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Tartoon Tomments.

LrApING CARTOON.—QOur French fellow-
citizens continne the effigy-hanging business
with Gallic fervor, and the fever of rage
against the Government seéms to be increas-
ing throughout the Province, This expression
of hostility, however, proceeds upon a mis-
taken basis, The Government is denounced
for having hanged Riel—the members of the
Cabinet are declared to be murderers, and the
victim of the judicial slaughter is elevated
into a martyr. In the opinion of a vast
majority of the people of Canada the Gov-
ernment did no more than their duty in allow-
ing the law to take its course in the case of
the rebel leader, and every intelligent person
outside of Quebae knows that the talk about
“Orange fanaticiam” in the matter is the
veriest bosh. Now, if this crazy business goes
on it is going to have the precise effect the
Mail fovesees and is working for, namely, the
sustaining of the Government at the next
general election by an overwhelming majority.
If the issueis staked on the idiotic proposition
that ¢ Riel is a martyr and the Government
murderers,” it neede no prescience to assure us
what the vérdict of a sane electorate will bo,
and in case of such a victory the Government
neatly escapes from what they most dread—a
searching enquiry into tho causes which led to
the rcbellion. The French enthusiasts have
made o mistake in the wording of their pla.
cards for their effigies. A careful study of
our cartoon will do them good.

Firs? PaGE.—Notwithstanding the dis.
claimer of Mr, Tarte, it is true that the popu.
lar doctrine in Quebec is to the effect that Riel
should have been spared decause ke was of the
French race. It is no wonder that Mr. Tarte
hastens to deny this, as the very statement of
such a piece of nonsense is & reflection on tho

intelligence of the people of his Province,
*“ Wandering Spirit * bad just the same right
toa commutation on the ground that ho was
of Indian blood ; and if the principle is to be
admitted at all, it daturally ends in a reductio
ad absurdum, -

ErcaTH PAGE.—Nobady has yet told us why

Sir Charles Tupper could not have attended to’

the Reciprocity business which called Sir
John to England in such hot haste, . And
why ? Oh, because nobody supposes that Sir
John went to England primarily on any such
mission. The visit is another ironicsl com-
mentary on the promises that were made when
the High Commissionership was created.

FASHION ITEM.

False hair is attaining 2 high popularity.—
Ladies® Journal,

THE PRESENT STATE OF RELIGION.

Sir,—I hev notiesed of layte tho inklinea-
tion of our pulpit lambs to turn rams and but
each other in a most extrorniry way. They
cite passiges of Scripter from the time of the
passige of Faro who was on the keen run after
the isralites to the rayther prolonged passige
of Noah's line of steemers. I do bayte the
rakin up of old fudes like those. Faro’s ded—
let him lie sine diec. Just now a man by the
name of Littledale who / never herd of any-
way is ketchin it right and left. I guess be.
kaws he's ded and can’t defend hisself, - Charity
covers a multitoode of sins, as the feller said
when he gave the beggar a brass farthing, but I
rayther suspect these ministers is a tryin to
make peeple beleeve they are offul good—so
they are 2 at abuse. The idea of kawlin little.
dayl a lyer and the man ded. Its rolglikluss.

. ORK,

THE BUCKRAM FACTORY.

The story, Il toll it a8 well a8 I can,
In Toronto thoro lived o certaln man,
Who one fine morning hatched a plan ;
The civic brain,.as it were, to span.
. Right tooral-coral-ooral.oo !
Ral-ooral-al-ooral-al-ooral-al-go |

Ho wont to the council and said, said ho,
*You'vo somo water-lots lying waste, 1 see,
1 would like it you'd lcase them there lots to me,
They're just what 1 nced for a starch factoree.”
* Right teorsl.ooral-coral-co |
Ral-ooral.al-ooral-aloorat-at-00 }

Then the council looked wise, and the council looked
grave, .
And said, for one-fitty a foot he could have

A twonty years’ lcaso of tho lota.  * What a ghave !
Cried the man, ** "Twero enough if a dollar T gavo I

Right tooral-ooral-ooral-uo
Ral-ooral-al-ooral-al-ooral-al-00 :

Then tho council considered and looked vory wiso,

And an alderinan 8aid, ** I,ct 'em go, 1 advisge,

Let’a throw in the odd flity a foot, as a prize,

To encourage honte industry—yive it a rise.”
Rigbt tooral-ooral-ooral-oo !
Ral-oorul-al-ooral-at-ooral-al-oo !

¢ A starch factoree, now's, a very good thing,

A factory wenlth to the city will bring;

*Twill employ lots of Jabor, right under onr wing ;

Let us cherish home Industry, while we all sing"—
Right tooral-coral-ooral-oo !
Ral.ooral-al-ooral-al-ooral-al-oo |

So the man got the lots, and the lease was made out,
Signed, sealed and delivered—with nary a doubt,
But the man who took lots knew what he was about,
A3 the badly aold council quite carly found out,
Right tooral-ooral-ooral-oo |
Ral.goral-al-ooral-ul-ooral-nl-00 !

