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Our Grip Sach.
A back.biter—a I'—a,
A tale-bearer—a kangeroo.
A connter irritant —a salegwoman,

Teonomy-—the art of living on nothing while
doing u goud business. :

Political cconomy —the art of always keeping
on the right side of the party- in power.

Socind ceonomy—The art of living off some-
one doing a good busine:s. without doing any
Lusiness yoursell,

Now is tha time to finl out the exact width
¢f & man’s property, —by the length of sidewalk
he shovels the snow off.

Too many irons in the fire. The man who
substituted the ramrod for - Lullet and burst
his gun in the attempt,

Haverly's big minstrel troupe is called the
Black Hundved, It don't resemble the charge
of the Light Brigade when they come on the
stage.

Smifkins, who is a tailor by trade, got mar-
ried lately. He says now that before he was
married he had only onc ** gonose,” but now he
owns {wo.

What is the difference between a black boot
and a negro boot black? One blacks the boot
aud the other boots the black. It's a dark sub-
ject anyhow.

The play of “ Drink " holds the boards of
the Royal this week, and all the topers in the
city were hanging around there. Your funny
contributor went himself.

The attorney for the defence of the arrested
Irish Land Leaguers has so arranged the evi-
dence that it will require ubout two years to
finish the trial.—Is this a ease of Boyecotting
the judge and jury ? .

“ What is there’ howls an orator, * more
cheerful and homelike than the hum of 2 gew-
ing macbine ?” Hum—wonder if heever caine
home at 2 a.m. and found his red-headed wife
waiting forhim with a club? B

« Ewe get out,” as the farmer said to the
lamb in his corn.—Toronto Grir. * Hwe try
to drive mo out and I'll lamb you!” as the
lamb said to the farmer, —Salem Sunbeam.
 I'll see wether you will or not,” replicd the
farmer —Yawcob Strauss. Its shear nonsense
to waste time on such sheep puns.

Lushington, after reading in a book of travels
that snakes never went over a piece of matting
on account of the irritation it praduced on the
suiface of their stomachs, lined his boots with
the same. e snid, ** I just want to make the
acquaintance of any snake who will dare to in-
hf&)it my boots in future.”

Tho grentest joke of the day—** It is abun-
dantly olear that theiv (the Government’s) in-
sight is clenrer and stronger (on the Syndicate
question) than that of the Oppo-ition.”—Ham-
ilton Spectator. They see ot once that the new
Syndicate’s proposal is much worse than the old
terms. There are no cxemptions or monopolics;
not ¢ven the smallest thing to make it o good
bargain,

Walter Matlack, aged 14 years, John Burns,
aged 17 years, and John Boyle, aged 12 years,
were arrested, and this morning held bg Magis.
trate Reilly to answor at court the charge of
breaking into and robbing residences in the vi-
¢inity of Broad and Poplar.—Philadelphia Sun-
day ftem. Well, Reilly ; it seems to us these
boys are on the Broad and Poplar road that
leads to a place where they Boyle and Burns,
and wherc they Mat-lack the opportunity of
more robbing.

The Statosman’s Grief-
I

-
Mackenszic bowed his heate and wept,
His heart was filled with gloom ;
‘The tears coursed down his rugged: checks
And wichbed sound the rocan,

His sobs rose thick with choking sound.
His bosom heaved wi igrhs;

In fact his utter hope:
Lurst furth in siothered cries.

ni.

e did not weep because the Jead
Was taken from his hands?

‘The tarifl did not cause his grief,
10 wies the Raddivay Lands,

1v.

And even then his grief did not
Relare, as you'd suppose,
‘Fo that enormous grant of bl
F'he Manisters propose.
Ve
“ Ah, woe is e 7 Mackenzie eried,
“ And woe is Edward ilake,
“* It gars me greet to mind the sash
** Wild speeches we did make !
¥,
Oh, why did we run down those lands,
*CAnd call their value 2772
* When they would be so uscful now
““To hurt this lictle bit?
(318
O, why did we declare that they
“ Were nota dollar worth
““Per acre ; praising up the while
*“ ‘That forcign Texan earth ?

Vi,
¢ And when Sir Johin an acre said
“Was worth two and a haif,
* Qh why showud Blake and 1 such scomn
** And why did Cartwright laugh?
X,
A little calculation, too,
“ We'll make, and try to count,
“ What's lost us by our foolishuess
** In arguing amoimt.
x.
‘! 25,000,050 1Cres at
‘“$1 it is clear
s $23,000,900
**(Even that e thought was dear.)
X1,
** But 23,000,090 acres at
““ $u2.50C,
 Makes 37,000,000 and
** co0 difference,
X1l
** Gireat Ciesar's Ghost ! juse think of this,
**Alas ! alack-a-day,
*If only 1 had held my tongue
“*There'd be the deuce to pay.
X,
* But now I can't attack thew thus,
*“*"I'his wretched speech of mine
““ Will be brought up against me, sine,
“The duys of auld lang sine.”
v,
But here 1 left the wretched man,
His gricf so fierce did get,
And if he has'nt read the Glode
He may be weeping yet.
Ja Kassk,

Capt Tom's Meditations.

