GAINA HALL!

THE OLOEST HOUSE FOR
China, Porcelain

and Glass
IN THE CITY  ALSO

Stone China Dinner
Ware.
0LOVER HARRISON,
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CALLING UP THE CHIMNEY.

AND “GRIP™ HOPES SANTA CLAUS WILI HEAR AND HEED,

1] [ ]
Public Companies
e‘:, require: Shorthand  Reporters for Special
ee:l":)%s’ or  Mercantile Establishments in

SHORTHAND CORRESPONDENTS

s ef periods, can be furnished with first-
s help by applying at

BENGOUGH’S

SHORTHAND BUREAT,

57 Adelajde Strect East, Toronto.
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THE POPULAR

RAILWAY AND STEAMBOAT GUIDE.
Only Onc Dollar a Year,
Single Copies 10 cts. For Sale at all Bookstores,
PUBLISHED MONTIILY BY

5. TEHEO. ROBINSON,
54 St. Francois Xavier St,, Montreal.
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‘Romans, counssymen, and lovers, kear me for my
canse,
And be silent that you may Lear.”
14 you wotld enfoy 1 seeing naturc ontdone in beanty
go fo Bruck's Pucto. ART Stunio, 118 King St. West,
Toronto,
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The gravest Baast is the dex; the gravest Bird Is the Owl;
The gravest Pish is the Oyster; the gravest Man is {he Fool.

To Gorvespondents,

M. F. 8., Pore 1fope.—Not euitable for our
columns.

J. I ¢.—Declined with thanks.

L. 7., Chicago.—'I'ry, try agaio.
hit on something better next time.

R. 8. .. -Can't useit.

You may

ECartoon Comments.

Lraving Csrrovx,—This is the seagon when
the ‘school-boy is decked in gorgeous apparel,
and hies him to the public examination, where,
in the prosence of a crowded audience of the
paronts and friends, he displays the net results
of the season’s cramming, to the astonishment
and delight of all, It is this familiar and in-
teresting sceno which we depict for our Christ-
mas Cartoon. Grirp is nothing, if not truoe to
facts, and it will beobserved that thore is noth.
ing in the picture to imply that it is a Cana.
dien winter. Most of our contemporaries who
publish Christmas pictures will be sure to
have heaps of snow and ponds of ice, regard-
less of the fncts. The little boy in the cartoon
who is at the map is Eddy Blake. He is the
pride of the schoo), for the great extent of his
brains and his lote of books. But the school-
master is & wag, aud he has thought it fit to
take a rise out of Lidy by asking him to point
out where West Northumberland is. In the
picture, Eddy is pointing out where it is, from
the Grit point of view,

First Pace. —The movement inaugurated by
Aldermen Taylor and Hallam in favour of a
Frec Public Library for Toronto, is one with
which every good citizen must eympathize, and
it will be gratifying to our readers to learn that
it has every prospect of success. A permissive
bill has been drafted, and a mecasure will be
submitted to the Local Legislature at the ap-
proaching session to carry the principle into
effect. Meantime, our two sanguine aldermen
do not rvolax their cfiorts. As members of the
civic household, they feel the influence of San-
ta Claus in the eir, and here we have them
going through the potent ceremony so dear to
the heart of juvenile human nature—the cere-
mony of calling up the chimney. Of course they
are unanimons in calling for a Free Public
Librury, and good Mrs. Toronto makes a note
of it and delermines that Santa Claus shall not
fail to bting it in due time.

Ewsntn Page,—The question ir, Who will
be the new Seuator for Montreal ? Mr. An-
drew Robertson and Mr. A, W. Ogilvie are the
gentlemon at present in suspense. Ilither of
them would do hounour to the city in any capa-
city, and our paternal Government will no
doubt choose wisely. It may ho that Mr. Ogil.
vie will bo conveyed thither by the Promier ;
and it may happen that Sir Charles will stop
his fancy horso and give his kinsman a lift on
the way. We make no bets, and shall bo ¢on-
tent to endorse the appoiniment, whatever it
may be.

“ The lotters of a lady to the Right Rev. the
Lord Bishop (Lewis) of Ontario,” on the sub-
ject of marriage with a deceased wife's sister,
have been reprinted from the columns of the
Ottawa Citizen, and issued in pamphlet form.
Although in some points far from orthodox,
these letter furnish a dainty dish for the lovers
of keen satire and good English composition.
It His Lordship has such a taste, the literary
cleverness of the letters may perhaps mitigate
the sting which the rcading of them will cause
him. But perhaps he may be one of those
happy mortals whom fleying alive doesn't hurt
mach. .

The fact is that ** Gunhilda” talks common
sense, and of course demolishes every shred of
the antiquated and obsolete nonsense taught by
this High Church Bishop and his followers on
this subject. And she does not talk at random.
Her essays aro thoughtful and scholarly as well
as trenchant. \We hope every Senator will read
the brochure, and if the bill is not carried, then
all we have to say is, the Senate needs abolish-
ing evou more than we supposed.

The entexprising publishers of the Mon treal
Witness have favoured us with copies of the
engravings they are this year offering as pre-
miums. They aic¢ splendid reproductions of
Miss Thompson's celebrated academy paintings
~—*The Roll Call” and ** Quatre DBras,” and
will, when neaily framed, adorn any parlour.
The Witness maintains its place as the leading
English paper of Quebee, and uses all its
great influence for good.

