
- G RIp.-

MARTER: '8 WHERE AM 1 AT?"
COINGRATULATIONS ON HIS I.ATE SPEECII FRO\I BOTIÎ BUCHIANAN AND) KRIBBS.

"So far as doing any-thini a alieniate Prohibitionists roni hini,
lie lias miade tiew dcinands upon their symipathy and support.

-Ttpa

. 'We must sav a word, too, in commendation of Mr. 'Marter . .
in dropping an irupracticable schenie of intemperate legislation."

-AIdvouzhe.

But let me not see her melt-my darling, iîny darling ! Let
nme bide rny haggard eyes and stagger forth it6 the cold and
barren world once more, forever, unloved, alone!

[lit pyi~ à ofpiefhe st,egrs to thie mddle if>the stage mand
fa/h,,umcios..inter BOLES, fo/lowcd i>' FLOSSIE Mid

II00DLrs.-'L'his is where I left it-I gave it to ani old
duffer wot was here.

Ma1ys. ýMcMN.-'Twas Misther Jinkins, thin; and merciful
saints 1 tliere he is lyin' on bis face ferninst the flure. Help,
help, some wan !

[S/,c ritszs to JEsNXs' iSù1.)

FLOSSIE-(-ztho has been Zooking- <zbo)-And there* the
I)oll. The nctsty thing. he*s thrown her in the fire! Anàe
he said he'd tiever seen ber!

BOODLES -(riishi'tg and sna1chizg t'he Do/I fro;n the
grate-Saved ! saved, with only slight damages!

Fi.ossiE-Whiat an awful story-teller he mnust be-I guess
be wvas struck down for it.

Mas. MC1. -Are you better now, Mr. jenkins, sor.
Sure you must have fainted.

Ma. J.-(dazed) -Wýhere arn ? lVhat -which-? Oh
I rememher-drop the curtain and shut out thse horrible
rnemory!

[1k fal.s bae itùtiO MRS. Mcupsar'nS, uhile BOODLE-S,
FLossiE and MRs. MC lU'i\uxi wep joft/y.

[CURTAIN.]

JuI SUTHERLAND suggests that on account of the
Napanee Knight's proclivity for the mal apropos, a Bill
should be introduced to change said Knight's name by
substitutingi the syllable ong,, for iglit as it now stands.

TUE IDEA TO THE SONNET.

1.
Okî -ake !Why in sucb beavy stocksFDa von tny lin,bs Hierculean tigbrly squeeze,FScrew dowri rny soul Proiînethean like a chccse

To fit exactly in a ,îubered box?
MV fe in Ilîeâc Italian lýandagc-socks

Conrined like Ihoee of a young girl Chinese,
Vou lerive mie here ta &hiver and ta freeze

-Mid octwre, sestet, and Archean socits.
Why run aId Petrairch's poker throughi my back
And bLat wiih Drayton's scourge (ilI: bNue and black,
With 'William Saepr'shatchet hcew% and hacl?

Nature, you say, wvith noblest art combines,
And for iny saaring eagie-soul designs
A hencoop iran barred. of fourteen lines.

il.
O whly do you dilute me I

I arn so nhicroscopic,
Into a swollen topic

eTis pinful Ia transinute me,
A drop-it does fot suit me.

To bc blawvn a hubble.topic,
'Nor is it philanthropie

Up inta heai-en ta shoot me,
It were better

Thau distress m~e
Sa,

Witb ane letter
Thus express nic,

C/cs!i Iatderson.

ApptopRitiiTE Recital for the Ontario M)ajority. « « We
are Seven."l
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