
GRIP *

- f..

r

A PROMISING NIMROD.
SCENE.-A Summler Resort near Motigrea. A FA=T

MRs. OLDL.-" And this Montreal Hunt Club, 1$ il realiy a nice club?"
Miss DORtCHESTE.-" Ves; it is considered the finest on the Continent."~
MS. OLDE.-"Then 1 must have my son join il. He is very fond of hunting, and is really ait excelktit j/ho.

DETECTED.
WIE tvo in the parler together,

Together alone while 1 knelt;
She allowed me one kiss, ah 1 the bliss

That 1 feu.,

Next rnorning hier father caiied on me,
Said from kissiang I'd have to dcsist ;

For proof of Mny quilt he'd produce (the deuce!)
The kiss that 1I d kissed.

1 couldn't deny it at al],
The kiss was my own, that was plain;

'Twas the phonograph djd it, that effective detective-
1 won't dlo it again.

SNiÎ FF.

PRECEDENCE
"Now let us have an understanding about tbis busi-

ness," said the Premier to the Minister of justice, when
the Cabinet met the other day. <'We are both 'Sir john'
now, and it will Iead to confusion unless we can arrange
to distinguish the namnes in some way."

" I bave already distinguished mine," said the junior
min ister.

"True; by doing notbing in particular and doing il:
very well," retorted bis chief ; "but l'in serious about
this; we can't both be called Sir John, you know. What

d ou suegest ?"1
do WeIl," said Tbornpson, thoughtfully, Ilhow would it

answer to use your middle naine, as Tilley does bis, and
cal! you Sir Aleck-or Sir Smart Aleck, if you prefer ? "
IlI don't know bows it would answer, but 1 wouldn't
answer at ai!. No, you are flippant, Sir Thompson, and
this is really a serions matter. 1 tbink l'in entitled to
keep the Sir John by rigbt of prior occupation. You

wiII have to give way, as my junior. Gentlemen of the
Cabinet," hie added, turning to the assembled Ministers,
'lbereafter this fresb young person is Sir Jobnny, and
don't you forget it. We shall bave an order-in-council
to that effect before we rise."

THE FAMILY BUCK-SAW.
-0 dear te my heart are the scenes of my chiidhood,

And fondly doth memory such vistas recail,
The shed with its small store of cut, split and piied wood,

And its chaos of cordsticks wjth knots in them ail.

Its chip floor, its rafters, whence scythes, raktes and hoca hung.
Thc old axe and sawhorse and huge spiitting block,

Recipient of hard blows out-rivallinÏ those sung
By bards who have lauded the totimament's shock.

Such « painfuliy pleasing and fond recollections
Are joined to an article potent te rhriii

My spirit with obsolete youthful affections
As the soul of the scene wbîch 1 gaze upon stili

Ah 1 what a vain biank wvere this canvass of memory
If the objcr so hianked in the past were withdrawn

But engraven jr stands uncffaced by Time's emery,
The buck-saw by which ail our wood was bucksawn!

How ofr while 1 day.dreimed on some fnelish matter,
That saw (oundered fast in the cleft it hadl made,

And wrecked b>' a biow that made ail my> teeth charter,
My visions have vanished and lefl my chia flayed.

O now I confess, though then cursing xay luck, saw
My yourb no such other vain foilly to flo,

As that wise ancient buck.saw (though duil, for a buck-eaw),
That il.teînpered buck-saw that hung in the log.-W. McG.

OWING to English capitalists joining tbe Vienna maise
ring, maize went up amazirigly.


