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The gravest Beast is the Ass; the gravest Bird is the 0wl ;
The gravest Fish is the Oyster ; the gravest Man is the Fool.

Please Obrerve,

Any subscriber wisning his address changed on our
mail fist, must. in writing, send ug his old as well ax new
address,  Subscribers wishing te discontinue must alsa he
particuliar to send 2 meo, of present address.

————

Nutice.—Vditors of weekly (Canadian) ex:
changes ave not expected to seud copies of
their journals exeept when critical notices of
Grie arve publishel. Garie will be sent rvegu-
Tavly as hevetofore to all exchanges on the list,

Having made permanent arrangements in con-
nection with the literavy staff of Guewe, the Iiditor
will not feel lbound {o accept or pay for any
articles from contributors after the
deete of fhis issue,
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@artoon Comments.

Lramxe Cagroox,—The Reform theatre is
under new management—a fact which is every
day becoming more patent. The present mman.
agers liave cast aside the old-time policy of
cold-shouldering certain well-known political
stars, amd are presenting themselves jn an
“engaging” attitude towards these geotle-
men. The fivst wove was to ofter Mr. Goldwin
Smith as many open dates us he wished to
accept—an act of good temper which was ap-
plauded by all the habitues of the Grit House.
And now acting-manager  Mills has been
making overtures to Mr. William MeDougall,
whose performance of *¢ Wandering Willic ™ is
amongst the brightest recollections of ol poli-
tical play.goers.  The late manager, My,
Brown, wouldn't give old Mac. an engage-
ment on any terms @ indeed, he plainly de-
clarved that he would rather veut the house to
a sceateh Tory company any time.  But Mr,
Mills wisely sces that Macdougall is a good
card yet, and if properly managed would
“draw 7 crowds that no other actor can reach.

First Pack,—Apropos of the Press Lacrosse
Club Dinner (noticed elsewhere), we give a
little sketch of the progress of a guwine now
going on hetween Grit and Tory.

Ficwrn Pack.—Mr Mowat is still suflering
from his nightmare, and the doctors suy there
is wo hope of his entire recovery so lomyg as
John A. keeps his present attitude.

THE PRESS LACROSSE CLUB DINNER.

Rossin House. Last Satarday night. Splen-
did table.  Jolly company. Big success.

But what we wish to'note particnlarly was
the diseussion, neatly introduced by the chair-
man, on the subject of forming a Press Club in
Toronto. Everyboily spoke favorably of the
iden -some enthusiastically,  About ‘scventy
genuine press men were present, and the pre-
sumption is the talk was practieal business
talk, which will eventuate in action. Moses
Oates’ idea that the Lacross Club be accepted
as u nuclens Qid credit to the level hicad of that
great almanue man.  We hope it will be acted
upon, and woulld suggest that the anthoritics
of that club call a meeting of press men, at
which regular action may be taken to put the
afiair in shupe.

BOOK NOTICES.

““The Life and Speeches of the Hon. Gieorge
Brown,” a bulky and handsomely bound vol-
ume, hy the Hon. Alex. Mackenzie, and
}n'intcd'l)y the Globe Publishing Company, has
ieen laid on our table.  As may well he
imagined, Mr. Mackenzie’s chavacteristic min.
ute attention to detail is one of the chicf fea.
tures of an adirably written book: the subject
heing the life of a gentleman whose history is
identitiod with that of Canada during one of
the most interesting periods of the country’s
exixtence.

The volume is one of alsorbing juterest
throughout, and reflects the highest eredit on
authot and publishers alike, and will prove a
most valuable addition to the lilwaries of those
who are interested in Canadi’s history, and
that of n man whose talents were so ably used
in the furtherance of the country’s welfare.
The frontispicce of the book is wn excellent
steel engraving of Mr. Browns, and presents
a striking and faithful likeness.

Pucl’s Annual 1or 1883.
pler and Schwartzmann.

