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The gravest Beast it the Asz; the gravest Bird is the Owl |
The eravast Fish it the Dyster : the gravest Nar ir the Fool
——— e ———

GRIP'S GREAT PICTURE
OF SIR JOHN A. MACDONALD, G.C.B.

The demand for copies of this elegant por-
trait of the Premier—the only one extant in
which he is represented in the costume of a
G.C.B.—has far surpassed our anticipations.
The edition is ne«rly exhausted, and those who
intecud to secure copivs will do well to send
immediately, asthe city orders are still coming
in rapidly.

EVERY SUBSCRIBER TO GRIP is entitled to
the picture on sending ten cents to the pub-
lishers.
this portrait has ever before been published in

No work of art at all comparable to

Canada at anything like so trifling a figure,
Our determination to give our renders a
Christmas Supplement worthy of Grir ac-
counts for the phenomenon.  Enclose the price
named (stamps will do), end send in your

order at once. You will have reason to con-

gratulate yourself on vour bargain.

@artoon Comments.

LEaDING CartooN.—In 1878 Sir Leonard
Tilley gave countenance to the doctrive that
Hard Times may be controlled by a govern-
ment—that the presence of a depression argued
incapacity in a Cabinet, He can, therefore,
have no objection to un application of his doc-

trine at the present time, though such an ap-.

plication is rather hard on himself and his col-
leagues. That is, of course, if the times are
hard just now. There is where the astute
Finance Minister takes issue with the rest of
the population. He boldly afirms that Can-
ada is enjoying prosperity in a high degree,
and fails to see any evidences of what people
call Hard Times. It is, to say the least of it,
very ungrateful for Sir Leonard to thus ignore
the very presence of the Power that put him
in his fat situation,

First Pace.—The contest for the mayoralty
is to be between My, Manning and Mr, With-
row. Both are good men, and either would
fill the civic chair with advantage to the city,
Grie cannot undertake to advise the voter
which way to cast his ballot, On this occa-
sion, and as a slight reward for the tuxes he
has ungrumblingly paid, Grir will generously
allow the voter to please himself.

Eicurn Pacr.—It is to be hoped that Mr.
Oliver Mowat considers himself crushed. If
he doesn’t, the great Conservative cffort of last
week goes for nothing, and iv will be just like
the * little tyrant ’ to declare that he docsn’t
feel 2 bit worse than before. If s0, we cau
only say that Mr. Mowat is.a very poor judge
of sappers. Nothing but the worst form of
party prejudice, or personal stubbornness, could
induce any man to mention the Grit feed in
the same day as the Tory banquet, The Iatter
was away abead in point of—well, in every re-
spcet, as far as the cating was concerned
This is whergin the victory consisted, and
when Mr. Mowat ** congiders ” the matter he
must feel crushed if he is human.

OPIUM.

“Ah! ha!” exclaimed Mrs,
she rummaged the pockets of her husband’s
other coat, *‘ah! ha! so he eats opium
does he ?” as she drew forth to the light a

Kloopity, as

handful of No. 22 calibre revolver cart-
ridges, ** I've noticed that he looke very sleepy
and drowsy about the cyes since he’s been
electioncering, and this is opium I know, for
those Chinese always put it up in copper cap-
sucles and cork it up with lead. [know opium
when I see it. But Kloopity isn't going to
poison himself if / can help it, so I'll just
throw these nasty things into the stove.”

She did so,

A waving willow above an iron-rail-enclosed
grave marks the spot where she slecps.

Women should not meddle with their hus-
band’s pockets.

OUR YEWMORISTS,
LOOKED AT IN A PHILOSOPLIICAL LIGHT.

Who ever saw the irate father of the lovely
daughter of the house kicking a young man
out of doors? No one, I dave swear, and yet
I can’t look into an alleged yewmorous peper
but I sce some allusion to such a performance,
Thank the stars 7, the most incandescent

ewmorous writer of the day, never made a
joke about the matter. My jokes as they are,
scem, on reperusal by their author, to be more
adapted to the calling forth of tears and wail-
ing and lamentation. than laughter, but if I
were to deliberately get off something about
the matter in question I would not answer for
the consequence. I havesaid that I never saw
a youth kicked out of a paternal domicile,
This is true, thougbh I was mjself once sub-

jected to the operation by a crusty old brute
" who objected to his daughter oloping with a

yewmorist, but I did not see the performance,
for the old man took 2 mean advantage of me
behind my back and kicked me in the roar.

Once more. Were you ever in Hamilton ?
Well if you were you will see what donkeys
our Canadian funny men make «f themselves,
Because St. Louis twits Chicago about the size
of the fect of the girls of that city, our fellows
must say something about the size of the pedal
oxtremities of the fair daughters of the city on
Burlington Bay. This is all bosh, and displays
a woful lack of originality ou the part of To-
ronto yewmovists. A Hamilton girl's foot, as
o rule (a foot rule, of course), is as neat and
frett_v a member as you will see anywhere, and

protest against them buing maligned.

Yet ngain. DBelieve me, I have walked for
hours where whole flocks of goats were brows-
sing. Avound lay tomato. oyster and peach
cans, old irou, stones, superanouated corsets
aud other like matter. Those goats ate grass
and never even as much aslonked at the refuse
material.  Yet what do our yewmorists state,
day after da-, to be the favorite food of the
goat? You know, as welias I do, that they
inake the goat out to be omnivorous, infinitely
preferring old boots to vegetables. The goat
isu’t such a fool—as the yewmorist

Give car ouce more.  Did you ever cat bread
made by & bride? Ihave. [ declare it was
the lightest and most toothsome stufl I ever
bit, and yet. becanse some poor, unfortunate
daughter of 2 millionaire chanced to try her
hand at baking, and produced an article as
heavy as this one I am writing, all brides are
classed by the yewmorists as producers of the
same kind of bread. Its a lie, and if I were
only a bride I'd let 'em know it. But I can’t be
one, 8o | must e'en let it pass.