R -

On meeting my very stout friend B. the other
day an inspiration scized me—* My dear fel-
low,” I oxied, ** why nse Allen's Anti-fat when
a single letter in the alphabet would eof-
feet all yon desire ?” ‘* What on earth do you
mean ?" said B., impatiently,—* how—which
—what letter 2" * Why the lctter 4, to be sure,
as it make fat become fat /" I did not wait
for B.’s remarks—-I had an engagement !

Mrs, Matexfamilias, who hus been yoing for
them all round for the last half hour —* And
just look at that new hat, will you ; just a week
old, and all squeezed as flat as & pancake.
Humph ! ’spose that's the result of your bigh
pressure, too !

! GREE H
IT'S AN AWFUIIQ'NT TFN CHRISTMAS,

The Passing Show.

Manager Sheppard’s bill of fare for this xeek
has been exceptionally attractive, For the first
three evenings, Patience wWas given very sump.
twouely by the Comely-Barton Comedy Con.
pany before large audiences, and the Star who
now holds the boards is the remowued Rose
Eytinge; whose power as an emotional actressis
remarkable. The play Felicia, or Woman'
Love, is one which is exactly adapted to the
style of the actress, and & very satisfactory
performance is thorefore assured.

At the Royal, the present week's attraction
is Miss l'anny Louise Buckingham and her
trained horse in Mazeppa. Miss Buckingham sy
visited Toronto on former occasions, and bet
powers as a representative of this characler are
well known_to all patrons of the theatre,

YOUNG CANADA STILL BLEEDING

Caxaba.—Boo-hoo! O, stop it, Doctor!
Dr. Tipuky,—Stop it? Nonsense! Dul
you see the surplus I'm getting !

L a

Hamilton ** Spee.” route carriv to Timee
ditte, insimnatingly «—'* Say, Ed., how ‘mm:{
papers docs you route fellows carry cvery "’Slf"
Wide-curake ¢ Times” ditto, applying « il “:
his nasal ovyan,—* We're awful cule, ain’t 5
Tell your boss whon he axes yo thatye don’?
know.”

A dollar in your pocket is worth two in ¥
mind.— 7'urner’s I'e'ls Reporter.
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The Dire *‘ Necessity,”

o 1ue En1toR o Grip:

gim,~Bein’ dreadful desirious of the welfare
of my country, which i.ncludes Devong}nre in
England s well as Albiora’s Corners in Can-
ady, I allays studies with great intentness
the questions whish come up in_ the papers
about what is good for her—Canady, I mean,
Tam therefore deeply impressed with all the
argyments that bhave lately been & floatin’
gboat on the necessity of the soshle evill.
But, in o matter like this which aint pleasn’t
tp think on, I cudn’t bring my mind to
bear on the point at all, least ways about
rvidin', for all my four gals is marriéf -and
cumfurtable, and a8 for their purty daughters,
there’s Jane, a sight too purty an’ modest to
pape on such things, and there’s Viney, a
smart little lass as'll keep some good man’s
house in order nicely at some futur’ period.
An’ then there's Mary an’Jessiean’ Kate, them's
smart gols Lor’ bless us, to think o’ their
ionocent little faces ever gettin’ what we used
tocall “brazen”—1I don’t know what it's the
fashion to call it now—well, it was too much
for poor old Granny, so I looks around at my
neighbours’ children, and there wasn’t one as
1 thought oughit to be devoted, as I hear the
gele is in Japan—to this ness'ry evill. Some-
how 1 cudn't stummach the idee, but praps
that's beeause I'm so old-fashioned.

So says Ito myself * they say as raving is
very olever birds, an’ I'm sure our Jim's was—
that was in Devonshire when I was & gal, for
it used to sit on the gate and ponder by the
hour, an’ if we lost anythink, say a silver
thimble, or a spoon, or a mntton bone, we was
sure to find it in Bob's slecpin’ place, he were
such a thief.” So says I to myeelf, ‘I see a
ravin on a paper, and as that means as the
paper is wise, an’ knows & thing or two as we
used-ter-say, says I, I'll write and ask if they
knows of anybody willin’ to devote their gols
to the supplyin’ of this ness'ry evil that
must be purvided,
knows of anybody, praps yow'll let me know,
just to set my mind easy about the comfort
pesa'ry to our poor young men bein’ purvided
for, and if you dou't know of anybody, praps
you'll enquire of your noomrus readers (aint
that it ?) and ask which on ’em is willin’ to
briug up their gels for this ness'ry evill sup-
ply. I'nover had no boys, and tell ye the
truth I aint sorry now, cause I can’t bring my
nind to think as I should a liked them to a
bad anything to do with such & sort of nes-
g'ries.

Yours, dear Mr. Ravin,
GRaxNY,

Christmas Books.

No season has ever surpassed the present in
the sumptuousness of its Christmas books. The
eethetic mania has, at all events, done good in
one respeot—it has spurred up the publishers to
slmost miraculous efforts in the line of elegant
volumes, To be convinced of this you have
only to step into any of the fine stationery es-
tablishmonts on King-street, where art books
8o made a specialty—notably into the splen-
did premises of Messrs, Hart and Company,
between Bay and Jordan-streets. Their shelves
8nd cages ave groaning in the proverbial man.
ter with treasures of the publishers and pic-
ture makers’ art.  One litsle volume is sure to
siiract special attention. It is a take-off on the
esthotic oraze, a8 good in its way as Patience.

e refer to Josephine Pollard’s brockure enti-
tled  The Decorative Sisters,” illustrated by
Waltor Satterloe ~ Messrs, Hart & Co. are
tartying on the good work begun by Hart and
Rawlinson in the way of hand-painted books
8od eards—g line of work which mnot only af-
fords remunerative omploymeut for many
talented ladies in our country, but evidently

Is & ‘‘long-felt want,” as the increasing de-
maad testifies.

