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Leapixe CarrooN.—About the time that
this number of Grir reaches the hands of its
readers, Mr. Blake will have set foot once
moreupon hisnative heath. Public expectation
stands upon tiptoe and has all its eyes and
aars open Blake-wards, in view of the present
interesting *‘ crisis ” in our politics. ¢ What
will the Liberal leader do about it ?" is the
universal question. * Like Joly,” cries the
Mail, **he will manfully resign!” ¢ What
for 2’ queries the puzzled elector. ¢ Why
should he resign ?” ““ Oh, don’t you know ?”
answers the tall-tower organ. ¢ Why, he is
called upon by his party to give his assent to
an iniquitous union between the Grits and the
Bleus—the baasis of which union is, that Riel
is a martyr and his death must be avenged.”
- ¢ Don’t you believe that notorious fabricator ”
crics the Globe, “ The proposed basis of union
is nothing of the sort. It is opposition to the
Government on its whole past and present
record of extravagance, incompetency and cor-
ruption, and its responsibility for the rebel-
lion.” Mr: Blake's action in approving or
prohibiting the proposed union will depend
entirely upon the contents of the document
endorsed ‘¢ Terms and Conditions,” which
Mzr. J. D, Edgar is popularly supposed to carry
in his breast pocket.

FirsT Page.—Mr, Manning’s record as
Mayor of Toronto is neatly summed up in Mr.
Howland's pointed phrase, ¢ The atrings
hang loose.” Whether our present mayor is or
is not the schemer and corruptionist that some
paint him, he cortainly can lay no claim to
being a man of moral earnestness in his office,
and as the results to the city are much the
same, Whether the cause be corruption or care-
lesanens, it is high time to have a change. “The
strings bang loose,” of a trath! Pick up

your morning paper and read the evidence of
this in burglaries, sand-baggings, rotten block-
paving, bob-tail car acoidents, waterworks
bungling, sickness from bad sanitary arrange-
ments, etc., otc. Let us bave a mayor for
1886 who cares something for the city as well
as for himself.

Eionrr PAGE.—It requires two men to fill
the vacant place of Sir Leonard Tilley in the
Cabinet—one to do the figuring in the Finance
Department and the other to supply the tem-
perance and moral power 8o long identified
with Sir Leonard. The Premier has just sup-
plied this double successor by appointing Mr.
McLelan as Finance Minister and Mr. George
Foster to take caro of the fishes (and loaves).
Mr. Foster has, we should say, plenty of
ability for &is post ; but as nothing short of &
Financial Hercules could hope for success in
the other department at the preaent time, we

.| cannot help thinking that Mr. McLelan would

feel just as bappy and comfortable if he had
been stowed away in a snug Lieutenant-Gover-
norship instead.

PREPARATORY.

Waiter,—Will you have your beefsteak well
done, sir ?

Tragedian.—No ! Raw, raw, minion !
play Macbeth to-night !

I

- MANNING TO THE LADY VOTERS.

Ladics, ladies, vote for me—
Don't you throw your votes away,
I'm o pretty man, you ses,
Tall and etately—great and free,
Jolly, witty, wise and gay.

Willie Howland's but a cub,

Green as grage in “ counoil” ways,
Don't know how to scheme and gru
Opon-hearted—like o tub—

Solid truth in all he gaye.

" 501: want a clever mayor,
no who's up to all the tricke,
One who wins by foul or fair—
In the party takes & s
I'm the man on whom t fix.

Ifyou want the othor kind—

f you try this cew-made plan—
Mayor %o jobbery nevor blind
Square and honcst, candid, kina

Howland's just the very man.

But, dear ladies, vote for me—
Come out strong and put me back,
If you do I'll—let me sce—
-Let mo whisper sliently—
Buy you each a sealskin sacquet

"‘"\\'

¢ Called Back,” a splendid play, acted by
thoroughly competent people, is the attraction
at the Grand for the remainder of the week.

The fifth Monday ‘“Pop.” was one of the
most enjoyable of the series, Miss Beebe car-
tured the hearts of her auditors immediately
and was voted the best vocalist we have yet
had, excepting, perhaps, Miss Juch. Mr, Sher-
lock made a very favoirable impression. When
it is remembored that this %:ntlemnn is not a
professional singer and makes no pretence to
cultivation, his achievement may be regarded
as remarkable. His voice in the upper register
is beautiful, though his manner is not as taking
as it might be. Jacobzen and Corell in their
solos scored hits as usual and the quartette
did famously. The ever genial Marshall wase
on hand to look after everybody’s comfort,
along with his equally lively coadjutor Tasker.
The management of onr Populer Concerts is
equal to their artistic merits, and that is saying
a good deal.

AN UNRECORDED HISTORICAL
INCIDENT.

“Hal byr lady,” exclaimed a stalwart
policeman, entering a small wayside hostelrie
aod laying hia heavy hand on the shoulder of
a cowering individual who would fain have
shrunk away from the graspof the myrmidon
of the law; ¢ gramercy! but I have thee
now ; thy name, girrah ?’