Oh ! there are thousands of just such old,
stale, flat and unprofitable repetitions of worn-
out ‘“jokes.” But the day will come when the
goat shall rise up with the mule and the
mother-in-law ; the tramp shall come in his
might with the bride; the big feet and the
irate fathers who kick shall join them, and, as
the Assyrians coming down like a wolf on the
fold, they, with many others, shall mete out
vengeance on the yewmorists, and the reading
Qubnic will rise up and call them blessed.

ea, verily. I could say much more on this
subject but I won’t.

CIIORUS OF READERS.
That last's the best thing you've said yet.

HER NARROW ESCAPE.

He was perusing the scientific column of the
aper, and thought this item worth reading to
is wife :
¢ The longer o married couple live together the more

they become alike, not only as to tompernment and
tastes, but alse as to features.  The law of assimilation
is thus most strikingly exomplified,”

¢ (Oh dear ! she exclaimed hastily, * I can-

not believe that. I could never bocome like
you—darling,”

He smiled a calm, self-satisfied smile,

Now, 2 man would never have thought of

saving himself like that.
].A word of blarney covers a multitude of
slips. .

GRIP'S COMIC ALMANAC FOR 1883,

A few of our subseribers have—no doubt
through inadvertance — failed as yet to send
for a copy of Guir's Comic ALmaNac, We
countel them to lose no more time, as the few
remaining are going off 1apidly. The present
issue of the Almanac is nniversally declared to
be the best yet, and it certainly has obtained
o wider sale than any of its predecessors, It
conaists of 24 pages uniform with Grir, and is
full of good things, literary and picvorial,
Enclose ten cents and get,a copy before they
are all goue,




GRIP.

Saturpay, 27tu Dec., 1884,

HUMAN NATUR’.

LD CHERRYNEB is
far, far too fond of that
which stingeth, etc., and
he had been on a very
much elongated spree not
loug ago.

e awoke in the morn-
ing with a terrible head,
and a mouth in compari-
son with which a lime-
°4 kiln would be a swawp:
' He knew not what to

do in order to procure a
draaght to anpease his
terrikleinterval cravings.
Silver and gold (not even
copeer) had he none ; his
credit at any sulomn was
one, What was he to
0? He sat down and
pondered. He knew
none of his friends would
lend himacent, He also
"fo't that no one would
- ask him to drink. Hap-
ly thought! He rumumaged about till he
found a bit of blue ribbon ; this he stuck in hia
button hole and sallied forth. Sure enough, he
hadn’t gone two bl cks before he metan ac-
quaintance.
¢ Hullo! Cherry,” cried the latter, ““so
you’v? joined the blue ribbon brigade, have
on ?"
Yo I have,” replied the old hypoerite solemn-

y-

““Oh. bosh! Come and take something ;
that’s all humbug.” i

Chierryneh feigned to rvesist for some time,
but at last gave in, and this he repeated at
brief intervals throughout the day. Nearly
everyone he met who caught sight of that bit
of blue ribbon pressed him to imbibe, and he
went to bed in astate of glorification that
caused him to wake up next day feeling fifty
per cent. worse than he had felt the day
before,

Such is human nature !

TWO CIVIC OFFICIALS.
AN OPERKTTA.

Diayaris Personsy : Majuh Drapah and C. S. MeW.
Both appear very Luyubrious and wnwell,
C. 8. Sings.
I do not think it proper that an unexpeeted stopper
Should Le put upon careers, oh, chief! like yours, and
also mino ;
But that confounded Davies, no doubt desired to save

is
Reputation as an alderman, and asked us to resign.

I've ull,wnys done my duty ; you are fumous for your
cauty,
As an allizator shooter y ow’ve o reputation fine ;
Yet those alderien in eouncil, said * Thoso fellows twain
_wo hounce will,”
And directly passed & motioh and asked us to resign.

Majah chants.
When down South I went a visitor, dear municipal
solicitor,
To tllxe land of adigators, where the sun doth ever
shine,
Folks at home ne'er thought about e ; did very well;
withaut me,
So Pm really not surprised at boing requested 10
resign.

Captain Prince was ornamental ; to the Force was dotri-
mentn
And I fear the people fancy that I follow in his line;
fm Ml)?sed by each nowspaper; thoy call me Majah
raper,
And the'y s'eem to think it proper that I should now
resign,

The idea I do not religh ; in fact I think it hellish ;
For the berth’s so soft and easy that I can do it fine ;
And I'm very much dejected.at this very unexpected—
Though I can't sny nnexpected—request that I vesigu.

(BIcW. scems Lo regain his épirits, and bursts out quite
encouragingly with :) :
Well, cheer up, Draper, never mind,
Another berth you'll easily find,
And so can I, if 50 inclined,
Dear brother.

Who always told me “ Now my dcar,
When things lovk black, just porscvere,
Keep up your courage, never fear?

My mother.

Draper, savagely,

I do not care, McWilliams, for

This kind of talk, or slack, or jaw,

I lose my berth; t'is burd to paw
Another

So soft and casy that a child

The work could do ; 8o draw it mild,

Your idict prattie drives me wild,
Dear brother.

(Mr. McW. now gets angry and vetorts)

Well, Draper, you'ro making se angry, so now 1 will
speak my mingd :
I think that the force will be hetter as soon as you've
been and resigned.
You're naught but a dumb figurehead to a force that
wius onee really good,
And the peclers would bhe as cfficient with a chief
made of hickory wood.