So, Mr, Ravin, if you,

fLoMBARD ST
SH(S PROPERITY
BC.0 . 3% vo

1 / -,
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL.:

(AFTER WICKENS,)

The Dean stood deeply pondering.
ing,” said a poor weak voice.
still stood pondering.

nating on the chime of the Christmas bells,

‘! Please sir, would you spare a trifle to help the starv-
All around were tumble-do wn dens ot Satan.
¥1e might have been thinking of the long ago ; he might have been rami-
Or perhaps he was thinking how good it would be
to devote some of the enormous income of the Rectorship of St. James to the moral and material
improvement of Lombard Street, the reproach of the city though the property of the Church,
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And the good man

“TIS HE1”

Who marches up the streets at night

And softly sings his chorus bright ?

Who fills the ‘““peelers ™ with delight ?
‘Fhe Student,

Who gazes in the pecler’s eye,
With timid glance and manner shy,
And swears te “‘ stick ” to him or die?

The Student,

Who doth the pecler's thoughts engage,
And fill his manly breast with rage,
Which nothing earthly can assuage?

The Student.

Who goes into the * Gods™ at_times,

Especially one called * Ol Grimes "%
The Swdent

Who always pays his little bills,

Who frequently_ has awful chills,

Which nothing but hot whiskey kills
The Student.

Who seldom drinks, or smokes, or swears,
Or puts on hoighty Loighty airs,
Nor finds it hard to get up stairs?

The Student.

Who loves to siquare up with Nudel,
Like anyone below loves ¥—(Well,
‘I'he name of it I shall not tell.)

‘The Student.

Who loves the ¢ Globe ™ like lover true,
And reads its columns daily through 7
‘I'here is hut one ‘tween me and you—.

The Student.

And chantg the quaint old Coliege rhymes.

THE CHIEF INSANITV EXEPBRT ON BRUALYK OF THE

Angelina—'‘ I havo been to hear Rev, My,
Mistigush,
is & very learned man you know,”
¢ What makes you think so, denr?” Angelina—
*Qh,I know he wmust be, Frank, Icouldn’t
understand at all what he was talking about.
But it was a beautiful sermon.—Boston T'rans-

eript,

And who, like TTevvy Ridout, rates

The :‘ World,"” bec:msc.u advocates

Our independence which he hates?
The Students

Who is it seldom reads a haok,
v at Curriculuan doth look,
I he can help, by hook or crook ?
‘T'he Studeat.

Whio says this is not doggerel rhyme,
But poetry inspired, sublime,
And for it pays his halfoa-dime?

‘I'he Student,

Ja Kassr,
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DEFENCE,

H gavoe us a beautiful sermon, He
Frank—
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With ll\lcl‘_;hof.

dan't he:

“TIIE CELEBRATED JUMPING FROG.”

(UNAUTHORIZED CANADIAN EDITION,

DEDICATED, WITH EVERY KENXPRESSION OF

SYMPATHY, 1O MR. MARK TWAIN, BY HIS ADMIRING FRIEND “GKIP.)

Uaderground Theology-
IN THREE ACTS.—ACT 30,

SCeNE.—lnatncr tascment, rol guite as vave as th
others, the residence of an ametens taby farmer, (on
a linted scale,) to snt, Mrs. Spence, r ckes out a
lesiing by selitng candics and bread estensibiy, also a
dhrap of the unlicensed crayther (sub resa). ” Mrs, S,
hasjust given her four-months-old laly enongh sohis-
ey and paregorac o quict it for the next four hours at
least, and hus wme sat down to have a guict bit of
symipathelic gossip over a pint of beer, a tete-astete
swith old Mrs Jore, her neighbous vver the woay.

Muis, Jonw, takoyy the shazol o' e v head and aliusting
herself comfortably—

‘“1do declare, Missis Spence, ' owas just a-ayin’ 1o
Mariar,

As ) was a-sinin’ a-toastin® my poor old 1oes by the live:

Says 1, there's Missis Spence now, no furder than over
the way,

Might Le dead an’ buried for all we know, haint seen ber
since yesterday,

So L throws my shawl over iny head, an’ hero € be,

issis Speace.

Cutue a-purpuse to see how you are.

beew ustuy you since? ™

How's the world

Mus. SerNce, in a hoarse, Bibernian woie

“ Arrah! dou't yex be aftherfaxin’, sure its ruined meself
will be,

Wid their prachin® an their convartin’, an’ fixin’ folks up
widtea, .

Thedivil a dhirap of liguor 1've sowld all this blissid day,

An' that gurl accomin’ L-morsow 1o carry her brataway.

Mus. Joun, shaking her kead solemnly—
** Yes, maam, the times is bad, an’ growin' every day

WUSS,

You can't turn an honest penny, withont people makin®
a Juss,

You know them there three oys 1 vented my cellar to
sleep in,

Aw' only charged ‘em ten cents?  Well, ma'am, didn't
they go a-weepin'

To them big bugs as gets up the breakfast, Sunday
moruin's at Tempeiance "All,

An’they've been an’ gune an’ took ‘em for gaod, the one
with cancamption an’all. -

In coora:l: they wan'tuo profit, bue still a few cents cum
andy,

To buy e a pint o' beer, or ahorn to coax old Sand:

To do me 2 bit o' pawnin', or hook a lvose hcard off the
cnce

To kindle the fire of & mornin’. Put whisper now,
Missis Spence,

Don't you trink, between us private,”the world's turnin’
upside down?

