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OR, SOUNDING THE PRAISES OF CANADA,
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STAN DAD TYPE-WRITER.

No Bacrister, 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.

JOHNSTON’S
FLUID
'BEEF.

IT STANDS A'T THE HEAD,

THE DOMESTIC
SEWING MACHINE

A. W, BRAIN, Sole Agent.
Also Repairer of al) kinds of Sewing Machines. Needles,
Parts and Attachments for Sale.

98 Yongo St TORONTO.

1sT GenT—What find 1 hero B
Fair Portia‘s counterfeit? What Demi-God
Hath come sa near creation 1

2ND GENT—It must have been BRUCE, as he alone can
50 beautifully counterfeit nature,
Stupio—r118 King Strect West.

| 4177 QUEEN STREET WEST, TORONTO. ONT,

OIL-FINISH CLOTH SHADES.

Manufacturers of and dealers in Plain and Decorated

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

TORONTO WINDOW SHADE GO ¢
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Editor.

J. W. Bancovei

The grasest Beast is the Ass; the gravest Bird it the 0wl
The gravest Pigh it the Oyster ; the gravest Man is the Yool,

MARK OUR OFFER!

To any Present subscriber who sends us
new nane with the money ($2.00) we will
0 send, post-paid, a handsomely bound copy

of * Mrs Clarke's Cookery Book,” retail
price, $t.00, or .

A cash disconnt oi so cents, deducible
from the $z.00 when forwarded.

To any Present subscriber who sends us

new pames, with the money ($6,00)
we will send a copy of *Mys. Clarke's
Cookery Book ™ IN ADDITION TO a
cash discount of $1.50, deducible as

above.
To any Present subscriber who sends us

new names with the money ($10.00), we
will send cither ¢ “The Boy's Owa Annual,
or “‘fhe Girls Own Annual,” (vetail price

$z2.235 each), in addition to a cash discount
of $2.30, deducible as above.

Every present subseriber can sccure us one
New Name! Please ey,

Tartoon Tomments,

Leanixe Carroox.—It is happily not often
Grivs duty to step aside from the path of
mirth to join in the general lamentations over
such catastrophies as that of last Wednesday
morning. And yet, although his hand is not
trained in the art which can fittingly mark
such an event, he feels that some memorial
¢hould be made in his pages of a grief that has
touched the great heart of the people. His
picture, however fecble, may tell how, as the
sun of @ new year dawned upon the world, it
witnessed a terrilie railway accident, by which
more than a score of hardy toilers were sud-
denly ushered into eternity, and how instantly
Sympathy sought to clasp the widow and the
fatherless in her divine embrace.

Fikst Pace.~Our noble friend the Marquis
of Lorue is making himsclf generally useful in
the old land. Ever since his return he has
heen going hither and thither—not, to be sure,
in the ostentatious manuer of our picture, but
in a highly effective way, nevertheless--sound.
ing the praises of Canadaas a field for emi-
gration, The addresses he has delivered can-
not fail, at all events, to make owr Dominion
hetter known amongst people who require a
phenomenal amount of information on the sub-
jeet; and if they have the further effect of de-
ciding a good many of Lord Lorne’s sturdy
countrymen to come out and take up land as
actual settlers, they will all the more deserve

our commendation. We only trust that those
who do come out for the purpose may find it
possible to secnre homes in the great North-
Woest, and to this end we would rejoice to see
further amendments made in the Government
regulations in the dircction of encouraging sct-
tlers. Go ahead, most [noble Lorne, but be
very careful that you do not, by word or loak,
give any endorsation to the “ wild and guilty
fantasy ” that Canada is at present a paradise
for working men, or for superannuated in-
mates of old-country poor-houses.

Escirrit PAGE.—Griv is not in the habit of
boasting any vast proficiency as a constitu-
tional lawyer, but he sometimes givesan opin-
ion for what it is worth—never charging more
than 5 cents per copy. Touching the matter
of Hodge versus the Queen, he is inclined to
think that the Privy Council’s decision leaves
Sir John and his little McCarthy Bill homeless
and unprovided for, while it seems to ensure
Mowat and his little Crooks bantling a nice
home for the winter.

ANOTHER SUBSCRIBER PLEASED.
THAMESVILLE, Jan. 2,
To the Manager, Grrr Office.

Dear Sir,—The book,““Girl’'s Own Annual ”
to bhand, in good order, and is much more
bLeautiful than I expected, and, to use the
words of the lady who received it, ““It is a
lovely hook.” Stress of business and ubsenco
from home are reasons for not acknowledging
sooner, Wishing GrIr every sucecss,

I am, yours,
J, MeW.

" »—See premium offers on this page.

GRIP'S HUMBER RELIELF FUND.

J. M., 25¢.; W, AL G, 25¢. 3 M. E., 50c.;
AW, 2%¢., K 8., 350c ;B K., 30 ; A. Y,
25¢.; 8. MeJ., 26¢c.; R. W, 23¢.; F, B,
25¢. ; R. L., 25¢c, ;J. L., 25¢. 3 J. M., 2ie.

1 hope there is some well understood plan of
distributing the funds raised in so many
guarters for the benefit of the sufferers by the
Humber accident, If possible, it would be
well to hand all the money over to some
central comnnittee, the members of which
could make it their business to cnquirc into
the circumstances of the various families and
apportion the amounts accordingly.

Detroit Chafl objects to the expression ‘‘fit
as a rat,” just coined by the Prince of Wales,
as far from clegant. The British throne being
thus scofled at, I hasten to the rescue. Chaf,
my boy, cool yourself. I1. R. . did not mnean
that as a synonym for ‘good condition ;”
you have entively misapprehended him. It
happened this way. H. R. H. was telling the
Ear] of Mount Ararat about a dog fight, and
in describing the valor of his favourite canine
he declared that on the occasion “the little
beggar fit as & rat 1’ I trust Chaf” will not
hesitate to apologize now.

