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CHASED BY WOLVES!

Sir Joux.~NO USE, BOWELL! IF WE WOULD SAVE OURSELVES OUR POOR LITTLE BILL MUST GO!

Toronto, Nov. 3, 1882, N.P. CHANEY :

It has givenus every satisfaction
Respecting the copying of letters,

AR RESTORER

it is everything to desired, Bay
Taken altogether, it is far ahead K g
of the pen, especially as regard T“i
legibility and speed. "
GoOLERHAN & WokTs. p RoTe8

THR REMINGTON STARDARD TYPE-WRITER.

FOR SALE AT

BENGOUGH'S SHORTHAND BUREAU,

KA

15T GrnT—What find I here .
Fair Portia‘s counterfeit? What
Hath come so acar creation ?

: - anp Geyr—It must have been BRUCE,
3. =5 — s0 beantifully counterfeit nature,

230 KING-S'E., TORONTO. StTupio—118 King Street West.

IL COAL. LOWEST RATES A. &S. NAIRN Tinth.

11 Kixa $Sv. W., Toroxro.
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The gravest Beast ls the das; the gravest ied is the Owl:
The gravest Yish is the Oyster ; the gravest Mau is th) Poal,

Please Obsorve.

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

m_
@artoon Tomments.

Lreapive CarrooN.—The wonderful faculty
of ‘ mind reading "’ displayed by Mr. Stuart
Cumberland is at present occupying a good
deal of attention. It is alleged that the
power in question is, after all, a mere trick,
which anyone may acquire,and we areinclined
to accept this assertion in view of the facility
with which Sir John has been for some time
(through the medium of the Mail) reading
the mind of Mr. Blake. Itis found that the
Opposition leader’s powerful intellect is con-
centrated on the startling subject of ‘¢ An-
nexation.” If we are to believe the mind-
reader, Mr, Blake is a most dangerous em.
bodiment of incipient treason, whose one
single aim is to give Canada to Uncle Sam.
The excitable reader of the Muil is cauntioned
to remember, however, that as yet Blake is
only an annexationist ** in his mind.”

Finst Pace.—Travellers in  Russia are
sometimes driven to desperate straits when
pursued by the wolves of that inhospitable
region. 1t is said that parents have been
known to sacrifice their “childien one by ome,
by throwing them out of the flying sleigh to
stop the greedy maws of their fierce pursuers.
Sir John and his Orange colleagues appear,
at present, to be in a similarly desperate situ-
ation, The French Catholic party are after
them in full ery, and before the end of the
seseion it may be necessary to throw the poor
little helpless Incorporation Bill to them.
How it must lacerate the heartatrings of the
glorious, pious and immortal Bowell to do
this! As for the equally glorious and pious
Sir John—he wouldn’t think two minute
about it if it had to be done.

E1omrH PaoE.—The election of a member
for Algoma will finish the Ontario tribulation.
This contest is to come off shortly, and so far
as we can learn, it will vesult in an easy vic..
tory for the Conservative candidate.

We rise to enquire if it is true that our es.
teemed co-laborer, Joseph Keppler, attended
Mrs. Vanderbilt's faney ball in the character
of Puck—arrayed in a swallow tail coat and a
crayon-holder ? )

Mr. Blake’s new moustache and whisker
sive him a dccidedl;;\ American appearance,
?{a! we have it! his is another outward
development of his Annexation proclivities.
Let the Mail man investigato this suspicious
affair.

The great comet of 1882 will not be visible
from this earth again till the year 2676, and it
is a sad and solemn thing to think that no one
now living will see it except a few survivors
of the Balaklava charge. 1Itisindeed a grand
though overwhelming thought.

Riches are not fairly distributed in thia
world, but we live in hopes that things will
come all right in time, and that editors wijll be
able to abscond as well as bank cashiers who
at present monopolise that industry. Dawn,
bright days, and let us have something to get
away with,

The New York Sunday Mercury is a splendid
lp-‘aper and shows great judgment and discretion
n making selections for its columns, but Grip
is touchy, and likes to get credit when credit
is due. This may be one of the * Spri
Emotions,” spoken of in the Mercury of Mare
25, but it is a fact.

“It is said of Mr. Barnand, the editor of
Punch. that ‘he jests incessantly, has been
twice married, and has fourteen children.’”
—Bxchange. Well, all we’ve got to say is that
it is & confounded pity that somo of his jokes
don’t get into Puwich occasionally, as it is a
long, long time since anything in the shape of
a jest appeared in that glooiny periodical.

The Boston Herald says : ““The physicians
of ex-Governor Head, of New Hampshire, re-
port that he is in a critical condition. His
friends hope that he will be able soon to take
o tropical journey.” Now, just bear this in
mind, that, when we are sick, we don’t want
any such insinuations o8 that made about us.
Tropical journey, indeed; tropical journey
youraelf,

The body of n map, in a complete state of
preservation, was dug uf) the other day ainong
the ruins of Pompeii.” It crumbled to dust on
exposure to the air, but a piece of parchment
in its hand remained as sound as ever. Seve-
ral antiquariaus have deciphered the char-
acters on this parchment, and declare that
their translation is & joke about a plumber.
This should be a warning, but it won't.

Oh ! tho Intest ugonee

Of tip-top societee ;
"Tis & most peculiar craze,
Strangest seen for many days,

What is that?

Draw a cat.
Draw a little swearing, tearing,
Mussy, cussy, pussy cat.

raw & cal

Sitting flat

On a mat,

Shoot the cat 1

Sir Charles Tupper is taking his departure
from the Cahinet. Already his household
effects have left Ottawa. * Well, good-bye,
Charley,” says Sir John, *‘ take care of your.
self.” ‘I never forget to do that, old boy,”
responds the other gallant knight.