You visit each match pugilistic that here in the city
takes place 3
You are seen at the Woodbine, ete., jn fact scldom
miss 2 hoss race.
You leave all your work for MePherson and Stewart and
others to do ;
Then tell me, oh, bold Majah Drapab, what the deuce
does the town want with you ?

(The Majah, beside himself with anger.)

Aud you, oh, Mc¢Williams, my beauty, your numerouy
duties neglect
You treat decent people who call at your office with
great disrespe t.
You never at Police Court are seen, no matter how
lengthy the docket,
And the fees you're supposed to collcet you leave for
Fred Fenton to pocket.

DUET.
Drager.
You should be a man of ability,
HeW,
And you a man of agibny,
Deaper.
Aund you wman of civility,

MeW,

And you a man of verility;
Draper.

Jou lack sagacity.
MW,

Yow perspicacity,

BOTU—{joining hands.)

But now as we're in the same box both,
To quarrel and quibble we shauld be loath,
Since the world began we always see
That misery loveth companie.
Su let’s be friends; each darkling clond
Whose shades the carth below cushroud,
We're told possesses silver lining.
1t may not come to our resigning,
Thouzh Davies through the Councll Hallg
In aldermanic accents bawls
Agninst us, yet werve friends, we hope,
Who'lt giv * the council nice soft sonp.

And, after all, Wwe may not he

Presented with the bad G. B.

We've nice soft *¢ sits * we'd Jike to keep,
And aldermen aremueh like sheep ;

For, could we get to take oar part

Some loving aldermanic heart

Who'd speak for us; our sorrows tell;
The rest might take our part as well.
For, like a flock of sheep who heed

The road the wether old wmay lead,

Our civic fathers, 100, may glide,

When wisely led, to our own side.

We'll wait and see, with woll braced spine,
What may turn up,  We won't resign ¢

FOR SWEET CUARITY'S SAKE.

At this seasop of the year, as at any other,
for that matter, it is a beautiful thing to see
unostentatious charity displayed. That there
is a large amount of the article lying around
the following correspondence will show :

s To the Editor *Scourge.’

¢ Drar SIR,—1 have given $10 to the Home
for Friendless Orphan Girls. I thought por-
haps, you might like to know this. I do not
wish my name to appear in the papers, as
¢ charity puffeth not itself up.’

“Yowrs truly in I. H. & C.,
“Joun L, SKUNKLERY,”

*“That’s all right,” muttered the editor as
ho reud the epistle, “ but why does the fellow
write to me 7” and he thought no more of the

matter. Bubt next day another letter wes
handed him. It ran thus:

“81r,—] was under the impression that
your paper posscssed some enterprise. I fear
I have been mistaken. Your go-ahead con-
temporary the Pusher publishes a /ull list of
those who gave, for the bLlessed sake of charity,
of their posscrsions to the Home for IFriendless
Girls,  Your list in this morning’s issuc is only
a partial-one, as I observe that my name does
not appear in it, and my donw'ion was the
largest of any. Yours truly,

“J. L. SkuNKLERY."

The editor smiled a sarcastic smile and the
matter passed from his mind. Next morning
he found the following epistle on his desk.

*“ 81x,—Your paper has not yet mentioned
my magnificent gift in aid of the Home for
Friendless Girls, My dopation was $10, and
wag the largest sum given. Perbaps a men-
tion of this fact mighe greatly aid my business.
Yours in the bonds of christianity,

* JomN L., SKUNKLEBY, Cual Oil Dealer,

“That's all right,” sighed the editor, and
forgot the matter. At 10 a m. next day a note
was bronghs him. This is the way it went.

*¢ Drar S1r,— Kindly insert the following in
you valuable colunns.  * Qur esteewncd fellow
citizen, Mr, John L. Skunkleby, with his well-
known liberality, has presented the Home for
Friendless Girls with the magnificent sum of
ten ($10) dollars. This speaks well for the
g nerosity of our fellow townsman, whose push
and o ergy in conducting his splendid coal-oil
cmporium at Nos. 91-3 Garbago Street, have
enabled him to respoud so hberally to the
prompti» gs of a gencrous heart. Anyone in
need of first-class coal-oif will do well to give
him a call. Mr. 8.'s donation to the Home was
cntirely una:ked, and was voluutarily made.’
By inserting this you will confer a favor on

*Yours truly, Jou~N L. SKUNKLEBY.”

““Good heavens!” groat ed the jourualist,
¢¢ ig this human nature ? " and he took his pen
and wrote an item ; to wit: ‘¢ Mr. J. Skunk-
leby has given $10 to the Home for Priendless
Girls.” Half an hour after the Scourge was
issucd ho received a letter, the caligraphy of
which denoted a perturbed stute of mind on
the part of the writer, This is what the note
said :— :
“ The Editor ¢ Seourge.’

¢ Sik,—You are a scoundrel and a villain,
You not only failed to grant my simple re-
quest but your brief paragraplt mentioned
J. Skunkicby instead of John L. Skunkichy, J.
Skunkleby is a coal-oil dealer three doors from
me, and I shall suffer instead of gaining from
your potice,and my $10 is «ntirely thrownaway,
You are vot fit for the position you hold, and
I shall use all my influence with the proprie-
tor of the Scourge to have you removed from it.

: ‘“Joux L. SKUNKLEBY.”

And then the editor moaned in anguish, and
thinking that perbaps the enraged dealer in
coal-oil might mean what he said, he publihed
every onme of that plilanthropic individual’s
letters, the result being that. Mr. John L.
Skunkleby was twitted on all hands concern-
ing his charitable gift. And he left the city,
and if every onc of his closs were to do the
same the directory canvassers would find an
appalling number of empty houses.