“‘Petor Moir,” replied the trembling captive,

ye, alias the Slugger, alias Gentleman
Wat, alias Walter Tyrrell: I know thy
knavish countenance, and I arrest thee for
misdemeanor, treason, and -disobedience of
His Majeaty’s bohests,”

¢ How, fair sir? What have I done?”
asked the detected wretch, -

“Thou didst even stick His Britannie
Majesty, William, by the grace of God, of
Epgland and Ireland, King, Thou stuck’st
him in the New Forest with an arrow,

¢ "Tig true ; I did.” ' :

“'Tig not for that I arrest thee; ho is
well out of the way, but thou didst fracture
one of the couniry’s laws; come,” and the
peeler led his prey out by the left ear to the
glades of the forest. )

“Behold,” and he pointed to a notice
board ; ‘“read that.”

‘“Aye; indeed am I undone. It says:
* Stick no Bills on these Premises.’ Alacka-
day ! I am lost.”

*“Thou art ; for didat not thou stick our
Royal Bill here: ha! ha ! ere sundown thy
irlzzly head ehall grace the ;mrapet of London

ridge,” and whistling for the * Black
Maria,” the constable thrust his captive
therein, and they were whirled away toward
the great city.

¢ Circumatances alter cages,” said an unsuc-
cessful lawyer, ‘ and.I wish that I could get
h&c‘l of some cases that would alter my ciroum-
atances.
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About a sentimental youth . B
Whe loved to decorate his uutg; Re
€ wore a slouchi
h With a fei\lfhel!" :?gch: l}n l‘kaé,‘
ﬂhb a2 beard ala Cacrar de BA}A'[ )
assumed soch gracefal posé
h his med-i-eval elo’s,
'~ (Rathe won the heart of every prefly maid;
€ used ogo ab night
IBY thé meon'shewitching light,
/.\r?o charm then wilﬁa tra
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]{E night hewent by car,

Toking with him his guitar

o ahouse without the limifs ofl'hecyy,
orhed got a straightend tip.
A WAhickis why he took the bri R
[rat there, therelived a damsel chpistend Kitly
was told she was so provd
TAhat she never yet Mlowed
ny gentleman ko breathe a tender Sigh,
QJS he swore he'd go and Sing

An extatic litHe thing  °

or an hour or bwa this gent:
Toned his voice and instroment. &
(tways rAining&hegot most dreadfol wel')
Al When at last he chanced to Spy
Jn a window op on high

A bicket with these mystic words, TOLET ‘&

2 o this sere;a.éin, z\gan T
_ g | Shaved his beard and changed his plan.
(/fzw,,, A '\\‘}/ I Ahb b&t&h"l& ahard.y, hol’ny hap%ed .P(aran o it

J \ very songster will agree .
' < Tain sure with him.and me

ak bo sing to mpty houses isnt péasgnfe‘:
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A GREAT MAN.

(Picked up in St. Matthew's Ward and identified as the
handwriting of Ernegt Albert M- d.

I was born about thirty.five years ago. I
can prove this beyond q;leation to anybod
who will come down to the City Hall—no,
mean to my house, and sco the big Bible. I
know it will not be believed otherwise, just
because I say it. In fact I don’t suppose many
people can be convinced by my own atatement
that I was born at all, They call me a crank,
and whenever I say anything that is trune—
and I frequently do once in a while—they sort
of look at me incredulously and say aside,

¢ Oh, he’s a crank—you can’t depond on any-
thing ke says.” This is very nice for me, of
course ; I naturally like it very much ; rather
prefer it to decent treatment—a man would,
you know. But yet I am glad to say thereare
a few who do believe that I was born, and
that I have been around pretty considerably
ever since, especially within the last fow
years. Some of the cormorants of St. Mat-
thew’s Ward are quite convinced of this much,
not 80 much becanse I say it, but because
their formerly ridiculous assessment for city
taxes has been raised to a figure more propor-
tionate to what their poor neighbors have to
pay. They can’t understand how this has

| come to pass in the ordinary course of nature,

50 they begin to reason about it in this way:
¢ Now, this is tough on us, because we were
much better off when we were allowed to hold
big blocks of land at county rates within the
¢ity limits and let them got onhanced in value
by the improvements made around them ; and
28 no man does himself an injury, if he can
‘help it, it follows that this change in the
assessment cannot have been brought about by
our own asking, Now, if we are not the parties
to blame for it, who is? It can’t be pur repre-
sentatives in the council, for heretofore they
haven’t taken any more interest in the ward,
one way or another, than just enough to keep
them safe with the ratepayers. No, they
can't have dome it. They haven't got the
sand to do anything of the sort. And,
besides, whoever has done it has evidently
had not only the interests of the ward but also
of the whole city in view. It can’t, therefore,
have been our aldermen, Now, there’s just
one other party that could possibly bave done
it ; and, come to thinls of it, it looks just like
his work. It's that erank,
MaecD——, that's who's done jt. Confound
that fellow, he’s alway's doing something.
How can we get even with him? Let's see!

