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OR, THE ELEPHANT IN A SNOW.DRIFT.

CGonuine Dismond, set in solid 16 karat gold.
DIANOND 8iZE 0P CUT, RING MADE 70 FIT.

90 Per cent. reduction

on old catalogue prices. Sond for ‘85 catnlogue, 120
Pages, contains over 800 cuts illustrating more
goods than can be found in a dozon

ordinary jewellery stores, ’

CHAS. STARK
62 Gaure Street, Toronto, near Kig,

JOHNSTON'S
FLUID BEEF.

@enunine Diamond, set in solid 16 karat Gold.
DIAMOND SIZE OF CUT. RING MADE 70 HIT.

50 Per cent. reduction

on old catalogue prices. Scnd for '85 catalogue, 120
pages, contains over 800 cuts illustruting move
goods than can be found in o dozen
ordinary jewellery stores.

CHAS. 8TARK,
52 CHURGE ST., TORONTO, Near King,
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The gravest Beast is Che Ass; the gravest Bird is the 0wl :
The gravest Fish s the Oyster ; the graveat Num iz the Tool

o ————————————————————————
VOLUME XXI1V,
The thousands of estimable citizens who

J. W. BanGoues

————

carefully bind the volumes of CGrip will not
need to be reminded that the present number
commences another elegant book for the orna-
mentation of the parvlor table six months
hence. The other thousands, who with ad-
mirable self-denial do nof bind their numbers,
but send them off after perusal to enlighten
the darkness of foreign nations, will plcase
take notice that on this New Ycar's day Gurp
is just LEleven Yecars and Six months old.
Catching the spirit of the Season he feels dis-
posed mot to boast, but to Resolve, and
amongst the Good Resolutions he sets down
for himself, the principal one is that he will
Keep Straight Along In" The Path Of Right.
This he has endeavored to do from Vol. I, No.
1, according to his light, though doubtlcss
with the occasionsl slips incidental to Raven
—as to Human Nature. He takos pride in the
reflection that his pages, up to this date, are
suitable for family reading, and he purposes
ever to keep them so. He is also convinced
that they truthfully aud fairly present the
facts of Canadian political history from May,
1873. For anything apparently ili-natured
(there is nothing really so, belicve us) he duly
humiliates himself ; and he hopes at the end
of his career it may be truthfully written of
him :
His humor, as gay as the firefly’s light,
Playcd round each subject and shoue as it played,

And his wit in the combat ag gentie as bright,
Ncver carried a heart-stain away on its blade.

@artoon Eomments

Leaping CarrooN—The happy New Year,
a8 he bursts in brightness on the world, finds
old Sir John as gay asa lark, though thisis
the forty-first juvenile twelve-month lLe has
welcomed since his entrance upon public life.
And as our only G.C.B. holds bim aloft what
wondrous things the little fellow sees in the
world of Canadian politics! He takes in the
Union, from Paciflc to Atlantic. In British
Columbia he marks an omiuous frown upon
the countenance of the free citizens, and as ho
deacries ship-loads of Celestial slaves being
dumped upon the shores, he has no need toask

the meaning of the wry expression. Thenee
he glances, across the mountains, at the Terri-
torics and Manitoba, and again he sees angry
faces and clenched fists. Sir John can explain
these little phenomena quite readily, by tell-
ing 1883 the story of the Railway, the Coloni-
zation Companies and the Disallowance pro-
ccedings. As his eye sweeps over Ontario, he
may mark a little man surrounded with bags
of surplus gold, deeply engaged in Considering
varions things. SirJohncan again enlighten
himn as to thisperson, if he wantsto know. But
if he doesn’t enquire it is likely the old gentle.
man will say nothing about the little tyrant.
Quebec, he will observe, is in its usual state of
ferment, and amid the babel of voices he will
hear shouts of ‘¢Independence.” If this
dreadful word doesn’t cause the grand old man
to drop him in dismay, it will be because there
is no musket handy. Thence, to the broad
Atlantic the new-comer’s eye may take in our
Maritime brethren, but the spectacle i+ not
likely to be one of unalloyed happiness unless,
within a very brief period, the St. John's
Board of I'rade hasreconsidered its resolutions,
and N.B. and P.E.IL have discovered that the
times are nof out of joint, after all,

First Pace—GRIP does not like to make
fun of such an amiable gentleman as Sir Leon-
ard Tilley, but really, it can’t be avoided. Sir
Leonard occupies a very ludicrous position at
present, and Grir would be plainly neglect-
ing his duty if he failed to note that fact, and
make it the subjcet of o picture in the absence
of more startling topics. 1t would be out-
rageous under ordinary civcumstances to twit
a IFinance Minister for being unable to control
what is uncontrollable—the Hard Times, for
cxample.  But the circumstances are not ordi-
pary. This partienlar Minister of Finnnce
claimed that he could do wonders of that sort,
and last week’s cartoon is therefore vindicuted.
This week we merely chronicle a presamed
fact—that the N.P. is stuck in o snow-drift,
and that Sir Leonard is quite unable to get it
out. We arrive at this belicf by a course of
plain reasoning. If the N.P. is able to over-
come the depression, why doesn’t it do so?
And if it could do so, is it eredible that the
Finence Minister would allow it to appear as
if it couldn’t? Lvidently (to borrow the pet
word of the Clobe lcader-writer) Sir Leonard
is lelpless.

Fienton Pace.—The human mind will
readily grasp these timely sketches without
any editorial help, at least if that mind is
clear, and has said Farewell, not au revoir, to
the bottle, It will be duly shocked at the
sort of ** compliments of the season” the Police
Chiefs of Hamilton and Toronto have been
lately exchanging; it will sympathize with
brother Sheppard’s wonderment at finding
Democracy boomed in the Globe ; it will have
its sporting department quickened at the sight
of the ncck-and-neck race of Manniag and
Withrow—and we hope not only the mind,
but the heart, may be touched by the scene—
only too common in this favored city—which
we havo cntitled * Waiting for New Year’s
callers,”

b i, Ny DFARDN
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SIR JOHN’S PECULYAR TOUCH.