With all them queer on-goin's of them big bugs there up
tewn,

Lor bless ye ! when I was young, they'd go avound givin’
us tracks,

Them dressed up in silks aud velvets, and hus not a dud
to our backs,

Much we cared for their preachin® and prayin’, hus,
starvin' of hunger and cold,

But now-a-days things are changed or else it's me-gettin

old,

1t do seem strange now, dun'tit ? to see all the trouble
they're at,

A-feedin’, an' clothin’, an’ schoolin® somme poor, dirty,
motherless brat,

(An' mighty small thavks theyllgetforit) Thatieetotal
cubbler next door

Got drunk, arnd was seat up for somethink, but tha's
over three years an’ more,

His wife, she took on so, she dicd, an® the way she was
laid out with flowers

Would W7 metied the heart of a sione.
young Polly Powers,

Well, uii;ler she had her babby, 1hey kept her till she was
well,

An’ they got her a sitivation ; ye'll never believe what 1

An’ then theres

tell,

‘The family is all so fend of her, she's doin’ 50 extra well.

An' they do say that even them givls, they'll watch them
A-passin’ by.

An' they ll coax them, ma‘am, so kindly, that really sone-
times they'll ery ;

An’ I was told a greatsecret, that weddin' the other day,

Was one of them self-same girls, breught back after
goin’ astmr.

It's really wonderful, ma'am, the goin's on now-a-days,

An’ the queerest thing o! all they wont take to their-
selves no praise.

My little granddaughter, she tells me, them are folks as
love the Lord, .

An’ they do it for love of their Master, an” if I can believe
her word,

He was once as poor as hus, an’ went hungry many a day,

An’ was 50 hard up for a home, he went up a hill-side to

pray, R
Nor hadn’ta hole to Sleep in, no more than one of them

¥s

As skept all the time in my cellar, with the rats kickin® up
such a noise. "

I declareto ye, Missis Spence, 1 feltlike as T could pray,

When she said that 774 wias the One, was to judge us
all one day.

T usccd to be 5o scared when 'd think of the awful Lord,

A-venting His wrath on poor sinners, as was allus a-break-
' his word,

Butlaws ! it do look so different to think of a kindly man

Upin heaven, ascomin® to judge us, an’ doin’for us all

he can,

(An’ he necdn’t unless he likes, seein’ he's God all the
satne as toan.) ;

I'd give up this rough way of livin’, if I thought they'd
give mc a home,

Fornow I am old and tired, but I know 1 could help

‘em some.

When John he Jay a-dyin', (ny John he was allug
queer,

Says he, with his hand on his heart,
as cells me here

Your eyes will b opened yet, an then you will ndey.

‘Theres somtthing

stan

What | mean when [ telt you, Mary,
better land. ,

Yes, really, it do make a differ,
people pray,

And another to see them a-actin® as though they believeg
what they say,

A-comin’ down here right among us, as if we were one of
theirsell’s,

Instead 0" cockin’ their noses at the sights, an’ the din
an’ the smells. . !

1 tell you what now, Missis Spence, religion like thay |
believe in,,

But I(}u: times is awful changed since the times 1 used 1o
ive in.

Lor bless ye, they'd preach an’ they’d pray,
care a sight more for a dog,

An’ the way they would look down upon you, ya'd
think a poor man was a freg.

Yes, thank God ! the times are a-changin’, an’ we are
a-changin®, to0,

When ey offer ye love an® kindness, what ean a poor
bady do,

Now, what do you think, Missis Spence 7

Mus, Svexce, lifting the beey to her lips—,

Faix, it's little 1'm chinkin' about it,

‘Lhe praste he can fix all that, an® I'd niver pretend 1o

ouht it,
But itdon't do me any good, the folks afther turning tee-

I'm going to the

it’s one thing 1o heyy

but they'd

total,
So here’s Juck to us both, Mrs, Jore, its meself thar'll
shtick to the bottle. (Drinks.

(Laeunt.)
Jav Kavine,

DR. COCHRANE, OF BRANTFORD.

“DiscirLiNiNG” THE CONGREGATIONAL BELL.

He seized the brazen clangiug tongue,
And all his weight upon it (lung,
And shouted, as lie held it tight,
“ My people shall not~must not be
Kept late for church by hearing thee—
Curfew shall #0¢ ring to-night !*

Mrs. Pinel's boarder, who has been veading
the anti-cram editorials in the Globe : *1se
they are trying to do away with this rystem of
cramming students so much.” Mrs, Pinch
brightening up suddenly,—** Really now, is that
really 50 2 I'm mighty glad, I tcll you. Vie-
tuals is 80 high, and these young growin’ boys
do cram so,” Exit boarder,

What is wanted is not so much & burglar-
proof safe, as & cashior-proof safe.—* Well,
T’ll be blowed,” as the factory whistle said when
twelve o'clock struck.—Somerville Journal,
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THE CHRISTMAS EXAMINATION.

(First Class in Geography.)

THE HEAD MASTER—*AND NOW, NEDDY BLAKE, WILL YOU POINT OUT WHERE
WEST NORTHUMBERLAND 1S?”

** See cumments on page . [There's no “cram® about this,

—— - —
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@The Joker Elub.

“ The Pun {s mightier than the Stword,.”

For tho Nursery Brigade,
(Denver Tribune.)

Oh, what a Bad Mamma to Leave Little
Fsther all Aloue in the Dark Hoom. No
wonder Esther is Crying. She is alraid a Big
Bugaboo will eome down the Chimney and Eat
her up. Buguhoos like to Eat little Children.
Did you ever sce a Bngaboo with its Big Fire
Eyes and Cold Teeth all over Bluod? The
next Time Mawma leaves you Alene in a Dark
room, perhaps One will Come to Eat you.