The Canadian Hlustrated News has gone
under at last. Canada heaves a sigh of relief.
IFrom its heading—adorned with banks of
snow and other things suggestive of the arctic
regions—through to its last page it was, gen-
erally speaking, a libel on the country.
Neither in letter-press nor illustrations was it
in any way representative of life in Canada out-
side of Montreal, and in cvery respect it was
flat, stale and unprofitable, the last especially
to its proprictors. The failure of the News is

! gratifying, as a proof thut the people of this

country will not support a paper that is un.
worthy of patronage,.

A friend in the old country sends mea cop
of u jowrnal recently stavted in London. Wit
the originality which a casual sight of Canu-
da’s Cartoon papey, can inspire in the British
miund, the projector of the paper in question
has christened it ¢“ Gvip.” The proprietors of
the original and only greatest ¢ Grir” on
earth would no doubt put a stopper on this
Cockney chap if it were not for the anti.Can-
adian copyright law, which enacts that regis-
tration in Canada does not protect your right
in England, though the same formality in
England exteuds to all the colonics. It's a
quecr state of things ; but let us console our-
selves that English publishers ave content to
have Canadians do their thinking for them, in
the matter of journalistic names at least,

Gilbert and Sullivan are to the fore with
their regular annual Comic Opera, The new
picce is called ¢ The Princess Ida "—a playful
variation on Tennysouw’s Princess. It is doubt-
ful if their lust production will ever rival its
predecessors, as the librettist has departed to
some extent from his native clement of satire
ou contemporary institutions, and the plot be-
ing a borrowed one, leaves no scope for the
oxereise of his unequalled ingenunity. If Sir
Avthur Sullivan is in his old vein, however,
the music will ensure the picee a fair measure
of success.  Speaking of Gilbert and Sullivan,
I may mention that the opcratic melange,
Bunthorne alroad, or the Lass that Loved a
Pirate, is at present under consideration at one
o the Philadelphia opcra houses.

I note with pleasure the presentation of
silver plate and an illwminated address to Mr.
Murray, by the employees of Mr. C. B. Robin-
son’s printing office, on the occasion of his re-
tiring from the foremanship of that establish.
ment.  Mr. Marray is well kuewn as a strict
discipiinarien, and the fact of his popularity
notwithstauding this shows that workmen ap-
preciate a foreman who does his duty without
fear or favor. Mr. Robinson gracefully sup-
plemented the printers’ testimonial with a
liberal cheque. Your company, Mr. Grip, is
to be congratulated on having secured the
services of Mr. Murray as foreman of the

rinting departiment. He is not a Scotehman
or nothing, I can tell you, The address ahove
referred to I have examined with great in-
terest. It is a very elaborate picce of work and
would do credit to any embosser in the city.
But yon will be surprised when I tell you that
t is the work of an amateur, acompositor in
the office, who is only knownoutside for his
taste in fine type work.

A little hoy asked his mother to talk to him
and say somcthing funny. ‘“ How can I?”
she asked, ““Don’t you sce I am busy baking
these pies 7™ ¢ Well, you might say,” an-
sweved young hopeful. *‘‘Charlie won't you
have a pic?’ That would be funny for you.”

‘“Let no man enter into business while he
is ignorant of the manner of regulating books,
Never let him imagine that any degree of
natural ability will ‘supply the deficiency or
preserve multiplicity of affaivs from inextric.
able confusion.’ --Day’s Business College, 96
King St. W., Toronto. . :
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A PERFECT «“ CURE ™!

The above sketch looks exceedin%ly harm.

less. You would searccly think to look at it
that in the words of so calin a journal as the
Montrcal Witness, it means simply Leevolution !
Yet such is the case. And if you have any
right idea of the British Constitution you will
agree in this startling opinion, when we ex-
lain that the picture represents a veritable
act, to wit, that a certain ecure of a Qucbee
parish has asked —and probably reccived—
permission from his bishop to apply to the
Local Goyernment for funds to clear off the debt
on his Clurch. The QuebecGovernment ismade
up of men so pious that no doubt they would
unhesitatingly meet this demand out of the
public funds and think they were doing God
service, but happily (in this instance) the ex-
chequer of the Province is so very low that
this scandalous transaction is out of the gues-
tiou. Ontario people will laugh at this inno-
cent clergiman and his *‘ new method of pay-
ing old debts,” but let us ask what is the cs-
sential difference between this and the demand
made by Denominational Colleges for public
mouey in our own enlightened Province?

PLEASE X,.

The arrival of a bundle of exchanges from
the Post Office is a pleasing episode which
hapPens once or twice a day., But every
weelt has ita red-letter-day, when our comic
contemporaries come to see us,

Here is Puck,  Great paper this, fine pay-
ing property ; suits the Yaonkee public “ right
down to the ground.” Weppler, who is “‘artis-
tic director,” has just built himself a little
home that cost $150,000. He seems to get
more than $10 a week salary. But why don’s
you draw more picturcs yourself, Joseph?
Why don't you give Gillam and Opper and
Gruetz, and the other fellows a holiday oncc
in a while, and sling your own quill ofiener?
Puck is good pictorially, but awfully weak in
the letter-press departiment, oxeopt when
Bunner and Vallentine do themselves justice.

Here we bave another New York comic—
Life. Beautifully }n‘intcd, a perfect little
dude for elegance, but a dude whose brains
outweigh his clothes. Both pictures and letter-
press of the first order. 'he success of this
journal is a vindication of the Yankce public
from the charge of bad taste and coarscncss.