Many old friends have called upon Mr.
Webster at the British American Hotel. Dur-
ing conversation the name of Sir John A,
Macdonald was meuntioned. *‘Do you know,”
said Mr. Webster, ‘‘that in the early days
Sir John wormed himself into the henrts of
every boy in the city. The boys knew him,
and no matter whether Sir John was acquaint-
ed with them or not he spoke kindly to them,
patted them on the heac{’ and enquired about
their parcnts and their intentions,
what made Sir John
days.” *

*“Yes,” said a citizen, ¢ Mr. Webster was
right, Sir John knew every boy in this city,
and he used to pat them on the head. I wish
he hadn’t, however.” *Why?” we asked,
and the citizen removed his hat and showed
as bald a cranium as auy man ever had,
¢ The hair has all come off #ince that date.”
A dozen other bald-headed men were named
28 the victim of Sir Jolin's subtle patting.—
Kingston Whig.

This was
so popular in the olden
* = *

JUST A FEW LEFT!
GRIP'S comic almanac for 1853.las made

a great hit, Thousands have been sold, and
all readers pronounce it the best yet published.
From cover to cover it is a continuous glitter
of fun, literary and artistic, and the frontis-
piecc is of itself worth more than the price of
the work, containing as it does portraits of
over a2 hundred Canadian celebrities. Sent to
any address on receipt of 10 cts.  Stamps ac-
cepted.

PRIZE ESSAY ON JANUARY.

This month, the first of the ycar at present,
though I have strong suspicions that it was
not always so, or how do September, Qctober,
November and December come to be tho 9th,
10th, 11th, and 12th months respectively, when
they were evidently intended by the fiveman
of the month factory to be the 7th, 8th, dth
and 10th? this month, I repeat, Jaouary,
tales its name from an old Roman snoop,
purcly imaginary and mythological, to the best
of my belicf, named Javus. This gentleman
is said to have borne a striking likeness to
General Ben, Butler, as he could look both
ways at once ; forward into the New Year
and backward into the old. He was a
thorough snide and perhaps the most double-
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faced old humbug that ever lived. 'When Jay
Gould sent that congratulatory message to
Grover Cleveland on his election to the pre-
sidency of the land of clocks, bags-wood hams
and whittling, after doing his utmost to keep
the president,-clect out in the cold, he proved
himself a worthy disciple of the old Roman
(imaginary) fraud. This double-faced nature
he may have acquired from his nurse for sho
was, there is no shadow of a doubt, a veritable
Jay-nuss.

Having given the origin of the name of this
month, let us now procecd to consider some of
ite chief characteristics. "1'irst and foremost
it is remarkable as being the month in which
New Year’s day comes, to the front.

This is followed by Jaouary 2nd. Nothing
does more to cause a man to regard hiwmsclf
disrespectfully, as somo mcen do on Jannary
2nd, than to discover that he has slept in his
new plug hat and patent leather boots; to

erceive unmistakeable signs that he has en-

eavored to wind up his wateh with a-plug of
tobacco and that he has carefully locked his
clothes-closet door and left that of his apart-
ment wide open. And yet such things oceur
more frequently in the month of January than
in the other eleven all put together ; therefore
January must be regarded with the suspicious
eye of a Toronto detective,

This month is, perhaps, the coldest of the
year; it is, certainly, for those candidates
who run for the proud position of alderman,
but who, owing to misconduct in the matter of
Holly engines, esplanades and so forth. ave
requested by the voters to remain in the chilly
atmosphere—outside. Some would-be alder-
men have been known to take thisrequest so
much to heart that they have attempted to
blow their brains out, but, even as it is a
difficult matter to shoot a rabbit when he ian’t
there, their success has, in most cases, been
only a partial one. A large number of alder-
manic candidates prove themselves true (or
rather false) followers of Janus, for, duving the
few days immediately preceding the civie
elections, which invariably take place during
this month, they look both ways at once; for-
ward to a chair in the Council Chamber and
backward to their past records, and in many
cuges this latter is a very unpleasant view
indeed, They also talk as they look, making
promises they know they can never fulfil and
grasping the hands of those men they would
bave to vote for them, with a fervor only
equalled by the cxtreme frigidity of their re-
cognition of these same men as soon as they
themselves are declarcd duly elected city dun-
derhcads.

All nature, or most of it, appcars to slumber
during the month of Januvary; no song of
blithely carolling bird is heard ; tho feathered
songsters are all away to a clime that is war-
mer than this, with the exception of the Tom
cat who conribues his nocturnal melody as
thongh no biting Borean blagt—(that allitera-
tion puts me in mind of the Brawling Brood of
Bribers—uvide Globe)—could cool the ardor of
his love. He cares not for chilly breezes ; he
is & patriarchal cag himself ; the father of many
cats ; o regular cat’s—paw ? Even if he should
have his felines hurt by getting his tail frozen
it morely acts medicinally on him ; it is but a
dose of cat-nip, after all. ~ So all night long he
sits on the roof or garden wall and sings and
chants and cavols away; and .if Mavia, his
,loved one, cometh not, lonely indeed is
.[‘hox:nn.s; very lonely ; and he feels like emi-
grating to cat-alonc-here : (gentle reader, this
18 meant for Catalonia; but I won't insuls
you by explaining so excellent a pun.)

Now, having said all I know about J. anuary
and cats I bog to take my leave before this is
published, for my life is still sweet to me and
I feel that T have placed it in jeopardy.

THE CHRONOLOGIST,

MISERACORDIA!

Mx. GRip, —Deak Sir,—That the end of al)
things is right at haud, no thoughtful and
intelligent man will for a moment attempt to
deny. Measures frought with the very stron-
gest principles of disintegration have been
advocated and promulgated with such vigor,
that they are now a part of the political and
educational system, and are slowly doing their
deadly and decomposing work, Of these I
may mention co-education and the Scott Act—
two innovations of which it would be hard to
gay which is the most absurd or the most
dungerous. That woman, who has always been
likened trathfully to a creeping plant that
throws out feelers or tcndrils whereby she
may raise herself by clinging to that noble and
time-honored symbol of inau, the oak, that she,
I say, should come ont boldly as a maple, a
poplar, a willow, or an ash,—is an absurdity
on tho face of it. But that she should be
admitted as a co-student in our universities is
tantamount to breaking up the whole social
system, disorganizing the marrage relations,
and introducing a state of chaotic confusion
that cannot be sufficiently deplored. But,
saddest of all, the authority and grandeur of
man as a superior being will be gone. Asno
man is a hero to his valet, so no man, however
learned or intellectual he may be, can possibly
be a lero, or a learned phenomenon, to the
woman who has beat him in houor classics or
mathematics. The result is plain to the most
ordinary obscrver. Men in despair will take
to drinking, and here again another dostruc-
tive principle meets him at the very outset.
He cannot get even that velicf ; the Scott Act

‘has passed ; the law says, man will not be

allowed to drown his regrets in the flowing
bowl, the fouming tankard, or the assuaging
schooner. Liberty itself is denied him, the
glorious prerogative of a DBriton, to do what-
cver he chooses, no matter who may sutter,
no matter if he Limself suffers, no matter it his
family sutlers, no matter if the country suffers,
pay, even if he dies—what of that—it is Li-
berty ! The glovious inheritanco of every true
born Briton. And this forsooth—must also be
taken away at the instigation of a few wretched
fanatics ! Sic transit gloria mund? !