1L

The old Mau is Blind and cannot sce. He
holds & Hat in his Hand and there is a Dime
in the Hat. Go up quietly and Take the Dime
out of the Tiat. ‘fhe Man eannot See you. Next
Sunday you ean put the Dime in the Sabbath
School box and the Teacher will Praise you.
Your Papa will put some Money in the Contri-
bution box,too. e will put More than You do.
But his Opportunities for Robbing are Better
tban yours.

-

Here we bave a Picnic, Is it not Jolly? The
children are Running around and Playing Tag.
But whereis the Custard Pie? A moment ago
it was Under tho Elm Tree. Can it Be that
Mr. Jones is Sitting on the Custard Pie? Alas,
it is too True. And Miss Smith is Laughing
at him, He looks as Badly Iiroken up as the

Sec the Fish., The Fish is a I'rout and
Breathes throngh his Ears. He lives in the
Brook and May be if you try you can Cateh him.
Any little Boy who catclies so many Measles
ought to be Ableto Cateh one little FFish. The
‘T'rout Weighs four Qunces, but you can say he
Weighs four I'ounds. Do not call him a
Speckled Beauty or you will be Shot. Eat him
Head, Tail, Inwards and All, and get a little
Bone in your Throat if yon Cun,

This is & Diamond Pin.  The Editor won it
at a Church Fair.  There were "len Chances at
Ten Centsa Chance. The Rditor Mortgaged
his Paperand Took ono Chance. The Pin is
Worth seven handred Dollurs.  Editors like
Dismonds. Sometimes they Wear them in
their Shirts, but Generally in their Minds.

Who Put the Sslt in the Sugar Bowl? Mam-
ma is Anxious to Find Out.  Willic is Busy
looking ont of the window. Can you Guess what
he is Thinking about? Perhaps he is Wonuler-
ing what Mamma will Give him before he Goes
to Bed without his Supper. If we were Willie,
wo would Feel safer with a Latin Grammar in
the Seat of our Pants.

VIL

What & Delightful Mud Hole! It is quite

deep snd Inviting. How Cool und Plensant it

Pie, doee he Not?

must be in the Mud Hole. Good little Boys

and Girls can Play in the Mud Hole and Make
Lots of Nice Patty Cakes. Tell the Baby to
como too, and then You can Put Mud in his Ears
and he will Splash the pretty Black Water all
over Su~ie's new Frock.

Sausage at wholesale price iz dog oheap.—
Picaytrtne.

A good husband, like & good base burner,
never goes out nights.—'oledo Amevrican,

A conl fire is a grate corofort, but a nut.
meg often suggests a grater.— Delroit Fiee
Press,

Anow song ia cotitled “ Swoeter than Sweet.”
There's lots of tafly in it.—Lowell Citizen,

A dog can keep up his pants without the nse
of suspenders,—Boston Commercial Bulletin.

Some are born rich, others achieve riches,
while others become bank cashiers.—Blooming-
ton (L) Eye.

When a man bas a plumbing bill to settle, he
finds out what it co-ts to pay the piper.—Salt
Lalke 1'ribune.

It is not so much what a 10an knows as what
he deosn't nose, that proves his scentsibility. —
N. Y. News.

The warrant read by & sheriff preparatory to
haoging & man ia a sort of noose paper, as it
were.— Somerville Journal.

Because they call a little statue a astatuette,
is thnt any sign that a little sausage ic a snu.
sage ¢. ?—Stenbenville Herald.

The word *‘presence’ is spoiled in wmost
wedding invitations. It should be spelled
« presents,”"—South Bend (Ind.) I'ribune,

“ Why sigh for dat which you can't re'ch
romarked the derkey as he took a hen from lis
neighbour's coop.—Decatur (JIL.) Blade.

Advice to wives—Man is very much like an
egg; keep him in hot water and ho is bound to
become hardened. — Philadelphia Chronicle
Herald.

When you see a banana peel resting on the
gidowalk and a fat man unconsciously op-
proaching it, the indications point to an early
fall.— Lowell Citizen.

A Canandian Speaks.

When anything worth ssying is spoken in
that tersc and pointed way that bears the jwm-
press of honest conviction, we like to have
people know the nature of the communication.
Of such a nature is the following from Mr. W,
¥} Haist, Campden P, 0., Lincoln Co., Un-
tario. Mr. Haist says: With great joy over

my restored health,I would write a few lines con-
cerning that wondorful remedy, St. Jacobs 0il.
For the last six years I have been using variuus
medicines internally and cxternally, but notb-
help 1we.

ing would Vinally I procured a

bottla of St. Jacobs Oil, which cured me afters
few applications. My mother-in-law, who has
also been a great sufferer from rhcumalisM
was also instantly relieved by the ure of the
Great Germean Lemedy. St. Jacobs Oil isd
great blessing to suffering humanity, 80 I
shall do everything in my power to makekno®n
itamerita.

"

i




Vou. T2 Eiguregnra, No. 5.

GRIP.

SaTuRDAY, 24N DRCEMBER, 1881,

The Chreniclos of Flori, the Son of
David.

FROM THE DAY OF HIS DEFRAT EVEN UNTIL NOW,

And behold Flori, the son of David, drew ncar, and en*
tered into the tent of his fore-fathors, and there cune out
10 meet him.his aged sire.