The Hatchet comes from Washington. But
goodness, gracious ! Mr. Boddy, what do yon
mean by spreading yoursclf in such a style?
Eight broad-sheet pages, with matter cnough
to scare the average reader to dcath. Takea

friend’s advice, dear sir, and change your
form to the Puck size ; ov give it another fold,
and put a covor on and call it a weekly
mu,lgnzine.

This is the Chicl, a journal of Scotch wit,
from Glasgow. Very neat little paper, but
Mr. Blyth, sec here : Why do you fill so many
of your pages with fashion notes and local
paragraphs, and theatre notices, and musical
memoranda ?  That is not the stuff for o
comic paper. And why don't you get Mr.
Dounelly to do some good political cartoons
instead  of those everlasting pantomime
sketches ?  Scotland’s national paper ought to
be unware that some of Scotland lies outside of
the “second city.”

The Bailic comes from Glasea, too, but it
has nae picturc ava. Tho editor divides his
attention between the kirk and tho licensed
victunllers, though every wcek he gives a
litho portrait and sketch under the head of
‘“men you know.” The last one we saw was
awoman. The Builic nceds a couple of artists
on its stafl to be a really interesting journal.

POEMS FTROM THE BIG SWAMD.
No. 1.—HOW SID GOT RELIGION,

nyY THE KIAN.

Yas, he’s che best exhorter round,
You're right when you said that thare,
He preaches a sermon oncommon slick,
An’ yanks a most beyootsful prayer.
He'll tackle a text remarkable soon,
An’ rustle, an’ shout, an‘ sweat ;
His sermons allus hez trimmins on,
An’ cardinal tassels, yoe bet!

Rut he got religion oncommonly queer,
An’ anly lately 'twas done ;

Ver Sid waz onst a terrible mman,
A reg’lar son uv a gun.

By wosh, it was a regular fright
When Sid went off on a tear ;

He'd fight his weight in wolverines,
An’ rip, an’ skip an’ swear.

But a big revival wuz started here
By « lauky coon namned Pine ;

The way he raked the sinners in
Wuz most oncommon fine.

‘I'he penitent bench wugz allers full,
Till the pulpit place wuz hid,

He never stopped till he gathered all
‘I'he sinners round, but Sid.

When Sid found out they wanted him
He weat right off ou a howl,

An' kem to church one ramy night
¥.z drunk ¢z a Dutchman’s owl,

He wanted gore an’ wuz full uv fight,
So full you'c think he'd spilc,

So he whooped a terrible yeil at the door,
Aw' hoofed a jig in the aisle,

‘I'he preachor tried to soother him down,
aclout in the eye;
kind uv mournful prayer,
An' heaved a sorrowful sigh.
Sez he, * The sperit moveth me
‘I'o thump this wand’ring sheep,”
An’ he hit poor Sid a terrible lick,
An’ knocked him all uv a heap.

He kicked him over a hench or two,
An’ over the stove, I swear,

A singin’ away in mournful tones,
“ The bootiful gate's ajar.”

He banged him over agin the wall,
An’ there he says, sez he :

“ Sioner, oh why so reckless grown,
Dost know Salvation’s free””

He bunged his eyes, e broke his*nose,
He stove a rib er two,

An’ never stopped Gl Sidney’s hide
Wuz mon\e(rl-)l:\ck an' blue,

He beked him well an’ then—he cried,
But wiped his tears away,

An’ kpeeling down he solemn said—
** My prethering, let us pray !”

An’ Sid got up an’ jined right in,
Althe' he could'nt see ;

An’ yelled fer all that he wuz worth—
“’'m glad Salvation’s free !™

AN’ ever since he's kep the faith,
It isn't any whim ; A

A better preacher does not live
In fifty miles than him.

AN ANECDOTE,

Onc day Col. Dennison, P.M., met a law
student on his way to Osgoode Hall. The
student looked very pale, and the kindly Col-
onel observed this. ““ You are studyiug too
hard, my young friend, Lam afraid,” said he,
in o sympathetic tone. **Not toohard, T hope,”
said the youth, ¢ but I certainly am applying
myself very closely. I have a high ambition.
I mean to be your successor on the Police
Court Bench, Colonel.” ‘¢ Indeed 1” said the
Colonel. ¢ Yes, sir,” replied the student,
““and hence I am devoting myself to the study
of Criminal Law with a view—" * Hold !
said the Colonel, interrupting him, ‘‘ cease
your fatal work, Drop your law, and turn
your attention to your budy instead of your
mind.” **What do you mcan, sir " asked the
youth in perplexity. ¢ Imcan thatif you iu-
tend to occupy that Bench and survive you
must so train your olfactory nerves that they
can successfully resist the worst smells that
mortul man ever soiffed 1”

And then the Colonel passed on.

THE DEJECTED MAID.

MID the crowd there walked a maid
Whose eyes were filled with tears,

Her steps were hurried and afruid,
She coukl not calm her fears,

Her crimson cheek did paie in hue,
Her henrt wats charged with woc ©

Alas ! alas ! what should she do,
Wherever should shc go?

It was not unrcquited love
That made this damse! sid

And trembling, as a frightened dove-
That almost drove her mad.

‘Twas not that Fred had proved unkind,
‘I'hat weighed upon her breast,

Nor had she caten Cheshire rin,
‘T'hat never would digest.

She hurricd on admidst the dust
And crowd all in a hustle ;
To tell you now [ s'pose I must,
She'd lost—she'd Jost Jier buseic
h

THE DIFFERENCE IN MOVES.

