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@he grabest Beas! is the Jag; the grabest Bird is the Obol ;
The arabest Fisly is the Opater; the grabest Rlan is the Lool.

TORONTO, SATURDAY, SEPTEMRBER 4, 1875.

Lines Written at the Request of o Friend.

Be sure and see the Royal Yeddo Japs.
Royal Opera House next Thursday night—most clever chaps.

Mrs, Caundle in Canada.
LETTER No. 2.

Sleep indeed ! sleep! eh Mr. Catprr? as if you had not enough of it
every night of your life.  Nine full hours, as you express it, of most de-
lightful and blissful ignorant existence, and it the face of this, you posi-
tively endeavor to refrain from listening to the organ of speech of me,
your true and lawful wife, and have the impudence to say you wish
there was an impediment to check its rattle, but as long as P've breath in
my body there will be no such, and you must and shall listen, and keep
your cars open, to your wife’s sayings and doings.  But I alarm and
frighten you, do I, Mr. Caupee, by my loud vociferation.  Marm in-
deed ! Is theye not a verification, in the general statement, that many
domestic animals—nol that you are one by-the-bye—~have in some country
or other, drooping cars, and that. as in your case, you somnolent wretch,
in consequence of disease of the muscles of the ear, such animals are not
at all alarmed by danger.  Alarm indeed, Irepeat, ata woman’s tongue.
Why should you be, or pretend to be, frightened in this or any other
country by the soothing cloquence of a distressed and loving wife? But
Iam digressing, what 1 wanted to talk to you about is the living here, the
existence as you would perhaps denominate it, of ourselves.  To speak
plainly and enreservedly, 1 mean our meals and the vast number of
them. Breakfast, yes Mr. CavprLe—Dbreakfast—and a jolly good break-
ing the fast it is you say—meeal, potatoes, bread aud butter, tea or coffee
—-as il the four, last mentioned were not amply sufficent, but you must
create disease and increase your corpulency and dullness of comprehen-
sion with meat for breakfast, mcat for dinner, and meat for tea, as if
cating it once @ day was not amply sufficent and nourishing for one's
constitution. It is the over feeding in‘the coxmtry, that is one of its
gieatest banes 1 tell you, and while I rule this hounse, must and shall Le
put a stop o within it—it is frivolous, vexatious, expensive, and in my
opinion absolutely wicked and wrong, and when I¢ Mr. CAUDLE, say,
and do say it, thal it cquals the vice of dram drinking, I think I am not
far wrong. Meat once a day is nutritious and wholesdme, beyond that,
it is gluttonish, and the frequent partaking of it, the scat of many, ah,
very many an incurable and painful disease —ending alone in death—I,

" yes I, Mr. CauplLE feeble woman as I am, plainly tell you, that, in this
new country of ours, this over-feeding is a subject to both of us of the
most vital importance and demands to be treated first as a matter of prin-
ciple, and next of justice, to ourselves. T alluded to dram drinking, and
suppose I did, Mr., for once wide awake, CAUDLE, is not that a most
deplorable vice? You don't consider it so eh; Asif you were entitled or
possibly could form any idea, or deliver an opinion, on any possible sub-
ject whatever, \What's that you called me you unfeeling human pyramid,
“A Splenetic Diatribist” oh !t for mercy’s sake don’t, oh! don’t, expect
it, or I shall die ontright, you villainous, ungrateful, slumbering contor-
tion of humanity. I drink whiskey twice a day, dol, Oh! CAUDLE, what
will become of you for uttering such falsities. Do 1 thongh, explain
yourself, if you possibly can, or retreat, retreat I say, from such a mal-
jcions unfounded falsehood. What! I take milk with tea twice a day,
supposing I do, what then? Contains alcohol and whiskey does it, oh
what diabolical thoughts you wust have. The cows of the city are fed
and kept alive six months of the year on the refuse and swill of the dis-
tilleries, are they, indeed! and if thelacluary obtained from these ani-
mals, miscalled milk, was analized I should find a table spoonful or two
of intoxicaling spirit in every pint.  Should I indeed, Mr, CAuDLE!
and this is how, you villainous wretch, yon bring home to me the atroci-
ous crime of being a dram drinker, oh! gracious goodness me, what is
the world coming to, when I hear of such wickedness. DBut I don't
believe it, T cannot, and will not credit it, that in any christian country,
such doings should be and are countenanced—why man alive, wake up
and listen to me! What hundreds of infants must yearly perish by it,