But, sir,if this were all, there might yet be
hope for the world. But asa man, I ask you
sit, can any ona gaze upon these six columns
of widow's and spinster’s names.in the T'elegram
without feeling his joints loosening and his
knces smiting against each other. I may
here confess to you personally that I have not
felt the same man since, and on the evening of
the publication of that list of women voters I
was under the necessity of taking a large dose
of Gregory’s mixture, a bowl of hot gruel while
I sat for an hour with my feet in hot water to
prevent any fatal «ffects. I, siv, am no admirer
of that writer, My. Dickens. I have always
been under the impression that he was a cad,
one who had no proper respect for the aristec-
racy as his natural superiors, But, Mr.
Grir, ho has written onc scntence which

is  worthy of being immortalized as a

I

golden precept, and which deserves to be tack-
cd on to the decalogne as the eleventh com-
mandment—I mean that remarkable utterance
of the clder Mr. Weller~* Beware of the
vidders!”

Siv, if ever there was 2 time in the history
of markind when such a precept should be
inculcated it is now, when widows are allowed
to vote. Personally this new and disastrons
measure has deprived the City Council of m
valaable services. 1 had for some time bac.
observed thatthings in the city were not being
managed properly, and I had resclved to run
as Alderman, in order to save the city from
going to utter ruin. I was prepared to sacri-
fice time and money for the good of the cit
and fer its being managed on a true British
basis. And I think I may $ay in all humility
and without egotism that the city would have
been the better for my advice and suggestions,
Now, however, that is impossible. To run the
gauntlet of six columns of widows and spinsters
18 a task 1 must really declinec. Besides I
consider it beneath the diguity of a Briton to
owe my elevation to the post of Alderman to
the votes of a sex whom I always have thought,
and still do consider, inferior to my own. If
people will persist in passing ridiculous mea-
sures and granting uncalled for liberties they
inast take the consequences, I shall certainly
not now run for alderman.

I have the honor to be, dear sir,

Yours most Respectfully,
FREDERIC OLDFOGINGTON,

HAVE YOU SECURED ONE?

The portrait of Sir John A. Macdonald in
the costumne of the G.C.B. looks very handsome
when framed, and is worthy of a place on any
wall. Ovder ot once. Price 10 cts, Address
Grip Printing & Publishing Co.

GASTRONOMY.
A NEW YEAR'S SOCIETY TALE.

Tootle-tootle-tootle, toot-toot-toot ! That'sa

te,

Tweedle-tweedle-tweedle, twee.twee-twee |
Fiddle.

Oompah-oompah, comp-oomp, beo !
bone.

Tink-a-link-a-tink-a-link-a-tink, tink-tink 1
Piano.

From this introduction it is evident that
something out of the way is in progress. Tt is.
The grand New Year’s ball, an aunualaffair, is
going on at the mansion of the Von Kerosenes.

On this particular occasion, however, the
affair is far grander, fac more resplendent than
thoee of former years, for this is to be the
wedding night of Julia Raventress Van Kero-
sene, the heiress, who, 03 the clocks toll the
hour of midunight, ushering in the New Year,
{for be it known thig is New Year’s Eve) will,
50 it is arranged, wed young F. Ponsonby Ash.
barrel-A-hbarrel,

Jalia is in high feather and looks well. She
has never cared much for young F.P.A-A,, but
he i very wealthy.and the fortuncs of the two
will maintain quite a princely establiskment—
and style is what Julia dotes on. IMoreover,
she will be enabled to cut out her dear school-
chum and bosom friend, Laura Higioks, who
was last year married to the Polish Count
Svindleringki. and who has never lost an op-
portunity of throwing her title in her darling
friend’s face whenever occasion has offered.
But the Count is poor, and when Julia becomes
Mrs. Ashbarrel-Ashbarrel, then—ah  then.

By preconcerted arrangement IT. Ponsonby,
ete., is not to appear till the first stroke of
midnight. To this he had not demurred, and
had stated his intention of spending the even-
ing at his club, the Gastronomie, frmed farand
wide for its choice culinary department, pre-
sided over bv the most skilful and ingenious
chef ever sent on earth by the Bad Old Man,

Trom-
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For be it known that, as style is Julia's one
absorbing passion, so is gastronomy and good
living, epicureanism and the delights of the
table that of F.P.A-A. Good cookery is his
one sole joy.

The Van Kerosenes have always rejoiced in
the possession of an excellent cook, and many
a pleasant hour has young Ponsonby spent
with his legs under the Van Kerosene mahog-
any, enjoying the delicious morceaun sent to
the table by that female, This yoar, more cs-
pecially, has this been the case, for early in
the spring they engaged a cook who is not
only maxrvellously gifted in her profession, but
is also excecding fair to look upon, and many
a fervid encomium has Ponsonby passed upon
her, both as regards her professional skill and
also her personal charms.

Tootle-tootle, tweedle-tweedle,
tink-a-link,

Round and round whirl the giddy dancers.
Pop | go the champague corks in the refresh-
ment room. Sweet are the nothings whisperd
in secluded alcoves as the evening wears on
and midniglt approaches.

But Julia’s eyes ever wear a look of antici-
pated revenge, for she is thinking of her dear
friend Laura, Countess Svindlerinski, and the
sneers and taunts to which she, Julia, has been
subjected, and how she will snub her as soon
as she becomes Mrs. Ashbarrel-Ashbarrel,

11,45 chimes from the tall Cathedral tower,
and old Van Kerosene, ably assisted by his
amiable wife, bustles about to get the guests
into position for the coming ceremony, which
is to take place at the end of the spacious outer
drawing-room.