AN ANGEL UNAWARES.
A CHRISTMAS STORY,

Christmas time, festive scason, time of
mince-pies, turkey, mightmarc, mistletoe
bough and yum-yum with one’s pretty cousin
underneath it, and all such aflairs, had ar-
rived.

0Old James Peterkin was sitting before his
widec fire-place, in which a yast yule-log was
burning, throwing out a genfai warmth and a
rich ruddy light on the assembled bhousehold
of old James, who had been telling his numer-
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ous offepring of what wae weant by the Yule
seagon, when all should be peace and good-
will, friendly sentiment, hospitality and good
cheer. He had impressed upon them the
grandness of the duty of hospitality at all
times, but more especially at this particular
season, and told how men often-times enter-
tained angels unawares, The hired girl lis.
tened with wide-open eyes and ditto month.
Old Peterkins’ relation had been a revelation to
her, and she had heard things of which the
poor, honest, hard-working, lic-abed-in-the-
morning girl had never dreamt. And so the
happy family sat. The younger members
cracking nuts; the elder girls flirting with
their male cousins, who were present in full
force ; the big brother home from sea, lying
about what he had seen abroad, when—a ¢ tap,
tap,” low, soft and gentle, came at the outer
door.

. The hired girl, Matilderaon, started to un-
latch the portal, and as she threw it wide open,
there she saw a man, poorly clad, unshorn and
unkempt, shivering in the cold, clear moon-
light, and she felt that the being who stood
before her was an angel come from the celestial
rogions to be entertained unawares by terrcs-
trial mortals. She bade him enter ; he did so.

The whole household crowded round the wan.’

derer, who displayed an enormous appetite for
a representative of those bright beings who are

not generally supposed to requice such ordinary |

sustenance as we of this earth find it nocessary
to partake of. )

‘The angel unawares made half a goose look
as gilly as 2 whole one ; a pour d or so of cold
roast beef went down his ange'ic throat aud he
paid particular attention to the wass-il bowl
which steamed on old Peteirkin’s hospitable
board. The hired girl's round eyes opened
wider than ever as she beheld the prodfgions
feats of gastronomic power displayed by the
celestial visitor, but the more he devoured,
the miore old Pecterkin heaped upon his
trencher, and pressed him to try ome little
slice more of roast goose. . ;

When the angel unawares had satisfied his
internal (more like infernal) needs, he was

laced in the easiest chair before the blazing
og ; the children cracked walnuts for him;
the big brothor home from sea was less ener-
getic in his mendacity than he had been b« fore
the arrival of the celestial ; the pretty cousins
only said “ Do stop now,” <“ Have ‘done,” and
80 on, in subdued rqueaks. and the :ngel him.
self stretched out his legs to the blaze and told
even more wondrous yarns than the big
brother home from sea. The hired gir], Matil-
derann, merely sat and gazed at the angel who
might have been supposed to be oceasionally
winking at her were it not that such a supposi.
tion would be sacrilegious ; doubtless what
looked like winking was merely the glinting
of the fire-light in the angel's eycs,

And so the time flew on till midnight arrived.
Of course old James Peterkin ordercd the best
bed in the house to be prepared for the celes-
tial : the softest blankets, the most snowy
sheets and the warmest quilts were spread
upon hi+ couch, and after he had given his
angelic benediction to the wassail bowl, he re-
tired to the chamber prepared for him, and
ere long silence reigned throughout the house.

The children had been sent to bed some
hours before, to dream of Santa Clans and en-
tertaining angels unawares. And so the night
passed away. The bright stars twinkled in
the clear, crisp atmosphere, and may have
sang together a8 the morning stars did of eld,
for all T know. But day dawned, the glorious
sun rose, and so did old James Peterkin and
his family. '

The children, after investigating their stock-
ings, crept gently to arouse the angel un-.
awares, and to tell him that breakfast would
soon be prepared,

The angel's bed was empty !

Old Peterkin bawled for Matilderann to

comc down stairs and get the grub ready.
There was no response. He ascended the
stairs and to.p]gcd at the door of the hired girl’s
apartment. Dead silence! He opened the
door. Emptiness! void !

Thechildren came running to tell Mr. Peter-
kin that the angel had been an angel unawares
indced, and that he had flown away to his
heavenly abode. ’

““Yes, confound him,” roared old James,
¢“and he's taken Matilderan with him.”

It was too true.

The angel unawares had eloped with tho
hired girl !

slost of the silver spoons and forks had af-
parently also joined in the flight heavenward ;
and such portable miscellaneous valuables as
rings, watches and so forth had gone beyond
the stars with Matilderann, the hived girl,
and the Angel Unawares.

R S S

A MISPRONUNCIATION.
TO WINCH M. JRUBKRTSON'S ATTENTION 15 CALLED.
A CHRISTMAS GHOST STORY.
N GENTLE reader— for
RN of course all readers of
GRrir are gentle or [
should have died by
their hands long ugo, as
surely the villainous
jokes, puns and other
,, euormities of which I
1 _f'“?have been guilty n the
| pages of this noble
journal, lrom time to
b time, were worthy of
death — gentle reader,
again I repeat, have you
*ever in the course of
your blissful existence—for it must be blissful,
as you are a reader of—no, a subscriber to
Grip—have you ever, I ask, when sitting in
the solitude of your chamber, either writing or
reading or otherwise exercising your powerful
mind, become suddcoly aware that yon were
not alone ? That there was somcone or some
thing behind your chair ; a PRESENCE, as it
were? Has not a chilly, creepy sensation
made itself felt just at the roots of your hair,
makiog that capillary adornment feel as though
it wished to rise to its feet and stand up oun
end ? Has not a cold, icy feeling run down
your vertebral column when you thus became
aware that the PREsExNCE was in the yoom?
You did not-hear the door open, yot you know
your solitude has been intruded upon.

