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TS THE BALIR FROM FALLING OUT.

THE LADIES SPEAK HIGHLY OF IT.

ALL

DANDRUEF, AND PRODUCES A BEAUTIFUL HEAD OF "TAIR.

]
NATURAL EFFECT OF “CULTURE”

e Tre HAIRUKESSER (¢ réader of the “MAIL".—DON'T BE IN A HURRY, BOSS: JES' WAIT FOR YER BETTERS. PER'APS YOU'RE NOT
AWAR' DAT DE » PREDECESSORS OF DE HAR-DRESSERS WERE DE BAKBER-SURGEONS OB DE NORMAN KINGS AN’ DE COMPANIONS
OB SCHOLARS 1N DE FLORENTINE RENAISSANCE!”

ToronTO, Dec. 11th, 1882, N. P. CHANEY.

Bbs . Thomas Bengough, Esq., Toronto,

Dear Sir,—We l;lavedn‘c_‘\v had the 3
Type-Writer purchased fcom you in
. oJrPEMG:‘ feor l:t"cuul' months, and find | , o
A§ it works very satisfactorily. We 8
could not get through our corres- | ‘g }
pondcnce without it. B
Yours truly, 1 &
~ WELLs, GORDON & SAMPSON, ‘g ot ;
= 3
TYPE-WRITE 2 18T GEnT—What find 1 here
THE REMINGTON STANDARD B R o °H Faic Portia‘s counterfeit? What
£ 'CHORTHAND BUREAU, |63 S | oo Gunr 2R Bet SRURY
aND-GrNT—It must have
) _BENGOUGH’S SHORT: BUREAU, |fqy X5 g e (e :ature. .
11 King St. West, Toronto. = ot Stup1o—118 King StreetWest

RAIL COAL, LOWEST RATES A. &S. NAIRN Tl _
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The gravest Beast is the Ass; the gravest Bird is the 0wl ;

The gravest Fish is the Oyster ; the gravest Man is the Fool.

i p——

Please Obwerve.

Any subscriber wisning his address changed on our
mail list, must, in writing, send us his old as well as new
address. Subscribers wishing to discontinue must also be
panicular tosend a memo. of present address,

e

@artoon Tomments.

Leavixe Carmorx.—Gilbert and Sullivan’s
new opera, folanthe, lots in a flood of light on
the secret of Sir John A.'s success as a states-
man. There can le no doubt he is the coun-
terpart of Streplhon, whose powers were dne to
his fairy origin. At all cvents he exercises as
irresistible an inluence over the Lords and
Comunons as the operatic hero is credited with
doing—and our Canadian Peers can most truth-
fully sing the chorus abont * carrying every
bill he may wish,”

Firsr Pace —The oditor of the Mail should
be cautions about slinging arvound his eru-
dition in tho columns of a daily paper. His
reading on tho suhject of hairdressers is mo
doubt vast, but the publication of the facts of
the noble origin of that worthy class may have
a bad clfect on some hitherto obliging tradcs-
men by making them feel ¢ uppish.”

Eigurn Pagr. — The movement for the
unjon of the various branches of the Methodist
body is still going on, and is pretty certain to
result in the accomplishment of that design
very shortly.

A WRINKLE.

A gentleman at a theatro sits behind a lady
who wears a very large hat. ““ Excuse me,
madam ; but unless yon remove your hat I can
see absolutely nothing.” Lady ignores him.
¢ Exeuse me, madam, but unless you remove
your hat something unpleasant will happen.”
Lady ignores him again.  Gentleman puts on
his own hat. Loud cries from the audience,
‘“Take off that hat! take off that hati”
Lady thinks they mean her hat, and removes
it. *Thank you, madam,”

The difficulty of distinguishinga ‘‘ society
swell " from a waiter, owing to_the similarity
in dress, is cousing trouble in New York city.
" The waiters aro exceedingly annoyed over the
matter,

THE LAUREATE'S LATEST.

DEeArR MR. GRrIP :—1 send you copy of my
new poem. I am beginning to think I made
a mistake in my figures in my estimate of the
number who returned from the Valley of
Death. Somebody blundered, at any rate, for
since I wrote the ‘“Charge” I have been ac-
costed by fully 1015 veterans who teok part
in that memorable event. They must have
been there, for I do not think the British sol-
dier capable of uttering a falsehood. More-
over, every man Jack of them suffered from
the effects of the Russian gnnpowder smoke,
which made them so terribly dry to this day,
that all they wished for was something to
drink my health with.

Yours fraternally,
Ay, TENNYSOXN,

THE NOBLE LEGION.

Down 10 the valley of death,
Sweeping like a stream of ficey lava ;
Rode six bundred warriors, history saith,
At Balaklava.

Six hundred gallant braves the saddles sat in,
Bent on earning death or deathless glory :
Shouting, the few of them who conld quote J.atin,

 Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori 1”

Those gallant hearts in whom their country trusted
Rushed on the Russians, and, rushin’, the Russians
busted,
‘There in that gory vale,
In two shakes of a lamb's tail,

To that scenc of slaughter and devastation,

With headless Russians strewing their gory track,
Six hundred troopers rode ;: at a moderate computation
About two hundred or one-third of them ot back,

(Or so we used to think in days gone by ;
But now, methinks, that ficures sometimes lie,)

Whea shall their glory fadc®
ever!
What, never? Never!
Why not?
Because those survivors will live for ever !

Death, who rides the pale white stecd,
Has failed to lay thosc warriors low,
Their cord of life he cannol sever.
And, i€ we credit what we read, i
Then men nay come and men may go,
But they live on for ever.

And when | meet & warrior grim
And hoary,
And get a chatting unto him,
He'll point to mutilated limb
And spring that story,
That old, old tale,
Which ne’er grows stale~
Of reminiscence gory—
Of Balaklava, and the charge they made,
He and his comrades of the Light Brigade !

