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The gravest Beast is the Ass; Lhe gravest Bird is the Owl;
The gravest Tish is the Oyster ; the gravest ¥an is the Fool.

Volume XIV.

1t is a gala unight at Mr. GriP's theatre.
The handsome edifice is packed from pit to
pallery, with the genius, beauty, bone and
sinew of the Dominion. (F'hat is to say, all
Mr. GRrip's subscribers arc present). The
Royal box contains the Vice-Regal party ;
the other boxes are crowded with distinguish-
ed statesmen, judges, lawyers, clergymen
and literati; and in the body of the house
every class of tbe commuuity is largely
represented, Full dress, opera glasses,
and scented handkerchiefs are the order
of the occasion. It is a gala night. The
country has assembled to do honor to
Mr. GrIr's seventh birthday, and to witness
the inauguration of his Fourteenth Volume.
The roaring piece entitled, *“ A Fine Child
for Adoption,” has just becn finished amid
demonstrations of approval, Senator
BrownN and his friends beiog particularly
demonstrative in their applause. (See Globe
of Monday morping). With unanimous
voice the audience demand the appearance
_{of Mr. GRIP before the curtain, and that
sagacious, profound and gifted individual
comes forth, radiant i a swallow-tail and
white gloves, his plumage glistening in the
gas-light, and a fragrant boguet gracing his
button-hole. A tremendous round of ap-
plause, echoed from ocean to ocean, greets
his gppearance, and the most respectful and
impressive silence then falls upon the multi-
[tude. With a voice betraying genuine
emotion, Mr. GRrIP speaks ag follows:

My Friends and Patrons :—Unaccustomed
as I am to public speaking (applause) you
will readily believe me¢ when I say that I
feel myself unequal to the task of thanking
you adequately for this warm and generous
reception, hen I ventured seven years
1ago to embark upon the stormy sea of humor-

ous journalism, I left a shore which was
strewn with wrecks, and I was not unpre-
pared for a rough voyage, or even a disaster.
1 determined, however, that, should my
craft meet the doom of nll its predecessors,
it should not be on account of rotten timbers
in its hull, or because of navgating in gues-
tionable waters. I made up my mind that
it should never engage in an unworthy
traffic, nor carry articles that were too heavy.,
Abiding by these first principles, I have to

tell you that our voyage on the sea of popu-
lar approval has been a prosperous one. In
the words of the poet:
““ We sail the ocean blue,
And our saucy ship's a beauty,
‘We're sober men and true,
Andattentive to our duty.”

To drog this nautical metaphor, I, Grip,
rejoice in a continued and ever increasing
popularity, whieh is in part, no doubt, owing
to the ability with which I perform m,
functions of public censor, if 1 may be al-
lowed modestly to think so—and in part
certainly to the generosity of the humor-
loving public, whom 1 bave sought to serve,
and who have expressed their sympathy inthe
tangible form of giviag me a good subscrip-
tion lList. On the completion of my Thir-
teenth Volume, I am able to look back upon
my work with satisfaction. No doubt there
are flaws which the artistic hand would fain
cotrect, but there are no lines which the
moralist would demaund should be obliterated.
It is my purpose, ladies and gentlemen, to
go on in the same path for the future, ex-
tenuating nothing, and setting down nought
in malice. Amid the strife of politics it is
often nccessary to speak plain words with
the pen and pencil, but plain words are not
necessarily malignant or unjust. Hitherto
it has been my uim to be kind as well as

honest, and in the future that humorist shall |

continue to be my model—him of whom it
was written,

“ His wit in the combat as gentle as brigl,

Never carried a heart-stain away on its blade.”

At the conclusion of this brief but bril-
liant speech, Mr. Grip howed his acknow-
ledgments amid the most enthusiastic ap-
plause and waving of handkerchiefs, and
retired with difficulty over the ncaps of
boquets which impeded his path.