A kleptomaninc is & person who is unable to
distinguishcléarlythe difference between menm
and fitum. An exchange gives an account of
p- fight between two men, in the course of
which one combatant bit off the ear and nose
of the other. Weare unable to see any differ.
ence between mayhem and chew'em.{ut are
we necessarily. kleptomaniacal? THere is &
classical twang about this paragraph and it is
at the disposal of any of the College papeys.

—l

“ Whoew ! thisis hot work,” observed Chief
Stewart, of Hamilton, during the Tug of War
between the bobbies of that city and our fel.
lows. ‘“Oh! youw’ll feel cooler now you've
¢ crossed the line,’ ” remarked Sergeant Stark,
as the Toronto men yanked their opponents
across the chalk mark. We had intended to
write a' poem on the victory of our men, but
we forgot it till too late. For this and all
other inercied let the public be truly thankful.

The Peterboro’ Examiner man is angry be-
cause a poet in GRIP said that the girls of that
hamlet * pranced and chattered,” and he at-
tempts to wither Toronto with a story about
a young lady of that city who visited Peter-
boro’ and found herself unable to turn iu the
strect there (we believe there is only one) on
account of the size of her feet. ‘¢ Alio that is
half the truth is ever the bleckest of lies,” and
the Examiner’s little story comes under that
head. The facts of the case are as follows :—
A young lady from Toronto did visit Peter-
boro’ ; it was in winter, and a masquerade was
going oo at the skating rink, which the lady
was desirous of attending in the character of
the hero of theSeven Leagueboots. She hunted
for fire minutes, during which time she visited
every store in the village, but was unable to
tind any boots large cnongh to suit the char-
acter till chance led her past a certain dwell-
ing where & pair of boots were standing outside
the front door ;-the owner had been compelled
to take them off there, for nothing short of a
miracle could ever have got them through the
door., The young lady borrowed them, and
started in them for the skating rink. Is it tobe
wonidered at, when the breadth of that street,
which may be compared to that strait and
uarrow way, etc., and the size. of those boots
are taken into consideration, that she did get
stuck fast? -

In his indignation the Ewaminer acribe says
that it is the birthright of Peterborough girls
to chatter. That is all right; Buffon claims
the eame privilege for the simiades, and, we
believe, rightly. ~ Compatisons are odious and
we don’t make any.

Seeing it stated in several Jm ers that a com-
mercial traveller, employe gy a Hamilton
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_ grocery firm, had said he hc;.d obtained a lock

of Mrs.' Langtry’s hair from the lady herself,

" and somewhat "doubting the veracity of the

story, we quietly wrote to- Mrs, Langtry and
enquired whethér there was any foundation

-for the statement. = That lady answered, by
return of post, as follows :—

“DEaR MR. GRIP,—I was wery much
amused when I heard what that bazgmanr had
been saying, and I hasten to give you the
whole truth. A young man did come ‘‘on
hoard,” as you say in this charming country,
the train by which I went to Niagara. He had
never seen me and was very anwtous to obtain
an introduction to me. As, however, I never
met & bagman in the Prince’s set, I caused my
agent to introduce niy matd to the young man
asu lf. She informs me that he made him-
self o-ry agreeable (for a person in his position)
and that she gave him, on patting at the Sus-
pension Bridge, a piece of her false swiick.
‘This is all that passed, and if Mr. Gebhardt
heats that that bagman is showing the hair as
mine, I'm afraid he will challenge him, Write
often, and be sure and forward GRIr to me
wherever I am.,  Yours, sincerely, LL.”

Ve are always happy to be able to expose
fraud,

DISILLUSIONED ;

OR,
! THEY ALL DO IT,
(Continued.)

As we wandered along we passed several
olicemen here and there, and I was struck
gy their fine bearing and physique, as weil as
by the sagacity and intelligence that the
faces of the majority of them wore. 1Ire-
marked this to my little companion, at the

saine time expressing my opinion that these.

men were deserving of all the gratitude of
the citizens for their unwavering vigilance
and alertness. * We should indeed feol
gratoful,” 1 said, ‘‘when we think that
whilst we sleep through the dark watches of
the night, these faithful guardians of he
peace, ever awake to the call of duty,
gnarding our persons and “property from hc
machinations of the lawless and abandoned.
I felt cloguent and knew that 1 was *peakin
well. I had picked up Brother Slingjaw’s
flask, and the contents were telling on me.
< Here," I continued, *¢ we-see a city, the io.
habitants of which, reposing the utmost con-
fidence in the vigilance of these: gallant fel-
lows, retire to their couches, with a feeling of
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‘sécurity that'isbom of the untiring alacrity

.{ “of the noble potler. - The ‘peeler, ‘sir, is a fine

‘ellow, & remarkable fine fellow, and—hallo !

Sl L~

‘tapping
““whence emanates those murmurings-of a

‘officer was a most accomplished snorer. - ““The

-sently, and for him

what's that : say chappie, we're going to have
a thunder storm. Dlg you not hear that low
muttering like the far away rumblings of a
coming . clemental war? Hist! I hear it
again. 'Tis the growling of the thunder;
come, let us get back beforc the storm ar-
rives.” ¢ Don’t be in a hurry,” replied the
litile fellow, ¢ you forget that we are invisi-
ble and the rain won't hurt us, evenif it iz
rain, which I doubt. Ha! I thought so.
Look here: this is where your thunder rum-
blings proceed from,” and he pointed to a gal-
lant minion of the moon, elad in his coat of
blue, taking his nocturnal siesta, (if o siesta
can be talten at night, and why not? get your
dictionary, dear reader, and hunt up the
word,) on the head of a salt mackerel barrel,
““This is the place,” continued the mannikin
the sleepiug constable’s nose,

coming thunder storm,” and certainly "the

‘unrestrained melody of his beak,'’ 'said :the
sprite, * will probably cause its owneor to ap-
pear before another kind of beak, and the ex-
ample whieh the latter will make of the for-
mer, will act as a beak-on to other similar of-
fenders, and we shall probably miss his beak-
off this beat.” Brother Slingjaw’s flask was
having a decided effect on me, and I felt like
dropping into poetry. I dropped.

