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“A Disturbing Speech.”

Gorpon B, (reads)—* He closed by an appeal to youny Reformers constantly to look ahend
to bester things. beyond, not being sutisfied by the gain of single steps in advancement. Lliose
who do are those who start in life as ardent Reformers, and, having uttained what thoy began
working for think perfection lhins beon gained, and in middle lifs seitic down as staunch

Conservatives.” )
«Now, I wonder what he mcans by that ?"

That Safe Topic—The 'Weather.
Scene.—King Street ; 1ime—~Tucsday Afier-
. noon.

Dramatis Persone.—Editor Mail and cditor
@lobe. 'They meset.

Ed. Mail.—Beastly weather, isn’t it ?

Ed. Globe.~Glorious, I eall it! Good and
Gritty ! Sort o’ Northumberland and Carleton
blizzard—makes you fellows bite the dust, hey ?

Exit chuckling.

-John Halifox, Gentleman.
+ Is your port good, John?”
“ Oh yes, sir, best Halifax winter poxt, siv”
“ Got any icc?”
“Yes, pir. Mr. Hesslein has just got in some
fresh from the West Indies, siv.  Will you have
the same, sir? Good cvening, gentlemon.”

Lay of the Maino Martyrs.
Martyrs we've heen sure enough,
Binge e'er we left Toronto,
Hotsting in such wretched stud,
In every den we've gone Lo,
Of gourse we know the Glode's 1o blame,
Iy send ns thus o tackle
The vile intoxicants of Maine,
Till we're both mamiacal.
We travelled on, what dul we reck!
We erossed the Discutaquis,
The Chesencook und K bec,
‘L'o seck the hannts of Bacchus,
‘The Schaudic Lakes bring no relief,
No time for ease or langunor !
Forvward siill (our time was brief )
"I'o Belfast, Bath and Buangor.
We crossed Penobseot's fretful roli
And turbid Androscoggin,
We stopped at Eastport for 1 * bowl."”
Just time to take our geog in,
We forded the Piscataqua.
The wild Passamaquoddy,
But could not get in all the way
A glass of decent toddy,

How We Live Now.
Mamma.—Why so fretful, Florence ?
Ilorence.—~Too stormy to go to the Athamweum

to Lear Professor Tidleywink’s paper on De.
synonomization.
Mamma.—Never mind.
same in & hundred yenrs.
Florence.—1 am well aware, mamma, that
identical qnantities will undergo no differentia-
tion in tho course of the century.

It will be all the

The Troublesome Dust!

( AFTER THE BEAUTIFUL—YOU KNoW. )
Oh the dust, the troublcsome dust,
Filling your eyes and ears ac cach gust,
In at the shop doors, down through the streets,
Painfully Uinding the people it meets,
Blowing tu clouds it goes whivling along,
Troublesome dust, not earing a song
For ladies” new bonnets, or new summer suits,
Yor light colored gloves, or neat fitting boots.
Proublesome dust, how it docs 1y around -
The ereatest of nuisances justnow ‘tis found !
Ol the dust, the troublesome dust,
Making you swear ¢l you're just fit to ““ bust,”
Whirling about in its maddening fun,
Playing the mischicf with every one;
Caught by the wind and hurrying by
1t fMes in your face and gets into your eye:
And horses, hall blind go by with a bound,
Euveloped in clouds that eddy around,
While people exclaim as they meet, ** Why, oh why,
Arc our streets Jefi to get so confoundedly dry 1"

Domestio.

It was quite late when Mr. Golitenham came
homo last evening ; tho children had been put
in their little beds houre before by Mrs. Golit-
enham, who sat pernsing the fashion articles

| in Harper's Bazaar by the fire. She gave one

look of contemptuous disgust at Mr. G. as he
enlered, and again rosumed her reading. ¢ My
dear,” said Mrv. Golitenham, purple in the
face from repressing outward manifestations
of one of his forthcoming jokes, « My dear,
which theatre do you prefer geing to, the Grand
or the Royal?”

“ 13h ?" said Mrs. G., brightening up in fond
wuticipation.

“Which theatre do you prefer going to?’' re.
pewted Mr, G

“Well, my love,” said Mrs. G. smilingly,
“I’ve not much choice, the play is what I look
to, Of coursc in the Horticultural Gardens, it is
different, for we could go carly, you could enjoy
u eigar before the entertaimuent, und the dear
children could play around the grounds and sco
the pretty flowers ; but of comrse it’s too early
yet for the Gavdens.  Well, love, when are you
going to take us ?”

« Well, my dear, I was thinking about takin
(here Mr, G. burst into a rour of Iaughteg
you about Dowinion Day—Ha ! ha! ho! ho!”

¢ Heartless beast I said Mrs, G. bursting
into teurs, as Mr. Golitenbam, chuckling, went
up stairs to bed.

Lenten.

Pretty Niece—Oh! Auntie Mary, I am so
bewildered ; do help e to select a costume for
the masquerade ball I want something sim-
ple, yet striking and novel,

Aunt Mary (whoisa dreadful tease).—~Well,
denr, if you want something simple and yet
novel, suppose you goas ‘ Lent.”” Take your
prayer book in your hand, u fish under each
arm, and the costwuine will be complete.

Preity nicce pouts and decides to seleet a
costume herself,

Toronto Girlhood.
Thumbenail Sketches by Grip's Poct-Philosophes.

No. r.—Arrek WORDSWORTIL,
She never ** heamed upon my sigh,”
We two are unacquainted quite,
Yet 1 can tellyou toa T,
Just what a style of gir) is she,
Deseribing with the utmost rigour
Soul, body, buttons, face and figure,
OF this our unfair Rosamond
Abiding in the strect of Bond.

Well then, to do my modest duty,

She is a sort of #jar beawy,

From whose slim, supple, sylph-like shape

No ‘“ pound of flesh™ conltd Shylock scrape,
FFrom whose bright eyes, that sometimes softe.,
An angel looks, an imp more often ;

Her hair is glossy brown and hangs

Abont her noble brow i ba
“Tis braided quite too lovely, jus
And ad) 1o picces frizzed and fussed.
She wears a dress of goll-zveen Justre,
A hat with rose buds i a cluster,

And would you give a glance discreet
At bright hued hose, well-hovted feet,
Obscrve her any eventide,

On King street, at the Dollar side,
(SR A5V Y




