Vor. ToE FourTth, No. 8.

GRIP.

SATURDAY, 16TH JANUARY, 1875.

. Grip to His Grace.
Greeting : :
Your Gragce is doing Protestants an honor very great,
In teaching them their errors, and pointin% oqt the fate
Thet awaits all those who have the wise old Vatican outgrown,
And left St. Peren's stately barque for vessels of their own.

Gzrr read Your Grace’s last discourse on Reformation times
And finds you think Reformers then wore mwen of many crimes ;
He don’t know if they were Clear Grits—his library’s too small,—
But no reforin, Your Grace belioves, was needed then at all.

Grir don’t presume to teach Your Grace, but, with a sense of awe
That puts his feathers all awry like those of the Rheims jackdaw,

Ho reverently reminds Your Grace of Priip, King of Spain,
And of what is known in history as * Qucen Mary’s Uloody reign.”

The Church of Rome, so history says, did then by thousands burn
Those who from yhat they held to be Gon’s law refused to turn ;

Now, won't Yowr Grace agrec with Grre that Reformation came
Not quite amiss to any Church a-playing such a game ?

Just think, Your Grace, that in those times if you had dared to preach
Your late discourses tolerant, so full of hope to each,

Both Protestant and Catholic, your friends had played the deuce,
And in thoso very sexmons found enough to cook your goose,

And when that culinary job was going to bo done—

‘Which would not be cool and airy ; (but you couldn’t make & pun
Just then) ; if Reformationists, I say, had hove in sight,

And east you loose, why, yowd have thought that Reformation right

Gzir knows Your Grace is now convinced, and guite contrite as well,
And p'raps repentant at this hour in some deep cloistered cell ;

So here’s Grir’s dexter talon for the brave, *REE words you speak
In many a well-turned sentence in your lectures week by week !

A Reformer who needs Reformation,

The man who has no music in his soul is in most eascs merely an
objeet of pity. When, however, he is not content to conceal his
infirmity, but proclaims his shame aloud, ho censes to be pitinble,
and becomes & nuisance who ought to be shut up. Mr. Varuey, the
vevivalist, may be—perhaps is—a very good man ; bui his recent be-
havior at the Metropolitan Church in reference to the oratorio per-
formed Ly the Philbharmonic Socicty was caleulnted to destroy the
effeot of everything he has ever done. In the first place, it was in
wonderfully bad taste thathe uttered hisnonsensical tirade in a church
where Grip hasknown oratorios to have beon performed, and most of
whose choir are members of the Society. Secoudly, the betruyal of
utter ignorance as so what he is talking about, conveyed in his words,
is likely to lead some to suppose that he many not be quite infallible in
other respects. If a man constitutes himself a reformer, he muy just
as well kmow something of what he is going to reform, But we sup-
posc it is neeessary for & scnsational preacher (save the mark) to be
sensational at the expense of common sense, deceney, or fact. Can
our readers imagine a person deliberately affirming that Hendel’s
finest sacred mausic was “bLlasphemy,” and that he would wonder if
¢ fire did not come down from heaven” to consume the * profane lips”
that sang it ?  If any ordinary person were to do so, he would stand a
fair chance of a journey as far as the Queen street cars wounld take
him—without a return passage. And yet thisis just what Mr, Var-
zEX did the other night, Grir objects to profanity as much as any
one, and hears a great deal too much of it; but for unmmnitigated pro-
fane familiarity with sacred nemes and subjects, we think some dis-
courses of preachers of Mr. VarLe¥'s stamp surpass the utterances of
any bar-room rowdies. And yet we never heard anybody cxpress a
wish or expectation for fire from heavon to consume their profane
lips. Really we do not know whethor to fecel more sorry for Mr.
VanLey or disgusted with him. We inclive to the formor view of the
case, as he evidently has no idea of one of the noblest gifts vouch.
safed 10 mortals, nud canpot see that such strains as those of Handel’s
Messiak will arouse move real devotion than the noisy brawlings of a
thousnand spivitual stuwmp-speakers.

Grip to the Electors of East Toronto,

Vote! Vote! Vote! yon live in the land of the frec,~—

Riso to the height of your manhood’s right—your citizen's dignity—
Caxteron and Prare ; Crooxs and O'DoNomor —

Grir don't care a cent which way you vote, only. bo sure that you do !

