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Tompkins (with a PJ)

‘“ANOTHER RICAMOXND IN THE YIELD,”
To the Iree and Independent Electors of some Vucant Constituency :

FrerLar Crrizess,—Having been solicited at the dead hour of night
by several dozen able-bodied voters, most of whom were relatives, to
allow myself to be put in nomivation as a candidate to represent your
suffrages in the Dominion Parliament, I have after many heart-bnrn-
ings, succurabed to thoe pressuare of public opinien and am_willing to
be led like & lamb to the slaughter-honsc for a thousand dollars a
sesston, free passes on the railroad, and the usual perquisites. I re-
tain the privilege of having my washing done at home, Object—no
moucy. At this momentous epoch in the conntry’s history, when the
grim phantom of corruption stalks hrondeast o’er the earth in all its
awful hideousness ; when party vies with party in planging our fuir
land from its pinnacle of fame to the abyss of infamy ; when the
sleuth-hounds of faction track with bloodthirsty intent the footsteps
of the great and the good ; when buiter is thirty-cight cents a pound,
and one vote hefore twelve o'clock is worth two after ; when the
voico of the mud turtle is stilled and cven the Thomas cat refuscs to
chant his Iullabies, then 1ny patriotic soul is stirred to its centre, and
girding on the armour of several generations of forefnthers who have
fought and bled at the polling booth, I stand forth as the people’s
better angel, and flap my wings and crow. i

¢ But what is-your platform ?” the skeptic may ask.

MY PLATFORM.

I, Tourrixg (with a P) am in favour of purily of elections. If we
cannot have them pure let us have them mixed, It shall bo my first
duty to introdiice upon the statuie book an Act for the hanging and
quartering of every tuan who takes a bribe—under tweuty dollars—
and the man who offers one shall be condemned to perpetual banish-
ment us an cmigration agent.

T am strongly in favowr of the ballot, but unless the ballot is equally
generous towards me I shall have it repealed.

Woman suffrago shall cormmnand the closest attention of my gigantio
intellect. Every mau shall be compelied to sew on his own buttons,
iron his own shirts and slecp on the front side of the bed. Woman
has played the scrf long enough. Married men must hereafter do
their own wet-nursing and single men shall lay their hearts open to
the Lombardment of bald-Leaded spinsters, and their mouths to the
¢ paroxysmal kisses’” of sentimental school misges. If we must have
Petticoat Government let it not be administered by old women.

The Senate must be abolished. Don't let me have to speak of this
agoin ? D’ye hear ?

Reciprocity must be reeiproeal. Commerce begets wealth, Wealth

begets commerce. They both beget each other, and their offspring
means $2 on a hog and 25 cents on a turkey. I have this on high
authority. Fishceries shall be weighedin the balanee of sliding scules.
The prineiples of the country shall be my intercst, Principle is in-
terest. Interest is principal. Canals are both principal and interest.
Vive la cannls. All tolls and restrictions in alimentary canals shall
be lightened. Asax defied the lightning. The lightning shell defy
Azax.” Bully for Asax. Also the lightning,
-~ I, Tomrxing (with a P.) ackuowledge no leader. Epwarp Browx is
n despot and a humbug, and I have lost all confilence in GroreE
Bragr. Sir Joan MackenziE sold tho Pacific Railway charter for
filthy luere and ALEXANDER Macpodarp hid RizL in the Parliament
Bhuildings and said his hands were clean. This may seem g, little mixed,
but is it not written in inefiaceable characters in the history of the
country ? Aye, in blood. Schedules B. and C. are cmblazoned on
the banuers of the Cannda First party and the milk of human kind-
ness is half chalk, at seven cents a quart, paid on delivery.

The noble red man who sits content upon his hams in his weery
wigwam, keeping the vigils of the night and chewing fine cut tobaceo,
must be raised from his Lo estate. The Press of Cavada is clamour-
ing for help. Let his scalping-knife and tomahawk leap from their
what-you-may-call-'ems and strike for the rights of the thing-um bobs.
Let us take the untutored squaw by the hand and teach her that a
brass chain and o pair of moccasins do not constitute a becoming
outfit for refined society or even a French Opera. The franchiso
must be extended. Equal rights to all men. Universal liberty.

Let home manufactures flourish. Give encouragement to domestic
economy. I shall set aside a bonus for overy hoy baby. The honored
name of Toapring (with a P.) shall be handed down to posterity.

I amin favour of cremation. X never was cremated myself to any
large extent, but I shall introduce a bill having for its objeet the in-
stant cremation of nll surviving members of Parliament. The political
ntmosphere must be purified. Tenders for coal for that purpose will
be advertised for upon my entrance into Parlinment. This is not a
bid for support to a subsidized Press.

