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AN INDRPENDENT PoLITICAL AND SATIRICAL JOURHAL

SUBSCRIPTION TERMS, —Two dollars per annum,
payable in advance.  Six months, one dollar.

The graiest Boast is the Ass; the gravest Bird s the Owi;
The graveat Fish is the Oyater; tie gravest ¥an is tbe Pool.

Messrs. J. 8. Lobertson & DBros., Whitby,
are Special Subscription Agents for Gurr, and
have auvthority to appoint Sub.agents and
countersign receipls issued by us.

Mr. George Crammond, our sole Advertis-

iog Agent, is also auqlmrized to transact sub-

scription and c¢olecling business.
Bexcovsu, Moorg & BrNkovar,

Plense ' Obrerve,

Any subscriber wizhing -his address changed
on our mail list, nust, in-writing, sond as his
old ns well asnew address. Subseribers wishing
to discontinue wust wixo -be particular to send
a memo, of present address.

.~ Notico to tho Public.

- % No person s on any oceasion authorized
to represent Guir in any capacity unless under
speciul credentials sipned by the Xditor, Man-
ageérs of thealres and enlerininiments, please
make b note of this.

25" All authorized business aflaches of Ben-
gough, Moore & Jicngough are duly ecertified by
eard signed by the Dusiness Manager, S. J.
AMoore,: Catassers purporting to represent this
firm, skionld be asked in all eases to produce
such certificate.

" To Correspondenits.
M.B.S.—Glad to hear of your convalescence,
and shalt welcome the geturn of your pen.

Gavtoon Comments.

Leasise  Canyoox,—By and with the advice
and consent of Parlimment, Miss Canada was a
few months ago inuoculated with the virus of
monopoly, Ly the distinguished political doctor,
Jolin A.  The results are every day becoming
more winnifest, and the opposition physiciuns
are_predieting the worst cunsequences.  So far
as we are:aware, however, they have no partic.
ular method of  tranbient to propose in the
ease, and nature’ (or the Syndicate) must take
its course.

Tiuse Pace.— This -sketeh requives no com.
ment. It is intended to express the view Guae
takes of the much wrgued question of Canadian
loyalty.’

Browri Pacii—The Temperance Colonization
schewe muy be u good ouc on its merils as a
mouey-making speculation, but as an exhibition
of philanthrepy it is caleulatied to provoke
Tnughter, if nothing wmore. 1t is just such a
combination of piely and grab as would have
delighted the beart of LTurtufle, though there is
probably more grab than anything clse about

! it. M traly good people feel disposcd to take a
share of the truly good things thni are going in
the Nov'.West, by all means let them do so,
but let it be done frankly and above-board,
witliout cunt and hypocrisy.

* Ballad of tho Blisterers-
THE BLISTERING MATRON.
oV T BIISTRERED I:U\'S.)

Aiv, ot Sapnese Young Man”
Conevive her i yon can,

‘Thix motherly, mild wosman

is humanioian,

plinarian,

RBlister-our-iscks wosman

Who for each childish fault
Immures s i the vault,

Or claps un the blisters

To us and vor sisters,

Yet no one bids her hale !

This ** Christian, kind wo-mon,”
‘To-the-ludies-mind wo-man,

This starve us, aud theash us, and down
Collur-lasiy ux,

Motherly, mild wo-man.

TIE BLISTERING BRIGADE.

(1Y THE ANTIBLISTER I'ZRS.)

Coencive this fair brigade,

Whu no ubjections made

‘I'v these applications,

Or very short rations,

And suaking of babes afraid |

‘I'he reason we have sought,

“Iis childeen they have net,

1 they ever hadany,

“fwis years ago many,

And theie bearts are as lard as apot !
“I'hix tender, fair brigade,

‘This Dlistering sad» brigade,

‘Uhis very delectable, highly respectable,
“ Frror-of-judgment ' brigade.

THE BLISTRRING MMORITY.

(BY I MINOREVY.)

Congeive this ced commiteee,

With h

OfF these allegai
Aroused the ireof the city :
But the sisterers, their wives,
Would lead them such sad lives,
Did they tind wught amiss

Siuce women o 4
Must make it quite bot in their hives
Vs Preshytenan chan,

Widh a very well-laid plan, .
Agamst the minovity  held the majoriey,
And whitewasthied this dark wo-nan,

——— e,

TO OUR SUBSCRIBERS.

Lelieving that wany of our subscribers would
be glad of an opportnnity of securing some
share in the proprictorship of Gnrie, we beg to
cull their attention to the fact that a joint-stock
company, having this journal, and our special
artistie, priuting and publishing business, as a
basis, is now beingorgunized, The eapital stock
of the company is $30,000, in shares of $10
ench. It isintended to call up only $30,000 of
this nmount, upon which sum the business, as
at present running. will guarantee o dividend
of ten per cent., and with the aid of the addi-
tional capital, it is quite safe to caleulate on the
net profivs being dounbled in a very short time.
Euclosed is n prospectus of the Company and o
form of application for stock. Those who wish
for shares will do well to secure thewm nt ouce,

Applicutions for stock muy be made to Messrs.
Gzowskr & Broman, Bankers and Brokers, To.
vento; or to the promoters,

BENGOUGI, MOORE & BENGOUGH,
Grip Buildirg, Tovonto.

