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GRIP.

1f somebody hasn't been cruelly cramming
tha (lobe’s Montreal correspondent, wo are on
the eve of **big times.” The Pacific Railwny
Syndicate, it would appear, havo concocted n
scheme vaster than ever entered the teem-
ing brain of Col. Scllers. 1In short, they
propese to  gobble up the whole railway
system of the Dominion, and control
all the outlets from British Columbia to
New Brunswick. In this beautiful arrangement
they are to be joined by many of the lending
banks and a scorz of prominent members of

Parlinment.
= %
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If thig eontains the clements of truth, lively
work will soon be fortheoming for the idle pen-
eil of Grir, who will hotly oppose the whole
arrangement, unless he is guaranteed the posi-
tion of Managivg Dircetor of the grand consoli-
dntion. The people of ihe Dominion are fast
settfing down to a feeling of satisfaction with
reference to the Syndieate, and My, Blake is
utterly mistaken in counting upon the Atrocious
Bargain ar an clement in fuvor of the Opposi-
tion al next election. Cle people say, ¢ P'er-
haps, ultimately our eouniry will be ruined,
but that i3 the lookout of fnture generations.
In the meantime plenty of eash is being pomred
ont, let us fill our individual poclicts and he
happy.”

'.'

Mr. Phipps is to the fore again, but it is the
World and not the Globe that he is honouring
with his effusions. For the immediate instrue-
tion of a certain ** Querist >’ and one ** Sapien-
tia,” und through them for the bencfit of the
world at lavge, Mr. Phipps has been elucidating
the prineiples of Protection. He writes with
all lns old time elegance, and puts his poivts
foreibly, It is a thankless task endeavouring
to convince Free Traders that Protection is the
proper thing, but Mr. Phipps has beecome case.
hardened at thankless tasks. He placed the
present Government in office, and his only
veward has been to see them pervert the glori-
ous scheme he had at great expense of time and
thought concocted for them.

‘* A Canine Lay.”
Jeoy, 188v.

That pup ! oh ¢ that pup, * that horrible pup 1"
mieasure of wrath is fully made up.
sngrel that owner| roams rownd at will,
ce 10 all, the p'lecee may not kill,
3N n A lepalized kind ot w
When spirits of gas take their 3 -its away;
To free from the pangs of starv $n and cold,
The lean-sided cors now from hu | - evown bold;
To give up 2 Jife which possesses no
To Whe end of their ume, from the day of thes. v,

On the sidewalk they sprawl in the hot, glaring <un,
Or in the cool shade till the daylirht 1s done,

'l_ 1ey’re off on the prowl, down cach alley and lane,
To rke up each heap, now all sodden with rain ;
Till badyered and chased Ly the rowdics they dic,
And pevfune che breeze as it now passes by.
Disease, too, and fever it spreads all around,

“, hen the whoale by aflliction and sorrow is crowned ¢
When theie corpses are flung on the dark fetid tide,
O the tarbulent Don, where triumphant doth ‘ride,
Phe spirits of fate 1hat relentless pursise,

And hold in their grasp the ill-savored crew,

They are “scooped t:r anon by the wide-swinging nct
"‘)‘ tie “ catchers ™ of dogs, a most merciless set

No favor who show Lo the pamper'd and sleck,
On the aged and bicar-eyed their vengeance they wreak,
(Or mto the curt they cast them in shoals,

And bundle them in like a sackful of canls
“ree lodging and “ board " do they get, 'tis a fact,

or they sprawl on the plank by the sunbeam that’s

erack'd,
Till chey're claimed by an owner, a tax who would pay,
Of dollar one difty, cre they speed on their way.

There came a pup of doleful micn,

That capered erst upon the green,
Ronnd rustie homes, uncheck'd and fiee
1t speawled beneath the spreading trec:
All heedless of its coming fate,

3 Huwed wp the poisoned bait.

atime when puaple threw,

Such po

Torid them from the how

Of thieving ¢ {

So greedily, and breached its fast,

Noeye of pity on him cast.
He stmply dicd and pass

Fach dog, you know, must have its duy—

Atldeast so vums the infant rhyme,

And 50 ‘twill be thronghout cur time,

No wmore could be s tait unfold,

Atearly dawn ‘twas oft warolled,

As e would sally down the lane,

Ant cheer the slecpers with s strain,
Who restlesaly tirmerd o'er sl o'er,

i the dreuny snore,

) they would not stand i move,
Ent have it soun vedressed by lave.

Well, let it pass 3 a saint ean’t stand
‘I'he ravings of that mongrel Land,
Which have not sense enough to stop,
Theiv awful row. as nears the “cop,”
Wlho catches them right on the hop,
And walks them off seraight to the shop,
‘Uhat sobers down the wildest pup,

And makes him al) his tricks give up.

For, treated to a little g

Tts breath doth from e st Way pass,

A mournful cad, no doubr !

That sueh a ' cnb ™ should 2o to *“urss.
Unmonrned. unhonored, and nnsiny,
Wik this ere pup of endless wongue,
So hated, ehided, aad apprest,

[t sleeps with an unbroken rest.
(Which, aficr all, is pevhaps the best.)
Lo others which it wonld not grant,
However londly they would rat,
And curse the whole unseemly erew,
In korvid oaths, till alt was blue.

