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The grudest Heast is the Ass; the grabest Hird is Lhe Qlul .
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TORONTO, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 20tn, 1873.

MOSS'S SWEEFPING VICTORY.

Tazre was an uncouth but withal modest rap &t Grie’s sanctum
dour on Tucsday last, and withous rising from his dusk (where he
was busy upon one of the poems you wilt fiud in this number) the
genial Talker said ¢ Come in.”  The door was timidiy opened and a
very humble woman walked in. She belonged to the Aucrent Order
of The Poor, a represcutative the sight of whuse well cherishied
rags was meaut to sct one fa-driaming of Christings angels and
Christian chatity., But she bad pot come to beg.  Her siwmple story
was, that being & gatherer of puper scrups, she was in the babit of
rummuging amongst the sweepings of the uewspaper ottices, wid in
her scarch that worning she bad picked up 1n the Mal and the
Globe heaps, vespectively, a cast-out wanuscript.  She was notable
to read, but from the appearance of these duocuments she funcied
they must bave been accidentally placed awonges the rusbish, and
to make the matter certain sbe had Lrought them to Giae for
examination. We¢ cowmended the thoughtiulness of the poor
creature, and at once turned our sticutisu tv the writiugs, and
scarcely had we read the first sentence of cech when the whole was
comprehended.  * 'Lhese,” said we 1o the-rag-gatherer, “are tegitis
matcly within your province,—strictly waste paper. “They aro
editorial articlex that bad been written in anticipation of the result
of tle recent great contest in West L'oronto, that of the Globe in
view of defeat, and that of the Mait anticipating victory.” Sosay-
ing we returncd the shects of paper to vur visitor, having tuken
correct copivs of the articles which are bere appended,

(From the ‘Glote’ Dust Heap.)

#“ When the sun went down on West Poronto lust night, he hid his
face from a sad scene—a spectacle which Canada will remember

with increasing pain so long as she has a name to live amongss the

uutions of the earth,  Corruptiou aund iuiquity had triumphed over
virtue, and were riotously Loluiug their brawling carnival over
the bleeding victim, Bickrorp bas been returned by——of a
majority!  Bickronp, the . - . - (Grir bhas no
desire to pubiish these descriptive phrases.) We cannot dwell
upon the subject of yesterday’s result, with any degree of puticuce,
Neither the victor nor his suceess cun commuud a particle of re-
spect from anybody. By dint of appeal to every known means of
corruption and compulsion, the "lory cundidate has been rettyned
for West Toronto. Never bhas such a day of political decbauchery
been passed through in Canadian bistory ; never wus ribery wore
rawpant aud brazen, never was constitucney wore de, vaved aud
venjal ; never was dishonour more certuin jor all time,  We drop
the dark veil over the sight; and our fuir Dowinivn will have to
say with the weird poct, that

Tler soul from owt. that shadow

Shuil be litted nerer woro.”

From the ¢ Mait’ Dust Heap,

" The great battle of West Torouty is over,and a glorious victory
for the party of Union and Progress is the resule,  Mr. Biokrorp
has been returnced by the maguiticent majori y ot
2 proper snub is adminiztered to GEORGE LLOWN aud the Chuucery
Brigude. The Grits huve been tond of teiterating 1 their uwn
shumeless fashion the most scinuslons of salschouds about Mr,
Bickrorp cver since his candidature was anuounced, and this iy
how 1he free and independent ¢lectas of West "Luronto answer the
calumniators, ‘Lhis is how they dcm with the gross snd matignaut
lics that have been spoken by the Giobe aud its satellites alout the
Right Hon. Sir Juun A, MacDoNALD ; this is the way in which they
spcak their minds on the subject of stundering and letter-stesling.
And in this splendid trivmph we Luve snuther clement of gratifica-
tiou in the tact that the contest thut ruged yesterday was dis-
tinguished in a remurkuble degree by the absence of corruption,
We doubt if a single authentic case ot bribery or compulsion can
be pointed to. Of course we fuliy vxpuct the Globe W assert that
the constituency was carried by moncy; but all who were
present in the battle aud are therctore competent to jaage, will be
able to give the lic dircct to such sllepution, Again we say that
the Liberal Conscrvative party vas achicved a signal victory, let
the Grits howl as they may.”

y Al ttaus’

“GLOBE" 8APPHICH TO "SQUARE-TOES.”