The officiating clergy have arrived—the
Bishop of Lawn and Leggings, with the rec-
tor and several lesser lights as_assistants-—and
everything scems to be favorable for a happy
turn-off.

The guests ave all arranged, and a goodly
and imposing array they make, the very creme
de la creme of the socicty of the city are
present. Barristers, wholesale grocers, physi-
cians, dry-goods men and ladies, etc., etec., are
gathered together in one place. All are on
the qui vive.

The Van Kerosene servants are grouped at
the further end of the room to witness the ex-
pected ceremony and to wish God-speed to
their beloved young mistress.

The bishop slides up behind a temporarily
constructed railing as the hands of the clock
point to three minutes to twelve, Tbhe rector
and other smaller clerical fry follow him. Julia
is led, like a lamb to the slaughter, by her
father, and placed in position in front of them
and all eagerly awaiuv the chiming of the mid-
night hour and the appearance of F. Ponsonby
Ashbarrel-Ashbarrel.

A shower of tintinabulary music suddenly
falls through the air and breaks upon the ears of
the assembled company, It is the Cathedral
bells ringing out the old year ; ringing in the
new. They ought to ring in young Ponsonby
—but they don’t.

The minutes speed on. Consternation is de-
picted on every countenance as the seconds fly
by ; and yet the bridegroom cometh not.

Old Van Kerosene paces nervously up and
down the room ; he feels that he is disgraced,
and he acans the faces of his domestics to
ascertain whether they are snickering ac him
or not, :

Suddenly he pauses in front of the group
and enquires, as ho looks over their numbers,

‘*Where’s Selina Jobhnson? Where's the
cook 7

Julia is about to faint but 'is supported by
young Chasuble Glerestory, one of the curates,
who puts his arm about her slender waist,
whilst the bishop and rector frown fearfully
and darkly on him, :

All eyes are turned in the direction of old
Van Kerosene and the group of domestics as
he enquires,

oompah,

¢“Where’s Selina Johnson? Where's the
cook ?”

A tall footman, gorgeous in the Van Kero-
sene livery of green, gold, .crimson, blue,
|11lgroon and magenta, steps forward and re-

ies,

P Which she ’avent been seen since arf past
height, sir, which she left hinstructions with
the young man at the confecshner’s has to hall
the nessery things hand then she become hin-
visble,”

The door opens. A youth, well-known to

De an intimate friend of Ponsonby Ashbarrel-,

Ashbarrel, dashes into the room and thrusts a
note into the trembling hand of Mr. Van
Kerogene.

Falteringly the poor old gentleman opens it
and reads its contents, and sinks to the floor
with a hollow groan. Mrs. Van K. picks up
the missive, scans its contents and follows
suit, and soon the dread tidings are whispered
throughout that brilliant assemblage.

Woe is me! Woe, Julin! Woe, Emma !
Woe bishops, rector, curates, guests and all,

F. Ponsonby Ashbarrel-Ashbarrel bas eloped
with the cook ! .

SECOND EDITION.

To meet the extraordinary demand we
have been obliged to print a second edition of
the colored portrait of Sir John A. Macdonald,
G.C.B., Copies may now he had by addressing
orders to this office.  Price 10 cents.

A GIFT HORSE.

Old man Snipperson is a real good old soul,
and so his friends seem to think when they
made him a New Year’s present of a horse,
Now, old Mr, Snipperson isn’t much of a judge
of horse-flesh, though his son Samuel is, and
he congratulated himself on this valusble ac-
quisition to his property.

He told Sam all about it in great glee and
descanted on the horse—not his horse parti-
cularly but horses generally—as a noble ani-
mal : one of the finest creatures if not the finest
of all the animal creation,

“Sam,” he went on “I adore, nay, I almost
venerate the horse. He is truly a magnificent
animal, TFrom ages immemorial the horse has
been of inestimable service to man, The Arab
treats him as one of his family ; the Venetians,
I am told, hold him as being almost sacred.
Caligula the Roman—bat come out to the
stable and see my splendid New Year's pre-
sent

They went out.

The horse wasn’t much to look at; he had
a wall-cye and seemed to be of a devout turn
of mind as his knees were bent as if from con-
stant praying on them ; he was rather uncouth,
that’s a fact.

Sam surveyed him all over. He passed his
hands down his legs and shrugged his
shoulders; he felt his knees and whistled
softly, ‘Sam, isn’t he 2 beauty ?” said old
Soipperson : *“ As I was saying, Caligula, the
Roman Emporor, so loved and respected his
horse that he made a consul of him,”

Sam was examinivg the horse’s mouth,
inside, . N

¢ Well Sam, what do you think of him?”
cnquired his father joyfully.

‘Dad,” said Sam, after scrutinizing the
noble brute’s teeth. X

¢ What, Sam ? ” said the old gentleman.

¢TI think this horse must have been the
same one that Caligula made 2 consul.”

Then they veturned fo the house.

If there is a Conservative in Canada who has
not yet secured a copy of the great portrait of
SirJohn A. Macdouald let him send for one
immediately, or henceforth vote the other way.
Price 10c. Worth at least 50c,

MR. NEEBRITCHES

WRITES GRUMBLINGLY AND RETROSPECTIVELY
OF THE FESTIVE SKASON,

dere GrIP

once moar i apear befoar an apreshitiv world
threw the mejum of yure geneal colums at
this scesn of the yere thare shud be no hard
felinks no hannimossity nothink but frenship
hand good will but i have a complaint thoa not
mutch of &4 one i complane of the way hin
witch Crissimiss and the new yere is kep in
this beesly country not so mutch by the
mursters as by the survints trew it hisnt the
survints folt but i think they ort to kick
aganst the monotnous manner in witch they
arce compelled to spend the festiv seeson they
hare not granted heny rele rashnal henjyment
by thare hoverbaring marsters like hi was used
to hin hingland now when i was himployd
hin my profeshnl capassity by sir pontifix
tollemaich it was the ipvaribl custom to giv
hall the survints a ball at this timb of the yere
such a thing as i avent never seen sing i hon-
nerd these shoars with my presentas.