“ That was right nice in Harry Archer’s
landlord presenting him on Christmas with
a receipt for two months’ rent.”

“Isthat so? 1llow did Hary feel over it #"

*‘He could scarcely return thanks in words;
he was almost moved to tears through grati-
tude.”

¢« A neighbor of mine was much more moved
than that by his landlord.”

“Indeed ! llow was that?"

“He was moved out of his house.”-~Hen-
tucky State Journal.

THE HEIR APPARENT.
* Your father is entirely bald now, isn’t he?”
said a man to the son of a millionaire.
“Yes,” replied the youth sadly, *I'm the
only heir that he has left.”
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PreMIER Norquat.—Please don’t hurt me, sir ; I'm only the care-taker : I can't do
anything for yon—you’ll have to sce the Boss !

WHAT’S UPPERMOST COMES OUT.

The following State paper is said to have
been fished out of Premier Norquay’s waste
paper basket, It was probably written on
New Year's Day, when the great man was
full of the previous night's business at the
Opera House, and had sat down to write the
formal proclamation, calling the local house
together.

(LS.

Jamges C. AIKENS.

CaNADA,
PRrRoOVINCE oF MaANITOBA,

VicToria, Etc., Etc., QUEEN, Defender of
Lotteries, Ete., Etc.

PROCLAMATION.

To ouR FAITHFUL, the fellows who got prizes
in Scoone’s Wheel of Fortune, and to every
one of you—GREETING,

Jim MILLER, [ WHEREAS we had a big
Attorney-General. | time last night in defiance
of the law of the Province, and of the opinion
of so-called decent citizens. We do will that
you and each of you, and all others in this
behalf interested, at your earliest convenience,
at DaN RoGERs' SaLooN, IN onr CiTY OF
WINNIPEG, personally be and appear for the
SETTING UP OF DRINKS, to treat, langh, smoke,
and have a gecoeral jamboree on the head of
the lottery. HEREIN raAIL NOT.

IN TESTIMONY WHEREOF, we have caused, &c.

THE CAVILLING CAD.

‘“ NOT LIKE WOT WE GET AT 'OME, YE KNow.”

‘There are some men who always grumble,
And never, never take a tumble
Unto themselves §
They growl and grumble when the sky is murky,
‘I'hey scorn the goose, anathematize the turkey
Upen our shelves,

The beef is tough, and tasteless is our mutton,
. As are our chickens ;
Our ’ani and bacon are not worth a button—
Now, what the Dickens
Brings out this growler to this bloomin® covntry,
'here things don’t snit him ?
‘The wretch finds fault with such aflront'ry
. I'd like to shoot him !
‘I'he airs these cads put on near drive me frantic,
Why, sufferin’ Caesar } X
They lived, before they crossed the broad Atlantic,
On bread and cheese, siv!
This growler may be seen now almost daily
At L.O. wicket;
Of course by each successive mail he
Expects a ticket,
(A red one to ca!l for that large remittance
\Vhich never comes),
I wish the cad would just *‘get up nnd get” hence
With all his chums—
For I must say, ot all our importations
‘Therc none 50 vile is
As cnd (upon my word I'm out of patience)
From British Isle js ! ;

Wife (to husband who has fallen into bad
ways): ‘“ John Henry, how could you do such
a thing? Every one at the party saw that
you were not quite right ; every one noticed
that you were intoxicated !” Husbaod :—
““ That's all right. IfI'd been all right and
not 't all ’toxicated, they’d have noticed that
too—jus’ same thing, m'dear t”

AN AID TO MEMORY.

‘Wherveas, it is often useful to have the
names of the aldermen at your finger ends ;
gnd whereas memory is greatly aided when
information is put in the form of rhyme, there-
fore Grip grinds out the following for the
benefit of the ratepayers of Toronto :

The ballots in §¢t. Audrew'’s Ward for '84 did go
Tor Farley and for Mitchell and also for Dafoe.

St. David’s Ward, where things were once at
sixes and at sevens,

Returas the same old Allan and Adamson and
Dlevins.

8t. Georye’s Ward for three good men as usual
has gone,

Verral (brand new alderman), Walker, also
Maughan.

Thoe Nobie Ward comes up to time with Piper
of the Zoo,

And Irwin (last year's member), and Hunter
(fresh and new). :

3t. James’ had no election, she simply did ap-
prove

Her three old members, Steiner, Millichamp
and Love.

St. Lawrence Ward went at it and finished up
the job,

Elceting Pape and Davies and a mew man
known as Lobb,

The pollin old 8¢ Paddy’s Ward, where eight
fine men were standin’,

Was closed with Twrner (him of old) and
Harvey (new) and Brandon,

St. Paul’s, once known as Yorkville—selected
out of four

‘Three representatives, to-wit : Hastings, Shaw
and Moore.

8t. Stephew’'s Ward from six who ran, selected
for its benison

Three worthy citizens whose names are Croker,
Barton, Denison.

St. Thomas Ward; winds up the list and does
it in good style,

With G. B. Smith whose *¢ paxtuers” arc
Sheppard and Carlyle,

.
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A PROPHEY NOT WITHOUT HONGR

Weri-PROTECTED MANUFACTURER. — Sir,
you’re right—the workingmen do display most
abominable narrowmindeﬁncss in objecting to
the importation of labor.  You're a preacher
after my own heart—you've a great head, sir
—-great head ! !
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WEEP WITH THOSE THAT WEEP.
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RASEON

¢ So the world wags.”

THEY KNEW S0 MUCH HE WOQULDN'T
SAY ANYTHING.,

It was a Woodward avenue car. A lady
richly dressed sat in a corner of the car and
said to some one with her :

I smell kerosenc oil.”

«“So do I,” answered her friend.

