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Ehe grabest Penst is the Ass; 1he grabest Bird is the Olol ;
€he grapent Kish ig the Gyster; the genbeat Fnn is the Fool,

TORONTO, SATURDAY, APRIL 18, 1874.

TO CONTRIBUTORS.

A. B., Brockville—Will writo you privately.

We are overstocked with rbymetienl cifusions; will onr contributors
oblige by writing prose oceasionally.

HIGH, LOW, JACE AND THE GAME.

There be many-—unregenerate and innocent, perhaps—to whom the
Vickerings and quarrellings of the high tweedledmms and the low
tweedledees of the Church Militant furnish food for inextinguishable

laughter, and Grie does not feel at all certain for himself whether he

ought to laugh or to weep over the unedifying spectacle. On the
whole, seeing there is no reul religion in the matter and that to tears
be is all wused, he inclines to the mirthful view of the question.
Imagine grave and reverend seignewnrs, with mach heat and exhibition
of spleen, Lad temper, and all uncharitableness, arguing the import-
ant question of the colonr of the dress which shall be worn in the
pulpit and out of it ; of the vestments; of the modulations of the voice
in reading the services; of whether this shall be sung, chanted or
spoken, or whether it shall be intoned ofter & fashion that certainly
would 1meet no favour in any school in which elocution is a leading
subject of education; and of many other similarly important and
corner-stone topics. Faith, Hope and Charity are of little con-
sequence and rightly meet with no attention from the reverend
debaters and their lay associates. And the fun of it is, that there arc
some who scnrcely know whether they are High or whether they may
count themselves among the Low; and, in fact, if they were to be
catechized, they would be unable to define their position. Grir is
not surprised at their uncertainty, and he wonld suggest to all in-
terested that before they wash so wuch dirty linen in pablic, there
should be a perfect understanding come to as to where Low Church
ends and High Church begins, and further, where High Church ends
and sowmething else begins.  Darling schewes of propogandism, to be
fougbt out to the bitter end, Gmp thinks,Jhad better Lo postponed
for all time, and the war waged anent forins and ceremonies be putan
end io; unless, indeed, those who assure to themselves the title of
« Church Militant ” wish people to nnderstand the word *‘militant”
to indieate a state of perpetual pugilism awong themselves und not a
condition of warfare as against the world, the flesh, and his Satanic
Majosty.

Grip v @onneil,

Present.—Grip, in the Chair ; Barvasr Rupce, PaTRICK SMALLWIT,
Q. C., WiLiiaM SPAYEQUEER, MicGrreor Srowcom, and TiMorsy
TONGUEGRASS.

Grip.—Taxes! Tazes!! Taxes!!!

Srowcom.—It wonld seemn that three million dollars of our hard
eerned money has to go to make up this blamed deficit that cornes in
with our new Ministry.

ToNGUEGRASS.—Yes, my boy; your tea and yoor cofice and your
sugar will be Qearer to yon than ever; and whiskey, thank Cant-
wrienT, will be almost out of your reach. Sobriety will hereafter be
one of your leading characteristics,

Snowcun.—Now, you know very well, Timorry, that I never drink,

Suarnwit.—Well, he counld go on the oh T owe plan in any event.

SPAEEQUEER.~—Would to heaven it had crossed the Finance Minis-
ter’s mind to impose an excise tax on puns by way of increasing the
revenue !

Toxouarass.—If the duty were an ad valorem one, I am thinking
Master Par here would not be ealled npon to contribute very much.

Srowcoum.—Ha, ha, ha !

Rupee.—What ails the man ?

Srowcty.—~Why, I am langhing nt what Syacrwir said just now.
Did none of you see the joke ?

Grir.—No more of that. Time is toa precious for guch foolery.

ToNGUEaRASS.—Have you heard of the severe lesson which has
been taught the grent ‘‘ Globe™ anent its freedom of speech, re
Bickrorp ?