lor it wood a dun you good dere GRIP to av
bin presnt at one of our soshul gatherings sir
pontifix imself wood moast ginrly hoper the
ball imself with jane ousemade for whomb hi
felt a moast puttikler riggard hand harfter
that we was left to hour hown devizes,

ho ow i remember that big all with the olly
and the missiltow hand hother dekrashuns hof
witch you kanadiens carnt ave the feigntest
consepshn hand then the big yewl log blazink
away hup the chimbly thats why i ate this

country you doant avenone of the hamenitys

of civlizashn so to speke hall yure festivtys
is amonkst the big buggs lord save the mark,
my heyes ow john coachman wood owl hal-

onzer the braiv hand the fare himojeen harfter
super hand wen he cum to

“the wurms thay crep in

hand the wurms thay crep out
hand that other bewtifl line

the lites thay burnt blew
hand then hacted the part of the goast ow
jain owsmaid wood shuder and nessel hup to
me till i ad to revive er with a hosklatery
saloot hand a glass of warm negus hand then
i would favor the compny with a staiv or too
in my depe ritch manly vois hof

*“ wen brittings fir-hir-hir-hir-hirst
hat evings co-ho-ho-ho-mand ”
till that hold pawky the buttler was reddy to
die with henvy hand then the darnsing the
gurls used to tell me hi was a puffick chester-
field hon the bawl roomb floar hand hi beleav
you hi was my figger was admitted to be es
nere puffick as that of the happoller belvidear
hand my carvs hisnt to be sneased at heven
now.
now wy carnt hour employers do sombthink

simler hout ere the fack that so meny of hour
missuses has bin survints themselves hought
to be in our faver but ons thay get promoated
from the kitching and the broomb and dust
pan thay furgets wot thay was hand despises
of the clars from witch they ave bin helevated
hinsted of henterink into thare feelinks witch
they must hunderstand pretty thurroly yure
turkys and geas is good and 1 ave mno forlt to
find with them yure Crissimiss chere hi had-
mit is hexlent but hi carnt happrewv of the
way in witch we dummesticks is maid to keep
the joole seesn footmen is mortial harfter all
likewise femail survints hand thay like Crissi-

miss and new ycres fertiviys as well as the -

rest but peple hout ere doant seam to hunder-

stand survints manely i supoas becors thay
avent been mutch haceustmed to them and
partly becors a good many was survints thim-
selves band wishes to forget hand hig: ore the

fack . now doant say as him horlways grumb-
lin i ave cors but hi grins and bares my hun- .

happy fait wishink y«u horl the complements
of the scesn hi am dere GRIP
yures fathefly CHARLES NEEBRITCHES,
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A TALK WITH THE OLD YEAR.

Before you go, old Eightcen-Eighty-four, I
should like to have a calm, dispassionate, chat
with you.

1 had jutended to write an ode to you, but
ou sceond thoughts I concluded that you were
not worthy of that honor, for, on the whole,
yon have not acted cxactly well. In some
things, I grant, you have behaved admirably,
but in others you have shewn yourself to be
a mean, contemptible sort of a twelve month.

Now, let ug review your good and bad deeds.
1 can spenk of yon favorably as having finished
the Queen Street sub-way, and as having left
several uscless, scheming men who had been
aldermen during the reign of several of your
predecessors, out in the cold, In these things
you did well, and you deserve credit for it
You have also selected a site for the new
court house, but you made such a fuss over it
that much of the praise to which you are eu-
titled is torfeited. 'I'rue, you happened to be
the year in which it fell to Toronto’s lot to
celebrate her semi-centennial, but that was
only a piece of luck and none of your doing.
However, you made the best of it and you
filled the city with all kinds of bad characters;
you crowded up her hotels and compelled
estimable people from other places to sleep in
chairs, on billiard tables, on ‘the floor ; any-
where in fact. But, as an off-set to this, you
showed vs Ald. Harry Piper on a big bay
horse. [f there had been no Eighteen-ecighty-
four we should bave been denieg the privilege
of \]vitnessing this unique and gorgeous spec-
tacle.

You have had the water of the Bay analyzed
by Prof. Cavpenter, and a pretty state of
things that analysis disclosed. Faugh! But
that wasu’t your fault. If the citizens of To-
ronto are content to have a fetid, almost stag-
nant, recking cess-pool, such as the Bay was
shewn to be, at their very deors, why, let ’em,

Posterity will not respect yom for having
been the year when that miserable Holly en-
gine business cropped up. You say you can’t
help the city fathcrs filling their paunches at
the expeose of a scheming Yankee, and accept-
ing his free lunches and goodness knows what
else.  Well, perhaps, you can’t, but it all hap-
pened under your regime, and, if you didn’t
approve of such goings-on, you should have
resigned.

Then that Esplanade affair.
able to certain parties,~—very.

You have been Leap-Year, and yet I have
not heard of a single marriage proposed by the
weaker vessel, Weaker vesscl, indeed !—but
never mind,

You have done big things in ovations, and
you processed, addressed, lunched, speechi-
fied, bored and bothered to death, nearly, and
banqueted OQliver Mowat, Lord Lansdowne,
Archbishop Lynch, Sir John A. Macdonald,
G.C.B., &e., &c., the British Association, and
others, to your heart’s content. You spent a
deuce of a lot of money, and that's a fact, old
Eighteen- eighty-four, and nobndy seemamuch
the Dbetter for it. Whilst these high and
mighty gentry were revelling in the good
things of this city, you didn't lift a finger to
help poor people who were starving and who
would have been grateful for the scraps left

“over after these potables had gorged them-
selves. ’

You nearly killed the jolly, genial and effi-
cient Police Court clerk, Mr. Nudel, with the
vile stenches emanating from the cells at No.
1 station, and didn’t do a thing to rectify mat-
ters: they’re as bad as ever still. :

You did your best to bring the cholera
microbe into this country, into this very city,
ably aided in your efforts by the putrescent
Don and the festering Bay : but you didn’t
succeed, thanks to a long-suffering Provi-
dence, -

You've been an awfully bad old year for
earthquakes, floods, bankruptcies, defeulting

Very discredit-

bank and other officials, dishonest confidential
clerks, quarrels between chiefs of police forces,
snide tugs-of-war, conflagrations, railroad dis-
asters, underhand municipal work, and other
naughtinesses too nuinerous to mention, As
far'as 1 can see, about the only really good
thing you did, was to give us Mr. Alderman
Harry Piper on that big bay horse at the semi-
centennial. That covers a multitude of your
sins.

You killed any number of great and good
men, and, if you had known f\vas going to
talk to you like this, you would donbtless have
numbered me amongst them. You’re mean
enough.