St. PETERSBURG, Feb, 7.—The Czar’s mani-
festo in reference to his coronation says :—
“We are determined not to perform this

sacred rite until the feelings excited by the

crime to which the late Czar, a benefactor to
thle people, fell a victim, have had time to
calm.”

| $10 what yer lent moe about a

The Canadian Shorthand Society is arrang-
ing with Miss Churchill, of Boston, to give an
elocutionary entertainment under their anspi-
ces next month. Miss Churchill’s impersona-
tion of “Widow Bedott” is pronounced by
press critics to be a superb piece of acting.

Gilbert and Sullivan's latest comic opera,
Tolanthe, which has met with such immense
success wheaever performed, is now being

resented at the Horticultural Gardens by the

ice Opera Company, a performance taking
place each night this week with Saturday
matince. Mr. J. ¥. Thomson, the manager,
has spared no pains nor expense in fitting uP
the stage and proscenium and in making all
the alterations which are necessary to a thor-
oughly good representation of the work.

MARRIED WOMAN’S PROPERTY ACT,
‘“ THERE'S BOUND TO BE A ROW."

Impecunious Husband to Wife (who has pro-
perty)—As a last resource, my dear, I come
to you to sec on what terms you will discount
a small bill for me to pay the quarter's rent.

Wife.—Well, T'll let you down at 40 per
cent., but remember, if you fail to meet the
bill at maturity, I have it in my power to make
8 bankrupt of you, so consider what you are
about. (They retire to dinner.)

ADVICE TO THAT SYNDIC.

Oh? Mr. B—h, oh! Mr. B—h,
Pray tell us that ’tis not the truth,

As things would scem to indicate,
That twenty.four good men and trua
Reposed their confidence in you,

And joined you in a syndicate.
And now those men who in you trusted,
Declare their confidence is busted ;

Up, up, your honor vindicate }
Give up those stamps without a sigh,
Before you eat more humble pie

Than everany Syndic ate.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.

“ Can you account for the milk in the cocon-
nut 2 CYNTHIA writes to ask, Partially, my
dear, partially. Several theories about this
motter have been sprung by other philoso-
{)hers besides ourself, but the one which seems

o us to hit the thing about right is that it was
not a milkman to whom the construction of
cocoanuts was entrusted.

* ¥

LEDGER says :—‘‘I want to be a leading
member of society and hold a prominent posi-
tion in the church. Will youmap out & course
of lifé for me by following which I may attain
my desire ?” If you want our advice you must
make 5 clean breast of things to us. "An open
confession is good for the soul, Now, how
much are {ou going to let the bank in for, and
what will be the amount of our *divvy” if we
undortake to advise you ?

‘‘Uncle Ben,” said old Bob, ¢ Hero’s dat
ear ago."”
“ Brudder Bob, I is greatly surprised at de
course what yerself is now takin’. ’Fore de
Lawd I neber spected ter git dat money again,
an’ I'd dun thought I bad gin the money teor
yer.” ¢ Ef dat’s de case, Uncle Ben, nf' jes
put it back inter my pocket, I always make
1t & rule neber ter disappoint a man.”
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ART IS LONG.

CHAPR. T,

Yes, Rudolph Mapleson’s great work was
nigh completion at last,and the fame for which
he had striven for the past three years was
almost within his grasp. TFor three long,
weary years he had toiled without ceasing on
his great statue of the ““ Dying Prussian Sol-
dier,” representing a noble warrior whose life-
blood is slowly ebbing, vainly endeavoring to
raige to his parched lips the bottle of water
hurri¢dly pressed into his hand by some kindl
comrade ; in the other hand a pistol is stiﬁ
grasped, a8 though the dying soldier would
soll what little life remains to him as dearly as
possible. Rudolph has striven to reproduce
every detail with consummate accuracy, and
his soul has gone out into his art. More than
fame, aye, far more to Rudolph, depends upon
the reception of this statue by the public; and
the young sculptor tremnbles as he thinks how
much lies in the power of the critics of the
press ; Success means the hand of Maude
Guinivere Bumbash; her heart he knows is
already his ; failure would be, would be, well,
failure, and no Miss M. G. B. for him, for her
father is a haughty old aristocrat. descended
from a long, unbroken line of hack-drivers, and
will tolerate no alliance for his family with one
who could have, in the bright dictionary of his
adolescence, any such word as ‘ fail.”

With trembling heart, though with a hand
as steady as a billiard marker’s, Rudolph puts
the finishing sculps to his warrior, and dis-
patches him to the Intcrnational Art Exbi-
bition.

CHAP, II,

Three days afterwards Rudolph Mapleson
sits in his studio, holding in his hand a copy
of the morning Kettledrum. Rapidly his eye
scans cach column tiil it is arrested by the ac-
count of the Great Exhibition, in which is a
list of all the works of art, pictures, statuary,
big pumpkins and beets, etc., and swiftly his
eye runs down the page till it strikes the
following paragraph :—*  No. 203 in the cata-
logue is a statue by Rudolph Mapleson, of
Blimborough. Subject — ¢ Policeman Drunk
on his Beat.’ The young artist has made a bold
attempt, but scarcely does his subject justice,
probably from his inability to thoroughly study
it in the original, as the incident sculped must
necessarily be an uncommon one. The in-
ebriated constable is depicted in, to our mind,
an impossible dilemma. 8o overcome is he by
his potations that, madly as he thirsts for yet
another horn, he is unable to raise his bottle
to his mouth. ‘The revolver which he holds
in his right hand is ready to let daylight
into any one who may be rash emough to try
and capture his flesk. Mv, Mapleson should
endeavor to copy nature with more ﬁdelih{
than is shown in his present attempt.” Wit
a deep groan Rudolph drops the Kettledrum,
and picks up the Sereecher.  Mr. R. Maple-
son exhibits an elegant bit of statuary, his
subject being, apparently, some person roturn-
ing from & masquerade at which his girl has
given him the go-by. The figure is.attired as
a Roman emperor, and lies in a semi-recumbent
attitude, the moment chosen by the artist
being that in which,.overcome with grief, the

masquerader hesitates between poison and the

istol as a means of ending his awful agony.”

udolph covers his face with his hand and
weeps like a singed monkey. Presently he
recovers himself and turns to his third and last
paper, the Metropolitan Bed-Bug, a sheet de-
voted to art, science, and literature. Yes,
there on the third page are the Exhibition
Notes ; amongst them I%udolph reads : ** Stat-
uary, No, 203—Voluntecr with the delirium
tremens, by R. Mapleson. The unfortunate
defender of his country is about to despatch a
snake which he soes in a black bottle with a
shot from his revolver. The young artist has
faithfully reproduced the jim-jammy expres-
sion in the features of his hero, which seem
convulsed by terror of the imaginary reptile,
and inward reminders that he has taken a dose
of salts,”

This is all, and Rudolph Mapleson goes forth
into the night and is heard of no more.