And Flori lifted up his voice and wept : and said unto
him. ** Oh my father, the sword of Amua-tieddow, the
Captain of the Host, has entered into my flesh, wd his
words, even exceediog bitter words, into my heart, aud 1
am sore vexed and troubled in spirit,”

And his father said upto him, ' Oh, my son, be not
woubled in spirit, neither let thy heart be sad within thee,
for thou shalt yet have dominion over this Philistine, ¢ven
Arma-Geddon, the Captain of the Host,™

Then was the soul of Flori comforted and he bound up
his wounds, and uncovered his head to the breath of Hea-
ven. And he said unto his slaves, which were with him
inthe gate 10 do his bidding :—** It is well ; bring forth

the iustruments of musick, cven the sackbut and the
psaltery, and make merry before me, and fear not.”

But though he spake thus with his tongue, he hardencd
his heart, atid togk counsel with himself what he shouldt
do, saying ¢ ¢ This man, even Armn-Geddow, the Centu.
rion, the Lieader of Fans and the Bearer of Iroums, shall
surely die.”

So” he bardenced his heart, and bound up his wrath
within himself until the days of his fasting, ¢ven tho
wecks and months of the peace offering should be ful.
fitled.

* x + - Kl + ]

Now it came to pass in thosc days, even in the days of
the peace.offerings and sacrifices, thay Flori went forth
{ron'nj: the land ot his futhers, aud sojourned in  foreign
and.

And his heart was sad within him, so he summoncd
unto him the wise men of the fand, cven the Smooth-
flayers, the Bruisahy and the Boxshs, and said unio
them : ** Bchold now isny spirit sad within me ; for the
Centurion, ¢ven Arma-CGeddon, the Captain of the Host,
hath waged war agsinst me, a man of peace, a sculptor of
images, and a lover of musick and sweet'sounds, and hath
discomfited me."”

Then the wise men of the lind lified up their voiees and
said unto him : *‘ Let not thy heart be sad within thee,
neither let thy spiric mourn, for in thy lund, even in the
land of Jon-Lorn, the King, thou hasta man of great skiil
in such matters, one who make:h the wounded spirit to
rejoice, and grasés comfort to the mourner.  He will aid
thee against this Philistine, and thou shalt lay him even
\\l:luh"the dust, Yea, verily, and so shall it be unto
thea.

Then was Flori excecding glad, aml he said unio the
wise men; " Give me, I pray ye, some sign by which 1
shall know this wise man ; lest peradventure | meet him
m the way, and know him not.” And they gave unto him
asign,

And Flori gave unto the wise men oneshekel, for, though
he had m:\rg, they were very dear unto him.

So Flori departed for his own land.

. And behold, as he journeyed upon the great sea, he fell
into a deeg sleep, and he dreamed a dreamn ; and in his
dream the bags of sand which Iny around him arose from

-the ground and stood up before him.  And he looked, and
lehold the bacs of sand bore the likeness of the Centus
tion, even of Arma-Geddon. And the bag which was the
head eried aloud and said unto_him, *‘ Arise. thou hag of
wind, why sleep  thou?" Then Flori arese in his
dream, and be smote the bugs, hip and thigh, until they
fell, and the sand ran out upon the ground.

Then Flori aweke from his steep, and communed with
Yimself, and said unto himself, ** Aro not thess the words
of the wise men, which they spake unto me, saying

Thou shalt lay him even with the dust’™ And he
tomforted,

o Flori returned unto his own land, and he sought dili-
:_tmly among hls.kmsfolk and relations for thie wise man
ho should aid him against the Captain of the Host ; but
he ft':ulvd him ll\ol,
we et was hie gricved in spirit, saying unto himself,

Surely now have 1 been deceived by )lhca wise men, and
'ave given them of wy wealth for nanght,”

And it came to pass that there was a certain slave in

by

the land, exceeding cunning in the art of forging iron.
And Flori sent unto him, saying: * Make me, even now,
iron for my raiment, that T may be safe against this man
who girds himsell with a staf, ol Flori was urgent,
and sadd, “1f thou dost not this thing thou shal surely
die ; for art thon not a skave to do my bidding?*

And the slave made haste and drow near unto him ;
and it came 10 pass when Flori bebeld him that he fell on
his knees before , and said unto him :

“Oh, wy friend, live forever! [For surely thou art he who
shall grant me deliverence from asine enemy.”  Awod the
stave satd unto him, *“ 1 am he, be comforted.”

Then they communed together, aml took counsel re-
specting the death of Arma.Geddor

Now when the weeks of ng, andl of the peace-offer-
ings were accomplishied, even in the ‘tenth month, and on
the twenty-seventh day of the month, Arna.Geddon arose
carly and said unto_himself, ** Jichold the harvest is
hand ; the harvest of stocks and of wargins, and  the sea-
son for the gathering in of shekels.  Now st | hasten
and get me down rizht early, lest they be all devoured
by the bears of the strect and the bulls of the coroer.™

So he went forth from his tent, and journeyed through
the Jand of the Slack-Gregor to that of the Shsimmering-
Sun,  And as he jouracyed he thooght not of Flovi, the
son of David, but hie said unto himself, * Oh, self, live
forever ! “Thou art mighty in warfare, and comely in per-
son, The strong men and the fair maidens bow down
unto thee, and thy name is of great report in the land,”

Bat as he thus communcd  with hims<elf a great noise
smgte the air, and a mighty voice, as of thunder, said
unto him :

&

** Art thou he who givdeth himself with a stick 7
Then the knees of Arma-Geddon smote tagether, and he

quaked with fear, and wrembled exceedingly § so that hi®
stafl, which was in his hand, fell upon the ground. For
he knew that the voice was the voice of the bag of wind
even of Flori, the son of David.