Maybe he is weary, and divil a wonder:
Whyshould he not sleep, if he can, 'neath the rose ?
Lgt the pecler dricam on, making soft mufiled thunder
Go forth on the night froin his somnolent nose.
Sleep on, gallant bobby, sleep on.”

Either my words or the fragrance of the
contents of my flask or rather of Brother
Slingjaw’s, aroused the reposing officer, for
he got up, yawned, .stretched himself and
muttaring, ‘‘ I cud shwear I smilt whiskhey,
but maybe it’'s on’y dhramin’ I was, but if
such was the case it was a plisant dhrame.
Maybe av I take another snooze I'll get a
ihrink,” and he walked on a few paces and
satdown on a dourstep, wheve we left him,
*‘1 ghall soon lose faith in all that is goed and
pure and noble,” I said to my companion,
*Don’t do that,” he answered, *‘there is
much that is admirable, many things and
peoople that are thorough, sincere and honest,”
—*“* but it's hard to find 'em,” he added after
a pause. It was becoming very chilly, and
the keen morning air penetrated my very mar-
row, Iseemed to be growing benumbed and
my legs almost refused to carry me furbher.
“ Wake up, man,” screamed the mannikin,
hitting me a violent blow on the back,
** Wake up,”—and that was precisely what I
did. I found myself lying before my now
empty fireplace on the floor ; I had slipt from
my chair and the fall had awaked me from
the sound slumber into which 1 had fallen,
“So it was all a dream,” 1 muttered, ¢ but
I'llswear that a good many things I saw in
my vision are really so ; and if it was only
a dream, there are some matters concorning
which Lam perfectly Disillusioned.

EASTER EGGS.

Cuar, I

Easter Eve.

Time—8.30 p.m.

Dramatis persona, for the present, Aurora-
lette Ap Fungus. o .

Another dramatis }:ersona. will appear pre-

uroralette awaits.

Woearily the moments seem to drag along, as
she sits, pensivély turning .over the leaves of
her cat album, in which Society’s latest craze
has decrood that her friends shall each endea-
vor to drawa cat. Ah, me ! whata menagerie’
of weird fantastic animals that book contains,

The mind of the moat talented bibulist, in

il to conceive such horrible imaginings as

hose pages depict.

But it is not of such thinge that:I am about
to tell.

I merely mentioned them en passant (pro-
nounced’ ‘‘ong pahdong” in colleges where
French is the langnage spoken).

Hist ! a step outside.

"I'is his. - He comes.

Enter Brendalbano Daguerre, attired in the
height of fashion., He is the other persona.
He is also Auroralette’s lover.

They meet.

Smack ! Smoek! Smoogle!

I am paid by the line for this romance.

Cuare. IL
- Time—9 p.m. )

The two lovers are seated.

Upon the four legs of one chair .is thrown
the w_eiﬂit of both.

" Breadalbane sits upon the chair; Aurora-
lette sits upon Breadalbane.
It is a good arrangement.

*¢ To-morrow will be Easter Sunday,” mur-
mured Auroralette.

Breadalbane starts as he hears the remark,
and colors like some guilty thing.

¢¢ Breadalbane, my darling, you promised to
bring me a dozen Haster eggs, fresh onmes, for
me to bile, if they were not more than thirty
cents, They are only twenty-seven, and you
have broken your word.”
| ¢“Nay, sweet one, I had forgotten them till
‘you spoke. I have brought them,” replied
Breadalbane.

* Where are they, precious?” gurgled Au-
roralette. ‘‘In my pocket,” replied her lover.
¢“ In the pocket of your overcoat ?” she queries,
starting up as if to rise and go for them.
‘¢ Oh, please don't joggle so,” pleads Breadal-
hane. ¢¢ Tell me, then, where are they ?” she
demands imperiously. My sweet, in the
tail pooket of this coat I have on.” *‘Then
you are sitting on them. Darling, they must
be broken,” shrieked the lovely girl. ¢ Can-
dor and sense of feeling compel me to admit
that they are,” replied Breadalbane.

They were.

It was a terrific moss. Eggshells will not
stand the pressure of three hundred and fifteen
pounds without fading away liks *‘snow
wreaths in thaw, Jean.”

Cumar IIT,

Scexk —Emporiam of a second-hand clothes
dealer.,

Dramatis res ; a frack coat and a
of pantaloons waving wildly in the.
Monday breeze in front thereof. ‘

Eggsactly so.

ir of
ter

NO WONDER IT WAS DULL.

¢¢ Pa, I'm so glad Lent is over.”

“ Why, my darling?” asked the fond
father, caressing her ecarrotty tresses, and
mentally compa.rinf the cost of provisions
during the ssason of fasting with the ordinary
hash bill and finding about an even . thinﬁ of
it, * Why, my dear?" <“OQOh! it's so” dull

a ; and we mustn’t laugh, but do nothini

ut read Burton's Anatomy and London Punc
and—" < Well, dear, the season of sorrowing
is over now and I will let you psruse some
lighter literature,” replied the old gentleman.

*“ Thanks, pa,” said his daughter ecstatic-
ally, “thanke, now get me Tuppér's Pro-
verbial Philosophy, for I do want to. 'have a
good laugh so after those’ other dry old
things.” ’

An oyster hag been known to open its shell
to hear the musi¢c of. an accordeon. If there

bis direst parsxysms of delivium tremenswould

wae.any doubt about the stupidity of the bi
valve this settles it. _ ’

T3 B ——
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“UNION IS STRENGTH.”
MR. J. ROSS ROBERTSON SAYS THE FELLOW WHO GOT UP THAT MOTTO WASNI' 50

VERY FAR OUT AFTER ALL!

A FUGITIVE FROM FENTON.