Mavde Guinivere Kiddlefub, nee Bumbash,
purchased the statue, and her numerous off-
spring have high old times painting it in the
spring. It has now had fifteen coats—receiv-
ing from three to five each season (Maude has
been wedded cight years)—and is about to re-
ceive anotber of a very-iender and precious
greenery-yallery tint.

SNOWSHOVELIKINS.

Hear the peeler in the street,
Stlent street,
As he wanders philosophically pondering on his beat,
As he ponders ruminatingly upon his snow-clad beat,
And we hear the pondcrous pounding of his Number 16

eet,
Of his fe'ct‘, feet, feet, feet, feet, feet, feet,
The grinding and the pounding of his feet.

And the people, ah ! the people who don't live up in the
steeple,

But inhabit city houses before which lies the snow,

How they start up in affright

In the watches of the night,

And make resolves, next morning, to shovel off the snow,

To shovel and to wrestle with and overcome the snow,

Which has snowed, snode, snoad, snode full many a foot
of snow.

Hear the tinkling of the bells,
Front door bells !
As the bobby pulls the wire and pathetically dwells
On the subject of the * beautiful, " and leeringly he tells
Of the summons he has got for you, and how you'll have

to go
Before the *‘ beak,” the magistrate, and talk about the

. snow, .
‘The crystalline, the beautiful, the unsuspecting snow.

Hear the city cluck strike nine—

Fatal nine !
As you fumble in your pockets for a dollar for the fine
Which will be imposed upon you for that snow upon the

street,

Which the lynx-cyed bobby saw as he was strolling on
his beat,

And which hindered him in planting his rhinocerosian

feet,
Which impeded the frce motion of his behemothian feet,
OF his feet, fete, feat, feit, pheet, pheat, phete.
The poumimg and the crushing of his feet.

Hear the swearing of the swears
Of the fined,
As he givesthe icy atmosphere a little of his mind,
As he leaves the court-room door
A dollar poorer than before,
And he swears the swearest swearing any swearer ever
swore,
Because he did not shovel ofi” the snow before his door ;
And he longs to grasp the poet by his long unbarbered

air,
Who said the snow was beautiful, he'd like to have him

there ;

He feels that he could mash him and hurl him on the
street,

And crush his poet's soul out with the trampling of his

cet,
of his feet, pheit, phete, phthfeet, fphete, pfthfeet, feat,
With the stamping and the kicking of his feet.
If you would escape his doom,

Take a broom

And sweep sufficient snow away to give pedestrians room
To rhythmically promenade upon the boarded street,
And musically plant thereon their big or little fest,
Their feet, feet, fect, fuet, foct, feet, fect,
To fling about their big or littlc (eet.

In Boston a boy is amenable to the law
for using a bean-shootor.—Zxchange. We
suppose it is considered sacrilege to put beans

to any such use in Boston.

GRIP'S FABLES.
THE MASHER AND THE GIRL'S KROTHER.

In a certain City, which shall be Nameless,
there dwelt a Masher. A Masher, my Dears,
is a thing which may be described as a Moral
Spittoon, and his mission on earth is to pester
respectable Ciirls with his nauscous attentions
and to veccive the Scorn a1& Contempt of all
real men. Now this Mashor was an athietic
Masher, and for hours he would swing ponder-
ous Clubs, and raise gigantic Duinb-bells, til)
he had a Biceps that looked like a Hom, and
this he would feel and say, ** U can wlin uny
galoot that objects so me as a Masher, so let
him Beware,” and he made a Dummy fgure
of a man stulfed with Sawdust and hung it up,
and pounded it, and he could knock it out in
one Round every time. And he cried, ** Joim
L. Sullivan, I'm after yon." Then he would
hit the Dummy in the Eye and feel Good.
And it came to pass that one Sabbath Evening
at the close of the Service, he stood outside
the Church Door to make a Mash, and the
Yawps and Squabs, two kinds of Hobbade-
hoys, looked on him with Awe, saying, *‘ Look
out and don't try to Mash the Slugger’s Girl,
for he measures 17 inches round the Biceps,
and 45 round the chest, and can lick Sullivan
and Mace and his Maori all at once,” and they
turned Palecat the thought. When the Ladies
came out of Church, where they had been
singing Hymns and sizing up one anothers
Hats and Clothes, the Masher spoke to a
Beantiful Girl with whom he was not acquaint
ed. And she gave him to understand that
she would prefer his Room to his Company,
but he persisted in his Annoyances, and would
not leave her. But 2 little Fcllow walked up
out of the Crowd, and touched the Slugger and
Masher on the shoulder and said, ** A Word
with you.” He wus only « little Chap, and

erhaps weighed about 119 Ibs,, but he was

})ull of Courage, and Wiry as a Leopard that
cannot knock spots off himsclf. And the
Masher said. ¢ Begone, or I'll Flatten you out.”
But the little Chap would not bego, and he
said, **That is my sister,” and he hit the
Masher between the Eyes, and he fell down
and wept. Then the little fellow sat on hin,
and Whaled the Liverlasting Interior out of
him, till he cried for Mercy, and bellowed like
a Bull of Bashan. And when the little Chap
got through, the Musher's face looked like a-
Strawberry Ice, and he was carried home and
did not leave his couch for three wecks.