‘Well, thus it was with me. I was sitting
laborionsly engaged in evoking .comic para-
graphs one evening when I suddenly knew that
I had a visitor. The lamp, which up to this
moment had been burning brightly, went out
without a moment’s warning, but, in place of
darkness ensuing, & pale, bluish glare filled my
apartment. I turved and there, close behind
me, stood a tall, rather well-built—skeleton.

),
N

Over its bones played the light, the glare of
which illumipated the room. Strange music
seemed to sound in the airand I saw that the
flcshless gentleman swept his metacorpal bones
up and down over his ribs as though he played
upon a harp.

“ Are you cold?” I onquired, for I deter-
mined to let him see I was not a bit scared,—
though I was, terribly, ¢ you are not very fat.
You do not seem to eat much or else your food
does not agree with you.”

He grinned a most skeletony grin and, wav-
ing his hand over my head, I seemed to fall
into a mesmeric trance,

The bony gentleman then led me out of
doors. We passed through several strects,
snakes, fiom whose cycs lambent Oumes
strenmed, licking our feet with their forked
Longues as we w«nt,

We at length reached a large building.
Weentered; an overpuwering and most disgust-
ing sickuning odor assailed my nostrils a» we
ditso. I would have fainted, but I could not,
for the mesmeric skeleton prevented me. )

“What do you smell?” he enquired in
hoarse voice. This was the first time he had
spoken.

¢ [ smell,” I replied, ““‘an odor worse than
than that of any dissecting room I wasever in,
I smell decomposing matter, both animnal and
VegeItable. I smell horrible chemicals. Where
amI?"”

“ Never mind. Come in here,” said my
bony friend, leading me into another depart-
ment. ‘¢ What do your olefactory senses per-
ceive now ?”

““Fish dead for six weeks. Bonrding-house
butter, Meat condemned by Inspcctor Awdo
as being unfit for human food on account of
decay. A chemist's laboratory when the man
of stenches is making cxperiments with the
worst swelling articles he can lay his hands on.
1 swell everything that is vile.”

“ Huough,” replies my anatomical com-
panion, *“we will return,”

Once more we were in the open air. Once
mnore the snakes licked our feet and twined
themselves round our nether limhs. Blue
dogs with pink forelegs followed us, apparently
with a view to obtaining some of the bones
which were so plentiful at this moment.

We sped on. We again reached my
chamber.

*“ Where have we been 7"’ I asked,

“You have be'n,” replied my guest, for so
he now was, in alow, measared tonmes, *‘you
have been through the basemert of No. 1
Police Station ” He made a few pnsses over
my head and I awoke from my trance. The
light was burning brightly. I looked round
for my friend. He was nowhere to bs seen.
A grave-yardy, vaulty perfumec was the only
trace that was left of him.

_Mr. W, H. Fuller's new piece, ““Off to
Ligypt,” under the munagement of Mr. Gus,
Pitou, is proving a hit at the Grand. The
company is first-class, and Mr. Pitou has
certainly done all that enterprise and taste
can do to making the comedy a success. Mr.
Yuller is a Canadian, and we all fcel proud of
his second triumph in the dramatic art.

Mrs Holmanintends producing *“ Bunthorne
Abroad ” in fine style at London during the
first week of January. Mr. Bengough has
carcfully revised the libretto, and it 18 now
onsidered a first-class attraction.
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A CHRISTMAS VISITOR.

Hard Times.—Wot! vou DoN'T SURELY MEAN TO IGNORE mME, AND ME GOT YoOU
YOUR FAT SITUATION ?
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GIANT JOHN A.

STKIDING OVER FORTY YEARS OF PUBLIC LIFE.
(After George Cruickshanl:.)

THE ROMAN COACHMAN.
A PARTIALLY TRUE STORY.
CHAPTER 1.

“‘Marcus Aureling !”
No answer; The boy, with his feet dangling
" in alittle estuary of the yellow Tiber, knew
his mother’s voice well, but chose to disregard
it, as, at this moment, a particularly fine mas-
kenonge was sniffing the bait on the boy's
hook. ~ The boy was not on his own hook but
his bait was, and it looked very much as if
that big fish would soon be there also.

‘¢ Marcus Aurelius !’

Ouce more those shrill tones smote upon the
lad’s ear, and now he knew he could trifle with
his mother no longer, for the temper of Mrs.
Sempronia Gracchus was none of the best, and
she had before now been known to make that
portion of Rome howl wherein the domicile of
the Gracchi was situated : so the boy, hooking
the fish, hooked it himself and walked leisurely
to the spot whence the voice proceeded.

*“ Why came ye not when I first called 2’ en-
guired the lad’s mother.

‘“Ma, I cannot tell a lie,” replied Marcus
A., *I did not hear you.”

“Well, I want thee to tauke thy father's
dinner pail up to him at the sub-way of the
Neaopolitan R. R., thon knowest where it is;
round there at the foot of the Quirinal hill ;
here, begone ; and take him that fish also ; he
likes 'em raw,”

The lad obeyed and departed.

This chapter has nothing to do with the rest
of this tale. but is.introduced to show that
manuers and customs have not changed much
sinee the period of which 1 write. :

CHAPTER 1L

Virginia Cordclia Gracchus was, perhaps,
the prettiest and most captivating girl in
Rome. She was finishing her education at the
renowned female Seminary of Madawme de Ja
‘I'raussean. where French was the langoage
spoken. Many a youth who had but recently
assumed the loya virilis spent sleepless nights
on account of the fair young girl, and though
her father was but the forcman of a gang of
pavvies working on the sub-way already men-
tioned, he bad secured several civie contracis,
and by using very inferior brick and other ma-
terial and neglecting to pay his imen, was al-
ready looked upon as being on the high road to
wealth. As he himself saird,

*“Scio res aut dus. Honestas omnis meus
oculus est. Butyrus consilium et tu es omnis
dexter.” Which, being translated, means “I
know a thing or two ; honesty i» all my eye:
just butter the city council and you'’re all
right,”” which shows that old Gracchus was up
to snuff.