Er1NGOBRAGH TERRACE,
Wiggins 11th, 1883.

Me DEir Sur,—‘“ Farewell ! a long fare-
well to all me grateness,” as Gineral Wolsley
ud say whin he was afther dyin’. Adien!
dear native land av Torxanty, thy hills and val-
leye green! And lasht but not laste, wid
tearsin me oyes, farewell dear burd av lither-
ature an’ freedom, me own Canadian Aigle,
darlin’ Grir. ‘*Ju-va-le-ra!” A wanderer
an’ & vagaboue on the face av the airth, a fu.
gitive from injustice, and an exile fromn home,
bas your venerable. correspondent hecome, all
through the onforthunate purchase av a lot-
thery ticket.

-I'm just afther feelin’ like an owld ostrich
that's hunted from post to pillar, an’ fain to
shtick its head in a hedge to be out av sight
an’ hearin’ av the ruthless pursuer. I tell ye
sur, that owld haythen king, who shuk so his
joints loosened, an’ his-knees shmote together,
was nothing but a flea-bite compared wid me-
ailf, whin Y was afther findin’ out that I was
o law breaker an’ amnenable to the laws av me
counthry, through me aisy goin’ timper.

It's the quarest sinsation in life to be feelin’
that you.are a criminal, an’ liable to be placed
‘in the dock wid dhrunkards an’ loafers, an’
blagyards; an' people that don't shovel off
their shnow ; to feel that you are wan av
thim, an' that you are brought there by a
move in a game that is bein’ played by a law-

yer in the intherests of the Su)%})ression of

Personal Impecuniosity. Agin the law! if

the ‘ vice supressur® was anxious that the’

law shouldn't be broken, why didn't he go
round the walls éh’ prophesy * yet forty days
an’ this interpreise shall be desthroyed ?”
Why didn’t his virtuous indignation blaze
ont whin he got the firsht inklin’ av the affair ?
Why didn’t he raise a warnin’ voice t¢ wam

r innocont sowls like mesilf from the aw- -

ul vice? Why didn't he begin to ¢ sup-
press ” it till the bloom was on the rye and
_there was money init? Couldn't he find any

vice to suppress in a city of saloons, of she-

beens, of low haunts ; of perishing childer, of |

dhrinkin’ boys, and neglected girls? Musha !
Misther Phintin, its yersili that takes the
cake at swallowin’ & camel humps an’.all
widout winkin’, an’ chokin’ yerself wid a hit
av a gnat av 2 lottery ticket, Faith thin me
knight,it’s mighty afraid that I am that yczll
be afther gettin’ hoisted on tho sails on this
windmill av fortune you're a tiltin’ at,

Yez'll aixcuse me hasty spache, Misther
Griv, but me timper gets the betther av me
whin I see people usin’ the suppression av
vice as a manes av makin’ abig baulav money.
It was very innocently mesilf was roped in.
Ye see, Paddy. O'Laff an’ Biddy Quirk ‘that
got married about the same time as mesilf,
they lived outside the city limits, an’ kept a
cattle ranch for raisin’ pigs an poulthry, Pad-
dy was asmathematic, an’ dle?\ one day fur
want av breath. Biddy, however, she kep on
the ranch, an’ bein’ hard up this winter, cum
to the conclusion that she'd rafile off wan av
the two pigs to raise the wind to pay the rint
wid. So she writes me a letther, axin me to
use me vote'an’ influence to get the rafile ad-
vertised in Grip, an’ she’d pay the money
whin she got ready. Now, mie bein’ a litthery
man I couldn’t think av bein’ mixed up wid
anything as low as a raffle, besides if Biddy
didn’t raise move than the rint, she'd be apt
to forget to pay for the advertisement; and
then agin, that cartoon av the Pursnit av
Pleasure made me oncertain av “the reception
you, sur, might give me, if I proposed to ad-
vertige the raflle ava pig in yur pages, So I
scours meself up & bit, hangs on me best bib
an' tucker, (I like to luk well whin I go to
visit & widdy-woman, as a token. av respect
fur the departed) tacked on me new green tio,
an’ in the karacther av GrIP'S reporter, wont
to interview the widdy anint the raffle.

Says I ¢ Misthress O’'Laff ” says I, ¢ asure
ita behind the age you'd be intoirely to have
anything o low 28 a ratfle. 1t isn’t faghion-
able,” says I, “ nayther is it a bit gintale,”
says I. Says I, ““you're a young an’ good

3.

lukin’ "ooman yet, an’ in ivery thing you do,”
says I, “you shud be guided wid an oye to
future possibilities in the way av marriage.
No gintale young fellow now a days, wud
marry & widdy-woman who raffled her pig.
No ma'am,” says I * we'll get up a lotthery,”
says L. ‘“ We'll dhraw the pig,” says I.
** Howly mother o’ Moses ! ” says she, wid a
grate screech, ‘“sure you'd niver be able.”
“Why not?” says I, *‘ Sure bis neck is as
thick as me waist,” says she, ¢ you counldn’t
dhraw it an inch.” Says she, *I'd dhraw the
toughest rooster in the yard, but I'm thinkin® -
its histhroat ye’ll he afther cuttin' Barney,
says she, ¢TI didn’t mane to dhraw his neck,
Misthress O'Laff,” says I, ‘‘what 1 maneis
this, we'll get some tickets out, wid a Incky
number for the pig, an’ after we've sowld .the
tickets among our frinds an’ acquaintances,