‘Then the wise i, even the forger of iron, upen whom
Flori leant, said wnto him, ¢ Be mindful of t :?' dream,
and smite ham, for | am with thee, so that thou shaly pre-
vail, and he shall surely dic.”

Flori foll npon him and smote him, so that he fell,
and the blood, cven the Llovd of the Centurion, Arma-
Geddon, flowed out upon the ground. Then Flori smote
him again and again, and buflewed him, unti) the words
g{l lge wise men, which they spake unto hin were ful-

ed.

And Arma-Geddon, the Centurion, the mighty man of
valour,the Commander of Fans, and the Leader of many,
lay humbled in the dust, wallowing in his own gore. And
he groaned in spirit aml cried alond, saying i—

* It is enough, go hence from wy sight, and mock not
the voice of my groaning,”

But Flori said unto him @ **1f thon wert a man, then
wouldest thou do battle as a man; but behold now art
thou but a chilt, ¢cven a mere babe before me.” And lic
smote him upon the right cheek and npon the left, and re.
viled him with exceeding bitter words.

‘Lhen spake the wise man, even the cunning forger of
ivon, unto Flori, sayimz: * 1.c1 us go hence, it is enough.”
So they mounted into the chariot and departed.  But the
wise man took with him the stall ot Armz-Geddon, which
was it bis hand, saying wisto himself, “Itis a 1oken of
remembrance for them that shall do likewise,”

And Flori returned unto his own tent, and they pre-
pared a great feast and made gy, For they said, now
15 the house of David oxalted above its fellows. For we
have smitten our enemy and kiid him even with the dust,
So they feasted and made merry, cven untit the eleventh
hour, ~ But on the morrow there was silence in the house
of David, for the heads of the people were sore amaszed
and very heavy,

But Arma-Geddon Iay within his tent, sick unto death,
and troubled in his heart.  And he called unto hin the

wise men of the land @ the Physicians, the Scribes, and
the Counscllors, And they took counsel together for
many days.

Then onuof thum, a Conns=Hor, mighty with his tongue,
and  cunning withal, but of short” stature, said unto
theus :

* How long shall this man trouble us ! For he is
sy and i turbulent fedlow, and no man's life is safe
while he is abroad,”
So they tovk Flori, the son of David, and cast him into
prison, and made his feer fast in the stocks,

And it was a custom in those parts to do unto prisoners,
even ais they did in the days of Samson, to take their
strength from them; but, though they searched dili-
fcn(ly from morning wnal evening, they touched not a
hair of his head,

For it was not.

Then was there mourning in the house of David, and a
Rreat ery went abroad in the land, Jor they said, *“Where
is the wise man, the mighty Cemsellor who shall deliver
us?' And one said unto them, ** Fear not, for 1 will
bring unto you him of whom ye speak. And behold he
brought unto him Gulielmus, the son of Hastings, a mighty
Counseller, a man of stately carringe, and comely in looks,
who spake words as sweet as honey, yet were tﬂey sharp
as barbed arrows,

And he said unto them, **Be of good cheer, fear not,
for T will deliver bim.™  And they took comfort, and gave
unto him many shekels.  And the number of the shekels
which they gave unto him was so great that they filled
even the whole carin which be rode.

In those days there ruled over the city a mighty judge,
Sagud, the son of Calix, and whzn all these things were
mile known unto him he summonced before him Flori, the
son of David, amd a great multinnde, even the whole ¢ity,
And when they were all asscmbled together, even the
Couunsellors, (he Scribes, the [Physicians, the Smooth.
flayers, the Brokahs, und the Boxahs, they wrangled and
strove with each other for many days, respecting Flori,
the son of Navid, and Arma-Geddon, whom he slew ; and
there was strife in the city, and lxiween the Brokahs and
the Boxahs.

‘I'hen stond up the C %, four in s He,
who was short in stature, yet cunning with 1is tongue ;
Gulielmus, the son of Hastingx, whose words were as
honcy on his lips, yet full of venom in his heart ; Alderic,
the son of Joseph, ihe spokesman of the great king ; and
another, who is surnamed the mcllfiuous ; and there stood
alsg before the people those who were to give tostimony
inthe mauter, four Score and ten in number.

And they all shouted and harangued together in the
Court which is called Smcll-dom during many days.

And on the third day, even at the eleventh hour of the
night, the people shouted with a loud voice and said :
““Let Flori, the son of David, be exalted in the land, for
he hath done good and not evil before us, and hath east
down the the mighty, the proud, and him of high stom-
ach, even Arma.Greddon, the Leader of Dances and the
Bearer of $rooms.'

So they hrake the bonds of Flori, the son of David, and
set him free ; but the ¢reat Judge. even Asgud, the son
of Colix, ruid unto him, ** Be thou henceforward careful
in thy doiugs, oh, thun son of David ; and that thou ay-
est remetnbior these days, [ cammand thee to cast into
the treasury of the great king two mites.”

S50 Flori, the son of David, triumphed in the land ; and
Arma.Cieddon, the Centurion, went mourning many days,
seeking rest but finding none.

Now the restof the acts of Fluri, the son of David, and
the oaths which he sworg, are they not written in the
books of the Upper Ten, ats a remembrance agaimst him
unto this day.

————elyere—
A Luady?s Experience,

Mrs, G. A, Gist, No. 1204 Walnut-stroet,
Philadelphia, Pa., writes: “I had inflamma-
tory rhenmatisin very badly. In one foot and
ancle it seemed to have taken hold with the
determination to stay sowmo time; and the
morning I obtained St. Jacobs Oil I could not
put my foot down to the floor, even for an in-
stant, I uscd it that evening for the first time,
and the next morning for the sccond time, and
that afternoon put my foot down for several
minutes. On Sunday following I could stand
up and walka few steps, Ou Tuesday could
walk about my rovm,and went down stairs by
holding on to tho banisturs. Now I can walk
quite well, and there is very little pain left.
Just think ! one bottle and a half and 1 am al-
most frec from pain, It is a wonderful med-
icine.