0, the starch factorco was a castle in Spain,
And never was heard of from that day again !
For tho lots were re-let at o figure, 'twas plain,
Would net to our horo one thousand clear gain !
Right tvoral-ooral-ooral-00 !
Ral-gorul-al-oorul-al-coral-al-oo t

Theu a gravo alderman to the lessee he went,
And asked if the rumor was true, that he meant
For twenty a foot them thero lots to re-rent,
And clear & round thousand ere risking a cent,
Right tooral-coral-ooral-oo !
Ral-ooral-al-ooral-al-ooral-al-oo !

Then the lessee looked innocent, verdant and shy ;

He'd re-let 2 few feet, but'twas all in my oye

About netting a thousand—oh, dear me ! oh my !

It was but fifteen hundred, still, how’s that for high ?
Righy tooral-ooral-ooral-go !
Ral-ooral-al-ooral-al-ooral-al-oo !

Now the council is wroth and is making things hum,
And the city solicitor sits, looking glum ;
But the lessee hints blandly they'll see kingdom come
Ero he will release them from under his thumb.
Right tooral-ooral-0o*al-vo !
Ral-ooral-al-ooral-al-ooral-al-0o !
—WATERLOTS.

FACETI AL
BY J. FRANCE.

Bear-faced—Bruin.

A cheap kind of vice—Ad-vice.

Night-errantry-—Getting up out of bed and
going for the dactor.

A cynical con—Why is matrimony like the
letter ¢? Becanse it's the end of love.

The milkmaid’s flower—Cowslip. The house-
maid’s—Broom. The belle’s—Venus’ looking-
glass. The old maid’s—Walllower. The
prude’s—Ice-plant. Thelawyer's—Barberry.
The musician’s—Trumpet flower—Paddy’s—
Black thorn, Tho rake’s—Wild oats. The
toper’s—Rye grass. The sporting man’s—
Woodbine. Grir's—Allspice. The fortune-
hunter’s—Marigold. The baseball player’a—
Catehfly.

PASSING SHOW.

The soloists for the mext Monday *Pop,”
will be Miss Henrietta Beebe, of New York,
soprano, and Mr, Sherlock, tenor, of Kings-
ton. The vocal numbers will consist of Eng-
lish ballads, and both these artists have a high
roputation in that class of music.

The concerts by the Schubert Quartette last
week were the richest musical treats Toronto
has had in many a year, Those who failed to
be present have euffered a positive loss, which,
however, they have a chance to retrieve in
some measure, a8 the
ranged for a return visit of the:company in the

latter part of Marck, The quartette consista
of Mr, Johnston, tenor, Mr. Tyley, baritone,

Y. M. C. A. bave ar- - |
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Mr. Stome, 2nd tenor, and Mr, Pott, basso.
Each of these gentlemen is a finished artist,
as the solos they severally rendered testified,
but it is the marvellous adaptation of their
voices to each other in the quartette numbers
‘that makes these concerts wunique. Mrs.
Goetz, soprano, has the rare power of touching
‘the heart1 of her anditors as well as satisfying
theic critical tastes, Miss Georgiella Lay
proved herself a most brilliant pianiste, and
glayed the accompaniments charmingly.
haftesbury Hall will be ¢rowded when the
Schubert Quartette ro-appears, if Toronto de-
serves her reputation for musical taste.

THE HAY RAKE MAN,
DEDICATED TO THE NOBLE YEOBAN.

He ne'or will let a farm-honse pass,
The Patent Hay Rake man.
He walks in with a eheck of brass,
The Patent Hay Rako man.
- Thn greatest pains he then will take
To show, just for amusement's sake,
The beauties of his Patent Rako—
The Patent Hay Rake mau.

Long hours the farmer's ear he’ll rasp,
The Patent Hay Rake man.

He sces the yeoman's in his grasp,
The Patent Hoy Rake man.

For a consideration ho

Will mako the farmer agent, see?

Ab last the farmer doth agree—
The Patent Hay Rako man,

He has an invoice in his pouch,

The Patent Hay Rake man.
That it is genuine he'il vouch,

The Patent llay Rake man.
The goods are wanting, and the price
Is plainly marked in the *‘ndvice,”
All which the farmer thinks so nice—

The Patent Hay Rake man,

He'll only charge him what they cost,
The Patent Hay Rake wman,

Just on account of the cotning frost,
The Patent Hay Rake man,

Ha'll take a notoe for all the Rakes,

The ownership the farmer takes;

Then finds the goods arc no great shakes—
Tho Patent Haoy Rakeman.