if it’s true, as you say, but Idon’t believe it—you do, do you, and what!~

it's given o the poor dear animals, fresh and hot from the distillers,—and
the creatures enjoy it, and more so, than you wonld a tumbler of hot grog
on a cold winter’s night, because they won't even touch it when it is
cold. Oh, CaubpLE! 8h, CAuDLE ! is this truth you’re uttering or is it
said only to annoy and tcase your poor miserable wife. 1 feel so indig-
nant though, at what you’ve told me, that I'll rest myself a while, and
leave you alone, till to-morrow night, to your nasty somnolency.

*“That Blessed Baby!"

Auspicious now be every Muse!

Canadia’s Baby claims my verse,
Oh were 1 chin-deep in the blues

That name must make them all disperze.
A babe so various that—not one—

But ¢’en a neat epitome
Of every babe beneath the sun

T'his blessed baby scems to be.

There’s JasoN, Tnisees, IIERCULES,
And JEpires who went for SPIINX-—
But oh! my Cr.ro what are these,
Or others, when compared with GiNx?
"Bout herocs ancient well I know
Enormous yarns you're wont to tell—
I'ut GInx wherc’er he makes a show
T'o GinX alone is parallel?

There’s nothing Gixx doth fail to tonch
And all he ouches he adorns,
11e's fairly what folks call non-such,
But ah! his path is set with thorns.
Around him every little frog
With envy swelled is like to burst,
And malice doth his footsteps dog
Because m all things he is first.

Oh! Gixx thou shepherd of the band
Who here from bondage do repair—
Thou Moses of the promised land
(‘Thyself alas! not cntering theret)
It was a true report [ bet,
Which to us made thy glory known
Before it was our lot to get
Great Gixx entirely for our own!

Howbeit want of faith I ween,
Possessed us many a time and oft;
jut now (hat thee we've heard and seen,
We gladly (hrow our caps aloft!
And own ’tis plain unto the view,
Not half the truth those tales conveyed,
And that thy wise belongings do -
Put every story in the shade.,

Happy this land—this people—which
Has got thee for its own I wis:
Rappy the statesman who did pitch
n thee to do our English biz,
But happier they whom Fortune dear
Doth for thy service high prefer—
Who stand, and all thy wisdom hear
Within thy court at Westminster!

RICHARD DE DicKE.

Wanted to Know, You Know.

1. How it is the Ontario Registrar-General takes a whole year to pre-
pare his statement of vital statistics for the year preceding? .

2, Whether there is any probability of the Dominion or Ontario
¢ Progressionists” giving the country ““vital statistics” worth a bad cent,
in the next fifty years? .

3. Whether Mr. MACKENZIE, or Mr. MOWAT thinks that, while—
according to the London Times—every foot of advance in sanitary pro-
gress in Britain has been due to the valuable (and rcl:ab{e)‘statistics
emanating from Somerset House—the following is a good statistical show
for a ““Reform” Government for the capital of Ontario? ¢ Deaths regis-
tered in one week in July—five!” Number of interments, same month,
in the city ccmeteries, 191!1”

4. Or this?—*“Toronto deaths registered in 1871—452; enumerated
in census report for same year, 834; estimated deaths, (Registrar Gener-
al,) 1177; interments in cemeteries 1,01111”

5. How much longer the political, social, sanitary, or educational in-
vestigator, will find himself brought to a dead stand almost at the
threshold of his inquirics owing to the utter lack of reliable statistics?

6. What our Dominion and Provincial executives unitedly, or singly
think of the statement in a New Brunswick paper, that in the important
point of vital statistics *the Canadian Dominion is at the bottom scale
of civilized nations!”

7. How it is when Mr, ADAM CROOKS is away electioneering, no one
is left in charge of the Department of the Treasury of Ontario with au-
thority to discharge the duties of that office?

Apply to ARTHUR CLENNAM,
Care of F1.oRA Casby,
Box 000, P. Q. Toronto,