The honored name of Tosrxing (with o P.) is the power behind the
throne. When it ploases the subseriber to twist the tnil of the mule,
it kicks, When he desires it to wag its cars and sinile, it wags ‘em.
The Government is not o mule. ‘Chis is merely a mctiphor. Dynas-
ties rise and fall. Tourxixg (with a P.) is the people’s candidate—
the poor uan’s friend,

‘The disgrace of the country must be blotted from the slate of ex-
istence with the sponge of oblivion, Canada is the slate. Tosrxing
is the sponge, Give him o hoist. Votc carly and vole often,

These are my sentiments, gentleinen ; the sentiments of an honest
man, DBuat, fellar clectors, if they don’t suit you they ean be altered.
I am open; to conviction, especially if it comes in the shape of fut
contraets.  Anything to get into Parlinment.

Baraax's ass spake, ToxrRixs has spoken. Greet minds run in
the same chanmel.  Torrering is yow's.  Are you TompRINsES ? Let
one wild huzza—one joyous hosanna—proclunn from the ballot box
# ToxpRINS is our’s.  Hurrah for Louprins "

I have the honour, {o be, gentlemen and fellar electors, your most
humble and expectant servant.

TourriNg (witm A P.)

‘Toronto, 30th. Oct., 1874.

Death Dealing Dogerel,

In the Township of Smith therc lives onc of those evils of the
sublunary state, a person who at sublimary intervaly infliets obituary
verses upon @ suffering publie. He thinks he has a mission fo jerk
jingle upon all possible, and impossible, occasions ; but nothing works
him liko an orthodox corpse, IHis muse is a ghoul, and his Preasus
a skeleton.  He sometimes writes Addresses for St. Andrew's dinners
in tortuous rhyme ; but even then the reck of haggis and hot Scotch
is mixed with the damp dews of sombre scpulchres—more constant
than the coroner, unremitiing as an undertaker, ke worships tho
grim monster, and makes funcrals his festival. Some delight in
funerals beeanse of their consonanee with their gloomy natures, some
like ihe the music of the Dead RMarch, some are fond of the black
pall and plumes, others will always be scen where people congregate,
whether it be at a grave, & church, a dunce or a dog-fight, which
there are not o fow who tnke o peculiar plensnre in eunltivating their
solomn sympathies by indulging in all the accossories of a burial, till
theirlengthened fuces and stroining eyes proclaim them friendsof every
fatality, Even this singer of Smith is not alone in his peenliarities,
for many communitics are afflicted with one of those pesis who will
persist in faneying they were made to write “ of worms and graves
and epitaphs,” and who try, unintentionally perbaps, yet not the less
surcly, to kill the living by their excrutiating verses upon the dead, &
sort of mortuary multiplication in which their subjects are continual-
ly doubling. Though the tribe is only too plentiful, it is not often
we s¢e the horror aided and abetted by the locel press, as in Peter-
boro’, where two of the papers last week published a lot of death dog-
grel sent them by this Smith slaughterer, He prefaces his effort by
a note to the editor, in whieh he says:

Sm,—In your last issue you published a few vorses composed upon the
donth of a neighbor's wifé, If was at the earnest request of her husband
that I wrote the few verses upon bor death. Ircad them over to him the
night before bic died, I stated in those verses that lier husband was in o
focble stute of body at the time of her death. Now, Sir, 2s you and many
of Lgour readers, are aware, before those verses went to pross her husband
bad closed hie oyes in death.

What wonder that the unfortunate man died. He was in feeble
henlth, }md suffered a shock from the recent death of his wife, and
then thig last and greatest calamity fell upon him; he was forced to
listen to what would endanger the health of the most robust. The
consequence is seen, he was dead next day, Another person who
hastened his end apparently glorics in it, and publishes it to the
world as 5, meritorious action, though even he acknowledges that his
vietim led an inofiensive life.

Can nothing be done, we ask, to put & stop to this kind of thing.
Are peaceful and unofiending citizens to be thus ruthlessly eut off,
and no questions asked? This evil has reached such proportions
that we deem it right to call upon the Legislature to intericre in the
interests of humanity and human life. TLet this grinding of obituary
doggrel be prohibited under a heavy penulty, the fines to bo devoted
to tho meintenanco of a hospiial for the victims who are not killed
oulright, as in the sad ense which wo have mentioncd. Or, if the
plague can’t be thus stopped, our legislators might devise some plan
by which it can be put Lo the use of the state, for instance, by sub-
stituting it for hanging in the case of eriminale. It would have more
terrors than tho gallows. Or better still make it o eriminal offence,
and sentence the offenders to hear each others verses read. Then all
would die, and the country, delivered from their torturings, would be
at peace, pence, peace. Oh'! for such deliverance !