MORAL.

It is one thing to knock out a dwmy figure
and another to stand up before the Righteously
Indignant ; and no one who would persecute
a defenceless fcmale can ever have one Ounce
of Pluck, even though he weigh o Ton.

Some men have tact. Said a bridegroom
who didn’t wish either to offend his bride or
die of intermal disturbances: *“ My dear, this
bread looks delicious ; but as it is the first you
have ever madeo, I cannot think of eating it,
but will prescrve it to show to our children in
after yecars as a sample of their mother’s skill
and deftuess.”
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WHAT HE WANTED. recoiling involuntarily, ¢ this isn’¢ a hospital.
What dy’'e take us for any way?” ¢ Wait
**This is a newspaper office, isn’t it sir?” | till T t.elf'yer," replied the warmed-up-corpse-
asked a sallow-facel pimply cheeked, cadaver- | looking party. ‘‘ My liver's out o' jint; my
ous, gaunt, foot-in-the-grave young mun, | left lung's parlized ; my heart only beats
opening the sanctum door aud pausing. ‘1t ! when it takes a notion ; my kidneys is might;
is,” we said. ¢ Look at my tongue,” he con- | small putaters ; my gizzard—" ‘¢ Hold,
tinuod, thrusting abont nine inches of a sub- . hold,” we said, “what is all this to us?”
stance resembling a decomposing fungus out of * What do wo care whaether you'resuffering from
his mouth; and stepping towards us. ‘“ Look hydrocephalus of the diaphragmatic aponeu-
at that.” *“ Good heavens. sir.” we exclaimed, ' rosis or the pip, or the hotts, or—what in
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It is humiliating to a Canadian journalist— ; ride the law of the country, is a matter which
especially to one vesiding in the Province of [ the authorities will be called upon in due
Ontario—to be obliged to raisc his voico in | time to explain—and !:»ckinga.perfectly satis-
protest against & flageant and well nigh uui- ‘ factory excuse (which we boldly say cannot be
versal ontrage ageiust the plain law of the:given) we trust those authorities, whether
land. Yet such a duty is now incwmmnbent on | Grit or Tory, will he visited with condign
every journal that prctends to have the wel- | punishment at the bands of all respectable
fare of the community at heart—the duty of ! voters on the first opportunity. However, the
denouncing the further tolevationin our midst | illegal procceding was permitted, and for
of tho ovil spirit of gambling which has sprung | weeks and months the people of the country
from the London Masonic lottory. ow it | were excited by an appeal to their cupidity
came to pass that the handful of Masons in jand greed, which i

in thousands of casea
that city were permitted to deliberately over- | proved irresistible. At length the shameful

THE CHASE AFTER CHANCE.

thunder d’ye want, anyhow ?” we roared,
our riﬁhteous indignation being thoroughly
aroused. ‘‘Keep cool, sir, keep cool,” re-
s})ondod the dead-come-to-life : **I was told
this was a newspaper office, and I thought as
I required such a thing—" ‘¢ Such a thing as
what? A newspaper oflice?” we gasped.

¢ No, not 'zackly,” replied the visitor, but I
thought
ingide !’

,you might furnish me with a patent

"business came to a head aund burst, acattering
the virus of gambling in all dircctions, The
infection hag *‘ taken." Lottories are now all
the rage, and unless prompt measures are
taken to put the law in force, we are doomed
to witness an exhibition which no patriotic
Canadian can look upon without disgustand
shame. We demand the immediate interven-
tion of the officers of the law to stop this
scandalous traffic in chance before it grows
another day. We make this demand in the
name of d y ard in def of our coun-
try’s good name, .

———




SATORDAY, 17TH FENn,, 1983.

GRIP.

s .

“
:
L,
§
!
!

|

Grits and Tories
Dim their glories,
Giving an ear to all his stories !

= T L ST N.f\..uﬂll.‘ ;
FAIRY STATESMAN.
(Grand Chorus of Canadian Peers.)
; ) Carrying ev’ry Bill he may wish,
Here’s a pretty kettle of fish !
Kettle of fish ! Kettle of fish !

L
W
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@ouchstone’s Talk.
“ dand so the world wags.”

1 hear a great deal of talk now-a-days about
-adulteration, and there is doubtless plenty of
.room for improvement in this respect. The
_unfortunate milkman comes in for a goodly
share of chaff on account of his alleged pro-
pensity to mix matters, and in many cases he
deserves it, though I knew an honest milkman
.once. Alagl heis dead ! But to my story.

HIS LORDSH(P'S MILK.

A certain nobleman rcsiding some five miles
from the sea, having a large family of young
-children, was very particlﬁar about the quality
of the milk imbibed by these young sprigs of
nobility, and made a point of tasting this
beverage every morning before it was handed
-over for nursery constmption. One morning,
Jennings, the milkman, called as usual, but
-just as he stepped into the back hall-way, he
recollected, with horror, that he had omitted,
by some  strange oversight, to——water his
milk. ‘Glancing into an apartment adjoining
. the passage, he beheld a bath filled with some
. beautifully clear, sparkling water. *‘Fortune
‘favors the brave,’ he said to himself, ‘‘here’'s
.my chance,” and he transferred some three
; (uarts.or so of the watcer to his milkcans and
: blessed providence for its timely interposition
-in his favor. He then announced his presence,
.and having delivered his daily three gallons,
or whatever the quantity was, went on his
way :rejoicing. e had not proceeded far,
however, when he was overtaken by onc of his
lordship’s servants with the information that
his presence was desired in the library. He
returned to the mension and was ushered into
my lord’s presence. The nobleman sat at his
table, and before him stood the measuves of
milk.  *“Ab! Jennings,” said his lordship,
“milk’s not quite np to the mark this morn-
ing.” “Very sorry, w’ lud, what might be
the matter with it?” ‘¢ Why it appears to
be-ah, slightly diluted,” replied the descendant
of a hundred earls, ““ Why, m’lud, thekeowsdo
drink a vast o’ watter these times,” replied
Jennings, ‘‘ may be that have summat to do
with it.” Ah ! possibly, possibly,” replied his
lordship, *“but do-ah-your cows, Jennings,
drink—that is—ah—are they partial to sea-
water as a beverage? That water in the bath
down stairs is brought froih the sea every morn-
ing forher ladyship’s bath,and ah—you probab-
ly ses what Imean, ah ?” Jennings was more
careful thenceforward in his selection of his
diluting medium, though it caunot be said that
he entirely reformed.
LR
. -