The farmer's note is shaved at once—
The Patent Hay Rake man.
More victiing for the Hay Rake hunts,
The Patent Hay Rake man,
The Rake's no . but all thosae,
Tho Rake flend’s worked his little gumo,
The farmer is a3 much to blame
As the big fraud Hay Roke man.

~B,

*
SCOTTIE AIRLIE'S SPEECH AT THE
YOUNG LIBERAL CLUB.

Ma ResPecKET FREENS,—This bein’ posi-
teovely ma first appearance in publie, I sap-
pose the kerreck thing for me tae dae wad be
tae begin, ¢ Freens, Romans an’ kintramen,
len’ me yer ears,” only ye see that wadna be
tae the pint, seecin’ there's no’a Roman i’ the
kintra, an’ anither thing, the members o' this
club are contined ncither tae ma freens, nor
ma kintramen. As for yer ears, I dinva want
the len’' o’ them, for the gude reasonm that I
happen tae be furnished wi'a gude whappin'
pair o' ma ain, It's aye been an obaccoont-
able mystery tae me hoo & respectable Roman
like Maister Aunthony, noo, cud make sic a
rideelkless ass o' himsel’ as tae seek the len’ o’
the folks’ ears,] canna accoont for't in ony way
except on the supposeetion that he had been
makin’ ower free wi’ Cosar's funeral whuskey.
What was the use o’ askin’ the thing he kent
brawly they cudna gioehim ? Nac doot there’s
some folk in this world that wad pairt wi’ their
lugs if the{ were lowse, but it's ma private
opeenion that the Roman lugs were o’ weel fas-
tened oun, an’ at a respectable distance frae the
croons o' their heads, but grantin’ they had
been slack enough for them tae haul them aff
and len’ them till him, what on earth cud he
dae wi' them? They cudna hae been less thau
#ax or seeven hunder at the fuumeral o’ sic a
celebrated man as Cesar—an’ what the man

wanted wi’ siccan a quantity o’ ears I'm sure
I canna think, unless he railly wanted tae
bury Cresar in them, or mak’ a floral tribute o’
them, like. Anither thing I dinna like, is the
way he keepit herp—herp—herpin’ on, aboot
Brutus an’ the rest o’ them there beein’
honorable men. For my pairt I dinna see hoo
Brutus was onything by ordinar’ honorable.
Like mony mair iz this world he micht be honor-
able eneuch when it paid him either in pouch
or carackter tae be sae, but the pawkiest
sophist in auld Rome cudna get me tae believe
that ony man wi’ a spark o' honor in him wad
gang prowlia aboot the tooun wi' a murderin’
koife stowed aneath his cloak, for the expresa
gurpose o’ murderin’ an’ onsuspectin’ freen an’

osom crony, the very first chance he got.
Na! na! ye micht as weel say the moon is
made o' green cheese, as, fegs ! it micht be, for
onything we ken tae the contrar’.

’m very sure if Maister Anthony had been
in his sober senges instead o’ been half seas
owoer, as is maist evident, he wad hae indicted
the hale caboose o’ them for murder, instead o’
crackin’ them up for honorable men, for the
ondeniable fack is they were naething but a
pack o' envious, scheemin’, zelf-seekin’
scoondrels ; an if Maister Anthony was here
noo I wad tell him sae tae till his face. The
warst o’ a’ is him sayin’ what he wad dae gin
he was Bratus—I declare I can hardly keep
ma temper wi’ him there. Weel did he ken
he cudna be Brutus withoot daein’ as Brutus
did, an’ tae say that Authony turned intill
Brutus wad pit a tongue intill ilka wound
intill the murdered man’s body an’set them
a’ claikin’ an’ skreighin’ till the very stanes o’
the causey wad rise an’ mutiny—did ever ye
hear tell o’ sic anither clisbmaclaver? Noo,
hoo cud a stane mutiny? hoo cud ae man
turn intill anither ane ? whaur wad he get the
tongues tae pit intill the wounds? was that
what ho wanted wi' the ears he wauted the

Jen’ @' ? an’ even sae, hoo cud he mak an ear

intilla tongue ? I tell ye the hale thing shows
a)ack o’ discreemination that ye dinna expect
frae a man o’ sic gumption as Maister Anthony.
Bat, hooever, wi’ the exception o’ thae twa
slips o’ the tongue, the result nac doot o’ grief
an’ funcral whuskey, the oration, takin’ 't a’ in
a', is no' sae bad ava, au’ wad pass vera weel,
if it was only tae show that amang ither things
copi®d frae the Romans we didna forget the
funeral sermon,

But whaur was I? I declare T've clean for-
gotton what I was gaun tac say! Bein’,as I
was sayin’, ma first appearance on ony
stage, ma thochts naterally got a wee jam.
milt, like ; till here’s me, stannin’ amang the
crood i’ the Forum listenin’ tas Cuwmsar’s
funeral sermon! Sic anither association o'
ideas! Ireally think—Losh, save us! Ma
time’s flown !