Bridget O'Flannagan gives her Reae
sons for Leaving her Last Plrce.

Och, Mollic Moriarty, as soon as I sct fut in
this connthry, me throubles began., Av’, in.
dade, I Lad me tull share o’ thim aforo landiy’,
1But yez'll remimber the very lasht advice me
mother gave me afore her partin’ worrads o'
counsel,

“Biddy,” says she, “niver lit on till thim
Amerieans hut fwbat -yez untherstand ivery.
thing, they'll think all the more av ye, an’ yo
kin jist kape yer cyes open, an’ watch, an’ yez'll
soon find out.”

Well, Mollie, yez can picter mo to yersilf,
suled iu Mrs, Laughton's kitchen, jist runnip’
rou;nd o sor¢ av maid-av-all worruk to assist the
cook.

The very mornin’ afther I came, I hearrud
Masther George playin' the pianny. ‘¢ Sure,”
sez 1, “‘that’s the cliver boy, an’ fwhatis it he's
playin?”

“ Qch,” said Mrs. L'ravers, (that's the cook)
“iv's nothin’ but scales he’s practisin’.”

“Scales!” sez I to mesiMf. **Well,it’s the |'
quarc counthry, fur I niver heard av weighin'
music ia ould lreland,” but I niver )it on,

Well, afther a while, * Biddy,” says Mrs
Travers, ‘1I'm wantin' to make a cake an'
would yez jist weigh me out the ingrejinces?”

« Iv’s mesilf that kin do that same,” sez I,
So she tells me how mooch av butter, an’ sugar,
an’ fiour, an’ other things she wants, an’ goes
oft down cellar.

Mollie Moriarty, 1 was all av a thrimble, fur
I didu’t untherstaud their new fangled seales
at all.  But I puts the things intil the bashkit
an’ goes intil the parlour, an’ glad to find no one
there. Dut fur the life av me, I didu’t koov
fwhat todo. But I jist takes a little pnckage
o’ tiour, an’ oue o’ butter, an' one o’ sugar, an’
sits thim down ontil shim litéle black an’ white
things they call notes, an’ av course, they
weighed down all right, but bad luck to thim
papers, didn't they all breal jist whin I was
lifein’ thim off, an’ the flour an’ sugar wint scat-
terin’ all over the carpet, an’ betwane thim lit-
tle cracks in the pianny. Yez'll belave Mollie,
that 1 swipt it all cop in & hoory, an’ ran down
and tould Mrs. Travers that I had weighed the
ingrejinces. DBut somebhow the cake turned cut
heavy, an’ she said 1 musht have made a mis
take in the weighin’, but I niver lit on.

But the worrest av all was, there was company
tbat avenin’, and whin Miss Evy wint Lo play,
didu't that pianny make tho greatest souuds,
aw’' they was all worrnkin’ at it, but conldn't
find out fwhat was the mather, till the nest
day o man cooms oop an’ takes it to paces, an'
finds the ingrejences betwane the cracks, an’av
coorse they all thought it was the baby’s worruk,
but I niver lit on.

Well, jist a few days afther, Miss Fvy takes
sick, Och! she looked bad though, an’ Mrs.
Laughton was with her constant, but one day
she nad to lave her, an' sez she, * Biddy. ca
1 thrust yez to take care av Miss Lvy,” an’, %2
she, ** kape very quiet. but say anythin’ checrin’
yez can think av.” Thin she shows me where
the medicine was kep an’ tells me to give Ler
too av the little white powthers, an’ to mix lll.g
powthers in the sugar. “I'll do that same,
sex 1,

Well, poor lamb, it wint to me henri to ¢
her lyin’ there so white an’ quiet, so I jist goes
up an’ takes her hand, an’ sez I, * I'm not guv
to talk till yez, honey, but T jist like to thryto
remimber yer face, fur we’ll not be scein’ it long.
but,” sez I, mcanin’ to be cheerin’, * shuwre
ye'll be missed, an’ if the dead could cowe fo
life, wonldw’ you be a proud gurrnl to sec oll
the fine carringes foliyin® 1o your funcral, for
yer father’s hild in grate respict.” Weil, wid
thut, she burrusts out cryin’ an’ whin 15
“*don’t ery honey, though the partin’ cooms
harrud, and Mr. Morton,” that's her gwatchear,
“gone np ta Manaytoby, but they say thio -

land booms is dredful up there, an’ there' fer




