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The gravest Benst is the Ass; the gravest Bird ls the Owi;
The gravest Tizh is the Oyater ; the gravest Nan iz the Pool.
S ——— T — et —

GRIP'S CANADIAN GALLERY,

(Colored Supplement given gratuitously with
Grip once a month.)
ALREADY DURLISHED @

No. 2, Hon. Oliver Mowib, «.ve,ecnsses oot Sep. 20

No. 3, Hon, Edward Blake ......... vveness Oct. 18,
No. 4, MR, W. R. MEREDITI ¢

Will Le issued with the number for........ Nov. 22,

PARDON A SLIGHT DELAY.

No 4of Gmr’s Canadian Gallery, being a
cartoon portrait in colors of Mr. W. R. Mere-
dith, M_P.P., should, in accordance with
aunouncement, have appearcd with the
present issue of Gkir, Owing to an extra
pressure of work in our artistic department,
however, it has been impossible to finish the
plates in time for this number. The supple-
ment will be forthcoming next week without
fail.

@artoon Gomurents,

Leaping CaARTOON—Some person, whose
mind has leen greatly upset by conflicting
facts, writes to the Globe to propose this di-
lemma :—If Sir John A. Macdonald is the
scamp the Reformers make him out to be, how
comes it that a kind Providenco has allowed
him to dominate over the good people of Cana-
da for forty years? Either Sir John is amnch
abused man, or Providence is a myth. To this
the Qlobe replies at Knox College professional
length, the conclusion Dbeing that there un-
doubtedly is a kind Providence, one of whose
offices is to punish people when they go astray;
and that vulers like Sir John are often used as
whips wherewith to inflict the needed punish-
ment, This is a theory entircly worthy of con-
sideration—and in order to impress it more
deeply on the popular mind, we have put it in
pictorial form.

" First PaoE—The presidental fight is over,
so far as tho ballot-box is concerned, and an
end has happily come to the atrocions gouging,
striking below the belt,and flinging of filth that
has characterized the contest. Cleveland re-
ceives the wreath, but whether he will over be
allowed to wear it in the great chair at Wash.
ington no man can at this moment say. Ag
present it Jooks as if the high-minded Repub-
lican party had made up its mind to steal the
election for Blaine as it did for Hayes.

Eicurn PAcE—We decidedly disagree with
the Montreal Journal of Commerce, and the
other papers, which deprecate any disenssion
of the Jamaica question on the ground that it
is not yet ** before the chair.” We know that
a much more importaut question—that of the
C.P.R.—a question-involving, at least, much

more money, was sprung upon Parliament, and
rushed through the IHouse, bencath the fash
of the party whip, It may be the samein
this Jamaica case,but whéther or not, the dis-
cussion of the pros and cons can certainly do
no harm. On the contrary, a very decided
benefit will bo gained, if a timely ventilation of
the subject awakens a public opinion which
will ensure the instant rejection of any annex-
ution scheme that maybe proposed to Parlia-
ment.
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. -‘ i/&‘-:.: |\\\
1

THE RULE OF ¢“THE ROAD.”
Scene—1'oronto—Hour, Sixz p.m.

1st Lahorer—Weel, we hae’na dune vera
muckle the day, Paddy. )

2nd Laborer—Faix, thin | we can make up
for it be doin’ less to-morrow.

MAUD.

A UNIVERSITY LYRIC.

Come into the 'Varsity, Maud,
For the last objection’s flown ;

Come into the College, Maud,
By the Queen’s Park gato alone ;

For tho lawn is simooth and the gravel path broad,
And the fees in advanee have gone,

For (vide Bachen) * the world moves,”
And the star of woman is high.

At lagt she will shine In the light she loves
Beneath a Toronto sky,

She will revel et Jast in the love she loves,
And take a degiee, or dic.

Oh lawk! how long we have heard
Ol fogie, galoot, buffuon ;
I said, will they never grow tired
Still thruniming that same old tune,
Of the terrible, horrible danger incurred.
Why ! A maie student must be a lune.

As 1 said to Lilly, “ There is not ono
‘Who is monkish cnough o say

He'd much rather be with the boys alone,
Than have us in the class each day,

Why, half of the fellows up there are gane
On senie girls far away ;

And the other half’s wooden, or rathor stone,
o we can't bother them anyway.,

I said to our Rose—** Were I to poso
In a way that would make them pine,
Il quiz them and say, *¢ what sighs are thoso
For honors which ne'er will be thine 7—
But mine,—but mino,” as 1 said to our Rose,
¢ For ever and cver mine,”

So let’s march in my Maud, my sweet,
With ever so alry a tread
If tho hearts of the follows ‘)c&t,
Why let them—keep up your head.
But don’t let your own henrt beat,
Or your check grow colastinl red
When they welconie you in with their feet,
And a 0ois0 fit to waken tho dead.
- FRESHWOMAN,

LET US ANNEX1!

DEAR Gripr,—Doesn't it make your glossy
blaclk coat turn green with envy to think you
are living under a monarchy, when republican-
ism (2), no—democracy (?), no! no!! noll!
American justitooshuns, yield such maguificent
results as Col. Maynard so graphically depicts
in the following clipping from his speech on
the Democratic platform :

“We have seen the Republican party clothed
with a supreme power, with curse and sword
inita crime-stained hands and a hundred thous-
and fawning, cringing, servile, spaniel-natured,
parasitie, toad-eating, lick-spittle officials to
do its bidding. We have seen the Republican
party throttle the supreme judieial tribunal of
the Republic and retain its hold until the
genins of justice fled its polluted presence, and
contaminated by snch a fountaip, we have seen
the minor federal tribunals of the country sink
to the level of gambling hells, where sporting
men, from bunko steerers ro bucket shop pro-
prietors and patrous, in alliance with poker
politiciane, bet on decisions and rulings, as
they would on keno or faro, and where the
chances for a Republican rascal co escape pun-
ishinent were a thousand to one against con-
viction.”

Let’s annex, dear bird, let’s annex right off,

Yours, HONEST AMBITION.

PHILOSOPHY.

Jones is a great philosopher ; reads Darwin,
Ruskin, Herbert Spencer, and the whole lot.
Simpson was his friend.