Your conduct in foreign parts of the world
hag been simply scandalous. I can’t begin to
enumerate your cvil-doings. Aren’'t you
ashamed of yourself? Oh! you bad old year,
you. I hope you'll catch it when you get to
the place where bad old years go.

You did have a good harvest, but the far-
mers are just as stingy as ever, and want just
as big prices as they have always had. Why,
I read that a farmer chucked a load of pota-
toes into the river because he was only offered
51 cents a bag for them when he wanted 52!
A vretty old year you must be to allow that!

I haven't time to talk to you any longer, and
I haven't Yntience, for I am angry with yon.

If your little son, 85, don’t do beiter than
you he'd better look out, for people won’t put
up with such conduct much longer, Yon
bragged that you were going to bring the
world o an end during your reign, and said
that Mother Shipton told you it was to be so,
but here it is, 11.30 p.m. on the 3lst of De-
cember, and we're all alive and kicking yet.

Oh! go along., Give us 1885. Clear the
way, you old humbug. Scat!

THE SPIRIT’S MESSAGE.

A CHRISTMAS CONCATENATION.
CHAPTER I.
¢ Christmas comes but once a year,” mur-

in the recesses of a one horse cab, His vener-
able sire, Sir Herbert Molasses De Tompkins,
had not cast eyes upon his only son for many
years, and feeling- the rced of his presence at
the Christmas festivities, bad sent him 'a

are home. ¢ Christmas comes but once a
ear,” Edmond again murmured, as he came
Bostngo stamps comes but once in five years,

sack wero deposited on the front step, tho
cabman paid in postage stamps, anddismissed.

‘*Am I welcome to the homeo of my youth?”
welled to his lips as he rang the bell. His

mured Edmond De Tompkins, a8 he neared - i d
the baronial pile of hislz)mces,tors, ensconced ; Fable he glanced suspiciously around—what—

?ua.ntity of one-cent postage stamps to pay his

1o sight of the baronial pile, ‘‘ but my father’s :

ad cess to him ! his Irish blood getting the
better of his polished Canadian mavners. '
The hall door reached, Edmond and his grip-°

answer was a crack on the head with a club
wielded by a six-feet man, who answered the
door. “Gitout o’ this,-ye spalpeen, I told
yes hefoor, the hoss wants no hook min around
here,” * Alas, has it come to this?” groaned
Ldmond, as he picked up bis dollar, That
shattered into & hundred pieces by the blow.
Recovering himsclf, however, he cast a glance
of intense pity mingled with dcep contempt
upon the six-feet man, and roared, ¢ Varlet
thy life shall pay for this; tell thy master
that his son Edmond awaits to pay his
vespects,” This was needless, however, ag
the hall and stairway had become thronged
with an anxious crowd of guests attraoted by
the dynamic noise cansed by the blow, and from
amongst -whom tottered the venerable Sir
licrbert Molasses, to welcome his son to the
ancestral pile.  ¢* Welcome my son,” he cried
a3 he cast himself wpon his son’s broad neck,
and wispered in his ear_a request for the loan
of a five dollar bill, ¢ Where is my mother?”
nothed lXdmond with tremulous voice, when
they had reached the privacy of the library.
“ I flt her taking two of gin with the Dowagsr
damper, otherwise she is well,” *‘Thank
heaven for that!” cjaculated Edmond, who
bore a tender love for bis mother, who for the
past threc years, at great personal risk, had
supplied him with paper collars. “Is my
room prepared?”  “Now I think of it, my son,
there is but one in the baronial pile at liberty,
the silver spangled room, report hath it haunt
ed.”—our hero started butinstantly curbed his
surging spirit—*¢‘wilt thou use it? I know
thou art brave.” * My father, I will, I havo
long ycarned for such an opportunity. If it be
an /50710.% ghost it shall be non est in the morn-
ing.” . .

% Be it s0 then,” replied the venerable sive
“now dress and haste thee to make thy devoirs
to our fair company.” LEdmond De Tompkins’
toilet was bricf yet precise, the adjustment of
a clean paper collar and the insertion of a new
toovhpick in his vest pocket being its chief
constituents, Iet it not be misunderstood
that onr hero was a ““dude ”’ of his time and
generation. He was not. He was what was
then known as a. “ careful man,”” whose limited
income of paper collars, toothpicks, and
occasional postage stamp<, made it necessary
for him to practise cconomy in all its branches.
His toilet completed, Edmond sauntered into
the drawing-room, and at once became the
“lion” of the evening. Enguiries showered
upon him from many a fair one respecting the
state of his cranium, and whether he had suf-
fered loss by tho premature action of his
father’s fighting footman, but our hero laugh-
cd their fears away, saying he had run the
campajen for Blaine, and was, therefore,
Blamely used to it, Being Christmas Eve, all
within the baronial pile enjoyed themselves as
was the wout of the will of the times. The
nsrrator, however, cannot linger o'er this por-
tion of the truthful and pathetic story, but
must haste on to mightier themes. When the
guests retired for the night, Edmond De
Tompkins sought the seclusion of the Silver
Spangled Room. Placing his revolver upon the

but stay! this iy too thrilling! it desorves
a scparate chapter.
CHAPTER 11.

We left our hcio glancing suspiciously
around. The ocandle—be it told for the
information c¢f the reader, that none but wax
candles are used in baronial piles—flickered in
its socket, but Lurnt not blue—then all was
well.  Scating himself, he was quickly trans-
ferred to the floor with as much ease as was
consistent with a 13th century chair. The
suddenness of the change caused his paper
collar to burst, and his tootbpick toroll far from
him. With agony depicted on every feature
and  fear in his heart, wide novelists, he
gathered himself together and set out on the
search of his toothpick, when a low, sad wail

——
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menndered through the S. S. room. Bound-
ing to his fcet Kldmond glared ferociously about
him., The silence was broken by the quivering
of his porcurpine quills. Horror ! What was it
that caused his toes to curl and his leg to wa.r[:?
From o corner of the room came the sound like
unto that of & bullin a china shop, *‘It is
the cat,” Pinaforically murmured our hero as
his eyes went in the direction of the sound.
But when there they became riveted to the
spot. His face paled, the candle burned blue
and—went out. ‘“Courage, Edmond De
Tompkius,” said our hero, as with a_ mighty
cffort he cast his paper collar from him and
grasped his revolver. A bright light began to
play around the corner of the room and slowly
a figare began to dovelop, until a weird,
majestic form displaycd itself. Itslips moved.