THE FATE OF THE FALL POET.

Ever gince I can remeraber

Each guccceding bleak November
Calls for poems, rhymes and stanzas—
From Halifax way out to Kansgns.

So it is with chill October,

Rhymes it ealls for, hut more sober,
Yet gloomy as the funcral pall

Are all the verses of the fall.

A weird-like man calls at the sanctum,

Wheore, as a crank the ¢ Ed.'s” long ranked him,
And in his hand ho holdeth *' copy,”

(1f I'm allowed & word so shoppy)

And sayeth meckly, ‘ Herv's gome verse, sir,
They might be better, might be worse, sir.

¥ somge nsp
Methought I'd pour out 2 libation.

“ 1 ging of Autnumn when lenves wither,
Which by the winds blown hither, thither,
Fly off on their erratic race,

In vain to seek a resting place.

I sing of flowers * nipped i' the bud.’”
Loolk out ! take care ! a sickening thud
Tpon tho poet’s hoad, unawares;

‘They seize and fire him down the stairs.

Theo **stafl ” all emilo in happinoss,
Aund eay, ‘¢ Thoro's ono fall poet less.”

—B.

“ CANADA'S CHRISTMAS.”

This is the title of an attractive sixteen-page
holiday publication, just issued by the Grip
Printing & Publishing Company. Itisclegant-
ly printed, in tint, on superior paper, and
the illustrations throughout are admirable,
They are entitled as follows : TFrontispiece (a
beautiful design) ; At the Rink: *‘Shinny’’
on the Ice; Young Canada at Home and
Abroad ; Canadian Sleighing Partics in Town
and Country ; Shooting Partridge ; Stillhunt-
ing the Mooso; Snow-shoeing; Ice-boating;
and lastly, a great double-page cartoon by J.
W. Bengough, introducing nearly one hundred
figures representing Canadian notabilities,
amongst whom are the following : Lansdowne,
Sir John Macdonald, E. Blake, M. Daly, A.
Mackenzie, Mercier, Cartwright, Morris, Tup-
per, Langevin, Edgar, T. White, Meredith,
Dr. Wilson, Caron, Patterson, Alexander, Cos-
tigan, P. Ryan, Rykert, McLelan, Dr. Grant,
Davin, Tilley, Chapleau, Davies, Mowat, M, C,
Caweron, Trow, Casey, Mills, Pope, McCarthy,
Goldwin Swith, Senator Boyd, Carling, G.
Brown, Wells, Gzowski, Dr. Wild, Stephen-
son, Landerkin, Mclatosh, Sheppard, Mitch-
ell, Hardy, Pardee, McPherson, Laidlaw,
8. Blake, Finch, ‘“Moses Oates,” Manning,

Farrar, Bunting, Griffin, Baxter, John
Cameron, Robertson, Bowell, Lynch, and
Fraser. *“ Canada's Christmas ' will cost but

15¢. per copy, and nothing more appropriato
tc?l send abrc}:xd in the holiday season could be
osen. :

BOBSERVATIONS.
“ Cultivate a habit o' bobservation, Srmdg.”
—Mry. H. B, Stowe.
Iam glad I am not Mr. Stead—that is, to
have Mr. Justice Lopes charge the jury,

Riel has added his closing item to that chap.

ter of Canadian history he strove to make
' glorious by inglorious means. .

Whishper now, Pater, me bhoy, hav’n’t yiz
got yer north eye on that iximpshin clause
what’s in danger av bein’ repaled? Till me,
now, wid yer Consarvytiv’ an’ Refarm!

I am sorry to see how caddish our press is
becoming in quarters where we havo a right to
expect better things. Hounest criticism,
founded ob a knowledge of the facts, is ve-
placed by diatribe, and every departure out of
the beaten track is at once credited to the
lowest of motives.

I notice that some persons were astounded
to hear that the rebel leader * died game.”
There is nothing wonderful about it ; natures
such as his can always meet a great emer-
geney greatly, because they invest it with all
the glamour of an eoxcited and ardent imagin-
ation ; it is the drudgew of detail that brings
out their littleness. When the dull reality
puts to flight the glowing ideal then they fall.

Ninety thousand grog shops at one fell
swoop, are closed by the Czar's J)rohibitory
ukase against drunkenuess, accordingto Z%e
Week, which proceeds to remark that ** this is
the sort of legislation we want in Cavada.”
But The Week does not say what is to become
of the men engaged in the traffic and the manu.
facture in Russia—it probably thinks the Czar
will pension them all off handsomely for life ;
or perhaps it has come to the conclusion that
if money is not spent in spirits it will go for
bread and clothes and other articles of luxury,
and thus the stricken balance will' right
itself. In Canada, however, Te MWeck pro-
fesses to think there are morals and morals,
and that the morals of the Liberal Temper-
ance Union, which would perpetuate the traffie
and the manufacture the Czar has con-
demned, are far above the morals which
enforce sobriety. and turn the stream of ill-
spent monoy into healthier channels. That
which in Russia is wise legislation, in Canada

 is rank tyraony,

—
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A ROUNDEL.