““Come Jones,” said Simpson, ““let’s go
down to Chalkline, the tailor’'s, I'm getting
somo new togs, and I have to be fitted this
evepiug.”

They went. :

Jones’ friend tricd on thegarments. He was
dissatisfied, and said so; told the fitter that
he was an ass ; said the clothes fitted him like
a sentry box ; abused the man shamefully, in
fact, and the latter was angry,

““Isuy they do fit,” said the fitter.

“I say they don’t, and you’re a thick-headed
gelloot to say 80,” howled Simpson.

‘¢ Take that back or Ill whale you,” shriek-
ed the man of goose, tape and shears,

‘“Come on,” cried Simpson, and the two
went at it hammer and tongs.

The tailor was a muscular man.and a
scientific.

He peppered Simpsoun in the bread-basket ;
be tapped him on the conk ; he rattled the
ivories in his dice box, clused his peepers for
repairs, and in fact completely used him up.

Jones stood by and philosophized.

Simpson lay at full length on the floor.

He was dead,

¢ This coincides with my theories,” remark-
cd Jones, as Simpson’s body was carried out,

¢ How 80 7" enquired the coroner.

‘Xt is the survival of the * fittest,” * replied
Jones.

The ** fittest ” was hung, however, and the
goose hangs high.

**Did the clothes fit, though ?”’ you ask.

I don’t know ; the men did, however.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

. R, B., Dorcuester, N. B. — Thanks.
Always glad to welcome fresh talont. The
pictures are on too large a scale to be used in
our columns without re-drawing. Give Mr.
GRIP'S compliments to the clover artist, and
invite her to try again,

ToHE CuURreNT. — This brilliaot periodical
keeps up its reputation as the best litevary
weekly in America. It does this by liberal
dealing, which secures for its columns the bLest
work of the leading writers of the day. No
Canadian gentleman shounld be satisfied with
his literary outfic without including the Cur-
;’ent, which is well worth the $4.50 charged
or it,




‘GRIP:

SaTurpAY, 15rm Nov., 1884,

A SUITOR WHO SUITED.

“I like your looks, young man,” the old
gentleman began, as the private parlor inter-
view opened. **Youare handsome, intelligent,
and of good address. But my daughter’s
future welfaroc is of paramount concern to me,
In her interest I feel bound to question. you
closely. ‘l'ell me, therefore, what is your pro-
fession, and how are your worldly prospects ?”
There was a deep-toned, carnest gravity, ap-
proaching almost to_sternness, in the father’s
voice, and the hand which he laid on the
other’s shoulder trembled visibly.

‘The young man drew himself up - haughtily,
as if disposed to resent the implied distrust.

But it was only for an instant. The avxicty
of his yuestioner was as honest asit was eager,
and its depth moved him.

Quietly, but with a ring of real sympathy in
his voice, he replied : ““ Sir, as a suitor for the
hand of your daughter, I am bound in houor
to answer you, her father, questions which I
would deem, coming from another, a gross im-
pertinence—in fact & gratuitous insult, which
my keen sense of manhood would prompt me
to avenge without a moment’s hesitation,
Ahem 1”

The old man fairly hung npon his words.

¢ In the first place, then, I am a banker by
profession. Ahem !”

The old mau looked as though a grcat load
had been lifted off him.

Y was cashier in a big bank outin he
Western States. Ahem !”

The old man's face brightened palpably.

“ The bank failed recently.. Ahem !”

The old man smiled and reached out his
right hand. )

T came to Canada—about the same time,
Ahem I”

*¢ Before or after the burst, my son 7" softly

_ queried the nged man, tightening his grip.

A little before, sir. Ahem !'”

Then the old man began to shake the taper
hand that lay in his; and as he shook his whole
soul wag in his eycs, and his whole heart in
his voice as he exclaimed : ‘ Not another
word, my boy—not even a syllable. 1 was
wrong to have even a semblance of doubt
about you. I might have judged from your
noble face and manly bearing that you were
no penniless adventurcr and fortune hunter.
Woo her, my lad, woo her, and may you win
her! I can safely trust my precious child’s
happiness to a man who boasts an open heart,
a good profession, and true business instinct!”

ELEGY IN THE WHISKEY GRAVE.
YAR

The Seott Act tolls the knell of parting rum,
The very air a drouthy stillness holds :
Behold tho thivsty bu mevs sadly come
And take a rest within tho temperance folds.

Full many o mouth too oft in tankard dipped
Goes dry beeause the beer’s no longer there ;

Full many a nose with purest crimson tipped
Now wastes its brillianes on the grogless air.

Can vrcant jugs, aud pilcs of empty pots

Back to tho bar-room draw the swipey erowd ?
Where all dny long they tippled, happy sots!

And woke the beer-pumps with their lnughter lond.

And where is e who once so deftly drow
The foaming lager and thie mnber ale?

Who gazed with fondness on the rum'’s red huo ?
List ! for anent him there doth hang a tale.

Oft havo 1 soen him at the Wreak of day
Washing the cobwels from his throat so dry,
And driving from his'mind the blues away
With festive * cocktail” or with Walker's Rye.

One day T missed him at tho empty bar;
“Whero is he gone?” [ ngked in gloomy toucs,
Tha answer came, *‘ I'l] tell you where they are,
He and his boss are now both breaking stones.”
Thusg sinks the whiskey snn beneath the wavo
Of Scott Act waters: and the paler beam
Of Temperance star-light shines npon the grive
Where butumers rost. The past is but o dream,

—S.

TO NOVEMBER POETS.

Now cometh the NovemUcer
Poet, ant

1e'll rhyme with dying ember,
Understand.

If ho skips the dying omber,

He will have the word remember,

Or elso the bleak December,
Right ou hand. ‘

o'l xing in, of course, the russet
Leaves that fall ;
We don’t know how he does it,
But the tall
Oak tree's leafless hranches,
And the cheerless backwaood ranches,
He'tl ving in, take the chances ;
He has “gall™ ¢
Ol ! miscrable misguided
TPout mian ;
Ilenceforth try to avoid it
f youcan.
Send not rhywes that are tahooed
(If they're not they surely should) ;
They are undor, bad or guod,
'Neath o ban,

1t is some consolation
Tho’, to know, -
That without hesitation
We just throw
And cntomb them in a casket
That Is known as the waste-basket,
For which wo oftimes “‘suss” get,
But it’s so.