I have it. e’ll get the commissioner to
charge him with taking water from the city
hydrants illegally., I'll go and tell the officer

that I suspect he bas done 8o, aud then we’ll
get it put in the papers, and we'll put off
arresting or trying him for the offence, on the
ground that we are waiting for evidence,
That'll settle this crank.” That is the way
they argue things out, and the conclusion is
always the same—E. A. M. Now, I guess I
can stand this some longer. It hasn’t done me
much real harm, so far. *_I keep gotting a little
nearer all the time to what I'm driving at—
namely, to make St. Matthew's Ward what
pature intended her to be—the queen ward of
the city. She’s been Cinderella a good while,
but I'm studying up the Witch business, and
before long I guess I can transform her into o -
princess with store clothes on and nicer little
slippers than any of the other girls have got.
I J)on’t know as I'll have her ride in a pump.
kin, but I'm bound to have street cars, and

ood, level bridges, and a straight Don, and a
‘ew other things, and when I get into the
council I'll have these improvements or know
the reason why., And I'm going in this year,
crank or no crank, you can just mark that
down. But I wonder what they call me a
erank for! Do cranks have influence enough
to make the Rovision Court come to time on
crooked assessments ? Mayor Manning is an-
other party who believes that I’'malive, That
fact has cost him some money in the shape of
taxes, and it's going to cost him more. Do
cranks build rows of bouses and pay out
thounsands of dollars to workmen, as a general
thing? Well, thatis the kind of crank I am,
as you can see by taking a walk through the
ward. When I get into the council I'm going
to find out another thing, too—I want to
know how itisthat St. Matthew’s Ward doesn’t
get her proper share of city improvements in
proportion to what she pays into tho treasury?
There are several other things I am after with
a sharp stick and . .

(Here the manuseript breaks off suddenly.
It is surmised that tho writer just at this point
thought of important businoss he had at the
Revision Court or before the county judge.)

A bill of rites—the undortaker's account,
¢t There is nothing like leather for tanning,”

[*said the pedagogue. :

“ Good morning,” seid the milkcan to the
pump, *“how do you feel this morning ?”
¢t Oh, as well as I can oxpect ; how are you?”

“Qh, pretty strong, but——— oh giea.r, I
feel weaker ; good day ; see you again.’
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A CHRISFMAS DINNER..

THE POLITICIANS CHRISTMAS DINNER.

(From Grip's Almanac for 1886.)

ALAS! FOR MARY BROWN.

IM BROWN'S Mary wag cestatic-
& ° ally beautiful,
And moraily thesame, was she,
as any ono would testify ;
To her old father, Daddy Brown,
sho wos extremely dutiful,
And often that old man would
say, ‘‘Now, Polly, I'll be
. blest if I
Solle>
WA/ 2\ 8 Would swop my gal for any gal,
R though of tho aristocracy.”
/////"4//; 2 And Dlary then would “say,
o “Dear Pap, I thank you for
y that sentiment” ;
But one fin¢ day she met O’Miles
O’Donohue O'Shaughnessy.
You know, the man—I'm sure
you do: well, that's the
very gort I meant.

.
e
./////{//

"
/
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Now Mary often told papa—J thought it most peculiar—
That she would never leavo him for the best manin
the counteree,
But who can trust 2 woman—in Latin coll-ed mulier 7m
They are endowed 80 strangely with feminine effront-
ery.

And maoners go deceptive. Was Mary auy different
From all her gex? I'll show you now in language satis-

factory, . .
How good sho was—(than old Jim Brown, sure no man
paid o stiffer rent,
But this is just en passant—that's from a Gallic
factory.)

Sho met O°Miles, a8 I have said: ke said, * Will you elopo
with me,
And we will cross the ocean ? oh, Mary ! will s'ou go?
And Mary answered—cruel maid—oh, reader ! don’t you
hopo with me .
That she was quito avorse to this? she was, and an-
swered, “ No.”

This poom shows, dear reador,
expect o thing
It turneth oud tho other way : I know you will express
Much grief at belng sold : you cry, “*What! what! a
girl roject & ring 2"
You know you all expected that Miss Brown would
angwer, “ Yes.”

that when yog most

—8wiz.

THE MEETING OF THE GHOSTS.

THEY FORM A PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION.
(By T'wain Cablegram.)

With our usual daring enterprise we are
enabled to place before our readers a succinct
report of the great meeting of Ghosts recently
held in London. 'Wa truet this great journal-
istio feat will be duly appreciated,

LoxpoN, Eng., Dec. 17,—Exeter Hall
was to-night crowded with Ghosts, called to-
gether to disouss certain grievances. The
Ghost with the Luminous Eyes was unani-
mously voted into the chair. He said they
had been convened to consider the greatest in-
sult ever placed upon the ghosts of this
country, They had, without exception, been
ahamefull! slighted by their old friends, the
writers ot Christmas Annuals, (Sepulchral
groans,) Not a ghost, good, bad, or indiffer-
ent had been employed to work out to a satis.
factory ending any one of the Annual stories,

(Unearthly wailing.) The remedy was in
their hands. What did they propose to do?
The Ghost of the Murdered Man was the
first to respond. He said he had been dee%ly
affected by the gross negleet, so much so, that
he felt like closing up hie bullet and knife
wounds and retiring from business. He
begged to move the following : ¢ Whereas,
the writers of the Christmas Annuals publish.
ed in these lauds having deliberately, and with
rejudice, slighted their old friends, the ghosts,
gy enfbirely ignoring their existence whilst
preparing the present year’s stories ; be it re-
solved that notice be served upon each writer
guilty of such conduct, warning him that
should he not return to his former fealty he
will be haunted with ghosts until his dying
day.” The Ghost with the Luminous Eyes
sat down amidst shricks, groans, and moans in
various major keys. B
The Lady in Shimmering Silk rose and
seconded the resolution in a low, sweet, tremu-
lous voice. She did go, she said, because the
base action of the authors had materially af-
fected her irfluence upon society. In days
gone by had she not accomplished great good ?
How many treasure troves had been unearthed
througk her agency? How many avaricious
fathers and uncles had been forced to disgorge
their wealth? She might ask a thomsand
similar questions, but under the circumstances
she would conclude with. promising to do her
best to make the authors more than miserable
if they did not return to the old path. (Jubi-
lant shrieks.)