Oh, Boreas bold ! too soon to our southem glades,

On blizzard wings, you come with a rush and & roar.
Oh, call o truce ; return to your northern shades,

Till I ““raiso the wind” aud hic to my **uncle’s” door.

My Irish frieze, oh King of the North, is there ;
Likowise my watch, with its zuard of the glittring gold;

And a lockot neat with a Jock of my darling’s hajr—
He's got ‘em all (providing they've not been sold).

Oh, breezy King, Just halt the myriad feet
Of your savage hordes, till I botrow the lucre vile,
And sneak nway by an unfrequented street, .
And my *‘uncle” greet with o compound intercst smile.

—PERRIN® MIDDLEWIOR,

A LEARNED REVIEW,

Having received from a publisher of chil-
dren’s holiday books an assortment of nursery
rhymes, we thounghtlessly placed one of the
little works in the hands of our University
Contributor, asking him to write a playful
little notice of it. Here is what he brings s,
We publish it simply to illustrate the ruinous
results of giving a university education to a
man who is not big enough to hold it :—

Humpty Dumply, and Other Rhymes.
lnamtgi.v New York : McLachlan Bros.

¢« Humpty Dumpty sat on n wall
Huml;t; Dum::y had a great fu'll;

Il.

All the king’s horses and all the king’s men
Couldn’t put Humpty Dumpty together again.”

The exceeding antiquity of these matchleas-
1y sweet lines is proved by the entire absence
of pronouns ; they were written before those
useful parts of speech had been invented.
modern writer would bave penned the lines
somewhat in this fashion :(—

s Humﬂey Dumpty sat on o wall ;
Hg, sho or It had n groat fall;
Al tho king's horses and all of his men
Couldu't put him, her, it, together again.”

The next guestion that meets us is, who or
what was Humpty Dumpty? The popular
delusion that H. D. was an egg is 4 melan-
choly instance of the unreasoning gullibility
of the public to swallow any plausible lie that
ovilly-disposed and designing individuals like
to seb afloat. A poet, 8o carefulin the choice
of his words as the illustrious author of the
beautiful stanza under consideration, would
not have written, ¢ szt on & wall,” in speaking
of a thing without volition. In using the
words, without volition, we are aware that
scientists would at once demur to the phrase;
they would aver that there was much latent
volition in a hen's egg, just as there is much
latent music *‘in the brown egg of a nightin-
gale.” We do not question the truth of such
astatement ; but our author was speaking to
the public and expresses himself in accordance
.with the popular idea that eggs are, for all

ractical purposes, without volition ; there-
ore, ‘‘ sat on & wall” cannot apply to an egg,

‘“H. D. had a great foll” from a remark-
ably high wall round some ancient city. This
catastrophe must have occurred in a country
under a despotic monarch ; if not, **all the
king’s horses and all the king’s men” would
not have been sammoned in such psremptory
manner to aid in putting * togethor again ™
the unhappy victim of the untimely accident,

Tho difheulty of putting H. D.” * together
again” has been used as a strong proof of the
truth of the egg-theory by writers of that
school ; but thie difficulty of putting together
again applies just as forcibly to other things,
A humsn being, we surmise, would be a diffi-
cult article to restore to its pristine form if
broken into many fragments,

Readers must not be astonished at horaes
being calléd in to help in the restoration of
Humpty Dumpty ; the Romans once had a
horse for a consul: and in our own day, in
thia enlightened nineteenth century, we iave
borse-doctors, who do a thriving business,
And in ancient history we read of & Babylonish
queen who, in sickness, was attended by a
horse. Our belief is, that Humpty Dumpty
was a deformed dwarf, probably a celebrated
court jester in the employ of some King of
Babylon ; that he was sitting on the high wall
performing some trick when he unfortunately
overbalanced himself and had the great fail
which smashed him to atoms, The king, in
mad despair, summoned all his men and all
hie horges in the vain hope that somehow or
other H. D. would be put together again, As
this hope, in the nature of things, could not
be possibly realized, the poet mercifully
throws a veil over the remainder of $his aad
history—the obsequies and attendant lamenta-
tion, weeping and woo ; the contemplation of
such misery wonld have barrowed up our
feelings cruelly ! Thanks, noble poet, for thy
thoughtful consideration and forbe;}n%e.ll

J id . 4

¢ And so Todgers has failed, has he ?”

“ Yes, poor fellow, he’s gone under.”

“I'vo thought for some time he counldn’t
stand it much longer.”