It spoke. *‘ Mortal, thy name? ‘‘lidmond De
Tompkins.” “Hast thou no fear?” ‘‘ None,

please you, mighty spirit,” replied our hevo!
his teeth loosening one by one and slipping
silently down his throat. ‘¢ Art thon Grit or
Tory 2" *“A Tory and follower of Bunting.”
“ A follower of Bunting, Ah! Tis well. Thoun
art the man for my purpose. I have a mission
for thee to perform. Inowest thou Sir Johu
A. Macdonald ?” ““By my beard, I do, right
well, He is known as the Grand old To-
" morrow!” ‘“He is. My mission is this,
Listen. Hie thee by morning’s light to
Ottawa ; gain access to Sir John ; and warn
him to abandon the titlc of the Grand Old To-
morrow and heneforth be known as the Grand
01d Dosomething. Warn him to abandon gerry-
mapdering and pandering to railway, syndi.
cates. Bid him recant his wicked ways and
join tho Grits, If thou doest not all theso, by
thy faith in a Bunting thou shalt be knighted
and die a G.C.B. Promise.” ‘I promise,”
gasped Edmond De Tompkins, ¢ buf tell me,
mighty spivit, by what name shall I know
thee in after years?’ “ I am known as the
Spirit of Reform!” A bright light shot
through the room, a rumble us of thunder was
heard, and Edmond De Tompkins sank sense-
less to the floor.
* * * * * * = * *
When bo came to himsclf daylight was
breaking o'cr the distant hills. Remeinbering
his promise. he bounded through the windovw,
alighted nimbly on his feet in a snow drift
for:y feet below, gave one long lingering look
at the baronial pile of his ancestors and fled
to Ottawa. When Sir Herbert’s retainers
entered the room, they found a torn puper
collar, a gripsack containing a buudle of tooth-
picks, a copy of the Afail and two bricks.
These were all. The after fate of brave
Edmond De Tompkins will be made kuown
next Christinas, Trrus A. Drum.

TOPICAL TALK.

Noxe of the Canadian contingent of the
Gordon Expedition has so far got it off, But,
mark me, you will one day find the published
admission : ¢ My trip was an instance of see
Ntle folly 1

IT has oceurred to me to remark that I
always have my suspicions of the person who
pronouncer the word ‘‘ apparent” as if there
were two ““r's” in it. Such a person at table
usually makes a Laby’s bib of his napkin and
eats with his knifo.

I am glad to learn that Alderman Harry
Piper is to resume his rilliant lectures on
zoulogy this winter. As a lecturer the great
and only Canadian showman stands without a
pecr. I only hope that the lectures will be as
ably reported this year as ghoy were last sca-
son in the now defunct Eeening Cunadian. I
also hear that Ald. Harry is importing, at im-
mense expense, several rare animals, a Barba-
does mule, 2 Tonquin jackass, a specimen of a
new breed of Ethiopian, two intelligent alder-
men, and several more being amongst the col-
lection, Good for the Canadian Barnum and
Foropaugh rolled into one.

‘“ How to Prevent Prize Fighting,” is being '

widely discussed in the press, One way
would be for the press to studiously ignore the
whole slugging fraternity, as well as the whole
business they follow, The able sporting editor
hag the thiog right in his own hands,

I opsERVE in the New York 7elegram a brief
description of one of the gentlemen of the long
robe of Hamilton, It is remarked, as an ox-
traordinary fact, that *“ his forehead is high
and he parts his hair in the middle.” Come
to think of it these two characteristics seldom
go together, That N.Y. Telegram man is an
observant cuss.

Wiar does the Globe mean by calling our
commercial travellers ‘“bagmen?” Has an-
other old-country editor beea engaged on the
ceditorial staff? The only bag-men I know of in
this country are lawyers, mail-carriers and rag-
})ickers. ¢ Drummers ” is bad enough, but [

ancy our Kuaights of the Order-book will in-
dignantly resent being associated with at loast
two of the other classes named, No doubt the
Globe will proceed to justify its employmeat of
the term by asserting that commercial travel-
lers do bag men. But that is altogether too
far fetched. This new editor, if he goes on
writing of *‘ bag-men,” will have to be sacked.

MucH is being said and written just now
about the insufficiency, incapacity, and general
uselessness of our city detectives. I'll wager
any money—I've got eight cents—that if those
people who writo and talk so much against the
detectives, were put in their places to try and
do any hetter, they would make such a hash
of the matter and cut up *‘such antics before
high heaven as would make the angels weep.”
A great many people seem to think that they
couid do another man’s business far better
than the man himself. A great many, quotha 1
((lobe) seven-cighths of the inhabitants of this
enrth are just in this fix, Mauny people think
that they could make a better fist of ¢ Topical
Talk” than I do, I believe they could, too.

MR. Jonx WoODEN is the manager of the
Elmdale Skating Riok. I want to give the
Barrie editors some advice about him. John
Wooden't like to be told he had a groat head.
That kind of imygery—wooden jmagery, you
see—not in a cord with his feelings, You
eould, however, bring in an old saw to suit his
case, and add that be has to buckle down to
work. But you must knot say anything cut-
ting about him, or what wonld likely make
him feel chop-fallen. Try aun oakcasional
referenco to his having embarked in this enter.
prise, and state that you opine he will not
root. But at all times have a fcllow feeling
for him. -Be howmancin your remarks. Buck
cheerful also. Don’t charge him with treeson,
Birch chanee, you all mapul together, and then
he will bo Wooden won.