The champion nine of the country—femi-
nine.—Lurlington ( N. J. ) Enterprise,

S




raph Albums for delivery a week or ten days previous to X-Mas. Choice goods,

Active Agents can make money taking orders for our special lines of Photo-
gold only by subscription. Descriptive ircuclars free. j.s. ROBERTSON & BROS., Whitby-
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“GIVE US A LIFT, SIRY”

WEARY TRAVELLER, (svhe wescmbles Ar. Robertson, of Montrea?) ON 1415 WAY 10 THE SENATE CHAMBER AT OTTAWA.

PHOTOGRAPH ALBUMS.

he indulges in reflections about the welfare of TRADE o MAR
his future, it is when he fails in a prolonged 3
cffort to get ol a pair of boots at least three
sizes nearer to bothing than his feet.—Joh
Trotter, Boston Times.

The only thing in this country that is not !
injured by bursting is applause.—Marathon T
Ineependent. | rY
If there is ever a timo in a man’s life when }
K.

A genny malkes more noise in the contribu-
tion box than a five dollar bill, and the man
who gives the penny makes more noise than
the giver of the bill when it comes to saying
“‘amens” or voting on church management.—
Salt Lake Tribune,

Mr. L——writes to inform us that his son
has a taste for poetry, and asks, “What should
he do?" Send him to us—he's the very young
man we've bean looking for! We have two
baskets of spring pootry; we will let bim eat
the whole of it!— Philadelphia Sun.

To the humourist who is also a sontimenta-

A,
list it must be pleasant to reflect that his ) ™
witticisms have caused red lips to smi'e with THE GR
delight, and white throats to swell with laugh-
ter that begets no sorrow. Ard, by the way,
lard is fifteen cents a pound.—E. R. Wick, . ]

Danbury News. FOR

Where is the use in puzzling one’s brains \
over such intricate problems as the origin of )
man and the whitherness of his future, when J/ g ”
one cannot tell so simple & thing as how the

small boy in rubber boots gets his feet wet Neuralgia, Sciatica, Lumbago,

v —
gﬁ::g:r‘: Ie];a{ty rods over frozen ground ?— HBoston Bac ‘,? " he, Sorsnass of the 0/!9 st, Gout,
4 Quinsy, Sore Throat, Swellings and

., the lawyer, did not like visitors. One A
day, being ann’oycd "oftener than usual, he Sprains, Burns 'drll/ S.oalds,
determincg to insult the next man who entered General Bodily Pains,

hig room. In came D.,and in his usual cheer- Tooth, Ear and Headache, Frosted Fest

ful manner said, * How are you, old boy,” and :
sat down. W.was boiling over. “ What is the and Ears, and all other Pains
difference,” he asked, looking savagely at 1)., and Aches.

‘* between that stove and a jackass?” a b, n;u\v No Prcpamti?n on onr&h 3qunls gfﬁiﬁﬁ?ﬁeg‘:ﬂ;‘
something was wroug, 50 he got up and walked | 8 anfe, aure, sisnple and cheap Ex ! .
toward the door. *Can’t yon answer?’ said | 2 ‘3(:;"3‘,‘,‘,“,“‘:}’},’,‘,3‘g:;’;";‘.‘,‘,;";ﬁ?}:}%,’.‘g o
W. “Not positively,” said )., *because I| can have cheap and positive proof of its claims,
have not a foot rule with me. I'm going to get Directions in Eleven Languages,

one to give you faiv ineasurement ! lease don’t | gorLp BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN
move untii Ireturn!”  And he shut the door MEDICINE. :
with a bang thai made W, jump in bis cheir !

—DPhiladclphia Sun. A. VOGELER % Cco.,

Baltimora. Ad., U, 8§, A»

[Montreal (anndn) Post.]
A Good Thing from the Statcw.

In this age of quackery, it is consoling to
discover that therc is something solid in exis-
tence, and that, though there are vendors who
lie wost checrfully about their wares, there are
others who tell the truth and allow time to test
the merits of what they offer for sale. As year
after year rolls over, the frauds and the shams
siuk awayout of sight in the pools and morssses
of obscurity, while what is really good and true
stands boldly forth all the grander for ity age
and solidity, Thus, while within the present
deende thousands of patent medicines, puffed at
one time to inflation, have shrunk before the
test of analysis, Sr. Jacoms O, lLas bravely
borne the straiv, and is to-day remowned ol
over the world for its famous curative powers,
It is truely one of tho phonomena of tho aye we
live in, The sale of this articlo ie incredible.
It i to be found all over the civilized world, and
in a good wany places that are not civilized—
for, unfortunately, tho bones of sorrowing man
ave racked and acho with pain no matter what
region he inhabits—and we believe it is yeb des:
tined to bo found in every house, and to super-
sede the many nostrums which still romain
abroad to rob and defraud humanity of it
money and its health. The firm of A. Vogeler
& Co., Daltimore, apend half a million dollars
year'y in advertising St. Jacoss O1r, mgl hence
we muy guess at the full extent of their enor
mous business. It is truly marvellous, or wou
be, did wo not know the circulation of this in-
estimable blessing.

The man who says that water is not the
proper thing to drink is apt to go 8-1ye.—
Qreenbush Gazettr.