One after another got into the car, and the
lady in the corner snifled suspiciously, aud at
last fixed her eyes upon a quict-lookiug little
man neav the door,

T belicve he's got the oil,” she said in a
stage whisper to her fricnd.

“1 know it,” replicd the friend. *“ There
ought to be a law against carryinyg kerosenein
the street cars. Such an odor?!’ and she
glared at the little man.

¢ T ghall inform the superintendent,” said
the first lady aloud.

¢ T shall inform the president of the road,”
said her friend, with a fived and glassy stare.

« Ladies,” said the little man, cheerfully,
“hadn’t you better move? The kerosene
from that lamp in the corner of the car has
been dripping down on ye ever since we start-
ed, butseein’ ye both knew so much I thought
I wouldn't say anything.”—Detroit Free Press.

-NO CRIME FOR A MAN TO BE A DRY

GOODS CLERK,

“ Yes, papa,”’ said Beryl, **I am inlove—
nay, more than that, I have plighted my
troth.”

« How much did you get on it ?”" asked the
banker.

“ You misunderstand me,” replied Beryl.
+ T have pledged myself to become the bride
of the only man I can ever love—-Arthur Ains-

lei};h.”
* What !’ almost shouted the banker, ¢ that
dry goods clerk ?”

¢ Ves,” was the reply, in clear, resonant
tones. I love him, and, despite your
sneers, I shall marry him, It is no crime for
a man to be a dry goods clerk.”

“No,” said Mr. Setback, thoughtfully,
“but it ought to be.”—Chicayo Times.

ORDERING FRIED LIVER PAD AND
FRICASSED MUSTARD PLASTER

¢ How do get on with your studiecs *” asked
a certain Austin gentleman of a young medical
student, who had just returned from a North-
crn nniversity.

* Splendidly, splendidly !" was the enthusi-
astic reply. * You have no idea how thorough.
Iy I am immersed in physiological investiya.
tions and the science of medicine. They have
actually taken full possession of all iy facul-
tics and are never absent from my thoughts
by day and my drcains by night. There was
a fanny little incident occurred to-day down
at the restaurant. It was rcally absurd,” and
the medical journeyman sawhones unlimbered
his pebble-lens hcndli%hts from the bridge of
his nose and polished them up on u hcm-
stitched wipe.

““What was the nature of it 7 inquired the
Aunstin jurist.

*“ Why, you see I have just returned froma
lecture at the college on patent or proprietary
medicine, and when the waiter came around
I called for fried liver pad and fricasseed
mustard plaster.”

*“ That was extremely comical.”

““Yes, and that waiter’s oyes resembled
those of a dead codfish, and thinking I would
not stint myself in the matter of feod, I
ordered flax seed poultice with St. Jacob's
Sardine Oil.

* What did the waiter do then ?”

*‘ He drew his hand wearily across his eyes
and looked at me in a sympathetic manner and
suid that he reckoned he was afraid he did not
exactly catch on the drift of the remarks. I
then changed my mind and ordered some plain
beef tca and capsicam. The waiter said he
was out, 50 I told him to never mind, but to
bring me some potted leeches and linseed
fritters with soothing syrup, Then the waiter
wont away and spoke to the proprietor, who
came up directly and said I would find a drug
stove three blocks north of there, but if I in-
sisted on staying, he could fix me up a warm
bran mash and a bowl of gruel. Then I came
out of my trance and tackled a first-class
dinner of baked red hot pork chops and
omelette.”’— T'ecas Shiftings.

HALF A LOAY IS BETTER THAN
BREAD.

* One word,” she said, * Defore we part,”
and her bright eyes glowed in the mellow
light of the turned-down lamp. ¢ Are you
sincere ?” ‘I amn sincere,” he replied, in
tones whose truthfulness could not be doubted
hy any onc, save the most confirmed pessimist.
*“Then you cannot give me a palace by Lake
Como 7" and she looked into his eyes as if she
would read his inmost sonl. I cannot,” he
answered. ‘“Not even a brown stone front ?”
“Na.” There was a wonderful firmness, a
don’t-you-forget-it-ness in the tone in which
this momentous wonosyllable was spoken.
“ Not even a cottage in the suburbs?”’ ¢ Not
even that, darling.” There was an anguish in
lhis accents that indicated a mind wholly given
np to the goawing invoads of a sharp-toothed
despair.  “ What can you offer me, then ?” she
asked ; “ what can you offer me as an incen-
tive to induce me to become your bride?”’ ¢ A
shave in 37 a week, with a prospect of a rise
next spring.”  He said this with all the deep
conviction of a man who knews just how he
stands. *‘ It is sufficicnt,” she said, with a
radiant smile ; ¢TI am yours, Algernon. A
lhalf-loaf is better than no bread.”

NO

HURRAH FOR THE MAN WHOQ PAYS!

‘['here are men of brains who count their gains
Hy the million dollars or more :
‘I'hey buy aud sell, and reaily do well
On the money of the poor,
They manage 1o get quite deep ir: debt
By various crovked ways ;
And so we say that the man to-day
1s the honest man who pays.

\Vhen in the town he never sneaks down
Some alley or way-hack street ;

With head crect he will never deflect,
But boldly each man meet.

e counts the cost before he is lost
In debt’s mysterious maze,

And he never buys in manner unwise,
But calls for his bill and pays.

There's a certain air of debonair
In the man who buys for cash ;

He is not afraid of being hetrayed
By a jack-leg shyster’s dash.

What he says to you he will certainly,
Ifit’s cash or thirty days; .

And when he goes out the clerks will shout
Huerah for the man who pays |

—Dick Steele in Texas Shiftings.