Rupse.—A shilling damages, is it not?

Toxcueanass.—Yes, It must have been hard for the Senatorial
h}IJannging Director to remain quietly in Washiogton when he received
the news.

8PaxEQUEER.—Yea, ho with difficulty refrained from throwing Reci-
procity to the four winds, and rushing back to make financial arrange-
ments! to meet this so heavy draft upon the resources of his Com-

any :
P Syavrwir.—Perhaps he drew on the banks of the Potomac for the
amount.

Srowcoa.—In what way would that be of any serviec to him ?

ToNGUEGRASS.—The verdict in the “ Witness’ libel suit was an in-
telligent one, was it not? How devoutly we must all beliove in trial
by jury when we find jurors so ignorant of their duties as not to know
whether to find the defendants guilty or the plaintiffs not guilty, and
actunlly to render a verdict in this latter sense !

SrarequeEnr.—'Tis every Briton’s vight to be tried by a jury of his
peers. 'L'ake that away, and what becomes of the Constitution? In-
evitably would its main prop be knocked from under it.

Srowcua.—I cannot sce for my part why twelve men, picked at
random from house to house, or alphabetically, as the case may be,
shonld be supposed to be endowed with much intelligence, and be
competent to give a decision frequently in vory intrieate cases.

Rupce.—How would a permanent jury answer ?

Toxovronass.—There might be an arrangement made for keeping
a dozen or more men out of reach of all news, the daily papers to be
carefully prevented from reaching them; and these men might be
compelled to study, when not in court, all soxts of legal and brain.
befogging questions, including the questions of frec-will and predes-
tination, and thus qualify themselves for their professional work,

SPAREQUEER.—It would be well that they should always feed on the
fatness of the land, so that in case of possible disagreement judicious
deprivation of food would soon bring them—all unused to fasting—to
combine on n verdiet one way or the other.

Grir.—I will have it so. Theiden pleasos me well. A professional
jury must take the place of the historic twelve. And now I would be
alone, so get out.

THIE ACADIAN FISHERMAN.

Sublime scems the fisherman’s calling to e,

The child of the cottage that looks on the sen ;

B\y the hillside that slopes to the beach was he bred,
Where breezes from ocean rocked cradle and bed.
‘Where father and mother had breasted the storm,
Still cosy the home that has sheltered his form ;
Brave fathers, brave sons, as they ever xust be,
Who live, love and labour beside the great sea |

The resort of the bright finny tribes he explores

Tho' Atlantie be stormy and deep waters seeth ;

No labour too great for his arms and hLis oars,

For the breeze born of freedom, alone does he breathe.
The storm it may gather, the breakers may roar,

But the eyes of a loved one shine bright on the shore ;
Brave fathers, brave brothers, they ever must be

Who live, love andlabour, afioat by the gea!

The wind rocks his cottage so cosy and wanm,

The deep has its perils—still dreams he of bliss ;
More soundly he sleeps, louder whistles the storm,
His cares are but blessings, what cares he for this ?
Up ! up ! with the moming—he sters the swift tide
‘Where sea-birds can hover, his boatie can ride ;
The bright finny treasures his guerdon will be
‘Who lives as a toiler aflont on the sea !

As brave as the warrior skilled to command,
With arms showing muscle inured to the race ;
More swift than the trooper who speeds over land
He moves on the wave, full of vigor and grace.
Such qualities rare in the fisherman meet,

The nation may trust him for manning the fieet ;
The pride of his country so fearless and frec,
Who lives as he labours true son of the sea !

He pilots tho * derelict” over the main,

To harbour, where foes are forbiddon to ride ;

His song is of peace with warlike refrain,

As he welcomes the ¢ waif” of the in-rushing tide.
Perchance 'tis some storm-shattered prize he may get,
Come by luck—’iis 21l fish to the fisherman’s net ;
Whetever the snlvage—deserved it will be,

By his skiff and his daring redeem’d from the sex.