However, to retorn to Virginia,

She was very berutiful.

CHAPTER III,

‘‘Pomnpelus,” snid Mrs. Gracchus to the fine,
tall, athletic, well-educated, handsome, accom-
plished and prepossessing coachman, ¢ harness
the horses to the chariot and proceed to the
Seminary of Madame de la Travssean and
bring back Miss Virginia. Her vacation com-
mences to-day. See that you don't' stop at.
many saloons on the way, and if you must
take a snifter, put a little Falernian into an
amphora and take it with you. If you get
boozy, over the Tarpeian rock you go as sure
as eggs is eggs.” -

* Yes'in,” replied Pompeins, and proceeded
to obey the commands of his mistress.

Aht how would the young Roman bloods
envy this gallant coachman his task. :

CHATPTER 1V.

The chariot of the Gracchi dashed up to the
domicile of the same family, the fiery steeds
being driven by the charming Miss Virginia,
her lovely cheeks glowing with the exercise of
controlling them,and the swift motion through
the pure Italian air.

Prone on the floor of the vehicle, snoring
for all he was worth, lay Pompeius, the coach-
man. The Fulernian had done its work. He
Was as tight as a biled owl

‘There had been no clopement, as my readers
doubtless cxpected, and they arve there-
fore, most confoundedly sold, Miss Vir-
ginia looked with loathing and disgust on the
stentorously breathing coachman.

“ How d’ye do, Virginia ?" said her mother,
coming 1o the door of the houseand welcoming
her daughter; and then, catching sight of the
unfortunate Pompeius she sprang into the
chariot, drove to the summit of the Tarpeian
rock and, without further ado, bundled him
over.

Sueh were Roman mothers ; such were Ro-
man coachmen ; ruch were Roman daughters ;
such were—good-bye.

R

SNOWSHOES.
A REMINISCENCE OF A DYGONE. CHRISTHAS,

It was Christmas Day a few years ago. I
was rather young at the time and, I doubt not,
foolish. My friends tell me I have not got
over the latter trait in my character yet, but
that’s nothing. As a drunken man thinks
everybody else is in his own condition, so do
fools imagine that thoy alone are exemipt from
being classed as such.

As I was saying, it was Christmas Day, and
I had been inviteﬁ to spend it at the house of
a gentleman with several daughters, pretty,
too, most of them, and where a large party of
friends wero assetmbled,

The snow was very deep and very soft, and
after we had exhausted all our ingenuity in de-
vising amusements, some fiend in the guise of a
creature with long side whiskers, who had been
assiduously paying attention to my cspecial
favorite, Miss Fanny, all the morning, said
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something about the pleasures of snow-shoeing. l

During the summer, when T had occasionally
dropped in at the hospitable house of Mr —,
well, I will call him Mr. Smythje—the gentle-
man whose guest 1 was on the Christmus Day
in question, and who was and is the father of
the adorable Fanny, I had vaunted my
prowess as a snow-shocist rather loudly,
though, be it known, 1 hud never had a pair of
the confounded lacrosse-sticka on in my life.
No sooner had Sidewhiskers mentioned the
word * snow-shoes >’ than Miss I'anny clapped
her hauds ecstatically and shrieked out femin-
inely “Oh! the very thing. Papa has-a pair,
two or three pairs, and Mr. Gaby (me) is &
splendid snow-shocr. I believe he belongs to
the Tuque Rouges : oh ! what fun !”

All the rest of the party declared that to see
me give them an exhibition of artistic snow-
shoeing was the one thing of all others that
would render their hap.iness complete. I
could not back out. Snow-shoeing looked
gimple enough and 1 deterwined to s:o or die.

The shoes were produced : the entire party
repaired to o large meadow adjacent, and I
proceeded to put the atrocious things on my
feet. Asgill-luck would have it, a pair of moc-
casrins happenéd to bo in Mr. Smj thje's house,
aud these I had donned previously to accom-
panying the party to the meadow. After try-
ing one of the snow-ghoes ou sternforemost,
at which that brute, Sidewhiskers, roared
like the ill-bred ass he is, I managed to get
the piir on my feet. .

“Now, Mr, Gaby,” said ome lady, “‘do,
pleave, let us seo your very best manceuvres, I
know the Tuque Rouges are «/l splendid snow-
shoers,”

How I cursed my fate ! L had intended to
propose to Fanny that very day and bero I felt
I was about to rnin my prospects for ever,
However, * faint heart never won fair ladv.”
I made two strides forward.

“How graceful! How rein.deer like!” ex-
claimed several of the ladies, who, by the way,
remained in the road wlich was pretty well
beaten down, as, one of my toes digging about
a foot down into the spow, I shot forward and
plowed, headforemost into the *“ beautiful.”

“Is that one of the Tugue Rouge man-
ccuvres, Gaby ?” sang out that basthoon, Side-
whiskers, “‘do it again, my boy!"

1 picked myself up and, dusting the snow
from my garments, essayed to spring into the
air, I diduo’s spring far, Just far enough to
let both snow-shoes get entangled sommchow,
and ] camne floundering down backwards, my
head burying itself fully eightcen inches in the
snow and my snow-shoe-clad feet puinting to
the blue vauit of the empyrean.