‘“He haen’t been extravagant, has he ?”
“Oh, no,”

“Not much given to speculation, was he 9"
*No, I think not ; but I understand his wife
has been for some time trying to clear off

church debt.”—Chicago Ledger.
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QUITE FRESH,

My, McDude.—Well, my little fellow, and how old are you ?
Litele Adolphus.—1 ain’t old, I'se nearly new !

THE BEAUTIFUL S—,

Beautiful snow t—oh !
Moses ! who struck me this time
such a terrible, vindictive blow ?
What ? snow is no subjcct for rhyme !
Now [ think they are snitablo,
My lines on the beautitul—
. Ohtstow
- B3 Jarge club away,
T'll wish you rond day;
8till, ¥ think that my rhyme
-Is simply sublime,
On the beautiful, beautiful snow,
But no newspaper man or editor can
Staud any poem, on suow, ch no

o

A LA NORMAL SCHOOL.
PriMe Ciry, Oct. 1sT., 1885,

Mister Grie,—Ob, say ! if I send you some
letters all the way from Prime City will you

dying to tell you all the fun we have at school
here. You know my pa and ma sent me to
gchool here in Prime City, it isn’t quite 2 hun-
dred miles from Toronto, and I board with my
auntie and my cousins, three great big fellows,
L and they go i< the same school 28 T do ; butin
oh my, no! It's so funny, In the country
school where I was brought up, the boys and
girls all learn in the same class, and you don't
think no more of & boy than of & girl ; it's just
all likke brothers and sisters. Some were nice
and some were horrid things, just like it is at
home, or at auntie’s with my cousins, But
here the boys are shut up and locked out from
the girls; you’ve got to shun the boys like
they were lepers, or like it is in a nunnery,
Good gracious ! if they saw you speaking to a
boy they’d take & fit. Aund oh | it s such fun.
One day we were all sitting at lunch, and the

print them? Oh, do! there’s a good GRIP—
now if you don’t you'll be real mean. 1'm just

caretaker went out to get something. ‘¢ But,”
says he, * girls "—andhe'dsuch a d? twinkle
in his eye—'‘1'll have to shut the door after

school we're not allowed £6 speak to each cther, .

me for you know you might sce a boy/” Woell,
gir, I just roared.

The master is an awful good man, awful

ood, and so strict, oh, my ! fearful strict.
gle’s got to be strict, and it keeps him watch-
ing the boys and girls all the time. My
cousin Jack says he has velvet soles to his
boots, and he comes slipping, slipping without
a sound, so sly, and just when the boys are
in the middle of a lark, he'll glide in just like
the ghost in Hamlet, and fust thing they
know is the gleam of these awful apectacles
transfixing them, and then, oh, my ! ain’t we
prim—you’d think butter wouldn’t melt in
their mouths !

1 tell you, Mister Grip, 1 wouldn’t go back
to a achool where the boys and girls are in
class together for anything again. Why,
there’s no fun ; every thing is frank and open
and above board ; no watching, no need to hide
anything, no deceit ; it's all so tame, We
don’t think a thing of the boys except to-beat
them at exams,, but to be forbidden to speak
or look at your own brother or cousin, to see
them watching that you keep your eyes to the
front for fear you should happen to squnint
over at the boys’ side when we’re all agsembled
in the hall, oh, my! it's so jolly, so comical,
to have all the teachers what Jack calls
private detectives! When we're all at home
in the evenings we have such fun telling all
the larks. Now, don't you forget to print
this and maybo I'll get Jack, Cousin Jack, to
gend you a letter next week. Yours sincerely,

GERTY LAREIN,

VASTNESS.
BY LORD DE-DAW.

If you scok vastness, to Canada come,

So nuch the better if vast your cheek ;
Come out to Canada, make things hum,

And crowd out Canadians humble and meek.

Lies wpon this side—lics upon that side,
Will do you to tell to the jolly marines ;

And be certain that you don’t let anything “ fat” slide,
Then you're sure of your mutton and bacon and greens.

Turn up your nose at our mutton and beet,
Pitch into the climate ns ‘* beastly and.cold™ ;
0 good beer or purter, which is the chief
Glory and pride of your country old.

The plays arono good, and the prices ridiculous,
* You'd see better at "ome at o fair Penny Gaff,"”
With such yarns as thege you amuse us, and tickle ug—
Your vastness is funny, it makes us all langh.

Oh! cad from the Angel at Islington—

Oh! duffor distressed from Ratcl.ffe Highway,
What on earth bave wo poor people done

That such folks as you come out hiero to stay ?

With everything here you're surc to find fault,
Nothing does pleass you, not even our skies ;

Stay home and enjoy there your essence of malt,
And don’t make us sick with your sneers and liee.

ELEGANCY WANTED.