AdoNaG the * situations wanted” in one of
the city papers the other day, was this :

Young Man ~Willing to work for his board ; apply
by letter.  Address — —
The conclusion You naturally arrive at is that
the youug man had good reasons for making a
contract by letter. A personal interview per-
haps would have satisfied the other party that
if he gave him his board he would be taking
big chances on making anything out of the
bargain. At all events, the young man these
days who would be willing to work for his
board must either be able to take an awful lot
of board or else to do a mighty small share of
work. i

WrATEVER suggests * the Bohemiun skull
as a subject for an essay before the Canadian
Institute? A Bohemian’s skull is only in ex-
ceptional instances strikingly different from
the skull of any other professional man. Take
brother Griffin’s, for example.
pretty  thick,
developed in the region of the moral faculties.
But of how many other men’s skull could you

It is hard, *
rather smallish and well.'

not say the same? To be sure, the avcrage
Bohemian’s skull is often ubnormally developed
—especially in the morning following pay-day
at the office. But a truce to banter. The
truth must be admitted that too often the
Bohemian’s scull is infinitely tougher than the
article he writes, Fov verificution of this la-
mentable fact just take up a copy of the News
when the scnsation market is booming across
the border. '

Two compositors were among the anarchists
put on trial at Berlin the other day. Pemi.
doff and Kurchler were the names they gave,
though it is not unlikely thoy werc Smiths or
Raffertys in disguise. No doubt they at one
time were innocent printers’ apprentices, and
began their wild career by maliciously mang-
ling original poetry and destroying the local
editor’s best jokes, Then they pursued their
mad course until each became an editor. From
that the descent to tho town council, the
Legislature and Senate, was swift and suve,
until at last they blossomed out as pirates and
democrats and were caught in the back room
of o heer-saloon, plotting treason against the
state, This ought to be a solemn warning to
all intelligent compositors who fancy they
know morc about the picce they are setting up
than the man who wrote it.

I camME across this heading in an up-country
exchange :—
COUNTY OCREAM—DISTRICT DREDS, condensed
into Interesting Paragraphs for Readers Who- Like
the Marrow of the Meat.

Now, this is the sort of thing that is calculated
to plange a reflecting person into profound .
perplexity and grief. What has ** Connty
Cream—NDistrict Deeds,” got to do with news
items? You can, of course, comprehend its
significance if applicd to the pructices of the
guileless cheese factory patron whose milk is
not submitted to the test of o lactometer. But
as it stands it is nothing but a combination of
artful alliteration and specious sophistry abso-
lutely maddening to contemplate. And then
just seizoand study the cxpression, ‘‘marrow of
the mcat !” Asif marrow was ever found in
meat! The young man wants a book on an-
atomy, or else an able.bodied beef bouc to
dissect. I guess the becf-bone would appeal
most strongly to his higher scnsibilities.  Any
beef-bones sent to me will be duly forwarded
to his address, which is withheld this time, to
see if he will not alter his wayward life,

MAYORALTY.
VOTE

FOR

Algxander Manning

AND

ECONOMY,
REDUCTION OF TAXATION,
ABOLITION OF EXEMPTIONS,
PURE WATER, and
IMPROVED STRELTS.
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SKETCHES FOR NEW YEAR'S DAY,
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CHRISTMAS SUPPLEMENT.

Lvery subscriber to GrIr ought to send for a copy of our Great Christinas Supplement,

THE PORTRAIT

—OF—

SIR JOHN A, MACDONALD, C.C.B,

To full official dress. Aside from its political and historical significance it is 2 HANDSOME
WORK OF ART, and when framed would grace the walls of any drawing-room. We have
placed the price to subscribers at ten cents, and every onc of them-—Grit and Tory alike—
should send for a copy.

The sale of this supplement has met with great success, and many of our subscribers have
already procured copies, We have had to issue several editions of GRIP in order to supply the
demand. We trust Grip's readers will not miss this opportunity of getting the best portrait
extant of Cavada’s premier.

. Only Ten Cents to Subscribers of “Grip.”
@ Send that amount in stamps to T

THE GRIP PRINTING AND PUBLISHING COMPANY, Toronto.

of every Lescription.

Manufacturers of WOOI» PACKING BOXES
27 All Work Guaranteed. &3

iy

Dacror.—This might have

secn that your bedding was properly cleaned, More dis-

cases arisofrom impure bedding than from anything olse.
it at once to

N. P. CHANEY & CO,,
230 Eing St. East, - = Toronte.

I )

Bl

. in 1883 and 1834 for
PEERLESS MACHINE OIL.
HEADQUARTERS FOR AMERICAN OIL,

SAMUEL ROGERS, Manager.
TORONTO.

Pioneer Packing Gase Factoryt

been aoide it you had

“ Why, Mra. Blank,” said a lady to another
who lives on Church Street, the other day,
“ I'm surprised that you should let a couple of
hens remain in your kitchen, and tied up in
your sink.”

'* Don’t you know my reason ?”

¢ No, whatis it ?”

¢ Well, hens eat worms and small fish, don’t
they.” '

“Yes.”

“ Well, you see, we use city water, and the
hens are very useful.”

CATARRI—A new treatment has been dis.
covered whereby a permanent cure of this
bitherto incurable disease, is absolutely eof-
fected in from one to three applications, no
matter whether standing one year or forty
years. This remedy is ouly applied once in
twelve'days, and does not interfere with busi-
ness, Descriptive pamphlet sent free on
receipt of stamp, by A, H. Dixoy & Son,
305 King-street west, Toronto, Canada.

COVERNTON'S Fragrant Carbolic Tooth
‘Wash clennses and preserves the teeth, hardens tho
gums, gurlﬁes tho breath. Price, 25c. Propared only
by C. J. Covernton & Co,, Montreal. Retailed by all
Druggists ; wholesale, Evans, Sons & Mason, Toronto,

Gold Fish.—Aquaria.—Every family should have
an Aquarium, which is amusing‘. interesting and in-
structive to young and oid, H, F, JACKSON, Chemist,
1,369 St. Catharine St., Montreal, has now the following
stock on hand : Gold ?iah, Silver Fish, Cat Fish, Bays,
Chubb, ete. Treatisc on Aquaria mailed free.

457 You Will be Happy.—Make your old things
look likke now by using the Diamond Dyes, and you will
be happy. Any of the faghionable colors for )0c. at the
druggists. Wells & Richardson Co., Montreal, £. Q.

A. W. SBAULDING,
DENTIST,

st King Street East,

Nearly opposite Toronto St. } soeeee TORQNTO
ses the ntmost care to avoid all unnecessary pain, and

to render tedious operations as brief and pleasant as

possible. All work 4 and d
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40,000 New Portrait Engravings (18x24) of Sir John A. Macdonald, K.0.B., Hon. Edward Blako, Q.C., -
- Hon Oliver Mowat, and Her Majesty the Queen, to be givon away FRxR.
! 42 For particulars address
. The’ Canada Pacific Trading & Importing Co., 120 BAY STREET, TORONTQ,

FREE!
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