Hongst old Menoary, we havo naught against you—
Which, Sir, is saying volumes in your favour—
In years gone by you've done the City service

We do believe.

Now you are out for Mayor 'gainst Suira and Mammina,
Working away as usual, like a beaver,
And there's no telling but you'll be clocted

If you kecp on.

As to said Manning, he'll be whipped for certain :

People don't like his Water Works connections,

Suita and yourself will have the fight between you
On polling day.

Now of you {wo Smru's the man we vote for ;
Hearty, and young, and business-like and honost,
Just the right man to fill the chair at present,

As we all fancy.

While you, dear friend, have lost your old time vigour,

You've done your duty as our Mayor already,

Now you've a right to demand that we should therefore
Let you resign.

P.S.—Pleasc make the demand.

ESSAYS AT THE DINNER TABLE,

1 sorross myself to be talking to one who is able to sympathise,
Now in order to be able to do so, such an one must be in the habit
of dining out. You are! you say? Well, now, I'll talk to you.
Listen! Did you ever (I know the answer that’'s coming), when
dining out, discover a hair in your dinner—in some portion of it?
You bave? So bave I,aud so invariably as to constitute it a rule
now. Yes! what scnsations one cxperiences on such occasions!
First of all, yon natnrally begin to conjecturc whoseit was. Per-
haps you have been stuying overnight in the bouse, and the simi-
larity it ‘bears to thosc you extracted from your brush and comb
when dressing for dinner, inclines you to the belicf that it must
have Lelonged to that pretty little chamnbermuid, and you are
becoming reconciled to it on that account, when in she comes, and
yon sec at once it is much too dark, and the sickening suspiéion
that it about matches that scullery muid's (of whom you caught a
passing glimpse, e dishabille), sends you into a regular perspira-
tion, aud you begin to devise some means whereby you can, un-
noticed, smuggls it from the middle of your caper sauce, and
deposit it on the uttermost edgo of your plate. ‘While waiting for &
favourable opportuuity to carry this out, you cannot help wondering
whether every person is favoured with & hair, if they only kacw
where to lay their hands on it, or whether there is only one, which
invariatly falls to you, however unsolicited, Now comes the
much-desired moment, when everybody scems absorbed in the good
things Lefore them, and you at once make an effort to capture your
bair. After vainly endeavouring to wind it, first round your fork,
and then round youyr knife, and several times suffering the most
concentrated ugony by seeing it disappear altogether benecath the
suuce, you at last, goaded by hunger and the prospect of a cold
dinnper, determine to usc your fingers. You look stealthily round
(this time you romehow feel guilty of something, as though you
were taking au unfair advantage of the other guests), and sceing.
everyone absorbed as before, you swiftly accomplish its removal.
Again you look round, not that you fear any onc has noticed you,
but simply &y & wake-sure, and you are rather chagrined to find
that your host.ss is regarding you with a half-mournful, half-
injured expression, as though you'd put aside the choicest part of
the dinuer. There is one peculiarity about shorter hairs, and that
is, that niter carefully putting them on one side, accompanied by a
fragment of turnip (from which it was impossible to scparate it),
you straightway forget all about them, By and bye, you are clean.
ing your plate up, and it comes quite natursl to veach after that
fragment, and ——

Tae Fyrurp.— Ten-years-old~“Pa, do you wani me to be a
winister 7  Pu—* Yen, my son, why 17 Hupeful—* Do you think
1 will ever be as bad & man as Maokenzig, Pa?’ Pa—«I hope not,
wy sonl Why do you ask such a question? * Hopeful—ILan’t
MACRKNZIE & minister 7"

Tax onLy pesirance Faorion.—Satisfaction.

Apvios to persons about to raige a whisker.—Whisk a razor.

A Gusax Grooer.—On¢ who gives credit.