The Churchyard (+host next took the floor,
and a2id he entirely approved of the resolution
and would heartily second it. It was very
evident the wretched writers desired the days
of the Resurrectionists and body snatchers to
return. 1M the authors did nob change their
ways he would make it hot for them and their
relatives whenever they passed his way.

The Bleeding Nun, the Ghost without a
Head, the Pale Faced Lady and others having
spoken upon the resolution, it was carried by
a standing vote, many of the ghosts floating
rapturously avound the hall.

Che Ghost with the Clanking Chains was
the next speaker and was listened to with the
profoundest attention. His measured, cav-
ernous tones, accompanied with a subdued
clank, clank, from the chains he carried, add-
ing weight to his remarks. He said he was
pleased " the last resolution had passed so
heartily. He had now another to offer, which
read : ““ Resolved that this meeting forms it-
self into a Protective Association for the ex.
press purpose of watching the interests of the
ghosta ; details to be left to a committee to be
specially appointed,” Had this Association,
he said, heen formed years ago, the present
state of affairs could not have existed. The
fact was, the authors had taken a mean ad-
vantage of their unprotected position, but it
was not 0o muoh to say the ghosts would be

more than even with them yet.
spiritual cheers.)

The Presence rose to second the motion.
He admitted he was nob acknowledged a full-
blown ghost, but from his connection with the
annuals, it was just probable he had received
as great a slight as any present.

The resolution was put to the meeting and
carried amidst the wildest enthusiasm,

A committee having been appointed to draw
up the rules of the new Association, the ghosta
disbanded and made short tracks for their
various abodes, leaving the hall to darkmess
and to me. .

Loxpown, Ene., Dec. 18,—(Latest report.)
The writers of stories for the numerous An-
nuals published here, having heard of the
ghosts’ resolutions, are in & last frenzy of de-
spair, and many suicides are oxpected. A
meeting of authors is to be called, particulars
of which, if hold, I will cable you.

(Loud and

A QUESTION FOR PETHER.

Oh Pether ! oh Pether! oh Pether! me hoy,

Arrah, why have ye skipped ? arrah, why did yo floy
Like 2 saygull or gannet or wild duck or loon ?

And tako yer departure and lave us so soon,

Afther tellin’ the people to dhraw party lines

In civic elections, and see betther signs

Of coming good government, it aldermen all

Should only come out by a strong party call?
Arrah, why did ye lave us o cross the salt broyne ?
Come, answer me that now, me bold Pether Royne !

Yeo think that if we’d but Tories in power

They'd grow worse and worsc gvery day, every hour.
*Till the people would rise up and give them all fits,
And thin we'd have no one but foinest of Grite.

Supposo the Commeons would act as you say,

And allow the bould Torics to lather away,

And dale ou’ the moneys without any ‘check,

Don’t you think that the counthry would soon bo & wreck?
Faith ol don't think, at all, that your schame is so foyne ;
In that why you skipped out, me bould Pether Roynle3 1

Mr. Swmifkins is somewhat of 8 scientist, an
ambitions druggist. For the sake of public
information and his own personal satisfaction,
he has of late been making analyses of the
city water. The other day he returned and
said o Mrs. S.:

‘¢ Amandg, my dear, the water is horribly
impure again, It seemed to improve lately,
but I found all sorts of peculiar subatances in
the water this morning, traces of insoluble
ingredients, and enough albuminous aud
fatty matter to make mo think that all the
little Vorticelle and Cyolopes %uadricornes,
and Amoebx and Polyphagi had thrived so
well as to have become perfectly aldermanic
and to have gelatinized,”

‘¢ Mary, where’s the milk for Mr. Smifkin’s
coffee 1

“I don’t know, Mrs. Smifkive. I left it
on the sideboard, but it was gone when I went
to look for it.” .

Mr. Smifkin turned pale, excused himself,

and went out to see a man—the milkman.




- GRIP -

Saruroav, 19te Dro,, 1885,

- —

/‘//T‘Rm, so\;m

i <.
"“/:"'l”‘ / L_,_S
",&'{I// (‘\I e

0
Y

g ==

Y e
——t
=l
e
<

e i —
= s Qe ——
c..._—_':.'i?:'.g ™ x&‘;':(:-\_ __ e =

WILL THE “OLD MAN" CONSENT?
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A IIINT TO THE TRADE.*

. The Photographer,—Now, madawm, it’s all ready ; look pleasaunt, if you please, and keel:;

your eyes fixed on that eign !