NO NORTH CAROLINA CLIMATE FOR
THEM.

Of Mr. O'Hara, the colored Representative
in Congress from North Carolina, it is related
that not a long time ago, in North Carolina,
he had introduced to him a_couple of lately
landed Hibernians, who also bore the name of
O’Hara. Having in him a vein of humor and
good powers of mimicry, he indulged in some
fun at their expense.

“Phwat did Oi understand that yer name
moight be, gentlemen ?” he asked. ¢ O'Hara,
is it? Not O'Hara av Kilmainock ?”

“ The same,” replied they, in amazemout,
“an’ who the devil are you?”

“QOi'm yer kinsman, begorra,” said he,
“an’ be the same token the cloimate av this
conntry has been bad for me complexion, as
ye may notice—"

“The two * sons of the sod” have not been
in North Carolina since.

ANYTHING FOR A CHANGE.
“ 0, you miserable wretch I” exclaimed the
artner of his matrimonial infelicity, *I'm
just burning up with rage.”
““Yer are.are yer?” replied the man. < Well,
Betty, thash all right. I'm glad it ain’t the
beefsteak this time.”

He was smoking a fine, full-flavored Havana
when he met his friend. ¢ Have a cigar?” he
inquired, politely. ¢ Thepks,” said the other,
gratefully, taking and lighting the groﬂ‘ercd
weed. After a few experimental puffs, how-
ever, the friend removed the cigar from his
lips, and looking at it doubtfully, said, with a
very evident abatement of gratitude in his
tone: * What do you pay for these cigars ¥’
“'wo for a quarter,” replied the original
proprietor of both weeds, taking his own cigar
out of his mouth and looking at it with con-
siderable satisfaction, *¢ this cost me twenty
cents and that five.,” The conversation lan-
guished at this point.—Puck.

¢« That little Lilli is the most systcinatic
actress in Parvis. ill you believe tiwt 4
owes nothing whatever to her tradesmen?’
““You are wrong,” replicd one of the dcar lit-
tle comrades; ‘‘she owes more than an inch
of her height to her shocmaker.”—Zx.

Her complexion is bright as the roses
‘Fhat bloom in the soft Summer air,
And when in the sunlight she poses,
Men rapturous gaze on her hair.
But the hair of that beautiful huggist
Cost her father a snug pile of * rocks; "
That complexion she bought of a druggist
Vor seventy-five cents abox !

A PLEA FOR THE DUDE.
Y A DUDESS,

‘I'ouch not the Dude !
Keep down that pond'rous boot !
Refrain ! be not so rude.
His stylc perhaps don't suit
Your nadons of just what a man might be,
But inasmuch
As he
Assumes gentility,
‘Tho’ mayhap spurious,
1t’s somewhat curious
That he should not be prized as one that's free
Irom grosser vices
Than buying ices
And cake in slices
Fotr us in summer,
Unlike the bummer
Who swears and cusses on his boozes,
And snoozes,
On drunken cruises,
On bar-room chairs,
While on his * tears.”
Or, unlike the rough and tough,
(Of whom our city has got quite enough),
Who prowl around,
And you got downad
And robbed,
Your gold watch fabbed !
No! no! I say again, refratn |
Bce not thus rude,
Sparc the poor Dude !




GRIP.

SaTURDAY, 121711 JAN,, 1884.

SUE AND L

Staying in the country
For a little season, .
Frosty days proved pleasing,
For a special reason.

Suc is coming over
From across the border,
And [ hope to take her
‘T'o the rinks in ovder.

As a skilful skater

1 am not much noted,
Tho’ I have for ages

On the art quite doted.

As I wanted practice,
Ice I quickiy sought for,
And upon the mill-pond
I'ame, with Fate, [ fought for,

Clamping on my Acmes
la a quiet corner,

Inmyself [ sawa
Granite Rink adorner.

Off 1 started gaily !
1n two minates roared,
For I fell, and sadly
Dented in my forchead.

Up again and off the~

Flead ache, genus ** rousers,”—"
Struck a stump, and very

Badly burst my trowsers,

Must’ring up my courage
In an effort final,

Down I went and nearly
Broke my column spinal,

Off 1 took those Acmes, .
Housewards went for mending,

Feelings in my carcase
Oddly,'strangely blending.

How shall I face Susie, |
Who just dotes on skating ?

*“ Laugh at me?* She's sure to,
My mishaps relating.

Skate I will not venture
On that swell rink Granite ;
Skate with Sue [ cannot,
For my course—I ran it.
—J. A. Mrsac.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

Tar UNIVERSITY QUESTION,
Lditor of Grir.

Sir.—There is one question in connection
with this university business which I have not
as yet seen discussed in the letters $o the public
oress, I refer to the matter of Taddle Creek.

hen arc we going to have that noble water.
way broadened and deepened and made navig-
able for the four-oared crew of the University?
This is a reform which calls loudly for action
on the part of the anthorities,

Yours &e.,
A GRADUATE.
To the Editor of GRip.

Str,—I have not read very carefully the
many letters which have appeared on the Uni-
versity question, but it seems to me that the
point at issue might be settled without such

an expeanditure of paper and ink. I think, in-
deed, that there are no two sides to the ques-
tion. If public funds are to be applied to the
maintenance of a university foot-ball club, I
fail to see that the Denominational Universities
have any claim whatever on the Government.
Yours,
ALruA.

To the Editor of Grir.

Sik,—As an old student of Toronto Univer-
sity, permit me to offer a fow words on the
subject new agitating the public mind. With
all due deference to the opinions of Principal
Grant I hold that the students of Toronto
University kave a right to sing in the gallery
of the opera house, and that as a matter of fact
they furnish better music than the orchestra.
If, therefore, the Provincial Government sces
it to provide funds for the cncouragement of
these musical efforts, I fail to see that the out-
side colleges have any right to interfere.

