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The gra-v;ﬁ Beast s the Au‘;- the gravest Bird it the owl;
The gravest Fish is the Oyster; the gravest ¥an is the Foel,

@Cavtoon Gomments.

Leavig Cantoox.—1The nct of the demented
(initean was doue, according to his own declara-
tion, for the purpose of ** saving the Republican
Darty.” 1t is not beyond hope that it may
really affcet that great end, though not in the
wuy intended by the assussin, It bas eftectunlly
opencd the eyes of the people of the United
States to the inngnitude of the spoils system
which curses their civil scrvice, and may tend
to nerve the arms and swell the ranks of the
refornters who have been manfully struggling
against this great evil. The tragie cvent of
July 2nd may also, it is hoped, act as a tiwmely
adiponition to our own public men.  Canada is
fast fodlowing in the steps of the Republie in
the waltter of the odions axiom, **To the vie-
tors hielong the speils.”  Notwithstanding the
sensible warning words of Dufferin, spoken as
his valedictory, the strnggle of the office-seekers
has gone on us recklessly as ever. Indeed,
there is practically little difference between the
methods of the two countries ; the advent of o
new government nl Ottawa is now as muoch the
signal for u general seramble for places as it is
at Washington. Tt was the spivit of purtizan-
ship, bred by the spoils system, that nerved the
hund of Guitenn, and Canada Las more of that
demoniacal spirit than any other country of
* equal pop.ulation on earth.

Bisntn Pack.—Appeavances indiente that
Gludstone will be permitted to crown a life of
unexampled brilliancy and success with an act
of slatesmanship which will be a fitting key-
stone 10 complete the arch. ITlis Irish Land
Bill is now regarded with favor by a large see-
tion of the people of that turbulent isle, and is
generally looked upon ns containing the basis
of 4 renlly permancot settlement of the griev-
ances so long complained of. The House of
Lowds, of courre, has acled with the obstruec-
tionists, but the opposition of tho aristoeratic
faction s now likely to be borne down by the
overwhelming force of popular opinion. Paddy
Gladstone has his nag well under way, and
these old hoys will have to clenr the track or
the jaunting car, containing the whale weight
of Johu Buli, will go clean over their venerable
but puerile forms.

To Correspondents.
A. 8., Montreal.—Yes, of ecourse we do.
I, M. W.—"Too late for this issue,

Author, Montreal. We cannot undertake to
return manuseripts,  Copics should be kept.

An Advertisement.
My name is Bill Jones, and my age twenty-1wo ;
3 k brown, and my eyes are light blue ;
.(p:\nsn'p. the people all say,
of my trials, smiles o'er my lips play ;
s ruddy as a bright bloominyg rose;
dimple, and as for my nose,
m. but a pure agniline;
s houndsome as ever was seen,
By wny fastidious lady.
A Clady's companion” | wish to become,
Who has in the bank a considerable sum ;
She must have a temper--and keep i herself—
(Uf she dow’t, shie had better remain on the shelf.)
wilations, I've them in galore,
phaez " [ have ne'er lilled before,
So new if you wish nie, send quick by the post,
A letter and photo - -or your chance may be lost—
‘T'o Bill Jones, -
At Blank Square, Ninety-two,

Thoe City.

How many have sung the praise of kine,
And all the country’s womlers fine,

OF sheep and goats, of wheat and oats,

And even of weasels, froxs, and stoats ?

But [ will chaac the city's praise,

Nor follow the popular country craze—

Oh much maligned. yet often kind,

Civeat worldl of progress, thought, and mind,
With juy 1 reeall thy steeples tall ;.

Who sces not thy goodness is awfully Wlingd.

Wl is it the country is noted for, eh ¥

1s it hwrrible brasts that on other ones prey ?
s it hullocks and pizs of remarkable girth,
ndl sheep of phenomenal worth,

d flowers the best upon earth ¥
Whatever is wonderful, fine, or fair,

Come up 10 the city, you'll find it there.

Do you want ta see the tall palm tree spring,

Aud up to the sky its great branches fling,

Or do you think much of the butterfly's wing,

Or heautiful birds that quite heavenly sing ¢
S it hird. heast, or fish, or s mineral thing,

What is it, what 15 it you most admire ?

In the city its plenty your cye will tire.

Far the city's muscum, the spade and pick

Have robbul of its treasures earth’s covering thick,
Every mineral is there with long names suit to spare,
Giold, silver, and toasting-fork, metal so rare—
The best of fine cattle, the best of ther milk,

The best of all fruit, of all lowers, of all silk,

Are all sent for the city's particular ilk—

It is just as if mad, the poor country folks had
Elected to keep for themselves what was had.