CHARACTER IN HANDWRITING.
OPEN TO ALL OUR READERS.

Notice.—For conditions to be observed
when gending for delineation of character
from handwriting see Grir of Nov. 27th.
Back numbers always-in print.  We imploro
the patience of those who have forwarded
specimens. Qur expert is working day and
night to keep up with the enormous quantity
of letters which daily arrive at our office. All
will be served in turn; those forwarding dona-
tions first, subscribers next, casual purchasers
last,
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7. * Painter,” Kingston, — Gentleman's
hand. There is an unsteadiness about this
hand which leads me to the opinion that the
writer has a closer acquaintance with the
bottle than he should have. He is a painter,
whose coloring is somewhat glaring. Red is
his favorite shade, aud when using it he lays
it on in large quantities, enough to cover a
whole town. I see also that he has a liking
for mathematics, for often, when he wanders
homewards, he describes stranger curves and
lines than Euclid ever dreamt of. As a mar-
ried man he is shrewd, because his wife is a
shrew, When in his right senses he has a
most comprehensive grasi of material things,
which, were it not checked by the masterly
mind of his wife, would land him into jail,

8. “Lady Maud,” Toronto.—In this hand

I find strong evidences of a determined temper
and a firm detire not to be left in her search
after her rights. She is young and doubtless
beantiful, but has no one to love her, because
she ie a flirt. Were she to abandon her im-
ebuosity she might yet be courted by a real
ive lord all the way from Hingland. She plays
upon the piano with great taste, but she has
a greater taste for the meals prepared by her

bard-working ma. She is a past mistress in
the art of choosing stylish bonnets, and could
she but catch a husband who could allow her
Iots of money some milliner would reap a
rich harvest,

9. ‘*Socrates,” Winnipeg. — Gentleman’s
hand. The owner of this hand possesses a
highly imaginative nature (the expert would
require to be more highly imaginative still to
realize that he owned the dollar bill which
““ Socrates ” states he enclosed) in which is
mingled a small amount of military dash. He
evidently passed through the terrors of the
late rebellion, and what his military dash
failed toaccomplish his imagination fully made
ug. In private life he is nervous and excit-
able. This is clearly traceable to the efforts
of his mother-in-law, who wears a wig. He
has a great regard for his friends and will
stand drinks round whenever he has the
money, on the presumption they will lend him
a quarter when he is out of the needful.

10. ¢ Sporteman,” Hamilton.—Gentleman’s
hand. Here i3 a gentle and refined nature,
He keeps dogs and his love for them is un-
bounded, and his desire that they shall be
well fed, unlimited. He has a wife, too.
Kicks, curses and crusts are good enough for
her. In company his diction is choice and
elegant, and his- manners engaging. 'To some
extent he is impulsive, but ouly in the presence
of his wife. He bas much dramatic force and
his effects are striking. On Sundays the
serenity of his countenance is not surpassed
by that of the minister he hears preach., He
thinks the minister a good man, but he thinks
himself a better. His last words will be:
“ Bury me with my dogs.” .

11, ¢ Madame Le Duc,” Toronto.—There is
8 geverity of temperament noticeable in this
hand which would be positively chilling were
it not counterbalanced by an inner gushing
love for some one who could be bold enough
1o lo—well, respect her. It is plainly evident
she is of uncertain age, and that whilst in her
sweet teens she suffered some bitter disap-
pointment in love affairs. It is much to be
regretted that she is not better known to those
in search of a wife, for there is a small fortune
in her mouth -alone. Her inclinations are to
the luxurious and refined, but she does not
indulge them, She drinks strong green tea
without sugar, but varies it occasionally with
a dash of gin.

* From GRir's CoMIO ALMANAO for '86. Brim full of ood things. Ten conts ; send for a copy.

12, “Nick O’Demus,” Toronto.—Gentleman’s
hand. . There is ample proof to my analyzing

‘! mind that the writer of this hand is an alder-

man. There is such a preponderance of vanity
and love of self displayed throughout, which
admit of no other conclusion, His thoughts
are subtle and deep; so deep, indeed, that
when he ought to speak upon his subject, he
finds them 80 far down that a pair of grappling
irons cannot bring them to light, Heis gen-
erous (with the ratepayers’ money) and
thoughtful (about improvements around his
own house), but his word cannot always be
relied upon. One portion of his existence he
is busily engaged promising that every good
thing asked for shall be performed ; the other,
acting the reverse.
(More to follow.

“LEN GANSETT.”

In the issue of the Arkansaw Traveller
dated December 26 will appear the opening
chapters of a new serial, by the editor of the
Arkansaw Traveller, entitled ¢‘Len Gansett;
a Story of Arkansaw Life,” The characters
in this story are drawn from life, and will be
presented in the author’s happiocst style. The
short stories which have long been a feature
of the T'raveller have been widely copied, and
“ Arnie Green,” the serial now running in that
paper, is a story of absorbing interest. ¢ Len
Gansett ” is awork of wider scope and stronger
character than any of the original stories that
have yet appeared in the Traveller, and it will
doubtless receive a hearty welcome from
readers of fiction throughount the country.

HOW SHE CUM BY HER DEATH.