‘The Burlington /{awkeye mun is, apparent-
ly, not partialtotripe. Well, I{can hardly blame
him, though tripe, properly cooked, is by no
means to be despised by a hungry man. The
consumer, however, must be hungry to veall
.enjoy this comestible. This is what the Hauwk-
eye says about the matter :—

WHAT TRIPE IS,

Occasionally you see a man order tripe at a
botel, but he always looks hard, as though he
hated himself and everybody else. He tries
to look as though he enjoys it, but he does not,
Tripe is indigestible and looks like an India
rubber apron for a child to sit on. When it is
pickled it looks like dirty clothes put to soak,
and when it is cooking it looks.as though the
cook was boiling a dish cloth. On the table
it Jooks like glue, and tasts like a picce of oil
silk umbrella cover. A astomach that is not
lined with corrugated iron would be turncd
wrong side out by the smell of tripe. A man
cating tripe at a hotel table looks like un Arctic
explorer dining on his boots, or chewing pieces
of frozen raw dog. You cannot look at 2 man

cating tripe but he will blush and look as
though he wanted to apologize and convince
you he is taking it to tone up his system. A
woman never eats tripe. There is not money
enough in the world to hire a woman to take a
corner of a sheet of tripe in her teeth and try
to pull off & piece. Those who eat tripe are
men who have had their stomachs play mean
tricks on them, and they eat tripe to get even
with their stomachs, and then they go and
take a Turkish bath to sweat it out of the
system. Tripe is a superstition handed down
from a former generation of butchers, who sold
all the meat and kept the tripe for themselves
and the dogs; but dogs of the present day
will not eat tripe. You throw a Pieuo of tripe
down in front of a dog, and see if he does not
Eut his tail between his legs and go off and

ate you. ‘I'ripe may have a value, but it is
not as fi t may be good to fill into a
bur% ar-proof safe, with the cement and chilled
steel, or it might answer to use as a breast
plate in time of war, or it would-be good to usc
as bumpers between cars, or it would make a
good face for the weight of a pile driver, but
when you come to smuggle it into the stomach
you do wroug. Tripe! Bah! A piece of
Turkish towcl cooked in axle grease would be
pie compared with tripe.

= ¥

*

There is a vast difference in the manner of a
man who wants you to do him a faver and
one who does not, and no onc has a better op-
portunity of proving the truth of this maxim
than the newspaper reporter ; but he is a ve;ﬂ
green hand at the business who swallows
the taffy people would fill his mouth with, and
the old bhan{_can discover the presence of a
murine rodent directly the effusive seeker after
a favor opens his mouth, and either asnubs the
latter or pretends to take it all in, as seems
hest to himsolf. In the following little anec-
dote is seen

WHY HIS MANNER CHANGRED.

Billings met Mr, Squint. ¢ Hello, my
friend,’" oxclaimed the doctor, T am glad to
see you. Avound hunting for news, I suppose,
You reporters are always on the go. You are
the best reporter in Arkansaw. Say, I'm
going to have g little gathering of friends at
my house to-morrow night, and my wife, who
is a great adiniver of you, by the way, sends
you a speeial invitation. Let's have a bottle
of wine. Say there, waiter, bring up a bottle
of Piper Heidsieck.” |

“I-suppose you have heard, doctor, that I
am no longer connected with the Daily
Bloom 2

“No.”

“Yes, I have retired from the mewspaper
business. When do you say you want me to
cone axound ?”  ““Oh, any tims,” veplied the
doctor, with an evident change of manner.
*¢ Say, waiter, never mind the wine. Bring
us two beers.” —Arkansaw Traveller.

GRIP'S CLIPS.

‘o be a good swimmer the mouth should
always be kept shut. Women are seldom
good swimmers.

* Gin ruins genius,” says a contemporary.
Yes, but genius ruins a good deal of gin, so
it's about a stand-off.

The ‘¢ Favorite Pres cription ” of Dr, Picrce
cures *‘ female weakness ” and kindred affec-
tions, By druggists,

The mania for adulteration is so great at
prosent that a fellow can't buy a pound of
sand and be sure that it isn’t halt sugar,

A genuine American Indian is a great sensa-
tion in Berlin, Ho is outranked only by the
brand of Limburger cheese in vogue in that
country.—Duluth Tribune.

Some scientists now observe that even a
clam has parasites. He would have observed
as much before if he had ever noticed the
crowd around a free chowder.

An Ivishman in France was dvinking with
company who proposed the toast ¢ The land
we Pive in,” “IE , with all me sowl, me
dewr,” said he,  here’s to poorowld Ireland.”
“ Little Robert Howard of Houston, Ga.,
mistook his brother’s foot for a rabbit and
shotaway threc of his toes,” Had he seen
his brother’s ecars the mistake would not have
occurred, but, unfortunately, a high barn hid
them from view.— Nomadic Nonsense. .

PreLry, N.Y., ¥eb. 13.—Prof. Brooks re-
ports that the telescopic observations of the
sun yesterday morning revealed an unusual
outbreak of spots, covering nearly the entire
equatorial region in addition to numerous
large single spots with well defined penumbra,
Exchange.

Photographers, get out your traps,
And artists gel your easels,

Astronomers, alte: your sofar maps,
Sol's got the measles.

A Louisville negro, after stealing a gentle-
man’s chickens one night, took them back the
next morning and sold them to him at his
front gate. ¢ You see,” he said to his wife,
1 didn't want to deprive a gen’I'man of his
chickons, you know. Dey was his'n, you
know.”

A chap in Harrisburg is getting ready to
fight a duel whencver he is insulted, He
can split bullets on the edge of a hatchet
sixty feet away.— Fwchange. This is all very
well, but the chances are it won’t be a hatchet
he will fight the duel with; makes all the
difference.

A VioLenT SUNSET.—Hearing the loud re-
ort of a gun from the castle, an old body
rom the country enquired 28 she walked
along Princess street, Edinburgh, with her
son, what the sound was. ‘Oh, 1 snppose
it'a jist sunset,” was the off-hand reply.
‘¢ Sunset ; ” exclaimed the old woman, with
open-mouthed astonishment, ‘‘Mercy me!
dllxs t;l'l’e san gae doon here wi' a bang like
that?

A spruce and conceited young Mr.
Fell in love with another chap's sr.
With his sweet little cane,

At the end of the lane,

He met and he fain would have kr.
But he trod on her train,
At the end of the lane

And a slap an his face made abr.

DECE1IVING IN LOOKS.

* Doctor,” said an Irishman to a physician,
in a prohibition town, ‘“I'm sick. sor, an’
don’t ye think that it's a little whiskey and
quinine that I nade, especially as I shake wid
thechills ?”

‘“Yes, I think so,” said the doctor, after
looking at his tongue, whiskey and quinine.”

* Say, doctor, I'm a mighty decavin’ man in
my looks, an’ I'm just half as bad as I seem.
Jest let me have the whiskey, an’ I'll do wid-
out the quinine till I get worse.”—Arkansaw
Traveller.

(3% 1}
Throw Physic otfi:-‘;’e Dogs, I''l1 None

We do not feel like blaming Macbeth for
this expression of disgust. Lven nowadays
most of the cathartics are great rePu]sive ills,
enough to ‘ turn_one’s stomach.” Had Klac-
beth ever taken Dr. Pierce’s *¢ Purgative Pel-
lets” he would not have uttered those words
of contempt. By druggists.

As ‘‘ Perfesser Wiggins” storm is now
several days overdue and all ia sevene, the
United States navy may safely come out from
under the bed,—News,




GRIP.

8ATURDAY, 171H FEB,, 1883,

~ OVER THE RAIL OF THE CAR.
' A PACT.
A= Over the Gayden Wall”

Whenever you ride on a Yonge street car,

+ Beware of the joggly road ;

The safest place for your body, by far,
. Is inside with the rest of the load.

For the street is rough, aud even inside

You feel that t}(ou don't too gliblily \ghde; .
And I laughed till T thought I should split iy side

At a scene in a Yonge street car.

The cond was ling id
At the rear of a Yonge street car ;
And his face alook of pe{'plexity wore,—
Nothing strange on a Yonge street car.
With slippery platform and road so rough,
To keep on his feet he had more than enough
To do, and he found it remarkably tough,
Aboard of this Yonge street car.

the door

The car had stopped for a passenjaire
‘Who gat on the Yonge street car;
The conductor started to take the fare

From thosc on the Yonge street car.
But just as he started, the car did too,
And with no monition aud little ado
His feet slipped up and away he flew

Over the rail of the car.

He landed, head first, in the crickely snow,
Qut of the Yonge street car,
His feet waved wildly in air, ch ' ho!
As he fell from the Yonge street car.
Twas a comical sight, and one to make
The passengers Jaugh at the little mistake
The conductor made when he took that break
Over the rail of the car.

Be carefnl, now, when you go to ride
Up town in a Yonge street car; L.
Make a. bolt for the door, and hurry inside
Ere the horses start off with the car.
Forif youn don’t, a like fare you'll meet,
And, losing your head as you losc your feel,
You'll l:mdz kerslap in the 'snow on the strect,
Over the rail of the car,

SLUGSBY'S BOY HEARD FROM.

MISTER GRIP DERE SUR,—I seen in last week
gaper you got me in grip, and i dont think its
air play to make me out a newsence and old
Spifiing is worsn i am an a regler ole bhald-
headed rooster and i dont care shucks for
him : %e didnt hurt me for a cent an ill stick
him as full of arrers as quills upon the friteful
orkerpine. (Milton,) Shaw, wot do i care
or ole Spiffins. im goin to be a jesse jams
boy nex munth an see if me an ole Spiffins
doesnt have some regler old high-handed out-
rages an ill linch the ole fraud higher than
Haman hang Mordeky. my paphe say i may do
as i darn plese he say an im making a gay ole
fringe for my outlaws close outen his liver
ad, you bet ill be some pertaters an ill scare
gpiﬁns sojshe wont rede no tracks t4 me an
this i sware with my strong rite hand on the
handle of my excalibur like nites in the olden
times. ill tech em to call me that newsence
slugsbys thoy. mister grip dere sur you was
onst & boy yourself, an ill bot yon was a bully
outlaw an if you like ill take you in my gang,
an{ gess you an mo can salt ole Spifhins till
he wont know his bible from a sirkess poster.
anser pleso. adress, captin leonardo slugsbys
gang cave three nere the mountin fastness,
Yures in the bonds of
outln.wer{ and blud,
abijor slugsby.

THE BEAT ROUTE QUESTION.

MR. GRrIv, as he stated his intention of
doiog ‘in last week’s issue, continued his in-
tervicws with several parties on the above
question, and received opinions on the matter

roin several members of the constabulary.

P. C. Buazer said : “ Well, it's rather hard
when a fellow has a regular supper route map-
ped out, to have to leave that beat and work
up a fresh line. The beat I have been on for
the last few months is an exccllent and some-
what exclusive one. I am musieally inclined
and the family at No. 365 are invariably out
on Thursday evenings, and I have found it a
pleasant means of whiling away a few hours
to dvop in and rehearse ‘Pry’thee pretty
maiden,’ ‘The nightingale sighed for the pale
moon’s ray,” and so forth, in the drawing-
room with pianoforte and housemaid accom.
paniment. If I am changed to somec less.
aristocratic beat, I shall miss my musie, and I
hardly consider it would be fair. Moreover,
the old gentleman at 365 keeps an excellent
cellar, anﬁ I think things ought to remain ir
stati quo.”

P. C. BELTER remarked : ** Yes, I'm of opin-
ion that a frequent change would be advan-
tageous. There is too much noise on my
present beat and I can't get a wink of slecp
till some time after midnight. I was not al-
ways a policeman and have moved in good
socicty, and I am disgusted with the familiar-
ity of some of the lower classes, and shall re-

r{ that attorney’s danghter at head guarters

f she persists in winking at ime. Such peo-
ple should not be encouraged. I was an offi-
cer myself in the Foot Dragoons once, and to
tell the honest truth I think the service is
going to the devil.”

P, C. GiLEs ; “ Blow me, but I "ardly know
what to say ; Canidy sin’t ’ome hany more
than ‘ome’s Canidy, and they do ’ave a rummy
notion of some things out ’ere in this bloomin’
country, blow me if they ’aven’t. Some peo-
ple appears to tiink as us fellers is their ser-
vents, A man don’t grow to be six foot ’igh
to be a servent, hunless he goes into a menyal
fosition and puts on a flunkey's livery, which

scorns the notion, and has for that great
hovergrown helephant at 231 Belgravyerstreet,
Llow me hif I don’t punch *is 'idgeous, grillas
’ead if he interferes with me and Louecsa. We
hain’t servents, thank ’eving ; we're for horny-
men, sir, hornyment, and has for flunkeys, vy,
I despises of 'em. Vy, blow mc hif a hold la(f'y
t'other day didn’t harsk me to 'old her bloom-
in' kids wile she run bhafter ‘er ‘at vich 'ad
blown horf. Some peoples’ himperence licks
me, blow’d if it don’t, Hany'ow, I don’t care
much 'ow the thing’s settled, as I've reccived
flatterin’ purposals from a lady vich shall be
nameless, and I don’t know but wot an helope-
ment mayn’t be on the taypiss pretty soon.
Good day ; ’spose you don’t 'old the price of a
pot of "awf an’ awf ?”

This ended Mr. Grir’s labors, and as there
seem to be as many for as againat the scheme
of changing beats, he leaves the matter to
those in authority to deal with the question,
feeling that he has done all in his power to lay
the opinions of thosec most necarly concerned
before the general public.

MUST HAVE STATISTICS.

“ You have called me a fcol,” exclaimed o
gentleman, addressing a determined looking
man, ¢ Now, sir, I want to know upon what
ground you base your insulting accusation.”

*Upon the ground that you ain't got no
sense,’ replied the ungrammatical accuser.

** Thaf’s all vight, then, A man must have
statistics when he fools with me,”—Adrkansaw
T'raveller.

WATER, WATER, EVERY WHERE.
CHAP, 1,

High was the vevelry in the aucient hos-
telrie of the Valley City ; there was no par-
ticular occasion for festivity, but the fact
was none the less patent that the boys in the
old, time-stained parlor-bar of the inn were
whooping her up right merrily.

Desmond Villers was on his bridal tour, a
tour which was to take in all the cities of the
world which were famed for their gaiety and
mirth, and Dundas had been the second ome
he had struck since he and Gertrude had
been made onc in the metropolis of the west,
London. (Ont.) He and his bonnie bride had
visited all the objects of note in the City of .
the Vale, and since his arrival three days
previous, his life had Dbeen one unceasing
round of hilarious jollity and reckless dissi-
pation. All the lions of the giddy and friv-
olous Valley City had been visited : the paper
mills, gosworks, odorless excavating com-
pany’s extensive establishment, aye, even the .
unpretentious coflin factory had not been neg-
lected, and after a long, lingering study of
the old masters on cxhibition in the town
hall, the bridal party had returned to their
cosy retreat, the Auburn Bullfrog, and had
given themselves up to the worship of the
god and goddess of -high old times, hus
and Bacey.

High in his jewelled hand Desmond held
aloft the glittering wassail bowl, as toast
after toast was quatfed. Sunshine faded into
twilight, and twilight into dark and sombre
night, and as the city clocks boomed forth the
hour of midnight, the loud laughter resound-
ed through the now deserted streets of Dun-
das, where but a few short hours ago, a gay
and glittering throng had hurried Dy on er:
rands of business and pleasure, )

As the town hall chimes pealed out the
hour of two, Desmond and his peerless bride,
the former in a state of profound unconscious.
ness, were put on board the eastern bound
train and ere long steamed into the mamifac-
turing centre of Ontayreeo. ’

Unablo to walk, save with o vague Jegree
of vacillation and uncertainty, Desmond was
conveyed by the constable on duty at the
station and o porter, and dceposited with his
own and only in a richly caparisoned hack, -
and dviven to the chief hotel of Canada's
pride. (In my mind.) '

CHAP, 11,

“ My head, my head,” came in thick, husky -
tones from the silken draperics of the couch in
the bridal chamber of Antoine Morin’s castel-
lated hotel, at the hour of 8.30 a.m. next day.
““Water, water! I fcar me I have got the
jim-jams, Gertrude dearest! I have dreamt
the whole night long of naught but green
leopards and pale blue mangel wurzels with
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horns and wings and such.” ‘Say not so,
Desmond,” she replied, ‘‘mine host’s reputa-
tion for concocting an cyeopener is widely
known: methinks that could’st thou swallow
a quart or so of some of his cock-tails thou
might'st sink into untroubled slumber
and be better anon.” *“Nay, get me but o
glass of water, I am dry and parched with
thirst,” and Desmond moaned and pitched un-
easily till the richly stained wood.work of the
83.50 bedstead groaned and creaked withal,
Gertrude touched the silver bell—(4 for $) at
any plumber’s,} and sminmoned the obsequious
host, to whom she made known her lorzf's de-
sire, and the order for o goblet of water had
not been given two hours cre it was obeyed.
Gertrude filled a goblet to the brim with the
limpid fluid and approached her liege's bed-
side. But horror! no sooner had hc cast his
fnflamed and bloodshot eyes upon it than he
uttered a fiendish yell, and springing from his
couch, shrunk into the furthest corner of the
apartment. * Good my lord, what ails thee?”
queried Gertrude, aghast and fearing she knew
not what. ‘‘I've got 'em, I'vo got ‘em, I've
got ’em,” yelled Desmond. ¢ Got who-which-
what ?” asked his affrighted wife.

