not unmixed with awe,
On the wen wherein was compressed
The dust of your mother-in-law !
How, when twice married, you'd turn,
Mindfnl of her who was gone,
Pointing out to your second, the urn
Containing dear number one.
How, too, in the papers you'd sec,
“ BiLy Ssrrir—his ineremation—
TFires started at hali-past thice—
Aceept this intimation.”
Then dewn with the undertakers,
Far belter than bury, to burn,
And when old Death shall take us
Fhe wages of sin we'll nrn.

A SELi. BY “GRIP.

As down the strect the other day

So gaily I went skippin’,
The newsbhoy hailed me by the way—
 Here master's Gurr to dip in!”

I called a eah, the better plan,—
To quickly take my trip in ;

¢« Hit" called another little man
+ Do master, take your Grir in I

“ Well, my good boy," I soon replied,
« Of fan I'm not a scorner,—

« Here arc ten cents !"—the joker tried
With epeed to turn the corner.

« Hold! wreteh, you're worse than half the men™
1 cried, and followed trippin’,

« My five cents chiange ! I gave you ten !
« Yon well deserve a whippin'.”

But newsy no attention paid,
He made off with his pelf, sir ;

Grip, I took in, but by his aid
Was taken in myself, sir.

And all day long I did repent
The comic sheet to dip in;

Lest my five conis might be mis-spent
And newsboy might take Grupin,

But pray don't think I tell you this
Because I've lost m ymoney ;
Your hearty Grie I'll never miss,
Tt makes me lau-§—it's funny,
: Huoen Movos.