Somebody advertises in the Mail for an
¢ glegant penman.” Wonder what they want
the distinguished personage for! It is hinted
vggglely that he or she will be utilized in
gending "oft "&xviiepes. Now, an ‘elegant”
penman would naturslly be possessed of
& good address and be «.lv to address any-
body or anything well, including letters or
circulars. Yet we cannot help thinkmng that
there is some hidden meaning to the “ad.”
Perhaps some wmsthetic lady wants an
amanuensis, and would like something *¢ ele-
gant ” to harmonize with her furniture. Or,
perhaps, indecd, it may be some high-toned
old gentlernan who requires an elegant young
lady for the purpose of adoption. Or perhaps
the advertiser is an Irishman or a Yankee,
who always call everything that pleases them.
‘“rale fllegant*’ or *‘real ullegant.” Or per-
haps—— But we give it up.
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THE ALMOST FATAL LETTER.

The night was slowly, ah, how slowly!
going by as Sybil Schoonmaker eat lookiniin
the fitful, flickering fire in the grate of her
chamber.

Not yet two years married, her husband,
Ferdinand Fritz Schoonmaker, had of late
passed most of his evenings at that rather in-
definite iustitution that he called ¢ the club”
instead of retnaining home and listening to the
news of the neighborhood and what was going
on in fashionable church circles, and other de-
lightful themes so pleasant for a man to hear
from the lips of his lovely and accomplished
wife, as all good husbands should, and except
the utterly degenerate do; and in this no
doubt all respectable Benedicts fully agree,

Poor Sybil! *‘ And he leaves me alono night
after night,” she murmured o herself,
‘¢ Alone, neglected, and by him. Why, oh,
why, did he bring me from my father's house,
my happy, bappy home? Why, why did I
marry & Dutchman, anyway? why ?" Thus
sadly communiog with hersel{ her medita-
tions were disturbed by the sound of the front
door-bell ringing violently, A servant opencd
the door and a boy with clothes of many colors
and odors asked for the ¢ Missis,” aund was

ushevod into Sybil's presence.

* ¢ Be you Missis Shoonmaker?” the boy
agked.

¢ Yes, yes,” answered Sybil anxiously.
“What is 1t 2"

¢ Here’s a letter for you, Man told me to
tell you to hurry up and no monkeying or he
woui'd fires him toto the street.”

Horror! What could this horrid boy
mean ? :

Tearing open the oleaginous missive she
read ‘as follows :—

"« BurLy Boys HoreL.

¢ Missis SHOONMAKER,—You had better
send a hack for your husband at once. He
lics here dead —"*

“PDead I”” With an appalling scream that
almost rasised the hair of the unsavory mes-
senger through the roof of his threadbare cap,
she ataggered and fell unconscious into the
arms of & stalwart policeman who ryushed off
his beat at the double to see what was up.
Tho officer with that grace of manner so pecu-
liar to the .**force,” carried the insensible
lady to a crimson-velvet sofa and sprinkled
some violet powder which ho took off her
dressing-table in mistake for cologne water,
over her face, which partly *‘ brought her to.”

¢ 0Oh, dead ! dead |” she moaned, ¢ That
letter, that dreadful, horrid letter ! and she
pointed to the much-abused epistle lying on
the carpet.

4¢Here, here,’” eaid - the officer, * take a
small drop of this,”. and he produced a small]
flask containing some restorative bearing a

very striking resemblance in color and smell |

to o flnid commonly called “Old Rye.” .

She took hisadvice, I feel better now,”
she said. ¢¢ Ob, good sir, kindly road to me
again that letter, I am unable, powerless to
read anything, Oh, horror! my Ferdinand
dead 1" -

“Faith! I'll do anything that'll plase a
lady in throuble,” said the gallant officer, Cor-
nelius Corcoran.  ‘ The letther will explain,
yousay I’ He raised the letter, brought it to
a lamp, and perused it, when a smile as broad
as a silver plate on a coffin lid illumined his
expressive features, i

“Did you read all the letther, mum ?’ he
asked the lady.

“No,” rteplied Sybil.
enough.”

*Feth, then, I will read it till ye again,”
said Mr. Corcoran, .

“Burry Bovs HoTEL,

¢ M1ssiS SHOONMARER,—You had better
send a hack for your husbandatonce. . Helies
here dead ———"

“QOh !” exclaimed the poor lady.

¢ Will ye listen ?”’ interrupted the now dis-
gusted crusher. ¢‘He lies here dead drunk
aud if you don't send for him gquick I'll fire
bim into the street and give  him in charge of
& cop. Yours truly,

“ BERNARD O'RAGAN.”

“What ! what 1 screamed Sybil, *to
think that I've been crying for an bour about
that drunken thing! If I don’t. make him
jamp when he gets home I hope to holler !
Policeman, get the worst hack you can find
and drive that miserable wretch, my husband,
from the Bully Boys Hotel to—No. 2 Station.
Here’s a dollar for yourself, and just try, like
a good men, to rub him down gently with
your baton. Good evening to you.”