0Old Tom came in smiling, and the boys im-
mediately stopped all conversation and gave
him the floor. *‘Boys,” suid he, ** why was
that mayoralty clection like a regular old-
faghioned nigger fight ? "’

++1 doand gan dell,” said Gotlieb, '* vas it pe-
cause Jose Gonservatives vas go dick skulled?

« Not by & long shot,” said Capt. Tom,

« Be jabers thin it was bekase thim Tories
wint into it hid first and came out av it all
sthruck av & heap,” said Pat.

+ Yer wrong my Italian friend,” said Capt,
Tom.

«I kalkilate its because it was a ‘tarnation
Closo affair,” said the Yankee.

“ Perhaps it was because the Conservatives
got n regular old-fashioned thrashing,” said the
man on the biscuit box,

“No,” says Capt. Tom, “ T (ell ver, Ttwas
beeause the hull thing were done by Close-
Buntin'.”

They cacchinated in chorus, and then Capt,
Tom resumed :—* Boys, L want ler say a {ow
more words on this Pac’lic ailway bivness
I'm feelin® good over thix new Syndicate, Tt
just boss ver see; there mnkin’ governmuent o
mighty good offer, nn’ the people know it Tuap
per an’ bis etowd was sayin’ all along that il
the bargain they had minde was not a goad "an,
it was the Lest wot eould be had, bt now tha
game is busted,  The new Syadicate do the
work a mighty sight cheaper than the old "m
an’ they don’t ask fiy none of them cussed ex-
ciptions, 'wn monopolics, "un all that other
trash the others was goin® to git,  Thae's ene
thing, if their offer isn't aceepted, they've let
the country know what ix trung, and them
Conservatives will git beat nest cleetion as sure
as my name is Capt, Tom. I've laughed con-
siderttble too over the way them Conzcervative
newspapers is takin® it,  Lust they said it was
an clection dadge, but the Syndicate men come
down and deposits $1,300,000 as sccurity, an’
offers ter deposit £2,000,000 more if the fust
wan't enough, sn’ that stops their catter
mighty quick. Now they're howlin’ around
that they will only build the praivic scction ain’
not the eastern seetion.  That's a lie an' they
know jt- Tory Governments donw’t make bar-
gaing with what they consiler Grit companies.
50 loose that the company ean do as it pleascs
about carrying it out. Not by a good big pile
they don't. It’s only their fricnds wot git sich
bargains as that, an’ I know it. An’ they don't
beliove wot they're writin® either.  They know
the new offer is « long way the best an' they
only come down ter sich low mean litile tricks
ter scrve their party. But I must be goin’, so
good-nigbt boys, an’ we'll hear more of thig
thing before it is finished.

Tivortey.

A Pathctic Sketch.

BY AN [IUMBLR ADMIRER OF “ RERNI-KTAN,” oF
. World.

He was dead. My true, sweet friend had
breathed bLis last and had stopped breathing
altogcther. He was dead.  'We had loved each
other as brothers, and often and often had he
wept on my shoulder over the pathetic sketches
I wrote in the World. I never could f{cll
whether he was weeping for me or for the
World. But he was so tender-hearted. The
tears welled up into his fair blue eyes and
trickled down his alabaster brow whenever any-
thing lacerated his feclings and my pieces in the
World always did. Alas, he is dead. Also
buried. Wc loved two sisters,—beautiful sweet
anzelle-cyed guyrels, they were. e loved one
and Iloved the other., ‘e didu’t both love
thern both, nor did he love the other, nor did ,
love the other. I did not love his, and he did
not love mine, but we cachi loved our own—he
the one and I the other, though sowctimes |
would love the one and bhe the other.  When he
died ) ealled Lo see the guyrels, and I fonnd one
weeping on the other’s breast. Tt was his one.
She clenched my hand with an fron grasp and
gaid in o harsh, hoarse voice, “*le is in the
cold ground, go to him at onee, go!” My
guyrel also told me to go. I wentto the grave.
yard and felt the sweet shonlder and the curve
of the noble form of the dead youth, and came
back. I told the sisters he was warm in the
ground. But they kept on weeping as il their
hearts would break. Then 1 tovk out & eopy of
the World and offered to read them my latest
pathatic sketeh. They wept louder and louder.
‘Then I said I would refrain from reading it and
their weeping moderated somowhat. At last 1
promised that T would ncver write any more
maudlin twaddle in the Horld, and they at once
ceased to weep and began to look joyful. They
will never weep again.
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% For 3GOOD SMOKE

USE MYRTLE NAVY

See T, & B, on cach plug

If you want GOOD CLOTHING go to

FAWCETTS 287 YONGE ST,

First-class Workmanship amd GOOL ¥FI'T Guaranteed