This jmportant chronological and atmos.
pherical work for the current year is just to
hand. [t arvives late in the season, and even
now Pucl appears without his winter trousers,
his tailor having crueily disappeinted him at
the last moment. The puh{ic maw, which
was 30 gencronsly filled with tiir Anvaxaes
a few months ago, will tind this annual very
toothsome, especially in its pictovial depart-
ment, which is made brilliant by the pencils
of Kepplor, Opper, Gracts, Lillaw and others.
There ave some first-rate things, too, in the
letter-press, notably *“Mr., V. Hugo Dusen-
bury’s poetical contributions, which we uuder-
stand to be the work of Mr, H. C. Bunner, the
accomplished . editor of Puck. e, pays the
bill at any of the hook stores.

New York, Kep-

AN EXCEPTIONAT CASE.

Moxrrean, Jan. 20— (Special.) — Thomas
Duplessis, agent, threw himself from the sce-
ond storey window of the Hotel Rivard this
afternoon, carrying the sash and curtaing with
him.  He was mentally mnhinged.  He es-
caped serious injury, hut fell into the hands
-of the police, who have locked him up,

Wao reprint the above telegram, not becanse
there is auything funny about it, but as o sig-
nal exception to the rule that the police are
never abont when they ave wanted. In this
case they appear to have been diveetly under
the hotel window with most fortunate vesults.

Mg..J. D. Eniar addresses n meeting in
" . ; . LS L
'emperance Hall this evening, His subject is
¢ Canada's Right to make her own Conmuercial
Treatios.”  OF conrse she is, hut why doesn’t
she do ity
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** NAKED WE CAME, &c.'

Joxps--Did you hecar that old man Robin
son is dead ?

SamiTn.—No!
leave ?

Joxks—All he had !

How much money did he

MY LADY'S GLOVE,
A TALE OF LOVE, AN WOE AND MISERIE,

My very brain whivls when T think of all
that hus happened within the past few days.
If this tale smacks of Innacy, T canmot help it.
I am, at the present moment, an irvesponsible
being. T am pro tempore non compos mentis,
through wo-men tis who have achieved my ruin.
Reason totters on her throune ; staggers, wob-
Lles.  Soon may she be thrown therefrom.

This is w pun.  Laugh. I wonld feign rclate
my wrongs  May I? I may., T will. Ah!
Miserie. ~ All sigh.

Kvery day I saw her. Hvery day, at a
respeetful distunce, I worshipped her more and
more.  Worshipped her wildly. distractedly,
yearningly : 1 knew her not, but 1 loved her,
ah ! how [ loved her.  She had burst upon my
vision in one of my daily walks; She walked
in heauty like the,—like the very mischief.
Trom the honr when 1 first beheld her, I felt
that 1 was, so to speak, gone. TBut why dwell
upon those charms that can never he mine?
"Fis vain,  Let me proceed as coherently as
my shattered state will permit—per witt, ha'!
"tis yet another ghastly pun. 1 am in very
trath, iv a bad way.

Day aftcr day, as [ have said, I saw her trip-
ping along in dainty attire—she never scemed
a-tived though. She was fond of pedestrian-
ism. 8o was I, and thus it came to pass that
we constantly mct, though “‘ we never spoke
as we pagsed by,” we glanced at one another
and procecded on onr ways. I nover dared to
speak, though I longed with a longing that
was puinfully long to do so all along.  But an
opportunity arvived at last, and T resolved to
take it at the flood, as one of those pocts
vemarks.  Queer fellows, pocts! 1 onee knew
a poet who had only one shirt —hut this is a
digression ; my mind wanders ; let me to my
tale —not shirt tail, no, no.  Alack, also, well-
a-day. Inoncof wy daily walks, as T pro-
ceeded, thoughtfully ruminating on her who
had enthralled me, my eyes bent upon the
ground, T espied, lying divectly in my path, a
dainty little mitt ; a dear little feminine, fur-
bound mitt. My heart sprang iuto my mouth.
1 gulped it down again and felt hetter, Instinet
told me at once to whom that mitt belonged,
and with a wild ycll of delight, 1 sprang for-
ward and scenred my prize. 1 pressed it to
my lips,  ““"Ihe fates ave at longth propitious,”
I cried, ¢ Kiss-mitt,” It wasstill warm. The