MESMERIZING A BULL-DOG.

I had heard a great deal of mesmerism,
clectro-biology, magnetism, and the effect of
the human eye on the lower animals of crea-
tion I reud up on these subjects, sand from
what I discovercd I was lead to conclude that
T possessed all the qualities nccessary to be a
mesmerist, My works on the subjects mon-
tioned all agreed that the power of the will
was o very important matter, and that the
stronger the will power of the operator the
greater his success.

However, I was fully convinced that I was
cut out for a mesmerist, and I felt that the
effect of my eye was something terrvific.

I longed for an opportunity to test my powers.
My with was shortly gratified; I had returned
home at an early hour ouc morning—about 1.45
—from a political meeting. Knowingthat dur-
ing the campaign then going on, my dutics
would compel me to be absent from my home
till a late hour frequently, I bad, on the day
allnded to, purchased a magnificent specimen
of the bull-dog breed, and had chained him to
his kennel near the front doer, giving my wife
instructions to get him free at about 10 o’clock
if I had not returned homo by that hour. He
was o’ magnificent animal ; deep-chested, bow-
legged and extremely powerful, the muscles
of his jaws standing out to so great an extent
that they gave him the appearance of havinga
couple of billiard balls in his mouth. A Dbinck
patch over one eye added to his ferocious
avpearance, and I felt that my home was safe
in my absence whilst Clincher was on duty.

As I have said, it was a quarter to two, a.m..
before the politicians with whom I had spent
the evening had exhausted all their eloquencc

and thoroughly blackened the reputation of all
who were of the opposing faction. I recollect
that I wondered, ns I proceeded homeward,
why the fine, br..ad sidewalks had been re-
moved, and a mean, nurrow, contemptible little
affair luid down in its place, ‘I declare there
was hardly room for me to walk oun it, und its
inequalrties were such that I frequcntly stum.
bled off into the boulevard, It was a moon-
light mght ; not very bright, and I distinctly
remecmber the peculiar phonomenon of two
pale half moons, close together, shining in the
firmament of heaven,

However, I reached my gate at last in safety;
opened it and catered my garden and was pro-
ceeding towards the front door when my steps
were arrested by a low gr-r-r-rowl, followed by
a subdued angry snarl and a bark. “Ha!” [
said to mysclf, * Clincher is on the qui vive ;
splendid idea getting Clincher,” and then I
added aloud, *' Goo' boy, Clincher ; poo’ fcl-
low ; goo’ dog.” This address brought forth o
perfect storm of barks—Dbarks in a storm I 1e-
member 1 witsily said to myself—and in
the dim shadow of the porch I could see
Clincher's eyes fairly blazing —with delight at
seelug his master, [ ruppose. 1 recollccted,
however, that the nature of the bull-dog is a
treacherous onc, and that, moreover, my hon-
est animal wight not have recognized me.
Clincher was standing a few feet from his ken-
nel, evidently preparing for a ru-h. All this
I could see, though tho two hulf-moous were
behind the house and all was in deep shadow
before it.

¢ Now is my time to put my theoy of mag-
notico-mestmerism into practice,” I thought.
Clincher was awakening the echoes with his
terrific barking, and I saw that he was about
to spring at me. I rapidly scaled an oak tree
that stood close by, and from this point of
vantage proceeded to mesmerise Clincher. I
threw all my will power into a look that
should have annihilated him on the spot. It
did not, however, but seemed rather to in-
creage his furious roars. I made mesmneric
passes at him, but he, thinking I was threat-
ening to throw something at his head, dashed
to within four or five feet of tho tree and
fairly gnashed his tecth with passion. * 'o0’,
fellow ! ” I said. coaxingly, ¢ pno’ fellow, good
dog, Clincher,” but my caressing tones had no
effect ou him further than to add to bis wrath,
and he capered about on his hind legs in a
frenzy of rage. I had read of tigers being put to
inataut flight by the steady gaze of the human
oyc. I stared with all my concentrated forco
at Clincher, but no. Evidently tigers and
hull-dogs differed in some respeots, for Clincher
onl{) made savago snaps at me, and seizing my
umbrella, which I had dropped, rent it into
fragments. I shuddered as I heard the handle
crushing in those powerful jaws. What the
deunce was I to do? Here was I, treed by my
own dog on my own property ! For two long
hours I'sat in that tree. and for that period
Clincher never stirred from beneath it, Some-
times, when I thought he was dozing. I at-
tempted to stealthily descend, but the slightest
movement on mny part aronsed the demon of
passion in bis Lreast, and he redoubled his
canine cnss words and made the welkin ring,

At length day began to break. The light
grew stronger. Clincher was still at his post.
The east gradually brightened up, objects be-
came more and moro distinet. I looked down
at my caplor. Imaginc my feelings wh n I
saw that he was chained, just as I had left him,
and could not have approached a bit nearer
the tree unless he htd dragged the kennel and
tho house to which it was fastened with him.
I slid down rapidly and rushed into the house.
My bed.room was at the back and this ac-
counted for v wife not having been aroused
by the dio in front, That female encountered
me at the door. To her I owed my imprison-
ment in the tree, for I, of course, imagined she
had obeyed me and loosed Clincher us ordered.
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“This is o pretty time of day for a respect-
able man to come home, isn’t it? " she said
with concentrated scorn. ‘A nice name we
shall get in the neighborhood.”

¢ Maria,” I replied, “1 was home seven
hours ago, and have been chasing Clincher
round the garden cver since to chain him up,
and I had to mend his chain into the bargain.”

The look that woman gave me! In vain I
thiew all iny mesmerico-electro-biological mag-
netism into my eye. She quailed uot one
tittle.

¢1 did pot loose him,” she said in cold,
freczing tones, *‘ I knew you would return in
your usual disgraceful condition and that he
would attack you. I never let him loose.”

“Woman,” 1 retorted, ‘¢ he broke his chain
and I had a terrific stru§ le before I could
master and sceure him. roke my umbrella
to pieces over him—but I quelled him at last
with the power of iy eye.”

‘¢ Faugh ! was her reply, * get to bed and
never, never let me hear of yonr going to
another political meeting, You hear me.”

