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LEADING CAKTOON,— Senator Alexunder, a
prominent member of the Conscrvative party,
is about the first to speak out plainly on a
subject which has been disquieting many
minds of late.  1n an interview with the Globe
reporter he declures that the C.P.R. will cost
the country §70,000,000 in construction, and
$8,000,000 per year for the first ten years
after it is finished, for running expeuses. This
is of course on the hypothesis that the C.I.R.
Co. intend throwing the road on the hands of
the Government as soon as it is finished and
the payments made—a matter of which the
Senator entertains no doubt at all, “No
capitalists in the world,” he cays, “‘can le
found to work a road 2,900 miles long,”
through such a country as our North-West
with its sparse population. This isa very dis-
turbing statement to make in the car of the
Premier just as he is going in to dinner, And
it is too grave to be swept away by a joke at
the expense of the old Senatur, as the Mail
endeavors t0 do. The question is, ave his
statemeuts weli founded ? If they arve, Canada
ig face to face with bankruptcy. We bope
Sir John will see about this little matter after
dinner, and be ablc to assure us that Senator
Alexander's fears are entirely visionary.

FirsT Page. — On New Year's day Mr.
Oliver Mowat was invited to meet the Mayor
and Aldermen at the City Hall, 1lo duly
presented himself. The Mayor read him a
flattering address ou behalf of the city, Mr,

Mowat respouded with good taste, dwelling’

upon the fact that a large majority of the
Aldermen were Conservatives— his political
opponeunts, The next issue of the Mlail con-
tained an article ioforming My, Mowat and the
world at large, that so far as the Mayor and
the Conservative aldermen were concerned,
not one word of the address was sincere— that
it was all a joke, indulged in with *‘good-
natured contempt,” to please the Grit a'der-
men. As no one interested feels inclined to

deny this, we are justificd in agsmmning its cor-
rectuess. But we are at aloss to know why
people, however stupid, should deliberately
assemble to humiliate themselves snd exalt an
adversary.

Bt Page.—Mr. Alexander Manning is
Mayor for 1885. It is a *‘ great Conservitive
victory,” so his Worship says. This is quewr
talk after the Mail’s curnest attempt to keep
polities out of the contest. But all right.
Hurrah for Sir John! Three cheers for the
N. I ! Go over the whole list of party watch-
words, Mr. Manmning, and shout yourself
hoarse, and then get down to business.  What
we want is good city government, whether
Grit or Tory. Give us John A. and good city
water. Let us bave the N. . and a good
drainage system, Finish the C.P.R. next
year and clear up the back yards. Vote
another million to the Syndicate, and reduce
our taxes. Down with Cartwright, and give
us a more ellicient police force. If we can’t
bave these necessary reforms without Dowmin-
ion issnes, we must havo the reforms anyway.
Now, Mr. Mapning, get to work,

CAXN IT BE TRUE?

Surely young Synifly must have taken too
much of that stronyg sauce with his pudding on
New Year's day or he could never have im-

agined what he declares to have been a pos- |

itive fact.

He solemnly asseverates that, when his
landlady, Miss Margarct Lemonpips,endeavored
to thiust her carving-fork into the breast of
the turkey at dinmer that day, the prongs
cuorled up as though they were made of tin,
whilst the nufortunate fowl, raising its head
from the dish,—(it scems strange that a tur.
key, cven in a boarding-house, should be sent
to table with its head on, but Squiffy declares
it was so)—warbled, in tones so tonder and
pathotic, that tears lowed like rain around the
table—(more probably they were caused by
the prospects of turkey for dinner, for the
boarders gradually dimininishing)—the follow-
ing words, gazing veproachfully, meanwhile,
in the face of the boarding-mistress, Miss Mar-
garet Lemonpips :—

Since the sun on our birth-days first shone, Maggie,

The New Year bells have times full sixty rang
Let us speak of the days that are gone, Maggic,

When you and | wors young.

Oh! well I remember you a-girl, Maggio,
Though half a century has shipped away,

Since you uscd to wear your glossy huir in earl, Maggle, |

But now you dye it blagk becanse it's groy.

‘Ihen spare me from your knife, 'm a tough, Magrie,

Ol ! spaore e and for e’er 111 hold my tongue
For to hear of thase days must be raugh, Miegie,

When you and § were youn.

Young Squifly says the cflect of this in-sul-
tan song from Turkey was mogical, for, be it
known, Miss Lemonpips only owns to being
twenty-seven, and does look somewhat youth-
ful with her raven locks avd pearly teeth, jor
which you may be surc she paid no insignifi-
cant sum, and she had been sctting hor cap at
onc of the hoarders who, Squilly says, had
shewn  unmistakable symptoms of reciprocat-
ing her love till this unfortunate turkey contre-
temps, since which he has fled from the Lemon-
pips domicile, utterly abandoning a project for
presenting the fuir Margavet with a set of rusty
old pickle-jars and « dilapidated cake-basket
that might, from its appearance, have done
duty amongst the carlier inhabitauts of Her-
culancum.

I make all due allowance for Squiffy at this
time of year, but 1 can’t positively lLelieve all
he says.

NOTA BEANY.

“ATuggins ! Muggins !” yelled young Flum-
pity to a friend on the strcet the other day,
“T've found a bean ! I've found a bean !

* Good heavens! man, are you goune daft?”
exclaimed Muggins, recoiling a few steps, as
the other danced about before him in a kind of
wild, unrestrainable frenzy, *‘found a bean !
that's nothing : I see lots of em on the street
every day. You mustho crazy.”

“Twasn’t on the street: 'twasn’'t on the
street,” literally shrieked Flumpity.

*Then where, in the name of Bedlam and
all its inmates, was it ?”’ enquired Muggins.
backing away from the other with ill-con-
cealed trepidation.

“In a plate of bean soup at a Temperance
Coffec House,” howled Flumpity, asthe ambu-
lance drove up and whirled hitn away to the
asylon.

SHORT STORIES FOR i) YOUNG.
THE PERAMBULATING CLUE.

A handsomely Developed and Well-Propor-
tioned Clue once wenl for a stroll alony King-
street, and exposed himself so publicly that
the veriest Dolt recognized him and saluted
bim with ** How dy’e do, old Clue?" and he
was quite happy.

Then he became weary of King-street and
took it into his head to visit the Police Station
and the Detective Orderly romn, where some
of the Brightest Intcllects on the Forcs were
nssembled. And these asked him what the
Mischief he wanted and what his business
was, but the Clue mercly whistled softly and
passed ont, saying, ‘‘I Lknew they wouldn't
tumble.”

And the Detectives, who had heen lalori-
ously hunting for ten Burglars and two small
Boys for several months, ssid, “Who in
thuuder ean that fellow be?” And one and
all replied, *“ I don’t know.”

And the Clue continued his Ramble till a
Ubiquitous Reporter spotted him and followed
him, and was led by the Clue to a place where
1 were ten Burglars and two small Boys.

I Ana the Roward of the Reporter was such
! that his Daubloons were even as the Sand
+ which is on the Sea Shore.

This Story teaches us that a Reporter in the
long or short hand is worth two Detectives in
Toronto or London in the Bush,

|

{ Tuar Curkkxr, of Jannary 10, will submit
| to its readers a mierocosm of Canadian litera-
| ture. It will be devoted almost entirely to
{ contributions of the most promincnt Dominion
. writcrs of the present time, and will show
"that the pens of our literary fellows *‘ over
across the border” are quite as eapable of
* splendid work as any on this side.