Yours truly,
1. AssiNus JINks, B. A,

Mr, Grir,

Sir,—I haven’t much toime to rade the
lctthers in the newspapers on fwhat they call
the University Question, but I belave Doctor
Dewart and thim is right, whin they say that

. it is unjust to allow the studints av Toronto

College to parade on Yonge strect and howl
their songs and go on wid all their shindigs as
they are in the habit av doing. Sure, sir, they
%ivc us more throuble than any other class av
disorderlics, an’ I will be plased if the govern-
mint puts an end to it as these gentleniin sug-
gists, Yours,
James Barox,
Policeman,

WINNIPEG LAW-MAKERS—LAW-
BREAKERS.

An esteemed correspondent in Winnipeg -

invokes GRIP's sharpest pencil against the
lottery iniquity, which is Hourishing in that
unhappy place. He wants us to depict the
scene in the Opera House there on New Year's
Lve, representing the Lremicr, Norquay,
agsisted by Attorney-General Miller, Pro-
vincial Secretary Sutherland, Mayor Logan,
and other distinguished official “ Sports,” en-
gaged in distributing the gew-gaw prizes from
the wheel of fortune, in what was known as
Scoone's Lottery. Then he proceeds:—You
in Toronto have your County Attorney, Fen-
ton, following up lottery folk with the sharp
stick of the law. In the United States they
have the Postmaster-General using all the
powers of his oflice in rooting up and eradi-
cating this monstrous iniquity, but here in
Manitoba Wwe have the highest authorities in
the land giving official countenance to, and
aiding and abetting, the violation of a well.
koown and wholesome law. Threc of the
parties are natives, and only recently emerged
from tho semi-barbarism of the Red River
region, but to think that a recent Judge, an
Attorney-General--whose special duty is to
maintain the law—a man brought up in the
moral atmosphere of Ontario, should so join
in the pollution of the streams of order and
good government, is without precedent or
parallel even in the days when the play of
‘ George Barnwell ” was peremptorily ordered
by the Lord Chamberlain to be put annually
on the boards of the London theatre. WWhat,
with frozen wheat, discontented farmers, un-
just tariff, lotteries, and monopolies, are we
coming to ?

Coming to your right mind, dear correspond-
ent, and when a majority of you get there, let
us hope you will make short work of a govern-
ment that disgraces you before the world.
Meantime, it would be unbecoming in Griv

to pillory the men whé were your choice at
the polls.

A NEW SONG 10 AN OLD TUNE.

Dedicated to Sik Joux A, MacDoxann, KB, &c.
&c.y Lremier of Canada.

‘T'he winter is here, Johnny my man,

And with it cold ¢heer, Johnny my man !
Provisions are dear,
And 1 doulbi, and fear
¢ Hard Tunes ' will appear, Johnny my man.

I'he factories are shut, fohnny my man,

In the mart there’sa glue, Johnny my maun !
Pray then legishue
‘I'o aid our sad siate ;
And a market create, johnny my man.

And wages are down, Johnny my man,
The evil tc crown, Jobnny my man !
And working men swear
When their pockets ace bave,
And live on light fare, Johnny my man.

You know what you told ws, Johnny my man,
It you wish to hold us, Johnny my man ¢
Keep well to your test,
For, when hungry we're vext
Dy empty pretext, Johnny myman.

You told us. no mare—Johnny m?! man,~

¢ Hard Times' we'd deplote, Johmy my man !
I once mere, of power
We'd grant you a dower,
‘The fiend you'd o'crpower, Johuny my man.

JBut here he is back, Jobhupy my man,

On the old beaten track, johnny my man !
Aud thousands to day
Are earning no pay
To chase him away, Johnny my man.

Then do nat neglect, Johnny my man,
Lo treat with respect, Johuuy my man,
‘Those friends who stood by you
When foes did decry you,
And strove 10 belic you, Johuny my man,

€

For come is the hour, Johnny my man,
. “I'ouse that strange power, Johnny wy man, }
By which we were tuld
You could change brass 1o gold—
Yes frequently told, Johuny my man !
T. McTerw,

Mr. Harry Piper’s lectures at the Zoo on
Saturdays are vastly edifying, and are listened
to by man and beast with rapt atiention,
You just ought to hear one of ’em,

The Royal Musenm continues to flourish.
The new arrivals this week are the D Alma
Troupe of mule and female gymmasts. The
pantomime of Humpty Dumpty is continned,

On Tuesday, 15th inst.—mark the date—
the Toronto Philharmonic Society will sing
*Blijah” under the conductorship of Mr, I,
H. Torrington. Mr. A, Stoddard, the well-
known New York baritone, will be the princi-
pal soloist.

Thateher, Primrosc and West’s Minstrels
are at the Grand, and if you carc for that form
of entertainment, this Company will please
you. It is in all respects first-class. “The
singing is especially Dbrilliant, four of Sam
Hague's best voealists being in the semicirele.

‘The audience at the Theodore Thomas Con-
cett on Monday night was lavge. 1t was also
fashionable, as it demanded encores to both of
Madam Boema's songs—which, however, it
didn't get. The performance of the orchestra
was eminently satisfactory throughout, the
Wagnerian selection being brillfant beyond the
power of words to tell.  The omission of the
usual courtesy of the National Anthem at the
close may have dampened the enthusiasm of
the audience slightly, but Her Majesty at last
accounts was in a fair way to recover. Gy
congratulates Messars. Suckling & Sons on the
suceessful result of their enterprise, which
must have involved a great deal of hard work,
a;«i]dc altogether from the formidable tinaneial
risk,
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GRIP’S CLIPS.

All paragraphs under this head are clipped
from our exchanges; and where credit is not
given, it is omitted because the parentage of the
item is not known.

‘¢ Freddie, have you been to school to-day ?”
“Yesm.” ¢ Did you learn anything new !
“Yes'm.” ¢ What wasit, my boy?” I
got on to a sure way of gettingout for an hour
by stuffin’ red ink up my nose.”—Ez.

In the ruins of Pompeii the remains of a
man with a satisficd smile on his face and four
jacks %rasped in his dried-up hand have been
unearthed. The workmen are now digging
away vigorously for the other fellow, to aee
what he held.

Exactness may sometimes be carried to ex-
cess. We fancy it was so in a recent case,
where a disconsolate widower wrote to an-
nounce the death of his wife thus: ¢ Her
wearied spirit sank to rest at twenty minutes
to three—railroad time,”—F.

‘“What is o sockdolager ?”’ asked a little
Pittsburg damszel of her older and more har-
dened brother, *Don’t you know? Why
don’t you listen to our preacher? Doa't he get
up when it's time to quit, an' say, ‘ Let us
sing the sockdolager ? ' "'— Fu;.

There scems to be a very strong impression
in the community that the Metropolitan Mu-
seum was cxtensively swindled when it pur-
chased the Cesnola collection, but it certainly
got its money’s worth in the Venus with eleven
toes, when it only paid for ten of them,

The scarcity of gentlemen at a neighboring
Summer resort was 8o apparent that a Boston
lady telegraphed her husband : ¢ George,
bring down a lot of beaus for the hop this
evening.” Thanks to the telegraph manipula-
tor who mistook two words, George arrived
with a *¢ pot of beans.”—ZFx.

A good citizen was about to hire a country
house. ‘‘ Oh, monsicur,” said the proprietor,
the view is charming from here, and Lesides,
as the place is near the railroad station, it's
very amusing.” **You thinkgo?"” ¢ Yes,
indeed ; you can divert yourself by looking
at the faces of the pcople who miss the

Most of the eggs used in the east arc im- -
ported from Geninany.  Are American hens
lost to all shame that they stand around on

. one foot, doing nothing, except peck at eggs

shells that lie around and that have been
brought 3,000 miles 2— I,

¢« Bthel,” said the teacher, ‘“ whom do the
anoients say supported the world on his
shoulders?” ¢ Atlas, sir.” * You're quite
right,” said the teacher. ‘¢ Atlas supported
the world. Now who supported Atlag?” I
suppose,” said Ethel, softly, ‘I suppose he
marricd a tich wife.”’—Zx.

Gould—]1 cann ot understand how folks can
be so0 gra.spin% Some people want the earth.
Vanderbilt—Yes, there are plenty who are
just that selfish. Now, I am entirely differ-
ent. 1don’t want the earth. I would be
satisfied with half of it, Gould-And I-why,I
would be satisfied with tho other half,—Zx.

« 1 could leave this world to-morrow with-
out & pang ; the future has no terrors for me,"”
said Mulberry in one of his melancholy mo-
ments. *‘Very likely,” said Brown, who isa
brute ; *¢ secins to me that an everlasting sea-
son of fire and brimstone would be a picnic to
a man who has lived twenty years with your
Wife."—_-El?. .

PREVENTION BETTER THAN CURE.

¥ by s 0 wrdeody Yo,
Lapv.—Oh, Doctor, my little boy is so ill, do tell me
what ails him?

Docror.—It's a bad case of cver, Madam,

L.--How can he have caught it; we have paid every
attention to sanitary matters.

D.—Have you had your bedding cleaned ?

L.—No, we have never thought of that, though we have
used it several years.

D.~Then send it to N« I*. CHANEY & C0.’8 at oncc,
they will clean it thoroughiy. More diseascs arise
from impure bedding than from anything else.

‘ dupois of the surplus fat, and ~answered,

A shabbily dressed woman called upon one
of our citizens for aid, claiming that she was
in a starving condition. The citizen looked
upon her plethoric form, estimating the avoir-

“ You don't look like a starving woman.”
“T know it,” she whiningly answered, ‘I'm
bloated with grief,”—Zx.

“How long have you been married ?” asked
the clerk at the hotel desk, as the elderly
bridegroom registered. ¢ Two weeks,” re-
plied the happy man. ¢ Frout!" cried the
clerk ; ¢‘show the gentleman to parlor B;
$15 a day, sir.’’ ¢ Third wife,” calmly said
the guest. ‘‘Oh, excuse me. Front, show
the gentleman to 824 back. Take the eleva-
tor ; $4 a week, sir,” — Ew.

-CATARRIL—A pnew treatment. Permanent
cure of the worst case is effected in from one
to three applications, Treatise sent free on
receipt of stamp. A. H, Dixox & Son, 305
King-street west, Toronto, Canada.
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CENTLEMEN,
It you really want Fine Ordered Clothing, try

CHEESEWORTH, “THE” TAILOR,
110 | KING : STREET : WEST. | 110

A. W. SPAULDING,
DENTIST,

sz King Strect East,
Nearly opposite Toronto St-}} } ceenesenes TORQNTO'

ses the utmost care to avoid all unnecessary pain, and
to render tedious operations as brief and pleasant as
possible.  All work registered and warranted.

The International ‘Lhroat
end Lung Institute and

Office of

SPIROMETER

invented
by

Dr. M. SO0V

2
| Wl

Ex-Aide Surgeon of French Army.
‘LE ’ . 173 Church Street, Toronto,
y

13 Phillip’s Square, Montreal.