¢ declare I” I heard Miss Fanny exclaim,
$‘Mr, Gaby is a perfect acrobat, I had nuidea
he was soclever.” That beast, Sidewhiskers,
came and set me on my feet again, for I could
no more rise than 1 could jump over St,
Jamcs' spire,

] do wisk 1 could learn to snow-shoe like
that,” I heard Miss Jemima, Fanuy’s eldest
sister, say, ‘‘ it seems vory easy,” and then to
me *‘ Mr. Gaby, you really must give us some
Jessons ; you seem to understand the art so
perfectly.”

1 had a congregation of about twenty-five,
and every one of them applanded me cxeept
Sidewhiskers, who did nothing but hee-haw
apd roar with langhter and pull his foxy,
hideous whiskors—I am bare-faced—<* Mrv
Gaby will now,” he shouted, ** give an exhibi-
tiou of the genuine Tuque Rouge double somer.
sault.” ’

I was determined to do something and I did
it. What it was I don’t distinctly remember
as I was excited, but I fancy I must have
taken off one of my snow-ghoes and smitten
Sidewhiskers theicwith, for when I regained
cousciousness my nose was bleeding and Side-
whiskers was saying in a very angry tome :

**The insolent cub! I'll teach him a les.

son,” and, horror! Miss Fanny was sympa-
thizing with him and saying what a horrid, bad-
tempered doy I must be, and acking him if his
head pained him »ery much.

Old Mr, Smythje, however, took my part,
Said I was “very young” and did not know
n.ng' better. Told me to shake hands with
Sidewhiskers and be friends, and then come
home as it was nearly dinner time.

Not I. 1 felt mortified. To be culled a
‘““boy ” by Miss Faony; an *‘insolent cub”
by Sidewhiskers, and ‘‘very young” by
Smythje pere was too much, I could eat no
turkey and’ plum-pudding in company with
those who had witnessed my degradation, and
80, mercly saying that I did not fcel very well,
I took off my hat to the party and slunk off
homewards feeling very much like a man (or
“ hoy ') who has made a most consummate fool
of himself,

Sidewhiskers married Miss Fanny, and I be-
lieve that those accursed snow-shoes did it.

SOME RECENT CORRESPONDENCE.
Lerrer No. 1.
Haswrox, Dec., 1884,
Dear Str,—I consider your conduct of late,
As that of an enemy basg ;
The love that 1 fol for you's turned into Tite,
As a ebief, you're & perfect diszrace.
You have acted as would any dastard poltroon,
You've behaved in a cowardly way ;
Allow me to tell you that you're a busthoon,
Aund a eraven, permit me to sy,
Your hand as n friend J will nevermore shake,
But I'll shake off your friendship instead ;
As a snake in the grass, sir, you capture the cake,
With the ramors abont me you've spread.
In conclusion, I'll say that your actions just now,
Are those of o snenkingg galoot ;
Tremain, as yow'll see by iy name here below,
Yours offictally,
AvgX. D, Sroor,

LETTER X0 IL

Drar Stoor,—I've received your epistle to me,
By what rabid dog you've been hitten
I really en't say, tut I think yow'll agree,
1t wero better it iad not been written,
1 perecive you are angry, but why 1 don't know ;
Sit down, my dear Alex, and whistle;
Keep cool. 1 return, ns u fricnd, not a foe,
Your very insulting epistle.
If you're anxious to quarrel, I cannat hetp that,
Are your kidneys quite right 7 Try seme Warner.
You scem to inagine [ didn’t act pat,
In that little affair about Garner.
It doesi’t seem wise for oflicials like us,
To set down our quarrels on papah ;
So, tuke buck the note that thou gavest, dear cuss,
Your affectionate friend,

FRANGEY Draeatt,

LETTER NO IIT,

Haxmurox, Dee,, 1884,
Suken,—Iet me return your atrocions note;
Yowre worse than a Turk ov a Fenian ;
Lstick to each letter and word that [ wrote,
What I snid was my candid opinion
My trasty right hand from my tmuscalar frane,
1 would willingly, joyfully gcver,

Ere I'took a back seat to a man of your name.
And whose friendship I east off for ever.
You've injured me wantonly, basely, in fact,

Ir; a style that with me will not suit §
I will see in this business the very lastact,
Yours faithfully,
ALex D, sroor.
LETYER NO. IV.
Tonroxro, Dec., 1884.
DrRAR Alic,—1 really am grieved nt tho course
You aro taking ; devoid of all yeason,
I cannot be ungry ;1 foel all the force
OF this heart moving, sweet, Christmas season,
Oh ! 1ot us not quarrel, dear Alie, but try
To show to the peaceful community
That brethren in batons as you, Al and I,
Can dwell Loth in pence and i unity.
Ob ! let the dead past be a thinge that is wone,
Jiet our wounds he na pussy cats’ seratehes )
Let ns once more be seen in affection’s sweet bond
At our favorite sport—sluvring mntches,
Let this recont unpleasantuess drop with a thud,
For v doesn’t consort with our k.
You may usk and obtain the Iust drop of heart's blood
Of your very affectionate

FraNK.
.Thc Commissioners having hinted that they
did not exactly approve of their gallant and
undoubtedly plucky chief’s first letter, and

that they weve of the opinion that his langnage
towards Prank should be withdrawn, Mr,
Stoot replicd as follows :

I am uo hypoerite, no, no, no:
Drapah has lied about me. so, 8o, 50,

And yon must not dictate whether 1, upon my plate,
Should hiave hard ¢egs or soft, ones, ho ! ho ! ho !
I'll stick to what I've said, sirs, yes, you, ves,
I'lL paint Toronto red, sirs, 1 guoss, guess, guess.

For § should courage Jnck if 1 took mi Janguage hack .
The Attorney G. shall settle all this mess, mess, mess,

POTPOURRI.

Why should our mayor become the John
Ke:lly of Toronto? Because hc could Boss-
well,

General Gordon has captured a Krup» gun
from the enemy. He should be charged with
Kruppt practices.

There is a female lawyer in New York whose
son will be called to bear a terrible aflliction
;vhen he marries. He'll have tvio mothers-in-
aw.

Hon John Costigan banquetted eighty gen-
tlemen at a Cntholic bhazaar at Ottawa. Ife
knows now what a feed like than will cost-
again.

““Wifey, may I go out to-night 2
* Yes, iy darling honey ;

Take the latch-key with you, dear—
But leave me all the money.”

A Hamilton man seot a dollar tn a New
Yorker who advertised a receipt to change the
color of red noses. In n few days he reccived
an envelope containing a piece of paper on
which was printed *¢ Paint it white.

Somenne advertis-s in a city paper offering
to exchange a §75 cluster dimnond rving for
eight tons of coal. Thisisthe time of year when
the scnsible man prefers black diamonds to
white.

“In the time of Henry VIf1, the queen’s
maids of honor had cach a chet loaf, & manchet,
a gallon of ale, and a chine of beef for their
breakfasts.” Gracious! What a time their
stomachs must have bad digesting china beef,
Now-a-days porcelain cows are used «nly for
table ornaments. :
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Buy. Drink, Sell, this Original and
only Private Plantation Java on the
market. MHandled by the principal

Jobbers & Retailers in the Dominion.




97 to 107 Duke St.,
Toronto.

iBarchard & Co.,

Manufacturers of WOOD PACKING BOXES
of every Lescription.
&7 All Work Guaranteed. &

MACHINE OILS/ vyt tiiseged e Bolomae | MoCOLL BROS. & C0., TORONTO. 1

LET THE “LITTLE TYRANT” CONSIDER HIMSELF CRUSHED !
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CHRISTMAS SUPPLEMENT

Every subscribir to GR1p ought to send for a copy of our Great Special Supplement,

THE PORTRAIT

—QF =

SIR JOKRN A, MACDONALD, C.C.B,

In fuil official dress. “Aside from its political and listorical significance it is a HANDSOMT
WORK OF ART, andvwhen framed would grace the walls of any drawing-room. We have
placed the price to subsribers at ten cents, and every one of them—Grit and Yory ulike—
should send for a copy. .

The sale of this supplment has met with great success, and many of our subscribers have
already procured copics, We havo had to issue several editions of GRIP in ovder to supply the
demand.  We trust Grp’s readers will not miss this opportunity of getting the best portrait
extant of our grent preriar.

Only Ten Cents to Subscribers of *“Grip.”
#&rSend that amount x‘tstamps to
THE GRﬁ PRINTING AND PUBLISHING COMPANY, Toronto.

QUE=N CITY oIL CO. PREVENTION BETTER THAN GURE.
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PEERLESS MACHYE OIL.

HEADQUARTERS FOR ANRICAN OIL.

SAMUEL ROGHES, Monager.
TORONTO.
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Doctor.—This might havo been uvuided if you had
seon that your bedding wag properly cleaned. Move dis-

eayes nrise from impure bedding than from anything olse,
it at onco to

N. P. CHANEY & CO.,
230 Ring St. East, = ~ Toronto.

A couple of citizen> called on a well-known
butter buyer the other day and, o behalf of a
large number of ratepnyers, asked him to stand
for sldermanic honors in 8t. ——’s Ward. He
had made up his mind to accede to their re-
quest, but when they told him that he was
‘“the only man of strength ™ that they could
rely on, he got mad and ordered them out.
They are still wondering why he did it, and
are telling the other ratepayers that it's a good
job he isn't their candidate, for he’s an old
crank anyway.

CATARRH—A pew treatment has been dis- -

covered whereby a permanent cure of this
hitherto incarable discase, is absolutely of.
fected in from one to three applications, no
matter whether standing one year or forty
years. * This remedy is only applied once in
twelve days, and does not interfere with busi-
ness,  Descriptive pamphlet sent free on
receipt of stamp, by
305 King-street west, Toronto, Canada.

COVERNTON'S Fragrant Carbolic Tooth
Wash cleanses and preserves the teeth, hardons the
gums, purifies the breath. Price, 25¢. Prepared on)
by C. J. Covernton & Co., Mantreal, Retniled by AH
Druggists ; wholesale, Evans, Sons & Mason, Toronto.

Gold Fish.—Aquaria.—Every family shoald have
an Aguarium, which is amusing, interesting and in-
structive to young and old. H. F, JACKSON, Chemist,
1,368 St. Catharine St., Montreal, hosnow the following
stock on hand : Gold Fish, Sitver Fish, Cat Fish, Bass,
Chubb, ctc. Treatiec on Aquaria mailed freo.

t3 A Happy Thought. Diemond Dyes are so
perfect and 8o beautiful that it is o pleasure to use
them, Equully good for durk or light colors. 10c. ot
druggists. Wells and Richardson Co.. Montreal, P, Q.
Sample card, 32 colors, and hoolc of directions, for two
cent stamp.

A. W. SPAULDING,
- DENTIST,

1 King Street Eact'
Nty e e e aate St. } TORONTO

Uses the ntmost care to avoid all unoecessary pain, and
to render tedious operations as brief and pleasant as
possible, All work registered and warranted.

A. H. Dixoy & Sor,
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. ENGRAVINGSJ‘.;

A& For partioulars addreas

40,000 New Portrait Engravings (18x24) of Sir John A. Macdonald, K.G.B.,, Hon. Edward Blako, Q.C.,
Hon Oliver Mowat, and Her Majesty the Queen, to be given away FrER.

The Canada Pacific Trading & Importing Co., 120 BAY STREET, TORONTO,
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