I'd been at school in the country with him,
and was glad to see him again. He noticed
me glanciog at the crape band on his grey
wide-awake. ¢ That thar’s for Almiry,” he
said, “Cousin Almiry Simple, she was allus
kinder delicate like, an’ she got lomely a-
stayin’ in the kentry, and said she thought
she’d like to stay in the city, where a knock
would come to the door occasionally like.
She was tired o’ the loneliness o’ the kentry,
she thought it would be kind o’ cheerful—to
have to answer the door—but she got enough
o’ that. Guess she’s got all her fill of knocks
at the door now—but I guess she won’t be
troubled with them any more—it was them as
finished her — them agents, sir, finished
Almiry.

¢ Consin Zeke,” says Almiry to me, *“you
come an’ help me to move an’ settle down
like.” Course I went, and we hadn’t the fur-
niture well in an’ the door shet afore thoy
began, some knockin’, some ringin’—oh, lawk !
Almiry she’d go, an' then I'd go—but she
said it was o social an’ cheery. like, so differ-
ent from the kentry—sho didn’t mind, if they’d
only wait till she’d get her curtains up. She

did want to get them curtains up, badly,
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Well, we got tho tablo drawn up an’ a cheer,
an’ Almiry she’d an old apron tied on to her
hoad, an’ she’d a streak of black acrost her
nose, an’ a musstache o' the same color—an’
she looked tough., Well, she'd just got her-
self comfortably fixed on the table when the
door bell rang. ¢ Oh, my 1" says “she, *‘look
at my face 7"’ and with that she down of the
table, pulls tho apron offn her head, an’
washes the black off’n her face in a hurry, an’
slicks her hair—an’ puttin’ on her go-to-meet-
in’ smile she walks to the door. *“ Have yez
nary a pair av owld shoes, or any owld bottles,
orany rags or bones ye’d be afther sellin’,
ma’am’?” Well, sir, Almiry was riled at
stoppin’ her work an’ goin’ to the trouble of
fixin’ horself all for an old rag-woman. Still,
she said it wasn’t near so lonely as the kentry,
80 she tied the apron on her head again an’ got
up onto the table, an’ blamed if the bell didn’t
go just then. ‘“Good gracious )’ says she,
kinder vexed like, but she nigh desleckated
her hip jint a jumpin’ down in & hurry to have
it over, Off cum the apron again, she slicked
her hair wish ber two hands, and opened the
door, an’ I hears a husky Cockney a sayin’ to
her, ‘‘Hany humbrellas wants mending,
miss ? do ’em cheap for you—"unt 'em up, now,
there’s a good lady 1’ The whiff o’ stale beer
that cum to Almiry ’long ’o these remarks
turned her kinder squeamish like, and she
said ““No!” an’shet the door sharp. She was
mad, She said no more about the kentry bein’
lonely an’ sich. She just stucka sticko’wood in
the stove,rubbed herhand acrost her furred,and
had just one fut on the cheer and another onto
the table when that darpmed door bell went
again. Almiry, she just looked me straight
in the face, an’ marched off to the door with-
out takin’ the apron offd her hsad or anything.
But when she opened the door this time she
started back with a little squeak, for you see
she’d got: a shock—it wasn’t no old rag-woman
nor umbrella man this time, it was a smart
young dood of a faller, all dressed up to kill,
with a small, fancy, black moustache, and
smilin’ black eyes, and ho plumps a pretty
little silver clock down on the door step an’
starts the alarum off, Jehosaphat | how that
durn thing did go! Almiry, she jumped nigh
threo feet Into the air—for you see she'd never
seen an alarum before, an’ it most killed bher.
The young feller laffed an’ began layin’ off :
*¢ Just four cents a day, mam, think of it—
four cents a day, mam, for that beautiful clock.
Twenty-five cents a week ! will buy you a
clock, mam, worth double the money.” Al-
miry, she explained very humbly as how they
had a clock, & very good clock, her grand-
father’s clock, in fact. Butthe feller had no
end of gall, and said he would allow her*
seventy-five cents fur it if she’d take one o’
his’n at four cents a day. Then I E“t in my
spoke—*‘Call again !” I yells from the kitchon,
and away he went, thinkin’ I was the man of
the house. Almiry was terrible cut up about
bein’ caught afore sich a nice lookin’ feller
with an old apron on her head, so she took it
-off altogether, an’ afore she could tackle them
curtains again a_ cruet agent he cum along.
Almiry spoke to him very civil, but told him
she’d got one—an’ besides she’d got no money
to lay out, He told ber he didn’t want any
money—he was only takin’ orders, so she said
she’d think about it—but she’d an awful time
gettin’ him away. We was gettin’ tired o’
visitors by this time, Almiry said if she’d
only her curfaing up, an’ had nothin’ to do
but answor the door, she wouldn’t mind, She
got upand began at the curtains again, She’d
just filled her mouth full o’ tacks an’ was
gettin’ on famous when another ring cum.
Almiry, she spit out the tacks. ¢ Well, I'm
durued ¥’ says she—she wasn’t a woman as
swore, generally, but I low she did say that—
- “Let ’em ring I’ says she—an’ they did ring,
like the old Harry himself. But she held up