1 T'll come down an’ we’ll dhraw fur it, an niver

mind about havin’ a fiddler,” says I. She
luked a little dissapointed about the dauce,
but niver mind, saysI ‘‘dance when your
debt’s paid.” An’saysI “X’ll take a ticket,
an’ there's the quarther; an’ I'll sell a, dozen
or go fur yez, its not every day people get the
chance av * dhrawin’ a handsome pig fura
guarther.” So bedad we dhrew, an' Larry
1l(elly he won the pig, an’ wid grate difficult,
druv her home ; the widdy's rint was paid,
an’ those that didu’t win wern’t sorry, their
guarthers wint fur a good object. Two weeks
sur, from that day, mesilf was served wid a
summons from Misther Phintin, the vice sup-
pressur, to anawer o charge of encouragin’
vice by helpin’ the widdy to sell her pig.
Nosur ! niver ! fur the honor av this paper,
an’ av the city, I will niver shtand in that
dock as an example fur the suppression av

vice. Anyhow I daresn’t visk it, fur I'm
tould this vice snppressor is in the habit av
eatin’ sulphur fur his complexion in the
spring, an’ me lungs are wake, an’ the shmell
av brimstone 'ud make me cough so I'd be
committed fur contempt av court, an’ be
landed in the Toranty Bastile. Manetime in
momentary expectation av the police to haul
me off, I.shpind mz hours, in-an owld flour.
barrel, hidin’ from them, an” have just come to
the surface to 1;nm yon me lasht farewell.
Tomorrow I'm off to the Shtates, where I will
remain till the divil comes to Toranty to
claim hie own, after which I cah return to me
native adopted country. - -
. . Solong,
’ BarNey O'Hea.

A mén ont West died in a bath tub. - The
verdict was, death from inexperience,

Five out of every twelve marringes aro eaid

to be unhappy. The other seven aro often
worse, : C
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THE POLITICAL MIND-READER !

'“SIR YOU ARE THINKING OF ANNEXATION"
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8o the world wags.”
1t is pretty near time to let up on Professor

Wigging, He is not the enly man who ever
get astray in his predictions, and perhaps it is
just as well that his- late prophecy did not
turn out as & good many people expected it
would. If this great storm had come to pass
according to programme, thc ¢‘I-told-you-
30’s "’ would not have been uite so jubilant,
and the Professor would have gone on acaring

eople half to death, from which he will pro-

nbry refrain in the futore. It is rcally sad,
however, that he has been the cause of so
much anti-temperance conduct as the follow
ing poem would seem to imply :

WIGGINS AND THE THREE FISHERS.

Three fishers went reeling out into the west
“T'o watch for the storm as the sun went down:
Each muttercd the oath that pleased him best,
And swore that Wiggins was fit 1o drown.
* For men can’t work, though women may weep,
While Wiggins ard Fate and the :I‘emrost sleep,
And we'd like to keethaul Wiggins!”

Three fishwives sat up in the lighthouse tower
Nursing their wrath as the sun went down
Each vowed that Wiggins had stolen her dower,
Or pawned her furniture through the town.
“ For idlers will dviuk, though their women weep.
And the sqoner it's over the soouer to sleep §

G "

Bue we'd like to parboil Wiggins !

Three wet grosers sat and counted their gains
And their emipty kegs, as the sun went down—
They had got all the baats and nets and chains,
And every bedstead there was in town. .
Said one : ** Let's divvy with Wiggins-~J think
We hed ought ter pay him—in eradies or drink—
But good-vy to the bar till mornin’.”
-V, V, Sun.
* ®
Children ave close observers as Bub’s essay
on the rabbit will testify. Without further
preface, then, I will introduce

BUB’S EYSAY,

Therabbit wihks with hiznozean’ sumtimeshe
duz it with snch effek that the ckko agertates
wat little tale heze got lef. Rabbits haz got
other funny trates besides, because hezo got
knoze en hiz hind legs reatch from hiz toze
to hiz elboze an’ he sets on ’em more’n he
duz on the furtherest end of 'em, Hiz ears iz
stilfycats of hiz belongin’ to the jackass family
an’ wen he sticks 'em up the sters begin ter
git nervus an’ move out ther way. Rabbits
wares furs all the hull yearan' wen they walk
‘yude think the behind part ov 'im wuz harder
ter lift 'an a burow, but wen you tetch ‘em of
a litenin’ bug coodent ketch ’‘im ef yude giv
’im tu daze start. Rabbits is good ter eat ony
if thares wimmin round you mustn’t menshun
ennything’ bout cats wile the bankwet is goin
on.

It is a great pity that those chatterers at
the theatrc do not ofttimes meet with ameritod
rebuke from the actors they annoy so greatly,
to say nothing of the nuisence they ronder
themselves to the audience. Nearly every
theatre-goer must have expérienced, at some
time or other, the great pleasure” of having a

rty of giggling girls behind him, or at ‘in.

ividual wﬁo huins every song thatis being

performed on the stage, or the idiot, who tells
what is going to happen next, and so on:
Clayton’s rebuke, as shown in the following
anecdote was a just one and no one will wonder
that, after receiving .it, the disturbers

HELD THEIR PEACE,

Clayton, the actor, who is married to Bou-
cicault's eldest daughter, while playing his
great part of Hugh Trevor, in ¢ All for Her,”
at Brighton, and when in his best scenes, was
utterly knocked over by persistent loud talk-
ing in a stage box. Utterly unable to proceed,
he at last went up to the box and said ‘‘Ladies
and gentleman, 1 foar-my performance inter-
rupts your conversation. Assoop as I can pro-
ceed without distressing you I shall resume
my part.” The speech was received with tre-
mendous applaunse by the andience, amid cries
of *“Turn them out!” The box was mute.
One gentleman sought to pick a quarrel with
him afterward, but after a little conversation,
thought better of it.

Manager Thompson has undertaken a Can-
adian tour of the Fichberg String Quartette.
He announces the early appearance at the
Pavilion of the Fay-Templeton Comic Opera
Co. in “Olivette’ and *‘‘ Mascotte,” to be
followed by other first-class attractions. Mr.
Thompson deserves praise for the energy he
has shown in the management of the Pavilion,
and the dircctors have cause to congratulate
themselves on having sccured liis services,

Attention is called to an advertisement in
another column respecting the Gilchrist Scho-
larship Examination, which takes place on the
18th of June next. Intending candidates
wonld do wellto bear in mind that their names
and certificates must be sent in before the 1st
of May, or they stand a good chance of hav-
lnﬁcthe fact brought home to them that though
““better late than never ” is 2 good maxim in
some cases, it is one that will not hold good
in this one.

HE CHOSE HIS PROFESSION.

¢ Horatio,” said the wealthy broker, it is
high thme you chose some profession. You
are now twenty, and though I am able to
support you, I am not willing to doso. You
have had a liberal education —let me see, you
were—how far had you advanced when you

left College 2 ¢ In the Firat Reader, father,” }'

replied his son. ‘‘Hum,” muttered his pa-
rent, ‘‘and I believe you still experience
some difficulty in %rappling with wordsof two
ayllables, though I have spent immense sume
on you and engaged a very expensive private
tutor for you. Mow would a military life suit
you? You navea pretty fairfigure. * **Father,”
answered Horatio, ‘‘a soldier may be called
upon to fight : some of them is, and them as
don’t like fighting didn't ought to be soldiers,
besides 2 man must master the multiplication
table before ho canrise.” ¢ True, true,” said

his father sadly, ‘“ that is so: you got as far |.

as simplo addition, did you not, Horatio? "
Y did, father.” ¢ Twice threc is—what,
my son?” ‘ Eight, father.” The old gontle.
man stamped . impatiently, = ‘ Think again,
Horatio.” The youth counted on his fingers,
and at the end of o few minutes replied,
¢ Six, father.”
let me see : you used to he very smart at cut-

‘““Ha! - that is better: nowd

ting figures out of paper, and pasting them on
the cat ; how would you like to be an editor?.
If you had some one to toll you which pieces
to eut out, I think you could paste them on a
sheot of paper, could you not, Horatio?”
¢ Oh! father, surely you cannot mean it,”
responded the young man. ‘Me as hasn't
never yet been drunk-—surely, father, you
would not drive me to that.” < Well, what
can I make of you: you are next thing
to an idiot and—stay, how would a bank
clerk’s position do for yonu! By watching
carefully what your compauions did you might
in time become a cashier.” ‘‘Father, I do
want to remain in this country.” * What's-
that got to do with it ? ” asked the old gentle-
man sharply. * Prison life would kill me,
and America is vulgar.” I see your drift,
Horatio, you are not altogether a fool ; but
what in Heaven's name can you be? You
have, as I beforc remarked, a tolerable figure,
the very amallest quantity of brains that any
one not an absolute idiot can have, you are
twenty years of age, ignorant as a hog, and
without the vestige of an original idea in
your head. You part your hair in the middle,
wear stays and use scent, and if youn can tell
me what youn are fit for I will trouble you to
doit.” * Father, I can. Let me be a Dude.”
‘- The very thing,’ yelled the oxcited parent,
‘*the very thing; nature never made any-
thing without having 2 use for.it. Of you
go. Thank heaven you have hit on gomething
that none but the biggest fools that breathe
tho breath of life can be. Go, go and be &
Dade "

And he do'd as he was told, This is a very
funny article.

University of London.

Gilchrist Scholarship Examination.

are reminded that they should

ied by certifi of age
and character, to this 1Jepartment. on or before the st
of May, 1883.

1 di
b &
send in their names,

candid

The ex-mination takes place

On Monday. 18th June, 1883.

d:d

Copies of the list of subj in which will
be vxamined for the years 1383 and 1864 respectively, can
be obtained on application to the Department.

ARTHUR 8. HARDY,
Provincial Secretary,

Provincial Secretary's Office,
Torunto, t6th March, 1883,

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY,

MARNITOBA AND THE NORTH-WEST,
DAKOTA, MINNESOTA, &c.

SEASON, 1883.

The Popular Speciat Trains will, commenciog
WEDNESDAY, MARCH 14,

and cvery succeeding Wednesday during March and
:\Yril he despaiched from MONTREAL, BROCK.
VILLE, and TORONTO, stopping at intermediate
of

atations en route for [y gers from
all points in Ontario.

First-class lation provided p g at
lowest fare.

Live stock, waggons, household effects in through cars
at very low rates.

Railway Agents, or to J. , General P

Agent; Montreal, :
W.. EDGAR, Assistant G. P. Ay Toronte.

JOSEPH HICKSON, Genora] Managar.

For information, tan'Jﬁsé etc., apply to Grlagd Trunk
UON »

"’ Montreal, llaﬁ-ch and, 188y,

b

T —

= " - RSt




GRIP.

. .8ATUmDAY, 31T MarcH, 1883,

¢ reputation for excellence.”

OUR CITY CHOIR,

AND HOW THEY LET THEMSELVES
. CHORUS. -

“ Would you like to come and hear -our
choir practice to-night?” asked my friend
Pollywog. *‘I should,” I replied, *‘ above
all things, I am agreat lover of good musie,
and your choir has, I know, a very enviable
*“ You're right,
old man,” said Pollywog, ‘‘and we’re a pretty.
tony (no pun intended) crew, take us all
through, and we just do things np according
to Cocker. Well, you'll come, then?’ I said
1 should be most happy, and at eight p.m. we
wonded our way to St. Dunstan’s church.
The chancol of the edifice alone was lighted
up, the remainder of the vast pile being
shrouded in gloom. ‘“You can get the effect
better ” said Pollywog, by remaining here,
about the middle of this aisle. You will find
it very fine. I mustbe going now, a8 we are
about to rehearse next Sunday's anthem.
Tra-la. Sit down hcre by this pillar.” Soon
the reverberations of the magnificent organ
came rolling down the nave, and I felt a sense
of awe stealing over me as I listened to the.
echoes dying away, swelling and again dying,
as the organist touched the keys with a mas-
ter hand. ‘“Ah1" I thought, *‘this is en-
joyment. Now they ave going {o begin.” The
tenor rose and commenced, *‘ Bow-bow-wow-
ow-bow—" then the bass struck in with his
deep manly toues, “ Ah!bow-wow-ob ! bow-
bLow-wow-wow down-ow ow-own thine—" now
the soprazio and the alto, clear and distinet,
** Bow-bow-bow-wow-dow-ow-own thine,bow-
bow-wow.wow thine ear, ah-bow-bow—"" then
altogether, crescendo, fortissimo,. “Bow-wow-
down-dow-bow-wow-wow-down thine ear—"
*Surely,” I'muttered, ¢¢ this can't be the
anthem: Pollywog has made a mistake, and I
think it .wrong to be practising secular music
in this sacred fane ; this must be some compan-
. ion piece to the ‘ Tyrolean ducks ' that I heard

at the concert the other night: but. no,—
- stay—" Again came- that chorus, *‘Bow-
wow-down-ow-wow-wown thine car—" the
tenor flinging the final *“ bow.-wow ” to firat
bass who caught it on the fly and fumbled
with it for a space, and then, from the nether-
most depths of his cavernons chest, hurled it
at the alto at sccond, who ‘¢ bow-wowed > at
the soprano who chewed it up for a few
seconds and then gave it to the trebles to play
with, which being dene, the whole choir join-
ed inand let themselves out in a tremendous

T.O0SE ON A~

burst of “bow-owing,” and the performance

. closed, the organ giving o magnificent imita-
tion of n pack in full ery, gradually approach-
inf necaror and nearer, and ending with a fear-
fu

crash, the hounds seemingly yelling:

and howling round the fox held at
arm’s length by the huntaman, and surround-

od by gentlemen in pink who are * in at'the.

death.” (See Herring's picture). When
Pollywog rejoined me he was jubilant, aud
asked me what I thought of it: ¢ That'll
fetch 'em on Sunday, eh, old chappie " he

approve of it at all, The idea of bringing
comie, nay, I should infer that it was nigger
minstrel music, into this place. It's awful,
sacrilege. nothing else, sir, sacrilege.”
«“W.what dy’e mean? Are you crazy?"”
asked ' Pollywog, horrified at my lack of ap-
preciation, ‘“That's the anthem for next
Sunday morning: what in blazes are you
driving at?’ ¢ Well I thought it was some
dog chorus—something—" < Ha ! ha ! ha!”
roared Pollywog—‘‘ha! ha! extract from
*Kenilworth,’ ¢h? gelection from ¢Canine,

ribs, ¢ woll, well, you snatch the confection-
ery, you do: ha! ha!" and he exploded in
boisterous merriment. ‘¢ Well, what was it
then, old fellow ?” I asked ; as he partially
subsided. *‘That: why it was ‘Bow down
thine ear tome,’ a splendid thing: ha'! ha !
nigger minstrelsy.: by Jingo ! I must tell the

St. .Dunstan’s choir,” 'and ‘he went away, and
doubtless related everything with such em-
bellishments as bis fertile fancy suggested,
for I shortly after heard screams of laughter
and fominine gigglings issuing from the vestry,
where the members of the choir had retired,
and where some slight refreshment was usually
partaken of after practise, I understood, and
I’ve no doubt Pollywog was immensely happy
in his conceits, recommending" a little shorry
and quinine to the alto, as ** wine and bark,
you know, Miss Highsee,” or * a hair of the

robusto ; or “a glass of whine with you,
Misa Screejowl ” and so forth, but I refused
‘to join them, and went home & sad and melan-
choly maa..

o~
4
8
\\
Q)
N &
~ R
=
a2 AN >
~

sy

-
77
7=

7a
72
77,

{.
(T

22

e

4
“\.

7

DISENCHANTED.

We met in a street card: s}i.a was fl:ir,

With yearning eyes and glorious hair,

One twang of his bow, and Cupid’s dart

Had pierced my too susceptible heart,

Her air was innocent, modest and meek,

And I looged to hear the adored one speak.

But she spoke not then, though I longed to hear
The silvery tones of her accents clear,

Oh ! sure, from those lips that held me in thralt
Could none but words of melody fall.

1 met her again, at nighe, at tea

She stood by my side and she spoke to me
And her words dropped down on my ear with a crash,
*“Cold pork, corned beef, ’am, mution or 'ash ?*

Yes, these were the words that I heard her say,
And my dream of the morning had faded away.

It is singular that tho dead poets never write
across Styx, )

asked. “ My dear fellow,” Isaid, “I don’t"

land of pure delight—’ " digging- me in the-

rest of the gang that : that's.-a tough ove ou |

dog that bit you" to Mr. Swipes, tho tenore {.

THE LANGUAGE OF CATS,

The latest. craze amongst the autograph
young lndies is to ask their victims ‘“to draw
a cat.” Now, even in Canada, everybody
hasn’t had the advantage of a course at our
8chools of Design, and some may therefore find
it difficult to comply with this requeat. Mr,
Grip, the ever ready patron of Art, hastens to
furnish & few designs which may be found use-
ful by those whose artistic edncation has been
neglected. The following studies of Cats may
be copied into albums with such variations as
the taste and talent of the draughtsman may
suggest A few weeks of patient study will
enable a'most anybody to draw a cat like those
here given. These figures are, of oourse, sym-
bolical, and care should be taken to use the
appropriate- one according to circumatances.
A cat m the following attitude signifies

OH, YOU GIDDY LITPLE THING !
The next position signifies

VOX'T YOG TBINK YOU'RE PRETTY ?
The third design means

“ OH, GIVE US A REST!”

And the following (which will be found ap-
propriate for almost any album) means

~©
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“YOU'RE A PERFECT NUISANCE!"

Thousandas of women bless the duy on which
Dr, Pierce’s * Favorite Prescription” was
made known to them. In all those derange-
ments causing backache, dragging-down sen-
sations, nervous and general debility, itisa
sovereign remedy. 1ts soothing and healing
})roperties vender it of the utmost value to
adics suffering from *“internal fever,” con-
5cstion, inflammation, or ulceration, By
ruggists, .




Fonr Medals and Thres Diplomas awarded at
Leadine Exhibitions in 1881.

MoCOLL BROS. & CO.

TORONTO.

f

MACHINE OILS. |
Sy —

CAN HE HOLD IT?

A FANTASIE,

What was {t that woke ir.e at dead of night

Out of my slumber sound and sweet?
And caused me to shiver and shake with fright,
Till 1 felt my cheeks grow paleand white,

And 1 hid my head beneath the sheet.

Was it the sound of the murmuring river
Rushing to join the billowy ocean ? )

Ah ! beautiful sea where the sunbeams quiver,

And the song of thy waves goes on forever
Asthy breast is ficaved with a gentle motion.

Nay, it was not that; what might it be

That caused my hair to assume the form
Of a hedgehog's spines, or the twigs of a tree
Dancing in wild and ecstatic glee,

Impelled by the power of Wigginses’ storm 7

Was it the song of the 1nidnight breeze
Inlow and weird cadences singing ;

As it tells jes mystic tale to the trees,

As it sings of the wonderful things it sees
In a voice like far-ofl vespers ringing 1

Qr was it, ah! could it have possibly been
Ap angel sweeping the strings of his harp,
A glorious being in silvery yheen,
With a wouderful song that wassomething between
A Hielan® pibroch and an Irish keen,
And sung inthe key of W. sharp ?

It was none of these; nor was it the cry

Of the mournful ow! that at midoight hoots;
‘Twas my naishbor‘: pigs who had bust their sty,
And were holding nocturnal revelry
As they grubbed around in my yard for roots,

Alack, r-well-a-dayt

During the recont Egyptinn war, an officer,
it is said, scaled a pyramid unaccompanied,
save by a heliograph. He signalled from the
summit to the general, ‘“‘Forty conturies
salute thee ! But the victorious one had a
heliograph, tco, and with it spakethese words—
¢« Come 30wn directly, and don't make a fool
of yourself ! "

WRECKS OF HUMANITY.

who have wasted their manly vigor and powers
by youthful follies and pernicious practices

ursued in solitude, inducing Nervous De-

ility, Impaired Memory, Mecntal Anxiety,
Despondency, Lack of Self-confidence and Will
Power, Weak Back, Involuntary Vital Losses,
and kindred weaknesses, should address with
three lettor postage stamps for large illus-
trated treatise, giving unfailing means of cure,
WorLD'S DISPENSARY MEDICAL ASSQOIATION,
Buffalo, N. Y.

-young man blond afilicted of a

TWENTY YEARS A SO FFERER, ‘
R. V. PiercE, M. D., Buffalo, N. Y.: Dear ;
Sir—Twenty years ago I was shipwrecked on
the Atlantic Ocean, and the cold and exposure.
caused o large abscess to form on each leg,
which kegt continually discharging. After
spending hundreds of dollars, with no benefit,
1 tried your ¢ Golden Medical Discovery ” and
now, in less than three months after taking
the first bottle, I am thankful to say Iam
completely cured, and for the firat time in ten
yeara can put my left heel to the ground.
: ’ I am yours,
'WILLIAM RYDER,
87 Jeflerson St., Buffalo, N. Y. -

Yesterday in & pharmacy English, euters a
orrible stut-
tering.

“ T'wa-wa-want,” says he, *‘somo p-p-p-pills

of ip.ip-ip-ip——"
“Pﬂgrrl;h 1" cries himself the pharmacist
impatiented,

That consumption can be cured by applying
rapourized remedies directly to the disease in
the lungs, by inhalation, is no longer a
question. For full Ig.rticulars, call oo or write
to Dr. J. Rolph lcolm, 35 Simcoe street,
Toronto, Ont.

WILL GIVE WRITTEN GUARANTEE THAT

my moustache grower will produce heavy moustachs

inside ten weeks or money refunded ; price of receip, $t.
Address, J. MURRAY McNEIL, London, Ont.

Dr. E.G. WesT'S NErvE AND BRAIN TREATMENT, &
Fnranteed specific for Hysteria, Dizziness, Convulsions,

its, Nervous Neuralgia, Headache, Nervous Prostra.
tion caused bi’the use of alcohol or tobacco, Wakeful-
ness, Mental Depression, Softening of the Bmin, result.
ing 1 insanity and leading to misery, decay, and death;
Premature Old Age, Barrenness, Loss of Power in sither
sex, Involun Losses and_Spermatorrheea, caused by
over exertion of the brain, self-abusc, or over-indulg
Each box contains-one month’s treatment. $1 a box,
or six boxes for $5; sent by mail prepaid on receipt of
price. With each” order received by us for six boxes,
sccompanied with $5, we will send “the purchaser our
written guarantee to refund the money if the treatment
does nct effect @ cure. Guarantees issned only by .
OHN C. WEST & CO., 81 and 83 Klnf

Oﬂicz upstairs), Toronto, Oot. Sold byal

ndaa. .

Street East
druggists in

Rev. H. Bhirin,

NOW OFPEN,
AT Il KING ST, WEST,
Physical Culture and Exercise.
Rooms for Clergymen, Lawyers, Students and Clerks,
A. CUTHBERTSON, INsTRUCTOR,

iste of Home Gy Clubds, Dumb
Hours 8 a,m, to 8 p.m. Please call in. *

Ar:
Bells, &c.

IT STANDS AT THE HEAD.
THE

Domestic Sewing Machine
A. W. BRAIN,

SoLR AGENT

Also Agent for the New Home Machine and Repairer of
all kinds of Sewing Machines, Needlos, Parts Atwach-
ments for Sale.

7 Adelaideat, