Old Pictures Copied, Enlarged and Finished in Colors, Ink

Orders filled from any Negatives made by the firm of Stanton & Vicars.

Cabinets, $3.00 per dozen.
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‘/_\r

» () e

Pnotugrapner,” 134 thge St"_eet; Toromto.

W|RE WORI( I PARTRIDGE & Osf‘gﬁ{{slgovﬁfl{ﬁgv gf%s' ST, TORONTO. IWIRE GI.OTH

23

IMPORTER,
‘NOSIN¥VH ¥IAO1D

ey XA\ AN
m =Y

49 KING ST. E., Toronto

GLOVER HARRISON,
-HHLYOdNI]

49 KING ST. E,, Toronto,

VOLUME XXII.)
No. 9. t

TORONTO, SATURDAY, MARCH 1, 1884 { 92 Fon Anmon.

1"“.' PR i

h-'fjﬂiﬂimm“\au i 'ul :

0

LR R T U AT T TR

7 M \\ﬂ%\l\h i
700 VY /
”?‘\’/'i‘&?N ik P4

Il [

llll !

(\\ :.,' )
i
L

l
ﬁ/a

i %

—

b I

....

SCENE FROM “LOUIS XI.”

LA
S| ) S

biX]
iy ARG
il R
| \

i’ g Y ‘
/ Yot

%

>

QUMM q{g‘”.
i

_ L TR "'VWV “.

(Mr, Irving being unable to visit Ottawa, Sir John plays the role of Lowis X1.)
GIVE ME BUT TWENTY YEARS MORE OF (OFVICIAL) LIFE, AND I'LL GIVE YOU EVERYTHING YOU ASK !
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STANDARD TYPE-WRITER.

No Barrister, Banker, Broker or Business man can
afford to be without one,
Send for descriptive catalogue to
THOMAS BENGOUGH,
THE SHORTHAND ATHENEUM,
29 King Street West, Toronto.
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FLUID BEEF.
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tST GENT—~What find I hero :
Fair Portia‘s connterfeit 1
Hath come 50 near creation
aND GERNT—It must have been BRUCE, as healone can
50 beauntifully connterfeit nature,
Stupro—118 King Street West.

’Whal Demi-God

RAIL GOAL--LOWEST RATES--A. & S. NAIRN--TORONTO

TORONTO WINDOW SHADE C0. {™"Sirihivesii‘otors saaves = | 4172 QUEEN STREET .WEST, TORONTO, ONT.
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The gravest Beast is the Aus; the gravest Bird i the 0wl ;
The gravest Fish is the Oyster ; the gravest Han (s the Fool,

MARRK OUR OFFER!

To any Present subscriber who sends us
new name with the money ($2.00) we will
semjr post-paid, a handsomely bound copy
of ‘' Mrs. Clarke’s Cookery Book,” retml
price, $1.00, or

A cash discount o so cents, deducible
from the $2.00 when forwarded.

To any Present subscriber who sends us

new names, with the money ($6.00)
we will send a copy of “Mrs. Clarke's
Cookery Book ” IN ALDITION V0O a
cash discount of $1.50, deducible us

above.
To any Present subscriber who sends us
new names with the money ($ro.00), we
will send cither ** The Boy’s Own Aunual,”
or “The Girl's Own Annual,” (retail price
$2.25 each), in addition to a cash discount
of $2.50, deducible as above.

Every prcsgnt subgcriber ean secure us ouc
New Name! Flease try,

@artoonr Comunents

Lespine CarrooN.—From the moment in
which Sir Charles Tupper arose to move the
C. P. R. resolutions, the government and
their supporters hecame deaf, dumb, and blind
to everything that could, would or should be
said on the other side of thc question. All
the argumcnts of the opposition went for
nothing- all their amendments, although in
themselves reasonable and business-like, had
no more effect than the proverbial ‘“water on
a duck’s back.” Mr, Watson moved that the
C. P. R. be required to give up the monopoly
clause as a condition of the loan ; Mr. Weldon
moved that they be restrained Ly the agree-
ment from speading the moncy in American
speculations aside from the contract—Dboth
these common-sense suggestions - werc ‘‘sat
upon” by a heavy majority—and all the
amendments Mr. Blake may proposc on the
second rcading of the bill will be treated in the
same summary fashion.

First Pack.—In his little speech before the
curtain on Saturday night, Mr. Henry Irving
expressed regret that ho would not be able to
play in Ottawa and other Canadian cities, So
far as the capital is concerned the great tra-
gedian’s failure to appear will not be much

felt, as the cqually great Sir John has heen.

playing ‘‘Louis XI.” for several nights past.
The terrible dread of political death, and the
frantic effort to cling to life, have been repre-

sented with & power which Irving could not
surpass. The part of the *¢ Father ™ has been
done by Sir H. Langevin, and the ““support ”
has been all that the most exacting star could
demand,

Ereniru PAGE.—Mr. Creighton has perform-
ed his annual duty of oriticising the Treasurer’s
statement, very much to the satisfaction of the
party whose ranks he honors, and, on this oc-
casion, very much to the disyuietude of all who
place confidence in his interpretation of the
figures. Mv, C. shows that the tinancial con.
dition of the Province is bad, notwithstanding
the clever way in which the figures are ar-
ranged to tell a different story, and his state-
ment is certainly worthy of public attention.

MAKING HIS MARK.

Dowu at the Union station the other day an
officer of the law, with a prisoner in charge,
was walking about waiting for the east-bound
train.

‘The prisoner was not a bad-looking young
fellow, In fact, as between the two, if you
were wsked to pick out the face of a first-class
ruffian you would ecce honio the grim-visaged
cop,

A benign old gentleman was amoag those
whose mingled interest and curiosity centred
in the uniformed constable and the shackled
fclon. At last he could stund it no longer, so
approaching he opened conversation in a kind
voice with the officer:

* Kingston is your destinatiou, sir, 1 pre-
sume ?”’

“ Yes, I'm bound for the stone town.”

“1 have a sympathy for all who are in
trouble. May I speak a few words to the
young man in your custody, siv?"

1 guess so.”

“ 11is countenance does not bear the imprint
of the criminal,”

¢ Well, no. Sam aint a tough to look at,
that’s a fact.”

¢ Is his offence a very serious one ?"

‘It got him a two year stretch, anyhow.”

Poor fellow ! Probably but for bad com-
pany he would have made his mark in the
world.” :

He has alveady. Making his mark is what’s
put him in this hole.”

“8ir? Do I understand youaright ?”

“T said making Zis mark. Mcbboe I should
have said making ¢« mark.”

“ Bit———’

‘*The mark happened to be another inan’s,
and it was made at the bottom of a bank
cheque.”

Here the captor winked at the captive.

The captive winked back at the captor.

They were near enough to each other for
the yonng man to hear the conversation, and
he said : **Coinc off, Jack ! Come off ! the old
party has had enough ”

The benign old gentleman concluded that
he wouldn’t speak a few words to the young
man,

SCENE SHIFTINGS.

¢ Reading about that concert last night,”
he quietly remarked, looking up from the
newspaper at his friond, ** recalls the touching
sconc witnessed at the close.” And then,
noticing the perplexed look on his friend’s face,
he hastened to add, *“ The crush on the stair-
way, you know,”

“ Ah, yes!” was the friend’s solemn-toned
response, ‘‘and it puts me in mind of the
nmoving scene I noticed on my way down to the
Hall, The characters were a gang of street-
corner loafers and an approaching policemen.”

“ That,” remarked the other man with ex.

traordinary presence of mind, ‘makes me
think of a shocking scenc I once was a specta-
tor of. 1t was last harvest—out on my farm,
and, you see——"

‘ But his antagonist yelled ‘‘ enough 1”

THE NEW BIZ.

¢ 'Merning, Smith 1"’

*“G’day, Brown !”

13 I'IO\V’B b)z ?n

My new biz, d’ye mean?”

** Your new biz ?”

*“Yes. Just started farming. Getting ex-
perience fast, too.”

“Goou! What y'giving us ?”

‘ Fact, Brown. Here, I've just been payin
for that hat I lost on my election bet with
Williamson, and it has cleaned me out.”

 Well, what’s that got to do with farming?”’

¢ A little, Ireckon. Ain’t it an experience
in tile-dvaining ?”

A handy street car saved Smith. But Brown
threatens to plug him yet.

James W. Riley, the poct, calls Ella
Wheeler, who is 32 years old ““a girl.” This
is, doubtless, an instance of poctic license.

THI WHISKEY GROCER'S LAMENT.

Farewell, sweet spirit—whiskey, beer and wine,
A few brief months, and then a last farewell

To all these haskets, casks and kegs of wine—
The people’s vote has struck thy final knell !

Farewell, snug nook behind tho boxes high,
Where morning  “nip” and cvening *‘gill ” have
reigned,
For this dear mewory I heave a sigh,
And drop a tear of sorrow all unteigned,

LFarewel), loved customers who came for ¢ tea ™
Amd gave their orders with a knowing wink,
Farewell, dear women-folk who used to
So fond of groceries in the shape of drink !

Farewell big profits, made on alcohol
Fo cover prices cut on reg'lar trade,

On oqual torms I now must ight or fall,
And ourse the vote that all my ruin made.
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SPRING.
BY AX INDIGNANT EARD,

Tunc up your lyres! ‘Tighten now cach string !
I've made my mind up once again to goit;
The' you may deemn me an aeenrsed thing,

1 glory in the fact that 1'm a poct.

Confound you, I wgain will sing of spring,

And print my sung.  J want you all 1o know it !
Altho’ my road is hard 1I'm Lound to hoe it!

11 sing of spring, of daisics and primroscs,

Of zephirs soft, of moonlight on the river,

What do I care if frost still nips your noses,

And chilling wintry blasts still make you shiver.
Altho’ yonr hands are numb, your feft car froze is,
'l sing of flowing barks of Guadalqniver,

Until I tise your gll, disturb your liver !

For years have I been made a butt of scorn
8y needy editors in fitthy den,
ho, wero it not for many a whiskey horn.
Ta brace their nerves conld hardly hold & pen:
Yt at cach springs time nmostly every morn
Thsy oxercise their wit on me, and then
They s'.;'ui.glmvny fill themsolves with whiskey straights
again !

Some say they throw spring poems to the goat,
Otheis remark they keep a large bull pup.--~
And feed him with whatever has been wrote
(Or written to speak properly)—who'd sup

0On sonething that perhaps is it to quote !

1 wish 1 owned « Jarge gan built by Kropp,
That I wight blow the envious rascals up!

Yes, confound ye! L'l sing of spring

Lot after yc of funny rnpcl's

Up to the zolden gates have taken wing,

And earth’s heen freed of your mneanny eapers !
I've got a miission great, which is to sing

(If only to eanfound the frnds and fakirs

Not yet been called on by the undertakers)

THE HISTORY OF LITTLE JOHN
THOMAS,

The subject of this sketch is not yct nine
months old, and has had less of incident in his
life than most youths of his age. He has es-
caped the measles, small pox and whooping-
cough, and the moat microscopic of eyes conld
not detect morc than two teeth, This does
not prevent bis mother from saying that his
four teeth are as plain as day. She must
mean forc teeth as distinguished from hack
teeth, however, as I cxpect to live with her
for many a day I hope, it is not for me to dis-
pite with her, If she says the child is very
like a whale then, mairy, a whale indeed it is.
A husband and a father must be submissive.

The ravages of time have, however, laid
their wintry hand (or hands, as the case may
be, with ravages) on tho youthful head of J.T.
as M. Bagstock wounld say,*and unnumbered
winters have bleached his scanty locks as
white as if he were an octogenarian (if m
wife heard me call him such a name as that 1%
would bring this sketch to an abrupt conclu.
sion). The sparse condition to which John
Andorson my Jo, John, has been reduced by
some bilious poet is verdant and juvenile com;
pared with my John Thomas. . It were a figure
of speech to call it hair—it is either fur or
down, or perhaps both—it is not much of

whatever it is, but that does not prevent much
speculation about it. I refrain from arguing
whether it will be black or red, or white—l1
must be satisfied fivst that it will be anything
—the shade will he of little consequence.
There is head emough for a Cireassian, with
two aural appendages sufficient to prop up
considerable lateral growth.

These remarks may seem to be ahead of my
proper order—I should begin carlier,

Well, then, to be more exact, on the 22nd of
February 18—at an early hour in the morning
a man wrapt in a huge ulster coat might have
been scen hurrying along in the divection of
—Street. I was in that ulster, There is
nothing unusual in & man hwrrying along in &
big coat on a cold wintry morning, and the
‘might have been scen’ phrase is not unknown
to the general reader. After I got to—-
Street I hurried back again, and there wag
nothing surprising in that ag I live in—
Street.

I lay down on the sofa in the drawing-room
and slept till morning when I answered to
the query of ‘‘how we all were.” I merely re-
fer to this morning as being the last morning
on which I have had a decent nap.

I believo that books have heen written on
naming the baby, and I have seen less enter-
taining books, 1 believe that I could write a
better book than books of that class even if 1
were restricted to the same subject, for I tell
you that I know what the poot meant when
he asked “ What's in a name?’ There is
this much in any name you mention that it
won’t snit your wife. ./ny name but that she
will say, and you just try any name but that
and you will ind what lnck you havehad. A
very fair plan is this. Suppose you want the
boy called John Thomas you can say “T don't
know after all, Maria, but that that name
you spoke of some time ago was the most
suitable.”

* What name ¥
¢¢ John Thomas.™

When my wife was bent on calling our inno-
cent boy who did no wrong to anybody, the
high-sounding name of Henry Agustus, 1
rather scemed to likeit. In a few days when
the glory seemed on the point of bein%divided,
she was less enthusiastic, and finally I dis-
covered a way of fixing Henry Augustus, 1
told her that Mrs. B., who sits ncar ns in
church and whose bonnet is as a garden wall,
approved of our choice of a name. Thut was
enongh. It was like tho cgg in the coffee—it
settled it.

I beguiled a decent neighlior and the aunt of
J. T., torenounce for him the world and its
works and pomps, and in due time a distin-
guished prelate of the-church ushered the sub-
ject of these remarks into the ranks of Chris-
tians. A mug witha suitable legend was struck
to commemorate the evont, and with the aid
of two old champagne bottles I managed to
make some cider pass for exeerable Moet and
Chandon. In order to make the deception as
complete as possible, I feigned to be tipsy from
the champagne, and made up an ontortainment
half delirious and half hysterienl, which nearly
bronght me nnder the notice of policeman X,
A cold chicken and cider (as cider) reconciled

‘his -conscience, and has since rendered him

painfully attentive to the nurse givl and the
contents of the perambulator.

1t would take volumes to describe what this
boy said and did—why he howled and why he
didn’t—why he was a dear boy and why he
was o great pig—how much better he looked
than other babics.—when he would have a
tooth and how many he has now—what color
his cyes were and his hair would be—the dread

of bow-legs and sqnint eyes—the fear of talk-
ing and walking too early, or not talking and

walking at all—the transformation from long
clothes to short and the epoch of a night shirt
—the jealousy of somo lisping supposed to re-

fer to his paternal rather than to his maternal
ancestor—the hatred of old friends who failed
to enquire about the baby and the reconcilia-
tion to deadly eneniies who were discovered to
have been thoughtful in that direction., Meis
now bordering on his ninth month, and is what
I call a fair, passable boy. I won’t go beyond
this—my foot is down—his mother has often
endeavoréed to entrap me iuto other expressions
but 1 havn’t given way and don’t intend to.

The attraction at the
Grand is just what a ju-
dicious manager would
have chosen by way of a
contrast from the Irving
performances.  Equally
admirable in their way
. are the jolly comedians
who, through the medium
of thisfarcical, melo-dra-
matic, musical extrava-
ganza * Pop,” have been
keeping the audicnces in
roars of laughter since
Monday cvening, and
will continue, without
mercy on the vest bus-
tonsuntil Saturday night
Go and see ‘“Pop” if you
want to realize it. It is
good cnough to console
all the un-licensed gro
cers in the city.

ITeury Irving received a voyal welcome from
Toronto, and in his turn gave several royal
performances. [t was confidently said that he
would prove a disappointment, but this pre-
diction has been entirely falsified. No better
pleased audiences lave ever filed out of the
:n't_:h)vny. of the Grand, and the universal
opinion is that no better performances have
ever been given on our stage. Miss Terry,
although seen but little, scored a completo tii-
umph, and the members of the company sever-
ally won praise for their ability and  intelli-
gence. Toronto owes the manager of the
Grand a vote of thanks for this serfes of intel-
lectual treats.

An enterprising manager here has offered
Patti 86,000 for a concert and one act of opera,
the performance to take place early in March,

The exhibition of the Royal Capadian Aca-
demy opcens in Montreal on April 15th, Itis
the intention of the committeo to issue an il-
Instrated catalogue, giving sketches of the
principal works exhibited. TLord Lorne's por-
trait is being painted by Millais for presenta-
tion to the Koyal Canadian Academy.

“The hig bonnet is banished,” a fashion
journal declaves. But while the half-acre hat
remains in the zenith of its power the down-
trodden malo sex must groan in captivity.

Says the Regina Lcader :—<*"The most im-
portant meeting ever held in the North-West
crowded last night into the Methodist
Chureh.”

That is the way Nicholas Flood puts it., at
any rate. *‘Is Corporal Michael Casey in the
ranks ?” inquired Wellington, just before the
Battle of Wuterloo. ‘I am, goneral I” said
that gallant oflicer stepping boldly to the
front. ~ * Then,” returned Wellington, ¢ let
the fight Legin!” This was the Corporal's
version of it, at all events.
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DOUGH.

(Apropos of verses in *“ The Centwry” byJ. A. F.)

Oh ! say Johnny Fraser, Oh ! say Johnny Frasor,
Now who is the girl that enraptured you go?
A poct, dear Fraser, should be a star gazer,
And how does it come then that yow're looked so low,
Is her form so majestic? Is she 2 domestic?
Come toll us friend Johnny, we'd all like to know
About this bewitchin’ younyr sylph of the kitchen,
Wholmns}h(':d your young heart with her big lump of
dough!
And \vhnt,L\\'cro you doing, the young maiden brewing
In her warm bower sacred to pot and to pun?
1t’s rather a queer place for doing your wooing,
Aud I hope my dear Jack you'rc not that sort of man.

But don't take too much chances on all the fair Nancys,
Who perhaps have a “ cop” hid in closet lain low,

Or o big soldier, belted, whoso shape has qunite melted
The heart of fair Nancy while kneading her dough !

There’s nothing asthetic or highly poctic
To sce a youug girl to her.clbows in flour,

It may do for verses ; but p'raps she a nurse is,
Or lutely bofore’s had the back stairs to scour !

For my part I'd rather see my Naney gather me
Bouguet of moss rose or violets ! and so

You can have Nancy if she suits your fancy,
And likewise the doughnuts she makes with her dough.

Tost BovLax,

MR. O'DAY'’S CORRESPONDENCE,

PAT SULLIVAN’S ‘“ VISIT TO PARLIAMENT.”

MISTHER GRIP.

Wan of those playboys av the Press Gallery
av the House (yez will kno Fnr House?) is
just after playing a purty mane thrick upen an
ould frind. Pat Sullivan cum up to town
from Whitby lasth week—havin’ a short time
ago crost over the Salt Say all the way from
the flow’ry: vales av Killarney,—Pat had an
onconsaivable hankerin® to see a rale Parli-
mint.  An, shure, small blame to ’m, poor
fellow. All his life, iver since he’d bin a bit
av a gossoon, an long by that, Pat had bin
hearin’about tho grate grandur av a Parliamint
in College Green. He had listened—whilst
deep indignashun was bustin’ his manly buz-
zum—to stories about the shame ap’ the scan-
dal av keepin’ the Green Isle Gim av Oshun,
an’ the finest pisantry in the world (as Dan
O'Connell, God be wid his sowl, used to say),
out av the Rites av a native Parlimint,

Well, secin’ but a mity small chance av iver
beholdin’ o Parlimint at Home, he med up his
mind o cum to Canada, where, he was towld
that Parlimints wur quite plintiful,  “Tim,”
sez ho to me, “I must see what Parlimint looks
like. I must see it wanst—jist wanst—an’
dhin I'll die aisy.” T promised, in an off-hand
way, that if he’d hunt me up at Toronto, I'd
show him the Parlimint, an’ Grand Pan-Jan-
Dhrum, an’ the Unicorn an’ the Lion fitin’ tor
the Crown: Pat tuk all I sed rale sayrious,
an’ the Grand Pan-Jan-Dhrum was niver
wanst out av his hed, so that he evin kipt
raypatin’ the word to himself all the time—the
Grand Pan-Jan-Dhrum—.as part av the Parli-
mict,

“There was a counthryman here lookin’ for
ye, Misther O'Day,” sez the messinger on the

Press Gallery, ‘‘Mr, Moses Oates hard him
axin’ for ye, and he tuk him round to show
him the Parlimint Bildins; an’ I think (widh
a grin) they're-now gone to the Zoo, for I
hard ’em talkin’ about the lion an’ sum other
wild animal, the panth—No—twasn't the
panth-er, twas swin strange animal.” ¢ An’,”
wint on the messinger, “Misther Moses was
sayin’ that he was bound to show the gint the
animated machine, includin’ the elefant.”

About an hour afterwards Pat cum ruishin’
to me widh open mouth an’ bawlin’ at the top
av_his voice—*¢I've scon It !—I've seen It !

1 cud only look me astonishment—as he
wint on eryin’ out—*I've seen It !"—the
Great Pan-Jan-Dhrum, sittin an’ hatchin, an’
fed widh flopdoodle I —I've seen the Unicorn
an’ the Lion ; an’ the Inchanted Mace, mod
out av o lump av solid goold, an’ which was
stole from Ireland! An’ I've seen the man
with the swoord who tackles the dhragom !
I've seen Parlimint! ’Tis all wonderful in-
tirely 7

‘¢ Patsy, ye omadhan,” sez I, ‘‘’Twont do
to be dhrinkin here (I thot he'd bin takin’ a
sup) be aisy an’ tell me what yez mane ?’ An’
afther 2 grate dale av sarcumlocushun, the
poor innocint bye towld me the followin ;

* Not findin’ yez handy, Tim, 1 towld that
dacent, fair-spoken jintleman, widh the spec-
tacles, what 1 wanted. Me sed he wasa grate
frind av yers, and wud show me the Parli-
mint, the Pan-Jan-Drhum, an’iverything. He
tuk me to what he called the dure av the
chamber, ‘Look,’ sez he, ‘look straight for-
nist yez? Thare by yez, in the cocked hat
an’ gown, an’ widh the white gloves on, an’
his legs acrost, sits the Grate Pan-Jan-Dhrum,

e has to remain sittin’ ontil the Bills are
hatched an’ cum out Acts av Parlimint. Yis,
that’s how they’re brot out, The min vez see
talkin’ ave supplyin’ him widh the flopdoodle,
That's the grate gasheous food av Parlimint.
They make’it out av their mouths, yez see, in
the same way that the spider spins his web,
That's the Mace lyin’ cus};nioned on the table,
*Tis an inchanted wand, med av solid goold,
‘An’ bethune oursilves,’ sed he, “it wanst be-
longed to Finn McCool, the Ivish giant, an’ was
stolen out av the ould House in College Green
at the time av the Union!" Oh, the murtherin’
villins, I culd’nt belp sayin’ to mesolf. ‘An
that jintleman widh the swoord?” I axed.
*Yos,” sez he, ‘he’s a grate warrior, an’ he’s
engaged to keep off the fiery dhragen, whose
tail ruos a hundhred milesunder Lake Ontario,
an’ is iver on the wateh for a chance to stale
the inchanted goolden wand, as the Mace is
sometimes called.’

“An’ the’ Goverment ?~~Whares the Gov-
erment? axed I. The Guverment, he towld
me wur just now assistin’ in the incubashun av
the Bills that bekum Acts av Parlimint. They
are, sez he, assistin the Grate Pan-Jan-Dhrum,
an’ hev arrived at that stage au the in-
cubashun called Hunky-Dory. But make no
noise! They mustn't be disturbed in the
process or the eggs would all be addled.

“An’ Parlimint ?” axed I, * Whare's Par-
liament itself ?” ‘“Yez see the Unicorn and
the Lion overhead -av the Grate Pan-Jan-
Dhrum,” he answered, *¢ Parlimint is fast
asleep in the t.il av tho Lion at this moment,
an’ if ye spake a loud word to wake'm, there
will be roarin’ an’ ruckshuns.”

““ An’ Mowat-Must-Go ?’ Taxed in a whis-
per,— *“Whare's Mowat-Must-Go ?”

*‘ That,” he ansered, ¢‘is a kind av animal
invented be a Hated Imaginashun. The un-
forchunate crayther who invinted it was a
crank, an’ he’s gone an’ hanged himself.”

Isn’t Patsy back to Whitby, who is now
tellin’ ’em all there about the wondhers av
Parlimint and the Grate Pan-Jan-Dhrum, an’
I'm in sarch av Misther Moses for a short bit
av an cxplanation, which he will hev to give,

Your true friend,

Tmm O’Day.

GRAND !

When cabbies on the eity stand
Charge double fare with visnge bland,
If you've a cheaper rig at hand
'Tis Grand !

A quarter takes you anywhere,
A reasonable handy faro,
But O, it makes the cabbics tear
Their hair !

Thon shout their praiscs o’er the land—

The coupes for a quarter, and

The man who took this noble stand—
Mr, Grand !

LETTERS T0 EMINENT MEN,
TO ALEXANDER MC-SNEESHIN, ESQUIRE,

Si1r,—It may perhaps somewhat surprise
you that I should immortalize you as one of
the eminont men of Canada, and on the other
hand it may not, for if ever there was a man
surcharged with conceit and egotism, you,
Sandy McSneeshin, are one. Kven in yoar
early days, when you were selling speldings
and Loch Tyne herrings on the Saltmarket of-
Glasgow, or as you would call it ¢¢ (ilascie,”
you thought yourself superior to fellow siop-
boys, because, forsooth, you arca MecSneeshin,
and boasted of your Highland blood and ances-
try, as you now boast of being the McSpecshin,
It is quite true that one of your sans culloties
forefathers, during an unsuccessful rsid and
with other “rievers” upon the cattle of the
peaceful Lowlanders in the vicinity of Glas-
gow, got captured and was placed in gaol
along with the notorions outlaw Rebert Roy
McGregor, in the *“ Cross of the Gallowgate,”
but, with the oxception of endeavoring to get
into a pair of secoud-hand breeks, wrong side
foremost, /¢ uever did anything remarkable,
nor was he the chief of the clan,as you pretend,
not that that was any great honor, but, like
the rest ot the humble members of his sept,
lived in a very primitive not to say barbarous
fashion, and it is said very often took his
lunch of catmeal out of the heel of his brogue,
moistened by the waters of the mountain
streams.  Occasionully, of course, he and the
rest of the §ang of marauders would hold
high carnival, devouring atolen beef and
¢ whiskey " in the peat reek of their Highland
cabins,

Now, Sandy, I tell you this aristocratic as-
sumption won’t do, in this country, at least.
You aro certainly a merchant, or rather gro-
cer, and rich, for your success you deserve a
certain amount of credit (which, by the way,
you mever on any account give yourself); I
mnean credit for goods. I explain my little joke,
as it is an established fact that no Scotchman
can “tumble  to one oxcept it is clearly ex-
plained to him. You live in a fine houso, and
keep servants to wait on you. True, some of
your discharged Sassenach retainers have
made the statement that you feed your hench-
men on & short allowance of cauld Kail, ban-
nocks and  parritch,’ but this statement may
be a  malicious charge on the part of the
bounced Saxons ; so it must go for what it is
worth.

And again, Sandy, I ask you candidly why
do you intend running for the House of Com-
mons, now, if you were a Frenchman, even a
large number of the *‘ Honoruble Members ™
might understand you, but really Sandy you
must confess yon speak such broad Scoich,
that it is of sufficient dimensions to capsize a
mail coach, and your speechos would be lost to
the House, the reporters, and consequently
the Press. Had you learned the aboriginal
Gaelic of your forefathers, the McDonalds,
the McHanshons and Yrazers thereof might
get on to what you meant, but take my advice, -
given in all good feeling, and stiok to your
codfish and sugar.

DANGER,

By-the-Way—Mile-stones,
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WHICH SHALL IT BE?

On Carmel's Height when stood the seer of okd,

And seaward gazing, darksome cloud beheld,

Precursor true of blessings long restrained

By heaven's deeree—now by his prayers regained,

Methinks his faith took wings, each doubt was stilled,

Kestatic joy his glowing Losom thrilled,

He knew thnt howr «as clouds more black and tense

Assured the good—a patriot’s recompense,

Not such the feeling stivred within wmy breast

At sirht of cloud, which meets my anxious quest,

Above my country Jow'ring, gath’ring might

As each clection trinl writhes to light,

Ah! no! for not of Heaven's returning smile

1t speaks ; but monstrous, Joat svme puile,

That calls 1o loyal cheeks the hlush of shame,

And sadly dims the glory of our fune.

Nay, morg, presages rain of our ship of state,

When shall have roll'd awhile the wheels of fute.

Nor dream, my brothers, it will aught avail,

Though wealth auguient as in o fairy wle,

Arts flourish, commeree spread in hounteous stores

‘The fruits of every clime within our doors,

New kingdoms risc within our wide domain,

And harvests rich bedeek each siiling plain

How fruitless these to save, let history tell ;

Full many such have heen which nought coukl quell

Till uleers foul—the lust for power, the greed

And cwnning craft of men of serpent breed, —

Pheir vitals all consumed, and they, at last, beeame

What they are still—u hissing and a shame !

And such ¢hy oom, my comntry 5 ¢ Tekel ™ bright

18 writ on yonder cloud as once in light ;

My heart is faint, my eyes arve dim with tears,

Por, lovking down the vistu of the years,

1 see thy crown vemoved, thy spirit broke,

Thy sons the willing slaves of foreign yoke,

O treason foul ! the dastard words recall

My faith triwmphs o'er foars; such fate befall

shall N EVER: Righteous ten had Sodam saved ;

We millions have,—the few nlone depraved.

E'et now, [ see, cre breaks the threat'ning storm,

At toesiu sound, & noble pllanx form,

I2xpel these moral paupers from our shore,

Or force the rogucs turn holest men »hee more ;

Erase from honot's "scutcheon every stain ;

Oon judgment hall, on palace, hut, and fane,

In words of fluning eharacters, inscribe—

¢« Accursed be hie who gives or takes a bribe !

And ushser in onr uation’s ¢ o den age,”

(Isehold with pride its glory-gilded page)

When Canada, exalted bigh, shall stand

AMajestic, queen of nations ; in her hand

The two-edyed sword of justice ; at her feet

1ter vangnished foes, while {oes with fricnds compete

her praise to sing @ all things, in rich supplies,

hat make a peoplo ool and great, and wise,

She gives, thus linking hearts to her anew

Her sons are men ; her daunghters ool ;3 all troe

To God, their country, schves, and childven fair,

And when these last in turn the sceptre bear,

They still keep burning bright the former fires,

And prove righit worthy sons of nohlg sires !

For none shall dare with scllish principles

‘I'o stain the spotiess fame th' Tnvincibles

Then won ; their uitno perpetual fount shall be,

Whence every age shall nerve for victory ;

‘Though othsr Kingdoms rise hut to decay,

Our enmipire's glory ne'er shall fade away ;

Through storms that rage, through earthquake's shock,

't stilt' shiall stand—twas built wpan a rock,

O heirdom glorious!  Destiny sublime !

Acrise, my fellow-men, and ke it thine

By sueh like deeds ; there Is none other way

The iainful prize to win,  God speed the day !
Bellevillo, Ont.

BEnk.

MEMORIAL LITERATURE.
(By a Member of the Canidian Institnte.)
II, - P10NEER STORY.

L was travelling last week up the Northern
railvoad, and, getting out on an up-grade, I
walked on for some distauce with a rather an-
tiquatedspccien of humanityfrom Penetangui-
ghene. e came to Toronto, he said, to give
somne information as to the early records oft he
Simcoe district, but no one appointed him in
the Memorial Committee, and so he reticed in
disgust. We became warm friends as soon as
I informed him that I also had antiquarian
tastes, with a collection of curiositics at home,
that had hitherto miraculously escaped the
scavenger. Betaking owiselves to the next
station, we awaited the arrival of the train,
and in the interim he heguiled the time by
he following narrative : ]

Nine-and-forty years ago, he began, this
country was not what it is to-day. 1 here in-
formed him that the changes and other differ-
ences in the country would be assumed, and

that the story would probably have been ac-
ceptable to the Committee without going en-
tirely through the last forty years. He said
he wonld defar to my opinion, but not to that
of the Comittee,and, gulping down his resent-
ment, proceeded :

Hulf-a-century ago, the journey from Penc-
tanguishene to Toronto was no trifling task,
but onc could ride the whole way and not creep
along or walk as they do now. The changes
havo not all been for the better. However, it
is not with such things that we are concerned.
On a bright day in August, in the year 1534,
two young men wcre journeying south to ‘Lor-
onto.. You can judge of them by their names—
ouc a tall, athletic fellow, merry, brawny, and
determined, but withal a merry twinkle in his
sound eye. He was Hotspur McBean.  The
other was the clder, with a hat on him such as
the leader of the Opposition weats while his
enemy spenketh. By right he was named Jago
0'Kelly, bus it scldom went that far. Jake
was his, as often as not ; and comrade Mc¢Bean
was better known by the name of Hops. ‘I'heir
destination was a jordly mansion on the west
side of the Humber, and at a late hour in the
afternoon they came in sight of the town hall
at Parkdale, and debated whether or not they
would risk the rickety bridge over the tom-
pestuous waters of the Humber.

““There is a log cabin on the western limits of
the city,” said one to the other, ‘* perchance as
it is not yet scven o'clock on this Saturday,
that some rcfreshments may be had thervcin.
What say you comrade?”

“Tsay that you have forgotten the times
and places of muddy York,” rejuined Hops.
“Know that the seventeen minutes change of
time would, even now, have made us late, al-
beit the cabin you wot of had not been turned
into the house for incurables.”

¢ Enough, ” said thefirst speaker, and plung-
ing wildly across the intervening railvoad cross-
ings and pitfalls they hwrried west toward
their destination. The shades of night closed
in on our heroes—for they were both heroes—
as they neared the rickety bridge before refer.
red to. Snatzhes of conversaiion revealed the
fact that a fair occupant of the lordly mansion
had enslaved the heart of Hotspur, and that
while he longed to dwell on the delights of the
expected greeting, his companion hecame more
silent and occasionally scowled around him in
a way that territied the bears, deer, ground-
hogs and ‘wolves that followed in a deagly pro-
cession behind them.

““*Tis well for you to lead,” suid the latter.
¢ The path is not a safe one. Methinks the
street-cars no longer use the tramway. Ha!
the bridge.”

The bridge indeed !

With one skilful push, poor Hotspur with
half the railings of the bridge went down into
the still, glassy waters below—his treacherous
comrade meanwhile rctracing his steps to a

farm house to devise plans againat the fair oc-
cupant.
* » * W * * W .

*L fear that he will come not,” said the pres-
ident of Pure Milk Company to his charming

daughter lola, as they sipped their chocolatc |

in the mansion referred to. The fair maiden
said nothing, but continuned the last novel of
Zola and secured another of taffy-sticks while
her companion smoked his cigarette.

- * 3 % * - * * %

The remainder of the story can be disposed
of in paragraphs.

I forget now who sank into the glassy waters,
hut he reached the lovdly mansion some min-
utes before the villain, and was afterwards
sued for malicionsly injuring the bridge.

Wet and disgusted, hesearched thedairy farm,
and horrowing the clothes of the gatekeeper,
a;:laited the approach of his former com-
rade.

With one bound he clutched the approaching
form and, in the darkness of the might, hurled
him out into the lake.

He had mistaken the person, however, and
Tola’s bright-eyed boy of two years old, never
agnin beleld his. grandfather nor purchased a
cigarette for him to smoke of an evening on his
piazza.

The fate of Jago was never known, but a
horse-dealer in the neighborhood narrates a
story of two men going through the air into the
lake. He probably lied.

“I beg a thousand pardons for coming so
late.” ** My dear sir,” replied- the lady
graciously, *“ no pardons are needed. Youcan
never come too late.”

Some one asked a Marscllaise tenor why he
sang only in concerts, “ It is very simple,” he
veplied. ‘“‘One day I fell down stairs and
broke my voice, and this is why I only sing in
pieces,”

Could anything be neater than the old dar-
key’s reply to a beautiful younglady whom he
offered to lift over the gutter, and who insisted
she was too heavy ? *¢ Lor’, missus,” said he,
*¢ I'se used to lifting barrels of sugar,”

“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Parvenn, talkingabout
music at Mrs. Suddenriches’ reception, *‘I
just dote on them sympathy concerts, and my

usband insists on our prescribing for the
whole series. Ain’t them Heethoven rapsodies
real clegant ! ”

Uncle Lather is an intensely practical man.
When he read in the newspaper the report of
a murdercase, in which it was said that *¢ life's
thread was severed by a razor,” Uncle Lather
exclaimed, ¢“ Didn’t the blamed fool know that
'ud spile a razor ?”

Washington Irving once said to a lady—
‘“ Don’t be anxious about the education of your
daughters ; they will do very well ; don’t teach
them so many things ; teach them one thing.”
“What is that, Mr. Irving?” she asked.
“Teach them,” he said, *‘‘to be easily
ploased.”

A visitor in the country, seeing a very old
peasant woman dozing at her cottage door,
asks a little boy of six or seven, who happens to
be playing near by, how old sheis. ‘1 can't
say, sir,” replies the child politely, ‘¢ but she
must be very old. She has been here ever
since Lcan remember.”

The Scotch joke is usually dry ; in one case
it was wet. An Aberdeen wih had a large,
handsome gold-edged card placed high up on
his door ; in the centre of the card something
was written in very small characters, The
object naturally attracted the attention of the
curious, and the near-sighted had to get very
close up to it. Afterwards they found the
value of the advice it contained, which was
*“ Boware of the paint.”

Among a personally conducted tourist-party
of French and Italians stopping for the night
at a Swiss hotel, one sat apart and apparently
in grief. A lady, wishing if possible to relieve
his sufferings, seized an opportunity which oc-
curred to probe his wound. ¢ Ah, madam,” he
oxclaimed, “1 am iniserable, miscrable. be-
cause I am poor! Iam on my wedding tour
and alone, because I was too poor to bring my
bride with me.” :

Rev. J. G. Calder, Baptist minister, Petro-
lia, says :—*‘ I know many persons who have
worn Notman’s Pads with the most gratifying
vesults. I would say to all suffering from
bilions complaints or dyspepsia; Buy a pad,
gut it on and wear it, and you will enjoy great

enefits.” Hundreds of others bear similar
testimony, Send to 120 King St. Last for a
pad or treatise.
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THE DO-
MINION CHURCHMAN.

HOW HE ASTONISUELD TIHE EDITOR—HE TELSS
HIM TRAT I(&'S GLAD IIE CONVERTED UIM.

¢¢ Hello there! hello, I say,” exclaimed the
editor, as the bad boy came tumbling with
unnecessary noise and clatter into thesanctum,
¢ Guess you're excited this morning ?”

¢« Betcher life Iam,” said the bad boy, as
he flouvished the last copy of the Dominion
Churclanan in the air, ¢ betcher life 1 am.”

¢ What's up now,” said the editor, with a
beaming countenance, as he saw that the bad
boy had taken to religious literature, *‘glad to
sec you have a copy of our paper,—hope it
will do you good.”

¢ You bet. Lot’sof good. There wasn’tno
encouragement to a boy to be good before, the
religious papers were adl so down on him. You
see s few weoks ago pa came hum awful wmad,
as if he'd shasayed hisself round the corner on
an orange peel, and whisked out one of your
papers, Jan. 17th it was, ¢See here 'sez he,
‘ye young scoundrel, what disgrace ye're
bringing on me,’ and he reads : Poison in the
Press.—A contemporary draws wtlention to the
abomineble literature being tssued for the wmnvse-
ment of boys. In the town where one paper s
issied, in which a series of most valgar qrticles
heve appeared, describing the adeentures of «
 bad boy,” there has beea « terrible outbreak of
suvenile erime of the *“badboy ” type, which
may bring some of these youths to the penilon-
ticry. At anather place, close by, no less than
seven incendiary fives have beew traced to boys
who have started on o carcer of erime e finile-
tion of these populur bad boy storics.

“My eye! Pa was mad, you bet, and gave me
an introduction to the hard side of a bed slat,
but I’m durned glad to see you've let up on me
in the last one,” and the bad boy whirled the
paper over his head with a war whoop, and
tumbled against the coal stove.

¢ Look out ! ” said the editor.

. Betcher life ” said the bad boy, * don’t
want to get burned too soon now, since you've
got me respectable and funny like in your
paper. But that was rough when you callc(’];
me vulgar. Glad you’ve comercund, though.
©«Well, well—1 wmust explain,” faltered
the editor. .

“There ain’t no call to apologize,” said the
bad boy, with another war whoop, *“‘glad to be
inyour ‘Ohildven’s Department,’ it'}l make
it livelier than it ever wasbefore, and 'll ploase
pi to sec me in sech good company.- Betcher
life that was good about Petley's, though he
was'nt there neither, I don’t have to go to Pet-
ley’s, to pet clocs when there’s so many in-
cendiavy fires about, how many did ye say-
seven? It just tickled pa to dcath to see me
in the ¢ Children’s Department ’ of a religious
paper, all among the good stories, after what
ye said about mo before. He jest smilod right

down to his liver pad, and promised ma a new
dress and a ticket to the opera.”
““But,” said theeditor, *“my good boy—0?"
“ Now don’t apologize,” said the bad boy,
‘¢ glad I'veconverted ye. Betcher lifc there’s
some encouragement for a boy,” and ho went
out and hung up a sign in front of the office;:—

““Dominion Churchman and Peck’s Bad
Boy General Advertiser.”

A TERRIBLE WARNING.

THE AWFUIL EFFECT THAT MATRIMONY JIAD
ON A YOUNG MAN.

Cuar. 1.

Merrily, merrily pealed the wedding bells
on the morning when Casabianca Galoot and
Maria Poodlepug were made one, All who saw
the happy pairon that joyous day prophesicd
a life of unalloyed bliss for the young couple,
for Casabianca, though not wealthy, possessed
talents far above the ordinary run of young
men, and these promised to raise him to the
highest pinnacle of litevary fame; for literature
was Galoot’s strong holl and, young though he
was, he had already written several articles
for Grir, which, owing to a scarcity of copy
just about the time they had been handed in,
had been accepted and published. Nor were
comic and light writing Casabianca’s sole forte:
he had written scientific essays which had
been read before assemblages of grave men
with high foreheads, bald heads and spectacles,
and a generally musty appearance, and which
had Leen highly commended by these savants.
His articles on * The Diversity of Bad Smells
along the Banks of the Don,” and ** Pumpkin
Pic as a Deterrent of Crime,”” had created a very
favorable impression, and it was rumounred that
the editorial chair of ¢ Victor B. Hall's Out-
cry " might soon be filled by the talented young
man, and a brilliant caveer was prophesied for
him. One thing alone tended to mar his pros-
pects, and that was his sensitive, nervous tem-
perament which was so powerfully affected by
the most trivial incidents. The sight of a
bleeding pig’s foot in a cook-shop window had
been known to throw him olf his base for a
whole week, and he had been prostrated on a
bed of sickness by sitting down suddenly on a
bent pin. These little things will show the
reader that the young man ought never to
have entered the married statc, in which he was
so liable to be shocked by unlooked-for in-
cidents such as the sight of his wife's foot un-
covered by a boot ; the apparition of Maria’s
beautiful wavy tresses hanging froma hook on
the wall, or of her lovely pearly tecth at the
bottom of a tumbler of water.

However, he was married, and for six wecks
dwelt in a state of unalloyed bliss which he
thought would never end.

Cnar. II.

¢ Lend me a couple of dollars, Maria ?” he
asked his six weeks’ bride one morning.

¢ Cert,, Cas ; go up into my room and you’ll
find iny porte-monnaie in the pocket of my
blue silk dress in the wardrobe ; bring it hero,
that's a good fellow.,”

Tull of the miost unfaltering confidence in
his lovely bride, Casabianca ascended the
staircase und sought the garmont mentioned.
He found it. _

An hour clapsed and still Maria sat awaiting
the return of her husband. She noticed not
the Aight of time, for her thoughts were happy
ones, but when another sixty minutes had
melted into the past she began to grow uneasy
and to wonder what detained Casabianca, She
was on the point of rising to goin search of
him when a succession of shrill, piercing
screams rang through the house ; screams so
terrible and blood-curdling that Maria’s spinal

column fclt like one long, vertebrated icicle.
With faltering steps she flew up the stairs in
the direction whence the yells proceeded. She
dashed inte her bed-room and her heart fell
like a lump of dough when she saw what was
there, Near the wardrobe stood her darling
husband holding the blue silk dress at arm’s
length in his hand ; his eyes seemed to be
starting from their socketsin hoyror, and a
wild glare in them showed that reason had de-
serted her throne and that Casabianca Galoot
was a raving maniac. Yeli after yell, shriek
after shriek, burst from the foaming, livid lips,
and as Maria dashed towards him, Casabianea
fell to the floor a hopeless, gibbering lunatic.

For two hours he had searched for the
pocket in Maria’s dress: he could feel the
porte-monnaic inside, but where the opening
might be was a mystery that had proved too
much for the poor fellow’s highly-wrought
nervous system.

Let other young men of similar tempera-
ments take warning by the awful fate of Casa-
bianca Galoot.

TEDDY O'TOOLE'S ADDRESS TO ¢ HARD
TIMES.”

His aecidental mecting with his old mate, Tim Carty,
and their conversation.

BY T. MCTUFF.

Arrah ! phat brings ye back here ye ugly ould villin,

Mc¢ moind wid the direst forcbodins a fillin’;

Shure 1 thought whin the last toime from here ye wer
banished,

Yer writched ould shadow fur iver had vanished,

An’ that wid good piluts controllin’ the helu

Uv our good ship uv State, nivir more in this realm

We'd be enrsed wid yer prisence, and workin® min would

1iv employmint in plinty, wid cash to the good,

Thus givin' thim some uv Jife’s dainties a share,

Much Joike ** Miss McFlimsy wid nothin® to weur,”

Besides now an’ thina wee drap uv the ** craiture ™

Po brighten our lives aw’ enliven our najture,

Thus makin®' the rough road we thravel more plising,

“Chan it has bin in bygones or is now at prising ;

Whin yer sintence was passed, sure I've Tilley for proof,

IFor ten years ye¢ ue'er in this land would set hoof ;

Yet here ye are back whin scaree four hev gone bye,

Our rulers and jurists wloike to defy,

A ye've tw'en up yer quarters in city wnd town,

Determinad to stay there whoever may frown

An’ though some mane journals may give it denial

Yer presence scts all their pretexts at defind.

Vet thinkin® perbaps that I might be mistaken,
An’ that meself only, by tuck was forsaken,
To-day—as (ur weeks past—in travetlin® the strect
Wid me hands in me pockets, Thappened to meet
Me auld mate, Tim Carty, 8 2ood decent had i—
Says 1 to meseld, Ted, yer in luck now hedad !

Fur 1 knew that to Jabor he ne’er was anwillin’®
Nor his puckets ¢'er ¥it kuew the lack uva shillin’;
Even when ould MeKenzie was handlin® the Ship,
He ne'er had occasion to hang down his lip,

For bein’ astout boy, trim, trusty, an’ nate,

Chuck full of wnbition, stronyg nerve, un’ consute,
But few boys could bate him Grom ont the Ould sSed
pick axe, a shovel, or hod,

An’ his services always were in good demand

I€ there was ere a tap to be done in the land.

Good mornin’, friend Tim, shure 't glad ye U've wet,
#or me stomnch wid trouble ia sorely beset :

I've travelled o month now a lookin’ for work, —

An’ ye know my dear Thn that 1 ne'er was a shirk ¢
Bot willin® at all times to do what I conld

To furnish me daviints wid raiment an’ food @

Whilst Biddy, God bless her, is doin’ her best—

Yet wid all our endeavors we're greatly distressed ;
An® 1 thought me dear hoy, whin I met ye to-day,
That y¢ might have a dollar or two laid away,

Which r¢ would for & short time be willin® to lend

To wid an’ assist yor ould comrade an’ friend.

The look which he gave me I'll never forget,

As wid eyes flashin’ five, an’ wid tecth finuly set

afs rolied out & very onchristion oath—

But to publish it here I wonld be very loath

Suffice it to say, "twas our Rulers he cursed,

An’ hé hoped ev'ry mother's son uv them would barst.
For whilst they are livin’ in best av good cheer

Wid their cocktuils an’ punch an’ eight thousand a year
An' boastin® their millions of surplus galore,

We poor min can scaroc keep the wolf from the daor.
That the stories they told us uv forthcoming wealth,
Wer nothing but clap teaps to elevate self,

A’ meant hut their poor silly dupes to deceive,
Whilst we poor gossons cach word did belicve,
Supportin® them in their pretentions wwico over
Rxpectin’ thereafter to revel in clover,—

An’ yet found the goose laid the golden ege

To plenish our Iarder, an’ fill up our keg.
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THE OPPOSITIONS’” ADMIRABLE CREIGHTON;
OR, THE ANNUAL CASTIGATION OF THE PROVINCIAL FINANCIERS.

GRIP'S CLIPS.

All paragraphs under this head are clipped
from our exchanges; and where eredit is not
Jiven, it is omitled because the parentage of the
stem i3 not known.

In the sBriug the trees will start a branch
business. Do you twig?

Boston may be the * Hub of the Universe,”
but you will see by looking at a railroad map
that the spokes arc all off one side.— Hoosier,

‘‘ Papa,” said a lad the other night, after at-
tentively studying for some minutes an en-
graving of a human skeleton, ¢ how did this
man manage to keep in his dinner ?”

A bill to prohibit the sale of liguor within
four miles of the Californian University is
called by a San Francisco paper ‘“An Act to
Promote Pedestriauisin amonyg the Students,”

A Frenchman said to an lBoglishman--** Tare
is von vord in your language I do not compre-
hend, and all ze time I hear it. Tattletoo,
Tattletoo! vat you means by tattletoo?” The
Englishman insisted that nosuch word existed
in English. While he was saying so, his ser-
vant came up to put cosls on the fire, when he
said~—¢¢ There, John, that'll do.” The French-
man jumped up, exclaiming—* Tare, tattletoo -
{ouﬁxy him yourself, sare ; vat means tattle-
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Manufacturers of WOOD PACKING BO
of every Description,
gar All Work Guaranteed. &

QUEEN CIT

Y 3

Manufacturers and Dealers in

« PEERLESS »

andother MACHINE QILS. American and Canadia
Burning Oils a specialty. Get our quotations.
SAMUEL ROGERS, Manager
3o FRONT STREET EAST.

Pioneer Packing Case Factory!

A pretty sharp young fellow visited a hand-
me-down store on Main-street and dickered
for an overcoat. *‘‘ Have yon one for $3 ?” he
asked the proprietor.

“T haf de fine goat for—"

¢ Tecll mc yes or no, have you a coat for $S?"’
" ““1 dells you dat I have de fine goat for

312"

¢ Coufound you, can't you answer a straight
question in a straight manner. Have you an
overcoat for 8827

¢ Mein frend, you vas too fast. I cannot
answer dat way. I haf the overgoat for $12,
but if you no take him for $12, I gif him you
for $10 und den for $8.”

There was no deal.— Winuipeg Siftings.

When a lawyer tells you he will charge you
2 nominal fec, of conurse you will not be sur-
prised at a nominal (phenominal) bill.—~C%i-
cayo Sun.

A girl aged 14 has been arrested for gratify-
ing on inordinate propensity to kindle fires,
She ought to make a good wife, if she got up
early enough.—7ruth.

The landlord of a French hotel once an-
nounced that his country intended to avenge
Waterloo. “ That you do every day in your
bills,” said a facetious Englishman.

PREVENTION BETTER THAN CURE.

Doctor.—This might have been avoided if you had
seen that your bedding was properly cleancd. More dis-
eases arise from impure bedding than from anything clse.
Send it atonce to

N. P. CHANEY & CO,

230 King St. Eaat, - - Teronto.

EVOLUTION.

What is a dude, my pretty maid ?

Fve questioned the air and thus it said :

“ A dude is 2 weuk and anomelous thing

With very thin legs that it gaily doth swing

As it ambles along in n Newmarket cout,

With a seven-inch enllar caressing its throat.

1t stands on the corner attempting to mash

The girls as it pulla at a feeble mustache.

Itsays ‘Aw, now, wealy,” and ‘Chummy, [ say,’
Aud it tries to be English in every way.

1t smokes cigarcttes and it wears pointed shocs,
And it culls on the ‘barkeep’ for ‘lemonade stews.”
And—where did it come from? oh, questioner mine,
It just evoluted, my dear, from w swine.”

¢t Are Jones and Brown on speaking terms
yet?” asked one citizen of another a few days
ago. “‘1 guess they are?” said the other; I
heard them call each other liars this morning.”
—Newman Independent.

CATARRH.—A new treatment, whereby a
Permanent cure of the worst case is effected
in from one to three applications. Treatisc
sent free on reccipt of stamp. A. H. DixoN
& SoN, 305 King-street west, Toronto, Canads.
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- CENTLEMEN,
It you really want Fine Ordered Clothing, try

CHEESEWORTH, ‘““THE” TAILOR,
102 | KING : STREET : WEST. | 102

A. W. SPAULDING,
DENTIST,

1 KingStreet East
Neathy Bt ety Sc)} veee seeees TORONTO,

ses the utmost care to avoid all unuecessary pain, and
to render tedious operations as brief and pleasant as
possible.  All work registered and warranted,
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The International Throat
and Lung Institute and
Office of

SPIROMETE

invented
by

Dr. K. SODVEELLE;

Ex-Aide Surgeon of French Army,

173 %:hm'ch Street, Toronto,

13 Phillip’s Square, Montreal