I did. Maguetism with such a female was
useless ; mesmerism futile. I took off my gar-
ments and got into bed, and was not awaked
till a Iate bour, when my wife arouscd me by
remarking, ¢ Mr. Gooseby, you should veally
go into the repairing business. You have
mended Clincher’s chain so neatly that I really
can’t discover where it was broken.”

As I have discarded politics, anyone requir-
ing a faithful watch-dog can be accommodated
on applying to me.

THE MEDS. AND THIE LADIES.
General Hospital, Toronto, Oct., 1884,
‘Lhomas ’j'ouylg, Medico, Montreal.

Dear Tox,—Just a2 line to tell you about
the gay old times we had here to day. 1t was
killing in every sense of the word. A couple
of girls came mn, you know, and the moment
wc clapt eyes on them we began roaring all
sorts of things, singing cvery species of dog-
gercl we could mention. Evidently they were
not surprised, for, on the whole, they kept
rather cool until we got pretty smutty, when,
like good little giils, they left. Of conrse we
don’t pretend to say that it is good for patients
who are in a low nervous state, to be startled
with our rough music, but so long as these
women fools will come, the programme has got
to be kept up. I tell you the subjects didn’t
like it a bit, but as Dr. —— didn’t interfere
(he knew better), the fun grew fast and furi-
ous. Yes sir, we are bound to emulate your
noble example in Montreal, and if nothing will
drive them out but smut, then, by Jove, smut
they will get ad infinitum. ’

Oh, by the way, I met your old flame Miss
B——, she was looking charming as usual, but,
whew ! didn't she give me fits ; told me we
were a set of unprincipled raffians, not fi to be
allowed in decent company,and that all our con-
duct went to show the necessity of a hetter clasa
than we were taking up the medical profession ;
that folks who were capable of wilfully insult-
ing ladies, by singing these things in their pre-
sence—or out of it, for that matter—were un-
fit to be consulted by women, or the daughters
of women, ete., ete, Oh, I tell you I catched
it, and thoungh, of course, 1 presented an un-
flinching front to her, T tell you I felt mean
enough to crawl into a knot hcle. She
wanted to know what we expected to gain by
disgraciag our profession by such exhibitions
of flippant and unfeeling rowdyism. 1 told
her wo wanted to drive the girls out of that,
when she said our impudence was only equalled
by our vulgarity. It would have one good
effect, she said, it would open the oyes of pco-
ple to the kind of puppies yonuy doctors were
made of-~to wit, fellows who had no respect
for women. If we only knew it, we were, by
our folly (she called it) strengthening the

hands of the women. But, by Jove, you know,
we must go on, till they cry Peccavi. As for
the patients, they are getting free board, lodg-
ing and attendance of nsfellows free gratis, all
for nothing, so they must expect to put up
with the echoes of *“Litoria " ringing along
the coiridors, even if it should startle them
out of a life and death sleep, and send their
souls to hades and their bodies to the dissect-
ing room, where, 1 assure you, old fellow, we
noed them badly. More anon ; will keep youn
posted, never fear. Litoriat!1 Litorin 11}
Yours eternally, as the sinner said to the
devil, Sam Sapbucr.

o ﬁ‘*&“ Sy

Not a dram was heard, nor a bugle toot,
As the Dufferins on Sunday paraded,

For the stera little Doctor hnd strangled cach noto
That the silence of Subbath invaded.

As of yore, he came down like « thousand of brick
On the canging of bells out of season ;

So now he protests ‘gainst this svldicrly trick
Which he vows is without rhyme or reason.

It is true that the stranger in Brantford now hears
The Lells like a babel all elanging—

And we cherish the gravest of nutural fears,
That the drums will again soen be banging !

CLARIBEL.
A LeGEND oF THE ORIENT.

Miss Claribel McCurdy
Lived down in Cablbagetown ;

Her teeth were white, ber eyes were blue,
Her flowing locks were brown.

er fnther kept a grocery,
And retailed bottled beer ;

And the boys from round tho corners
Used to flock there far and near.

And many a bowl of beer they bought,
As tales-of love they'd tell

To MeCurdy's lovely davghter,
The charming Claribel.

Of alt the fond adwmirers

Who would make the girl his own,
None was so ardent in his suit

As Marcellus P. MeGlone.

He would sit upon « picket fence
Jor hours to see her puss,

And take his post just opposite
Across from where the gas

Would light up the lovely bonuet,
‘that Mareellus knew go well,

That adorned the lovely features
Of the charming Claribol.

Marcellus P. McGlone was thought
A youth of talents rare

By his parents ; and the girls adwired
His black und curly hait ;

And many & maiden heaved a sigh,
A deep and longing sigh,

‘Whene'or slig'd see the manly form
Of young McGlone step by.

But old McCurdy’s daughter
Had o’cr himn_cast a spell ;
And day and night his sole dolight

Wae lovely Claribol. :

Now among her numerous suitors was
One Michael James O'Toole,

Who thought himsclt a masher,
And Marcclius just a fool.

And he used {o watch for Claribol
At the corner of the strect;

But she always turned her small nose up
‘Whene'er thoy chanced to mect.

He used to buy his beer from her,
And grocerics as woll ¢

But still he couldn’t win the heart
Of haughty Claribel,

Now Marcellus and Claribel
In time grow very thick,

And Michaol J. 0'Toole, of courso,
Made up his mind to pick

A quarrel with Marcellus, *
But Michael got knacked out,
Al for the ““cops’’ at number four,
Full londly he did shout,

e vowed revenge, and after that,
He'd watch them after dark,

Ag they used to stroll together
Round the tovely eastern park -

Of Riverside, whore Marcellus
His tales of love would tell,

And pour into the pearly ear
Of bhis dear Claribel.

This diabolical 0'Toole
Did now coneeive o plan

That showed that Michael J. indeed
Was o vindictive man,

The idea was sugpested

From the fact that he had seen
Mareellus and his Clarilel

In trysting place so green,

That was nicely situated
On the side of a ravine;

And a hideous thought then struck him,
$o wicked and so mean,—

Said ho, ** the pair to-night will have
Another tale to tell,

I will make a dizzy damscl |
Of tho haughty Claribel !