“The horrors, the blues, the jim-jams, D.
T’s,” screamed her spouse. *‘Look, look at
‘em.” Where, oh! where?” sobbed poor
Gertrude, pitcously. ‘‘In that glass in your
hand, I tell you. {!ehold yon monster in that
water with t*ty million legs, and yonder fan-
tastic orange-colored alligator with crimson
wings and forked tail, hey ! but tis awful,”
and s of perspiration stood upon his brow.
“Hold !” exclaimed the beautiful though
trembling girl, a sudden thought striking her,
*“Knowest thou where we are, dear Desmond ?”
“ Where we are?” he answered, his teeth
chattering with fear, ‘* why where we were
last night, of course, in Dundas.” “Ha! I
see it all,” shouted his wife in joyous accents,
“ nay, we are in Hamilton ; we came whilst
you - were—you were—you \were aalcep.”
“Saved, saved, saved,” howled Desmond,
““ then those beings that I see in that crystal

oblet arc not the dire phantasmagoria of my
fevered brain; they are mot precursors of an
attack of the jimsy-jamsies, nay! they be
realities, and I thank thee, my darling, that
thou toldedst methat yonder was but Hamilton
water. I live again.”

*“ Golden Medical Discovery ” (words regis-
tered as a trade-mark) cures all humors, from
t!;c pimple ov eruption to great virulent eating
ulcers.

Balttimore claims to have the champion
mean man. She can have him ; we've got
enough second-rate ones up here to last for
some time.

A MEAX MaxN.—A tall, slab-sided individual
walked into a well-known lunch room in the
city the other day and took a seat. When the
attendant came for his order, he gave it as
folluws :—“¢ All I require is a bowl of boiling
water—~he sure it is boiling—and a slice of
bread—a good thick slice.” ~ The girl stared,
but obeyed the mandate, at the same time de-
positing the cheque— ¢ Pay at the desk—!
cent'—on the table, Then this fiend drew
from his pocketalittle pot of Licbig's Extract,
and proceeded to brew for himsel% a bowl of
beef-tea, seasoning it from the free cruct-stand
on the table.  YWhen abont half through his
frugal meal, he beckoned one of the waiters to
his side, saying, ‘“ The room is oppressively
warm ; would you oblige me by raising one of
the windows?” His request was obligingly
complied with, and he proceeded tostow away
his soup. Presently he looked suspiciously
around, rosc stealthily, grabbed his hat, and
was gone—through the open window and over
the garden wall,qea.v‘mg his 1-cent cheque on
the table. It was aftorwards discovered that
the Licbig's Extract had been pilfered from a
neighboring druggist. If thisis not a specimen
of practising cconomy, we want to hear of one.

Since the year 1863, Dr. J. Rolph Malcolm,
of 35 Simcoe-street, Torvonto, has made a
specialty of treating bronchitis, consumiption,
asthma and other affections of the throat b
the inhalation of vapourized remedies. Boo
mailed free,

IT STANDS AT THE HEAD.
A. W. BRAIN,

Sole Agent for the Light-Running

Domestic Sewing Machine

And general Sewing Machine Agent.  Repairer of all
kindsof Scwing Machines. Needles, Partsand Attach-
ments for Sale.

1 Adelalde-st, East, TORONTO.

Herbert Spencer says the coming American

:to be very powerful. The coming American
will certainly have to be very powerful if he
is to earn enongh to pay the coming American
taxes.—Louisville Courier-Journal,

Dr. E.G. Wrst's NBRVE AND BRAIN TREATMENT, &
igmmeed specific for Hysteria, Dizziness, Convulsions,
‘its, Nervous Neuralgia, Headache, Nervous_Prostra-
tion causcd by the use of alcohol or tobacco, Wakeful.
ness, Mental Depression, Softening of the Brain, result-
ing 1n insanity and leading to misery, decay, and death;
Premature Old Age, Barrenness, Loss of Power in either
sex, Involuntary Losses and Spermatorrheea, caused by
over exertion of the brain, self-abuse, or over-indulgence,
Each box contains one month’s treatment. $1 a box,
or_six boxes for $5; sent by mail prepaid on receipt of
price. With each order received by us for six boxes,
accompanied with $5, we will send “the purchaser our
written guarantee to refund the money if the treaument
does nct_effect 2 cure.  Guarantees issued only by
JOHN C. WEST & CO. Street East
Office upstairs), Toronto, druggists in

8¢ and 83 Kin
byuf
nada.

nt. Sold

** The Intecrnational News.”
Write enclosing stamp for a copy of the above, publish.
ed at the Internationnl Throat and Lung Institute,
thly. It ins a on the sy , causes,
and this new and wonderful mode of treating catarrh,
catarrhal deafness, bronchitis, asthma and consumption,
also Jetiers from patients, showing a few of the many
wonderful cures that have been made in all parts of Can-
ada and the United States by the Spirometer. l‘ginvemed by
M. Souvielle of Paris, ex-aide surgeon of the French army)
and the medicines prescribed by him and the surgeons of
the institute, Consultations and a trial of Spirometer
free.  Parties unable to visit the institute can be success-
fully ereated by letcer addressed International Throat and
Lung Institute, 173 Church Street, Toronto, or 13 Phillips
Square, Montrenl.

Tlll: Provincial Eleetion will be upon us soon,
AL but, in the midstof all the excitement and bustle
incident thereto, men must eat, and women as well
by trying to eat with unsound teeth, Dyspopsia
duced. A stitch in time saves nine,
and after Election go to

A. W. SPAULDING, The Dontist,
st King Street East, ...... TORONTO.
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Both before, during