A Cure for Hicooungh,

JorN SmiTa had a bad hiccough the other
day and tried a number of so-called cures.
He put a cold kt.g down his back, but it did
no good : he held his breath till he thought
he would burst, and when he did burst it
was into a biccough ; he took nine consecu-
tive swallows of water without onc inhala-
tion of air. All was no use. At last he re-
membered that his mother used to say that
a sudden shock or surprise was certain death
to the hiccough. He meditated for some
time on the best method of surprising him-
self. Then he grabbed his leg violently, t-ut
the surprise wasn't sudden cnough. e
then shut his eyes and walked slap up
against a door, but the old thing wouldn't
work. He stubbed bis toes, trod on his
favorite corn, threw a glass of cold water in
his face, and performed many other practical
jolkes at his own expense, which would have
surprised him greatly at another time. The
hiccough was worse than ever! Then he
went out, turned down the Recciver-Gen-
eral’s lane from Toronto street, and asked
his fricnds to surprise him, There were &
number of them preseat, as this all took
place during business hours. One told him
that fashionable girls were reslly learning to
cook, but he had beard that before ; another
said that of late, PHIprs looked no more
self-satisfied than J. D. EpGAR, but he
couldn't believe it, and was, consequently
not surprised ; another assured him that
the Glode was receiving more cable specials
than the JMail, but he wasn’t surprised
a bit. The hiccoughs still continued. Then

some one told him that the U. E. Club!

intended to pay their notes, and for a
moment it secmed that Sarre’s hiccough bad
ended. Bui then he reflected on the pave-
ment of the bottomless pit and his surprise

vanished in incredulity. Then some one in-

formed him that the police were trying to
suppress bouses of ill-fame ; that Mr. ﬁ)hn
Turnegr had no intention of running for
Mayor ; that Georﬁe Browx is becoming
popular ; that Mr. BLake does not wish to
supplant Mr. MAckENziE ; that Senator
MAcPrERSON hadn't signed his name to a
letter for their works ; that the Marquis of
LorxNE thought that he had been decently
treated by Sir Jorn ia the LETELLIER mai-
ter, and twenly other equally surprisin,

statements, Still the hiccough continue

and SmiTh was about to conclude that he
could not be surprised, when a man outside
was heard to swear, “This copy of the
Globe does not contain one¢ attack on the
manufacturers.” The effect on SMiTH Was
electric. He was not surprised by the state-
ment itself, but he was so much surprised to
feel that it did not surprise him that the
hiccough stopped at once, and permitted
him to get back to this office.

To Live Forever,

Doctor ScHMOELE, is a very great man,
And he can tell what nobody can,
(Nobody else, that is. you know)
The way to survive to a million or so.

Only imagine, the Doctor. has told

How we can all be a million old,

Grep puts it a million, not harshly to strike
Your feehngs, but fact is—as long as you like.

We all of us knew that the way we must live
Was to eat ; it was left for the Doctor to give
The diet immortal—it’s simply to stuff

Yourself every morning with lemons enough.

And you never will die—only think what a thing,
And what wonders the cycles revolving still bring,
And how lucky, no matter how.many there be
We've not got to die off, but may stop here and see,

But asad thoughtarrests the smooth Aow of Geir's pen,
What on earth will become of the funeral men ?

We shall soon meet them begaing—all littleand big,
Frozen out undertakers, with no graves to dig.

And a few thousand years from to-day, as we walk
Smartly round, and with some great-great-great grand-
child talk
gt needs fifty more greats, but his colums have been
o much crowded of late, that Grir can’t get them in).

Then that small many-greated will ask us to say

‘‘ What areall those 1ueer stones there decaying away?”

And unto him we shall make instinctive reply,

o Theydqre gravestones, set there once, when folks used
to die.

“ Have you taken your lemons?” And now bythe way,
What will we do for lemons 1n that coming day?

We'll need onc lemon orchard all over the lan

While the folks willincrease,tillthere’s no room to stand.

There'll be small houses everywhere under the tees,
There'll be chaps in the branches as thick as you please.
We'il be hard up for room if we don't learn to fly

And annex some waste planets far up in the sky,

Witha soil fit for lemons.  And what comes to pass

With the doctors and chemists, and folks of that class ?

Say, how lucky that Turrer and TiLLeY have 50:

Into polvitics; they'd have been dished, would chey
not?

But the subjcct's too vast e’en for Grip's mightr view,
And he can't sing always : he has business to do,
Which reminds him—** Say, office-boy. send fora ship
FPull of lemons, directed, “Toronto, for Grie.” "

A Ground Plot—Making up a plan to rob
a cemetery. ’

Horse fanciers are very fond of jewellery
—notably studs.

Mennonites—Fellows who get home late
from the Club.

When a small boy ties an oyster can to a
dog’s tail he remembers the Latin motto,
Cave can em.

When a writer swears when his articles
are refused it's a proof that rejected com-
munications corrupt good manners.