And Michael J. O'Toole, the fiend,
‘Was not fong at a loss ;

And he held a consultation
With old Muldoon, his boss.

TFor Muldoon had a big contract
To keep the streets all clean ;

And the refuso he would curt wway,
And dump in a ravine

Which flanked the southern border
Of the cun-defended park,

Whero Murcellus aud his Claribel
Together used to spark.

So that night Mike got a green hand
To dump it down the dell,

The trysting place of Marcellus
And the beauteous Claribel,

That night the lovers gat them down
In their bowor, haud in hand :

Ard Marcellus tulked the nicest talk
Ho hud at his commmand,

And Claribol responsive sat,
And gazed at the pale moon; |
While the bull-froi on the marshy fnts
Trilled ont his cheerful tune.

When, groat Augustus Cupesar !
There fell on them a shower

Of cats and dops and other things
Like Iend from a shot tower.

White Michacl J. O’Toole, abovoe,
Guve o trivaphant yell,

That rose above the piereing screams
Of Marce. and Claribel.

Now in a most unsightly plight
Wero the once happy pair,

As Marccllus was shaking out
The thistles from hig hair.

While Claribel lamented
At the sight of hor new hat,
Which bore 2 deep impression
Of tho form of somcone's ent,

Her Mother Hubbard rent in twain,
Her jacket cut in two !
Hor parents wouldn’t know their child,
Were sho held up to view.
While her beau with both oyes blackencd
Lay down whero he first fell,
Ob miserable Marcollus ! unhiappy Claribel,

MORAL,

1t you've a jealous lover,
Sit whoroe you can be scen,
And never make a trysting place
Down in a dark ravine,
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“MORAL USES OF DARK THINGS’

“ They (bad rulers) have often been the whips and scourges in the hand of Providence to make wmen know and feel that
good can never eventually be secured by immoral and uvmighieous means.”—GLOBE on Sir John Macdonald.
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1 2.
1. This i8 the dude from Dudeville.

2. This is the maid with golden hair,
The soft blue eyes and Janguid air,
That was ‘‘mashed” on the dude from Dudevillo.

3. This is her brother, a ‘“slugger” bold,
Who thumped the dude when to hin was told
‘I'hat his sister, the maid with the golden hair,
And soft hlue eyes and languid air,
That was ‘“mashed ” on the dude from Dudeville.

'S

. This is the futher who saw the fun,
But said not a word il the thing was done
B‘)' his son, the tough young  slugger ™ bold,
Wha thunmped (e dude when to him was told
hat biy sister, the maid with the golden hajr,
And soft bluce cyes and languid air,
Was mashed ou the dude from Dudeville.

L4l

‘This is the bull-dog, truc and tried,
That cansed the du(ic to ‘* git up and slide,”
When unlovsed by the father, who saw the fun,
But said not a wonrd till the thing was done
By his son, the tough young slugger bold,
Who thumped the dmlo when to him was told
That his sister the maid with the prolden hair,
And soft bluc eyes and languid air,
Was mashed on the dude from Dudeville,

—XNew York Star,

ONLY A SINGER GIRL.
SPASM THE FIRST.

'Twas a sad, swecet voice that wandered
idly into tho left eur, the right one was deaf,
of the Duke de Pomarosa, as he sat lazily
dangling bis Jimpcen legs out of a back window
in his mansion, and picking his tecth with a
three.year-old tooth-pick, His silken vest
became visibly agitated and his cheek's hue
came and went; his memory strolled back
along the ages of the past to sunny Italy, wher

tho voice of melody is oft heard in the land,
and the Duko was ouly restored to earthly
consciousness by falling backwards upon his
cranium, awakening the dull echoes thevein,
and disarranging his well-set wig, The voice
still wandered idly. The Duke was prompted
to action. Throwing a summersault he alighted
nimbly on his feet, and reversed his former
position by throwing his head from out a front
window in his mansion, hoping thereby to
catch a glimpse of the owner of that sad,
sweet voice, Alas! she had gone. All the
world now scemed a blank to the Duke, The
voice lingercd, lovingly in his left ear. He
would foliow her ! One stride took him out
of the room, two more found his hand on the
front door handle, and a third gracefully
landed him into a heap of mud reclining in the
gutter. Nothing dannted, he picked himself
up and hurried on. At last the singer was
before him.  “ Only a singer girl,” the Duke
de Pomarosa murmured, whilst his heart went
out to her, The girl’s face had an intellectual
cagt, and would have been pretty had it been
natuve’s will, But the Duke cared for none of
these. lime would heal all. Calling her to himn
he asked her address, thrust into her oager
hands a roll of dollar bills, and hastily left the
lsqcne, lest his emotion should get the better of
him.

SPASM THE SECOXND,

When the Duko arrived in the seclusion of
his room he flung himself upon a conch on
which were strewn several innocent tacks,
heads down, but he felt them not, and was
soon deep in a reverie, in which the singer girl
was the central figure. When his valet came
to ask whethoer he would take the Ducal
mutton hot or cold, he found the greatust
difficulty in bringirg His Grace back to the
world. Finally, after digging several dozen
pins into His Grace'’s legs, and pouring a pint
of hot water into his left ear, he succeeded in
bringing the Duke to the realities of lite and
cold mutton. From that moment the Duke de
Pomarosa was a changed man., Not many
days after the Duke was entertaining a bril-
liant assemb'age of guests, some in the draw-
ing-roons, others in the back kitchen, when he
startled them out of their usual serenity by
bounding out of the room, upsctting threc
marchionesses, two earls and a dozen of Bass’s
bitters in his flight. He had remembered the
singer girl’s address, which, from the time he
received it, had stubbornly refused to show up
in the ducal memery box, Finding the house,
the Duke sent in his card, and was admitted.
The first object he cast his optics upon was an
old Jady who sat crooning over the stove
smoking a short, black pipe. ¢ Where is your
daughter, ma'am ?” asked the Duke, offering a
cigar to the old lady. ¢ Which dother, sur,
I've foive of e ?” *‘I mean the singer girl.”
“Och! smwre, sur, a moighty foine girl.
She's larning 2 new song on the piaony fortay
up in the garrett. I'll call her down to yez.
Bridget, Bridget ! come down here, and don’t
let me calling of yez many wmore toimes. A
gintlemnan wants to speak to yez.” A voice
replied far up the height: *“I'm coming, ma,”
and immediately there came the sound of a
pair of number fifteen boots descending the
staits, The Duke's heart throbbed painfully.
The thought of many weeks past stood before
bim in all her fragile beauty. One glance from
cach other's eyes was enough. The singer givl
knew she was beloved, as the Duke folded her
to his bosom and passionately kissed her.
¢ Aisy, aisy, sur,” I wants no trouble wid a
breach of promise.” *¢ You shall have none of
that, mother dear,” murmurcd the Duke, as
he looked deep down into the shady-colored
eyes of his beioved, * I ghall send her to
school and make a lady of her.” *‘Pwhat)
send her to school and eddicate her? What
shall I say ¥’ ¢*Say yes, mother dear," rep icd
Bridget in purest English, I shall be a lady
and a great singer, and will keep you in com-