“ Be jabers, if the bloke don’t whack up
another dollar,” said Mr. Corcoran when he
got outside, * faith, I'll put the nippers on the
dhrunkard,” :

And poor Sybil! What of her?
it up.

“] read, alas!

We give
B.-

THE DRAMA OF THE SCHOOL BOOKS.

{Enter three Book Publishers.]

1s¢ Publisher:

Hail to the day, the happy, happy day.
2nd Publisher:

For we have the contract, which it shall us pay.
8rd Publisher: <~

Aud that wo give geod value, too, there's none shall

dare gninsoy.

Ltk Publisher (rushing in):
But 1 say nay.

13t Publisher; A
How ‘:{nro you us to contradict, pernicious base out-
sider.
2nd Publisher :
Thoro have been statements wide of truth, but you are
gotog wider.
3rd Publisher : .
Or js it madness you afflicts ?—in ue be a confidor.

hth Publisher :
Bo silont, vain derider.

18t Publisher : i
Our paper it is smooth and white, our printing: very
ack,
2nd Publisher : :
Qur price I8 very moderato, you know,
3rd Publisher; .
And we give much better value than you gave thom
somo time back.

4Lth Publisher : .
I'm qlet.ermlned.to deny that it is so.

18t Publisher:
The valuo to tho Govornment
Is vory good ind:

Snd Publwhor ;
The teachens call them excellent—
The scholars are

$r¢‘i‘_ {"ubllinher : inced R

then so unconvinced appoar

Wh; thus the facts depy ? PP

4tk Pullishor :
Tho reason now you soon ehall hear. ;
And likowlso by-and-by.

'
v

1st Publisher :
We grieve a publisher to seo—
2nd Publisher ;
Ot standing good as you—
Srd Publisher :
Declare the thing that's net to bo—

All: -~
And state what is not true.
And :ho meaning of tho sort of thing we do demand
of you,

4th Publisher:
Thig ia the meaning, Number One,
And Numbers Three and Two,
Both of the things which I havo done
And dointend to do—
These hooks I do not publish now,
I am not in the ring ;
So I oppose you overy-how,
And all the books you bring.
So that you shall not please wo now, in this, vor any-

thing ;

And my loud objections, throuph tho press, continual-
ly shall riny,

And each Opposition sheet shall give wy objurgations
wing.

The faster colors are, the slower they run.
Is a moth’s ma a moth-er ?

PRESS COMMENTS ON OUR CARTOONS.

The full-page cartoon in the last issuo of Grip vividly
illustrates an idea which very generally prevails,  Sir
John and Justice have met upon the pground vutside of
the Regina gaol, from whute flagstaff floats a Union Jack
halt.masted.  Justice looks prined as shorests her hands
upot a sword, and Sir John asks: “ Well, madawme, Riot
is gone: I hope you are satisfied.”” Justice is keeh and
eutting in hor reply : ** Not quite ; you have hanged the
FFECT of the rebellion, »now I want to find and punish
the cavse of it.”"—Whig, Hingston.

This t is echocd by every h t heart and we
firmly beliove tho peoplo of Cannda will punivh tho cruse
of the rebellion, the shiftless -Ministry supported by @
servile following, when the propor timo arrives.—Dun-
das County Hevald.

THE stomach is the grand central of the
living system, the first organ developed in

. animal life,and the first to sutfer from excesses,

Regulate its diseaged action by Burdock Blood
Bitters, which restorcs health to the stomach,
bowels, liver, kidneys and blood,

Among the local “ad’s” this week, we see the
“ Rev. Savage’s Band,” and don’t quite twig.
What Reverend Savageis this? Is be a con-
verted Zulu, or one of our own Rev, Abori-
gines. And his band, are they also savage?
Does it mean a band of Reverend Savages—
and what aro they banded together for 2 Has
this Reverend Savage no Christian name—and
if not, why not ?

LUXURY ON WHEELS,

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

Appropriate punishment for sailors who
mew-tinate—The *‘ cat.”

¢¢ The autumn winds do blow,
Aud wo shall s0on havo snow.
Father, hadn’t you better get me a pair of
Wn. WEST & Co.’s laceboots? They have
some beauties of their own make, just fit every
boy that goes, and they’re all going.”

Tarte.~—Naturally a little sour to.the-taste
of the Mail, - '

Imperial Cough Drops, Bestin the world for
the throat and chest, Yar the voice unequalled.
Try tHem,
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IMAGINARY CONVERSATION IN LONDON,

Biake.— Hello, John, what brings yon here? Sir John.—Oh—er—er—I forget! O yes, Reciprocity—important business—yes,
Sir Charles.—And, pray, what am J here for? '

ges we now offer.

pplication form to be enrolied a fellow of our

Corresponding Society, acd alao enclose 16¢. for sample copy of ¢‘Phonograpbic
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