1 was once m the country where 6ig gardens waved,
e was by the sea side, and the fishermen braved
‘Phe toils of the acean, their brows were engraved
With wrinkl=s fike ruts in a road that's not paved—
‘I'hese fishermen cld. with their manners so bold,
Would scorce sell you sume fish if you offered them

gold.
When { wanted a fig, why | went toa store,
And got figs from a bundred miles off or more :
All the produce you know 1o the city must go,
Little fruit is ae there where the apple trees grow,

But the best of the town are its men of renown,

1t< leavuing, its genius, its conrts, and its crown,
115 colleges, temples, its science and art,

And its homes ol allaying the suflerer’s smart,

But the best of the best are its Iadies, 1 ween,
From the smiling young scamstress right up to the

,"* you say, ‘“let himhave his own

way,
He w:\s’ i)rcd upon paving stones, mortar, and clay,
For the town at itx best with prosperity bless't,
Can't compare with the country by nature’s hand
dress't.” .
‘I'hat’s just where you make a confounded mistake,
For the country all animal longings may slake,
But sooner or luter you'll find by-and-bye,
Man has multiform needs which it cannot supply.

“ Grip " on the Good Nows of the
President’s Recovery.

One sorious word our comic page must say,

By that sick chamber pausing,hushed, and awed,
1n hope that he, hier stiicken chief, this day,

‘I'o the Repubiic be given back by God !

Let that high heart and gallant voice grow strong,
Or more persnasion in their weakness now,
Rebuke the license that doth freedom wrong,
And brand foul murder’s stain on faction's brow.

P,

SLASHBUSH ONTHE U. S. SITUATION.

“I'm glad of one
thing,” said Gustavus
Slashbush to his sis-
ter Almira, as they
sat in the shade of the
old homestead, look-
ing in admiration at

- thefields and orchards
- «xtending far away to
he edge of the beach
wuth that formed the
astern boundary of
he Slushbnsh estate.
I'he setting sun’srays

e - lighted up the lux-
uriant frnit of 1he cherry trees, which drooped
beneath their weight. As the novelist says,
« It was, in trath, a lovely seene,”

“ Yes, Almira, I'm glad of one thing—he's
not a Canadian after all.””

““Who on girth are ye talking about now ?
asked his sister.

“Who! Whe, but the infamous villain
whose fentures are so graphieally portrayed
heve,” said (tustavas, producing from his
pocket a (lobe with u eut of the assassin Guit-
tenn embluzoned thercon.

“ Why, that's n colored wman,” exclaimed Al-
mira, ¢ what about him?

« No, Almira, it is not u colored man, except
that he being a red handed assassin may en-
titlc him Lo he ealled so. T suppose the specinl
artist of the paper wished to puint him in as
dark enlors as possible, that's all.  No, Ahwira,
that is a finttering portrait of the wreteh who
shot President Garfield.”

 What made he shoot him ? " asked the
matter of fact though uninformed Almita.

“ Ah! Almira! why, indeed ?  That's what
puzzles a great many. If he was an antoecrat
like the Czar of Russin, who sends thousands
yearly Lo the mines of Siberia for life, or even
some of the other great potentates of Europe,
who virtnally beslave their young men for years
in military servitnde, there might be some ap-
parent exensc given for the act; but in a coun-
try which claims to be the best governed and
most enlightened on earth, it is sad to think
that such shocking affairs should happen.

“ Perhaps he had somethin® agin him pri-
vately,’! snggested Almira.

¢« No, nothing of the sort, exeept that he was
disappointed in getting a situation helooked for,
as was the case with thousands of others. Ha!
thousands, that’s where 1t is!  There’s a thou-
sand applicants for every vacancy, and in the
States at clection times many people get im-
bued with the idea that beeanse they have made
it their business to work for a party's interest
they wmust have something from tho nation
to repay thewm for their excriions. You'll see
it here, Almira, ofteu enough, but the fecling is
not quite so slrong, beenuse there is not such a
clean sweep made of government oflicials as in
the States, I'm glad the people over there aro
awakening to the fact. Tt is the desire for the
“ spoils of office * that has caused this dastardly
deed,” suid our philosopher. It is the spoils

"

« Spiles 1" said old Slashbush, who at this
moment opened the back door and came upon
tho scene, * Spiles! Git up and harness
that bay team in the dimocrat waggin, or I'll
spile you,”” and the old man retired muttering,
* What on axth am I to do with that long-
tongued critter ?

Nursery Rhymes. '

There was an old shoddy named Crichton,
Who rode ont each day n it phichton,
He said he'd more room,
In 2 laudau or brougham,
But the phichton was more clevichton.
‘Fhere was a young lady named Vaux,
And her lovers all bothered her saux,
Thiu she theughe it befietin’,
‘I'o give them the mitten,
And replicd to them all, *“ Not for Jaus.”
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