| fort all your days.” The old lady gave her

consent, a keg of lager was sent for, and the
bargain concluded thereon.

SPASM THE THIRD.

Bridget was sent to an academy, where she
blossomed into a fine Jady, and was more and
more beloved by the Duke, who was happy in
the thought that he would soou possess a wife
who could sing him to sleep in the still watches
of the night, -

) SPASM THE LAST.

They were married, and Bridget the singer-
girl became Duchess de Pomarosa. Now ag
they sit around the stove, the Duchess sings a
different tune into the Duke’s right ear, and
when the hours of sleep have approached, she
treats him to a song in a minor key, whilst the
Duke wishes she would a-Bridget, and turns
his deaf ear to her sad, sweet voice.

(Finis)
Tirus A. Drom.

THE MONKEY AND THE MAPLE.
Once on a time, a grave old chimpanzee,
Had for hishome a stately maple tree,

In spring he drank the toothsome sap that oozed
From spots which part by chance his claws had bruiscd,

Some bugs that ate the leaves he promptly sped,
And uged the leaves to muke o nice warm bed.

Butby and by the owners of the treo,

Grown tired of this same old sombre chimpanzce,
Announced their fiat by a mighty shout,

And quickly fired our virtuous monkey out,

A little later through the branches sprang
An agile and alarge ourang-outung ;

He cut poor chimp’s 0ld perch at onceaway,
Andlo ! the maple grew from day to day.
The chimpauzee bencath, with woe-worn cycs,
Watched the proceedings with a sud surprise.

And so for yenrs this state of things went on,
Yet all the misdeeds that were heaped upon

The happy monkoy feasting in tho tree,
Failed to make room for the chimpuanzee.

Owe day, however, the ourang-ontang
In sweet and simian tones eame out wnd sang:

“ | fear, I fear the failing of my treo;
¢ Ita folinge i not all it ought to be.

¢ It nceds attentions ; I'l explain the case,

 And get some help through my kind neighbor's grace.”
The listoning chimpanzee, with clearing brow,

Wound his tail thrice around a lower bough.

1 know my duty,” said the chimpanzee,

“ No moncy shall be spent on this here tree,”

So through the monkey tribe the news did fly,

Tho wood was rotten and the sap was dry,

Gorillas, white-faced apes and houdolims,
And sworc not one was sound amoung fts Titebs,

Now, who can lope the truth itsclf to reach,
When apes or women meet in strife of speech?
The tenant got. his fertiliscr. So

Each one declared the price too high or low,

MORAL.

Guard your own maple trees yoursclves ; boware
Of trusting monkeys with their precious care,

- ANOTHER BOLD BURGLARY.

BIGGEST AND ROLDEST STROKE YET OF

THE KNIGHTS OF THE JINMY.

(By Griy's Special DProphet, anticipating the Toronty:
daily papers.)

Following closo upon the heels of the sue-
cessful burglavy perpetrated at the residence of
the chief of police, and which, it will be re-
membered, was preceded vwo nights previous
by the cracking of the safe in Pat Finnegan’s,
just adjoining the Central Station, not more
than half an hour before 3 couple of detectives
dropped into the saloon for a bowl, comes a
case of burglary more daring by far than any
heretofore racorded. The safe in the Central
Police Station was blown open by meane of
dynamite last night, and every atom of its
contents carried off, The wholo affair is

THE
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shrouded in decpest mystery, Everything
was going on as usual in and about the station
at the hour it is supposed the robbery toolk
place—some time between midnight and day-
break, Four stalwart policemen came in at
12:10, having in close custody a helpless
drunk, who was cleverly captured in a Lom-
hard-strect lane.  The officer on station duty
awoke sulficiently to tell one of the cops that
another international tug of war was on the
tapis, after which he turned over his exhausted
frame and sought, in swert, restful slumber,
that recuperation which tireless vigilance at
the telephone and ojling up his pistol all dny,
had rendered him so much in need of. The
safe at this time was intact, as one of the

licemen, who had hidden his plug tobacco

ehind it, is prepared to solemnly testify. The
fact is impreased on his mind from the circum-
stance that when he went to look for the
tobacco it wasn't there. It may be said en
passant that this policeman is strongly of sus.
picion that Detective Jack Heodgins collared
the plug. But to return to the burglary
Eroper. No one in the station remembers to

ave heard any explosion—except the ‘‘drunk’
referred to, whose statement, however, must
bo taken cum granum salo, as he is known
to bear an ill-will towards certain mem-
bers of the force, from whom some
explanation of the mysterious matter is
naturally looked for, seeing that the men were
on the premises all the night. The ponderous
door of the safe was hur-ed clean through the
ceiling, and fell close to the foot.of a detective’s
bed. Lo do this able officer justice, it might
be said that he has an indistinet recollection
of somo object falling on the floor of his bed-
room, but thought it was his room-mate,
another desective, who has a habit in un-
dressing of throwing his boots recklessly
about the chamber, After rifling the safe the
thieves must have ascended to the chiel’s
apartments, because a deck of cards belonging
to the station, and which are kept in the safe
when 1ot in use, were found on a table there
with every evidence that the cracksmen had
had a little game before taking leave of the
station. An exhausted bottle of champagne
bore testimony to the fact that the robbers
knew a good brand of *fizz” as well as the
chicf does; while an emaciated ham bone was a
silent witness to the loss of a capital lunch
that the big detective had to suatain, The
thieves made & thorough over-hauling of the
impounded burglar’s tools keptin the *‘curiosity
room,” aud went away with a very choice
assortment. A note pinned up on a mirror
expressed the regret which the visitors felt at
leaving * without formally bidding the peelers
good-night ;” but they ‘‘rcally hadnt the
heart to disturb the sleeping beauties,” and
““ would see them luter and apologize.” The
police have tho matter in hand.