—an’ didn’t give in till she’d driven in every

i tack an’ finished them curtains, when she cum i
d

own and went to the door an’ looked out, an’
there was the grocery wagon, with the gro-
ceries she wanted so -bad, drivin’ away down
street. Wasn’t she mad! She called, an’ I
whistled, but it was no go, or rather, all go
—too much go in fact—just then, Poor Al-
miry, I felt for her—she’d a headache and
wanted that tea so bad, and when she was a
lamentin’ her hard luck, there cum a ring that
made her jump right off'n her cheer, ¢ That’s
the grocery boy cum back—he heerd us a-call-
in’,” says she, glad, like—an’ runnin’ to the
door—but it wasn’t—not much—it was two
men this time—one of ’em wanted to know if
she’d a sewing-machine, an’ t'other was an
agent for a pmew improved patent clothes
wringer—just sold fifteen of ’em down street,
he said, Almiry said *“ No 1" to both on ’em,
an’ told me she wished she'd a patent for
wringin’ their necks. Her head ached 80, she
sot down and cried. Then there com a man

oddlip’ fish, an’ another coal ile—1 smelt ’em

oth through the door; an’ yelled through the
keyhole as how the missis wasn’t in. ~After
that there cum a sweet little ring an’ I thought
Imight as wellsee who it was. So I opened
the door an’ there was a smart little woman
with specs on—blamed if I could tell whether
she was young or old—her face was old but
her hat was young, an’ she spotted Almiry at
once—she was takin’ orders for a patent petti-
coat-supportin’, back-comfortin’ adjustible
corset, with pew bustle attachment—an’ she
talked the ear of Almiry—an’ dido’t leave the
house nuther, till she’d got an’ order fur a
poir. We didn’t get the door shet, hardly,
when a book agent, a female one, cum, an’ I
sot my teeth hard. But she got round me by
whisperin’ that she wished to see the missis

rivately, so coorse I acooted, wishin’ her an’
Eer books at Jericho. When she’d gone,
¢ Almiry,” says I, “it's no use, I'm goin’ to
lock that door—+this ain’t the kentry.” ~ *‘No,”

says she, kind o’ fajnt like—she was delicate, .

was Almiry—kind o' nervous. ‘ An’ s0’s
you'll get peace to settle down I'm goin’ to
nail a smallpox card on to that door.” *Oh
my, no! Cousin Zeke,” says she, “we’d all be
carted off to the hospital. You go an’ split
me a bit o' wood, and I'll mind the door now,
maybe they’ll slacken off a little by’nby.”
‘Well, I went to the woodshed, but I hadn’t got
two sticks bucked when I'd 2 kind of present-
ment like that suthin’ was up—an’ I went in
—an’ there was Cousin Almiry in a fit o’ high-
strikes, an’ four agents fur spring mattrasses
a-squablin’ an’ cussin’ an’ fightin’ in the hall—
about which was the best patent spring, an’
who had the first right to the order. Well,
sir, when they saw me with a cordwood stick
—the way they skipped was a caution, an’ I
locked the door an’ put the key in my pocket
an’ went out the back way far a doctor, but it
was too late, they’d killed her—it was too
much for her nervous system—the doctor said
she’d died from a plethora of agents,

AN ESTEEMED CONTEMPORARY.

The publishers of the Current announce that,
by a recent sale, this leading western weekly
becomes the property of George W. Wiggs,
Esq., a Chicago capitalist, and that its entire
management will be entrusted to Alva E,
Davis, Esq., a publisher of experience and
wide acquaintance and interests, The editori-
al direction will remain in the hands of Gus-
tavus C. Matthews, formerly of the Louisville
Courier-Journal and the Indianapolis- News
(who has been an associate-editor from the
founding of the paper in 1883), and of John
McGovern, late of the Chicago Tribune, who
assurmed the duties of an associate-editor of the
Current in July 1884,

There is & difference betiwveen loose and
lucid writing.

Grrr’s Comic ALMANAC.—This publication
for 1886 is to hand. It is full of amusement,
containing—besides its other attractions —a
double-page cartoon, ‘‘ Ancient Nursery
Rhymes for Modern Politicians.” For sale by
all booksellers ; only ten cents. One charac-
teristic of the GRIP is the entire absence of all
that is low and obscene. His jokesare ever on
the side of temperance and purity.—Canadian
Independent for Dec.

Compositor—*‘ Clean sheets, a proof of
good work.”

. Enurm:ce Agent—*‘Lives taken here, walk
in,

¢ Undertaker ”—*¢ Orders filled with plea-
sure.”

REGULARITY is the main spring of life, and
regularity of the bowols is one of the most
cssontial laws of health. Burdock Blood
Bittors regulates the bowels in a natural man-
gfr, curing constipation and preventing serious

sease.

*“What is your circulation?” asked an in-
quisitive individual of an editor. *‘ Blood,
principally,” was the sanguinary answer, —
Goodall's Chicago Sun.

Before deciding on your new sait go into R.
WaLkER & Song’ Ordered Clothing Dept.,
and gee their beautiful Scotch tweed suitings
at $18, and winter overcoatings from $16.

FEMININE LOGIC.

Customer (indignantly).—** See here, you've
swindled me! You said that chicken was
young, and it’s tough as leather!” -

Young Woman (pertly).—*‘ Can you guoess
how old I am ?”