For if you have a voice in the State bo not neutral and dumb,
Your ballot can't be useless—'tis & unit in the sum ;

Vote! Vote! Vote ! when oceasion calls, and you can—

On Monday go to the ballot box and seore your X like a man !

The Sharer of the Spoil.

SOENE—A moor near Toronto, Enter BROWN; to him, CAMERON.
(OQur readers must not suppose from any similarity of names that these
are the editors of the Globe which s, and the Liberal which is to be.)

Cameron—What do ye here ?
Brown—I wait my deadly foe,
Who by this road must to Toronto go.
Cameron—Describe thy foe,
And tell the reason why thou call'st him so.
Brown—I1 mean one CaMERON vile, of London town,
A traitor base to me, whose name is Browy.
Cameron—Behold him here ! and quickly justify
Thy words, or on this moor expect to die,
Brown (recoiling and striking an attitude.)—Thoun?
Cameron (advancing and striking wnother.)—Aye!
Brown—0 Casenoy, I did not think to shed a tear
When once I floored MacpoNaLp; but thou bast
Turncd on fresh mains of sorrow. Thou, alas !
Cradled between Globe sheets, nursed at my feet,
Backed by my strength ; and living on extracts
From my great journal drawn, when I have all
My rivals endwoys knocked ! Lo ! Carrine lies
Supine among his beer-tubs ; mighty Ginss
Is but a gibbering phantom ; stout Sir Joux
Trembles, o Heeting shade on mountrin tops—
Benenth the ribs I smote him ; and.appeaseil
Mine own, when,—crowning joy of all my life,—
I made the National apologise. Ihold
Fat office, and advertisements pour in.
Base hound, that never pull’dst the quarry down,
Come’st thou to share the prey ?
Cameron—Browx, learn thy great mistake. Tliou ever tak’st
All credit to thyself.  Z%ou held'st the flag,
But we the battle won! ‘Lhy time is past.
Poor, shrivelled kernel of thy former self,
Where is the Browx that once, full flushed with strength,
TFlashed here from Washington, and fiuttering sent
Owr Tory Volscians ?  What is now thy page ?
Bethink thee, Smerrarp's erushing words no more
Ring in thy columns ; and MacpotveaLL writes
Not now for thee (beware him, if he get
Tuto our Local House). EDwaRDs gives not
His wealth of figures to thee ; whatis loft ?
Thy Dyauoxp is but paste ; thy pouring Froop
Will ne’er oerwhelm the Pharoah who pursues
Fast on thy track. Sce where his chariot wheels,
Gory with conflict, dashing o'er the stones,
Flash e'er they crush thee down !  Say, Brown, dost read
That most insipid * Nation™ ?
Brown—It is fate. (Ewit).
Cameron—Now here before iny Party
Ithrow my warlike shield. Lay, Gorvwix, on,
And damn’d be Le that grumbles therenpon.

(Advauces a Liberal ; prepares to deliver Cut 7 with an ink-bottle ;
scene closes.)

0, for a National Song !

W= have been bored to denth lately in conscquence of aspiring
youihs and maidens laboring under the erroncous iden that thoy have
within them the Divine aflatus which will enable them to immortal-
ize their numes in paetriotic verse. These * odes,” *lines,” &e., a8 &
rule, ruu largely to maple leaves, pioneers, and played.out hunting-
grounds. As a specimen ¢ poem " which, though not touching on the
usual ‘“‘maple leaf,” is o fafr snmple of what we daily receive, we
submit the following. The aspiring bard entitles it an  Idyl,” which
we trust is not indicative of lns own character. He bursts into song
in this wise :

CANADA—AN IDYL.

¢ Sing not to me of England’s quiet landseapes,
Italia's skies, or fertile fields of France,
How sweeter far is pork and buckwheat paneakes
That erst in youth did my fond soul entrance ;
Say, can tho Pontine Marshes round th’ Eternal City
Compare with ours at mouth of noble Don,
Or at the Humber ? In fact all round the ecity,
We still enn hear the tuneful ‘skeetur’s hum,
The beautiful blne Danube—Guadalquiver,
The Rhine with feudal ruins, * old in story;
Their recollections make one almost shiver,
At by-gone fights that turned their green banks gory !
I sigh not for tho vale of famed Avon,
Or Spain, the land of Hidalyo and Deigo,
They can’t show worth n cent ’longside Muskoka,
Or Couchiching that washos fair Washago!”