THE ARAB AND THE INJUN.

A STORY ¥OR LITTLE BoYs W10 WANT T0 G0 70 Egvir AND
FIGNT THE NATIVES.

Says nn Arab to an Infun
On the banks of the Nile,
While the sun the sand was singin’,
Let usgo and teke o smile,
. Says the fujun to the Arab,
1dont eare if I do
Just take a little skitty,—
A very_little skitty—
Skitty-wau-boo ;
You might tell by my gat-b,
'l take skitty-wau-boo.

When the Arnb henrd the Injun,”
He grinned and laughed haw ! haw!
And roarcd ** now had it been gin,
And you would drink it raw,
I would show you where to getit
H you bring me "long with you;
1t will do as well as skitty—
It is twico ng strong as skitty—
Skitty-wan-boo ;
« 1t will act, if you will let it,
Just liko skitty-wnu-boo.”

Now the Arab thought the Igjun
Wouldn’t know what he'd be doin’,
And he nlways kept a eringin’
‘The’ he'd much like to be chewin’
The car right off the red man,
And all the camp go through ;
For he knew that Lo liked skitty—
Wag very fond of skitty—
Skitty-wan-hoa ;
And he soon would he a dead man
Through his skitty-wau-boo,
But Lo he took a tumble
To the spocious Arab chief,
For although he scemed so humble,
Lo knew he was a thicf.
8o he drew his sealping kuife,
And cut his jugglar throngh,
And remarked it was a pity
That you cannot steal um skitiy—
Skitty-wan-boo,
Then the Injun raised his hand,
And he gave an Injun whoop
Which roused out the command,
And Major Fred’s big troop
Rode out upon the sceue
In their uniforns of Llue.
And the Arabs lust thelr skitty,
Aud the Injuns saved their skitty,
Skitty-wau-boo.
T*was the first timne that the queen
Heard of skitty-wau-boo.

TOPICAL TALK.

I rancy that if the Scott Act is ever passed
throughout the whole of Canada one result will
be that clever but “‘awiping” young men will
get steady berths, and thoso youths who have
but littic ability and whose sole recommenda-
tion is that they don’t drink, will be left outin
the cold.

AvrtHoualt the price of weat is considerably
reduced just now, ladies complain that the
quality is inferior, and that what is sold as
prime beef is cut off from the back of the neck.
Well, if those Jadics expect to get better ment
from in front of the neck I am surprised. It
is mighty queer beef that comes from in front
of that spot, let me tell you.

EvoLuTroN seers to be & very simple thing
after all, for Herbert Spencer tells us that it is
merely * an integration of matter and conco-
mitant dissipation of motion, during which the
matter passes from au indcfinite, incoherent
homogeneity to definite coberent heterogencity,
and during which the retained motion under-
goes parallel transformation.” I have been of
this opinion myself for a long time,and I am
glad that Spencer confirms my views.

Tuar this is a fast age nobody will deny, and
in nothing is this evidenced so well as in the
age of women, For instance, awo man mar-
ries in 1865 at the age of 22; this must be
true, for sho says so. Sho dies in 1880, the
plate on her coffin gives her age as 48 ; this
must be true, for no onc would surely place a
falsehood on a coffin. ‘Thus we sec that the
average modern woman lives twenty-six ycars
in fifteen. This is too fast.

* SEMI-Ep1TORIAL” is what the Ottawa Citi-
zen man calls a column of paragraphs in that
paper. What’s a semi-editorial ? an arlicle
written half by the editor and half by the man
who rung the furnace, or is it a paragraph
composed by a man who is only half an editor,
ov what? Probably when the Citizen genius
sees the remarks his heading is callihg forth
throughoutthepress, he willfeel inclined to say
¢ Dem-my-semi-editorials.”

I Ir seems, from what I read in an English
paper, that it is the fashionable thing now to
ask a blessing at dinner immediately after the
sonp. This looks to me as if tho diners looked
upon the soup as a kind of a sample of the rest
of the dinner, and if it is found pretty good it
is considercd worth while invoking a blessing
on the whole spread. It is needless to say
that, if this course was adopted at church oys-
ter-soup festivals, the blessings would bo few
and for between.

Tue other day a tramp walked off with a
new hat from the front of a hatter’s store and
left his own in its place. The clerk, on dis-
covering the transaction, reported it to his boss
and, according to the News, this ia the way
the latter talked :—¢“Well, T’ll be blankety,
blank, blanked if I haven’t got the blankedst
blank, blank clerks around wme! You're a
blankety blank lot of blank, blank fools ! If
that's the way this classof merchants talk, the
old saying, ¢ As mad as a hatter,” seems to be
a pretty correct ome.

I AM happy to state that I have solved a dif-
ficulty that has sorely perplexed good house-
wives for meny years, They have sought in
vain for some method by which cabbage can
be hoiled without permeating the whole house
from cellar to attic with the offensive odor of
that vegetable, My method is as simple as it
is effective, and consists in mercly boiling the
eabbuge in a pot of water from the river Dan.
As the weaker invariably goes to the wall, so
does the odor of the cabbage melt away into
nothingness before that of the boiling water,
‘I'rue the cabbage is not fit to cat a?tor this
method of boiling, but nothing was ever said
abont that when these good women asked for
a plan to do away with the perfume of the
cooking vegetable.