Customer (bewildered).—** Eh—whnat ? Well
—1 should say 16.”

Young Woman (triumphantly).—** Just 16}
You wouldn’t call me old, would you? Well,
I raised that chicken myself, and I know that
ig;ilsln’t half as old as I am I”"— Philadelphia

atb.

LUXURY ON WHEELS.

The new Pullman Buffet Sleepers now run-
ning on the Grand Trunk Railway are becom-
ing very popular with the travelling publie.
Choice berths can be secured at the city offices
of the company, corner of King and Yonge
Streets, and 20 York Street.

k_Vghigh is the best kind of milk? The udder
ind.

4 The autumn winds do blow,
And we shall s0on have snov.
Father, hadn’t you better get me a pair of
Wi, West & Co.’s Iaceboots? They have
some beauties of their own make, just fit every
boy that goes, and they’re all going.”

Reseat for makin’ punkum pie,—Firs, choose
youah patch, an’ den wen de light am just
‘fishent to tell diff'nce ’tween a ripe. punkum
and a green squash, retiah to de afosaid re-
treat foh meditashun. Don't take too much
meditashun, but be shuah to take de punkum.
Den git, Do princerple bizness foh youh am
de gitting, do ole woman will look after de pies.

Imperial Cough Drops. Best in the world for
the throat and chest. For the voice unequalled.
Try: them.
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8828 A couple of Kentuckians fought a duel, one
& 5 Mg day last week, and both were badly wounded.
E.ggm The one who was shot in the head will recover;
R 1" but there is no hope'for the other duellist, who
i3 wag shot in the stomach and can’t hold whiskey
238 long enough to do him any good. His suffer-
E ﬁ%ég ings are terrible,—Newman Independent.
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x A BorLers regularly inspected and Insured

( againet explosion by the Boiler Inspection and

° Insurance Co.. of Canada. Also consulting

engineers.
Office, Montreal.

sociarioN.” Head Offico, St. J

all the same, he can report you for first-class
LIFE INSURANCE at cheapest rates. See him at
76 RicomMonD, East, Toronto. Agents wanted
for the ‘‘DomMinNION Sarery Fonp LiFg As-
ohn, N.B,,

Head Office, Toronto: Branch

McCOLL BROS. & CO., TORONTO.

42" Prompt shipment and lowest prices guaranteed.

Toronto.

J.F.MoRAE & CO., Morchant
CLOTHING- Tal;lor:, 166 Ym’)g:.;?;:e‘;,

£rGo to Kingsbury's 103 Church-street,
Toronto, for fine Cheese and Groceries.

all sights.
SPECTACLES 3" R isttates
Catalogue, and be convinced. H. Sanpars, Msoufac-
turing Optician, 185 St, James Street, Montreal,

QUEE
&

Taean is no disput!

put down.

nf the fact, sald Mrs. Talkative to
her neighbor, PeTLEY's I8 the place to buy carpets, and
in no house in the Dominion are thoy as well made or

~o ..) &‘L_ \{é?

Coox & BUNExR, Monufacturers of Rubber and Motal
Hand Stamps, daters, self-inkors, etec., etc., rallroad
banking stamps, notary public and socioty socals, eto.,
made to order. 36 King-street weat, Toronto.

and

and Crowns, snd Porf

Grammar, Writing, Languages, Matriculation in Law, Medicine, Arts, an

Pupils
wanted to -
Jearn

What are you thinking of ¥ Others claim to be Kinys,
but we claim to be only a
DoMesr1o, but oNE that o lady will part with,
only at 98 Yonge Street, Toronto. Call and be convioced.

Found

TORONTO.

COLD MEDALS

Awarded In the Dominfon In 18834 for

PEERLESS

AND OTHEER MACHINE OILS:

Best Value in Canada.
MORSE SOAP COMPANY.

™ gusy OUEEN'S
LAUNDRY BAR.

y ASK FOR IT AND TAKE NO OTHER,

SGRER BEWARE OF tMITATIONS.
TrodoMark, Made by Tax Arexer Tonxr 8oar O

BRUGE THE PHOTOGRAPHER, SPELLS
g his name with o U, sud don’t you
forgot it. He is always on hand to attend Esnomll on
his patrons, and still Jeads the profession in the tie
quality of his work,

tudio, 118 King Slreet W.

TCL&)TH ING. JJH0RaE & cOMorsbant

PHOTOS——Cnblnota, $2.50 per dozen, J. Dixox, 201 to
203 Yonge-street, Toronto, '

TOLINS—First-class, from $76 to $3. Catalogues of
y Iwnatmmenu free. T. CLaxTON, 197 Yonge-street,
oronto.

and Camp Furniture, All kinds f
TENTS Snleormge. &nd?::ahlmo. ‘1‘0::

aud Camplng Depot, 169 Yongo-streot, Torunto,
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- GOOK’S AUTOMATIC
POSTAL SCALE:

{

dicates inatantly Weight and Postage on

Parrns ;81 and 33 King St. West, Toronto,

NOVEL, SIMPLE, CONVENIENT, AOOURATE. In-} HART & COMPANY,

and Papozls. The irade supplied. 8~ Send for ciroular,
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