They sought a rest they could not find,
In fevered frame and troubled mind,
They veaguzance vowed against the I,
Amd swore they'd make it rather hoy,
For iy pup they chanced o meet,
Upon the by-way or the strect,

With bladgeon thick, and cudael armed,
Their senses were most quickly charmed.,
For then they rolled there o'er and o'er,
In conmon parlanee were nomore
The reign of tervor was at e,

To fate's decree they had to bend.

Let this, a moral proof to all,

To every pup hoth great and small,
To keep at home, and not consort
With mongrel curs and thus be canght
Within the wie pacions net,

Wirly such a nungy, yelping set,

for whom no pity ¢'er is felt,

Whose cries the Neart can never inelt,

G.T.L,

SLASHBUSH ON AMUSEMENT.

It was ubout 4 o’clock
in the afternoon of
Sunday last. The usual
guietness pervaded the
Slushbush homestead,
Slashbush  senior was
taking his siestre as was
“ his  wout  upon the
*, peaceful Sabbath, Gus-
tavus was sitling on the
stoop at the rear of the
house and was gazing
sbstractedly at Lis sis.

* ter Almira who had just
returued from a walk by the margin of the trous
stream. Her face was somewhat tlushed and
radiant as she arrmnged her anburn bangs be.
fore the looking-glass, which she had brought
outside for the purpose.

“What a dull, monotonous life we pnss here,
Almira,” said Gustavas with o heavy sigh,
* Nothing but work, work all the weck, and on
Sunday hear a drowsy sermon, and then sit
around the honse the remainder of the day. I
begin to feel tived of this endless routine, and
would like a little amnsement of some kind.”

“Wall, I don't know,” veplied his sister. ©1
kinder manage to have & little fun once in o

IS

while,” as she gazed upon the reflection of her
jace in the mirror. * Guess we'll have lois of
fun yet if the old man don’t tumble.”

* Almire,” said Gustavus severely. “Your
manners and language have changed very much
of Jute. I fear your fishing acquaintances from
Toronto wic not exactly the most refined or ex-
cmplary in the world, and for thut long-legged
gent with the koickerbockers, if dad sees you
talking to hibn agnin, he'll pack you off for
Uneie Epbraim’s sure.”

“Dun’t cawe, he's a real nice fellow if hcisa
little ln-de-da,” said Alnira fiving up.

SWell dr'’s get vigny, Aliniva; Isapposehe's
ali righs, only don’t int dad see you with. him,
that's all. Dut what I want to say is this.
Fverybody wants amuvsorient. ook at To-
ronto. The sbruight-luced fotka there wanted tn
stop the ferries running to the Tsland on Sun-
day heeanse the hands on the boats were obliged
to work, and had the ownersand eaptains sume
moned fordeseerating the Subbath.  Ouaccount
of the number of people living on the Island,
and who are presumed to be anxious to go to
chureh in the city, for this renson the boats are
allowed to run there, but all other exenrsion
boats are not allowed to go clsewhere. People
go now in hundredson Sundays to the Island—
people who have been indoors all week, perhaps
in factories and elsewhere—and the fresh air off
the Iake is & boon and a source of pleasure and
health to them.  DBesidesif they didn't go there,
the same people wounld go the park or elsewbere
for the same purpose. The hard working peo-
ple of a city must have some reereation, and
they will Linve it.  And what ecau be a more in-
nocent amusement than a small trip on the
waler.  Another thing is that these people who
frown down what they consider levity on the
Sabbath, and comuiserate o wmuch with the
people employed on the ferries, bave their own
‘slaveys’ at liome preparing their meals and
doing domestic work for them. There raise not
up their voices at the rich who are driven to
their respective churches in their carriages,
leaving John Thomas driving slowly around
the strects wntil service is ended, like a sbip
“ standing off and on ”’ outside a barbor wais-
ing for a pilot. Neither do they pointedly re-
buke those who have suflicient funds to hire a
“rig” from a tivery stable, and taking their
fullmoney’sworthout of the unfortunate “plug”
which for the nonee is at their merey.  They do
not retlect that, providing always you have the
pecessary eash and desive to go to the Island,
any number of sail and row bonts, great and
small, are at the publie’s disposal.  Yetall these
situntions obliges somebody to work, and much -
harder than some of the deck hends of an ex-
cursion bont, whose chief duties are to get out
lines when the boats reach the wharf, and keep
them clean, which latter they have to do week
day and Sunday, running or not. No Almira,
these peaple are all wrong; we ust have some
amuscment for the masses.”

“Yes,” ¢nid Almira, as she commenced put-
ting on her new Porcupine bhat. “I reckon
you're riglt, Gus. I'll just take o small stroll
across the wedder. I think a little amuse-
ment wouldn't hurt wme to-day,” as she stepped
down from the stoo].

But she did not go that
eve,  Mr. Slashbush, sr.,
bad as she expressed it “tum-
bled,” and [vom anup stairs
window nddressed her thus :
“Almira, you git bnck in that £
bouse, d’ye hear me? I've
been watchin’ that Toronto
chap who’s waitin’ for you
half-an-hour while yon’ve bin
listenin’ to that idle oritter
Gus, If T ever eatch you
along with him again I'll
break his fish rod over your
bLaek, and hang Lim to o tree
with the tine.  Now you git
in, d’ye hear me!”
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