Tuis is from the Dominion Dry-Goods Re-
port :—**Thoe paper-pad shirt is a new inven.
tion. The bosom of this
novel ;s arment consists of
seven Jayers, of which one
can be torn off every day,
on the blotting-pad prin-
ciple, exposing a clean
white surfaceinitsplace.”
I can see a fortune ahead
for sume one. Here's the
plan : On theback of each
E¥ - pad print an instalment

R, of some thrilling story,
5. s;\chlns The {),osn. Cluo or
the Toronto Delective, or

§? Bleary - eyed Burt, the

Terrovizing Lyrant of the
Ticonderoga Canon. Let cach pad end with an
exciting sitnation. Why, bless my stars ! the
buyers of those shirts will be ripping off the
whole seven layers in oneday : it won't matter
where,the wearer may be; in chureh, in a street
car,in a saloon ; anywhere, off will cowe a pad.
Seven pads ! a whole volume of 350 pads won’t
be enough to satisfy the deinand. “Lhe story
should never bc finished, however, 6n one
shirt. It should run through adozen. I fully
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Lady Sizjonne.—PerMIT MFE, M1ss CANADA, TO PRESENT MY YOUNG FRIEND MR. JAMAICA GINGER, WHO IS EAGERLY ANTICIPATING TIE
PLEASURE OF A HIGIL TARTFF WALTZ WITH YOU. }
Aiss Canada.—THrAXEs, MY LADY, NO; MY PRUGRAMME IS QUITE FULL.

expect to see such advertisements as the fol-
lowing : —* Bungster’s P'atent $7 pad shirts.
The whole romance of ‘Glory-eye({) Jim, the
Train-robber,’ cotmplete in six shirts.” Whoop !
there’s a good time coming,

Twe Burlington Free Press vemarks that it
mazkes a young man feel rather cheap to hear
bis aweet-henrt singing : ** Nobody loves me,”
as he approaches the house. There is some
truth in this, for T know that, in my own ex-.
perience, it made me feel most uncommonly
worge than cheap to hear some of my girls sing
at all, and my love for them went out from me
when I found that I had been so duped as to
fall in love with girls whose singing rescmbled
the warbling of a rusty buck-saw asit is drawn
back and forth over a knot of lignum vitwe. I
lived in Peterboro’ in those days.

I somETIMES think that the poet who wrote
the lines ¢ The saddest words of tongne or pen
are these, cte., ete,” When I read the'news-
papers and sec the phrases: “Mr. Mowat
promised to give the matter his most serious
consideration,” and *¢ The detectives have the
case in hand” 1 think that there is-far more
sorrow hinted at than can be got out of the
poet’s oft-quoted lines. ‘‘ Abandon hope all
ye who enter here,” could not canse more sad-
ness to anyone than the worda: ‘“The detec-
tives have a theory,” must bring to a man who
has been robbed and has left his case ir those
officers’ hands,

I yorice that Sir David McPherson has gra-
ciously permitted the portrait of Sir Allan Mec-

: Nub to be replaced in its old position in the '

Parliament Buildings at Ottawa. I should
| like to know why Sir Allan’s picture was ever
! allowed to' be removed. Sir Allan did some-
{ thing for Canada, and was, I believe, an up-
right and honest wan.  Sir David may be np-
right cnough, physically,and he may be honest,
morally, but it’s very hard to settle such things
definitely nowadays. The main question is
what did he ever do for Canada that entitled
him to stick up his own counterfcit, present.
ment in place of Sir Allan’s ?

"

Tue British government had a magnificent
double-screw war vessel built the other day at
a cost of some millions of dollars, but when
the vessel was launched it was discovered that,
when her screws wére working, her rudder
was perfectly useless, and that she would not
answer her helm at all; so they had to go to
work and have their costly ship re-constructed
and converted into a single-screw vessel at the
cost of £500,000, in order that she might be
enabled to go in the required divection.” This
brilliant blunder is in keeping with the usual
method adopted by the admiralty board and
others of doing things over there. What seems
to be required, that is, judging from recent
disasters to vessels of H. M's navy, such as
the wreek of the Waap and many moroe, is not
80 much a vessel that will ste/r, as some inven-

* PEERLESS

and other MACHINE OILS. American and Canadian
Burning Oils a specialty. Get our quotations.

UEL ROGERS, Manager.
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*  PREVENTION BETTER THAN CURE.

By

Qoo
avoided if you had
More dis-

Docror,—This wmight have beon
seon that your bedding was propetly cleancd.
cases arige from impure bedding than from anything else,
Send it at once to

N. P. CHANEY & CO,,
230 Xing St. Bast, = - Toronte.

| tion whereby islands and rocks will be com-
. pelled to get out of thc way when they sec a
British man-o’-war bearing down on them.

STRANGERS in Canada who glance over our
newspn.‘;ers must imagine that we are an ex-
ceedingly military nation, judging from the
namber of names that appears with military
titles prefixed. Captains and lieutenants in
Canada are as.common as colonels in Kentucky,
and anyone who didn't know that the holders
of these ranks were captains of stone-hookers
and mud-scows and lieutenants in the Salva-
tion Army must think we are a race of war-
riors indeed. Of course we Conadians, like
our cousins across the line, despise titles of all
sorts, but I imagine a law-clerk must fecl a lit-
tle thrill of pride when he rees his name in
printwith the abbreviation‘‘Capt.” or “Lieut.”
before it. That Canadiansabhor titles is proved
by the manuer in which they invariably
decline the honor of knighthood. Our ** Honor-
ables,” too, are very rotiring, and the fact that
one of them daily prints his title in full at the
head of the editorial columns of his paper must
only be looked upon as a gentleman who is
anxious to let the world know that a man may
be ‘‘honorable” and yct be an editor-in-chief,

CATARRH.—A. new treatment, whereby a
Permanent cure of the worst case is effected
in from one to three applications. Treatise
sent free on receipt of stamp. A. H. Dixon
& Son, 305 King-street west, Toronto, Canada,

277 A Thing of Beauty. The mostbrilliantshades
{mssible on all fubrics are male by the Diamond Dyes,
Jnequalled for brilliancy and durability. 10c. at all
drugzists.  Send 2¢c, for 32 Sample Colors, Wells
& Richardson Co., Montreal, P.Q.

A. W. SPAULDING,
DENTIST,

82 King Street East,
Nearly opposite Toronto St. } s+« +sesre TORONTO
'ses the utmost care to avoid all unnecessary pain, and

to render tedious operations as brief and plensant as
possible. All work registered and warranted.

-

Pioneer Packing Case Factoryi

| McCOLL BROS, & C0., TORONTO.
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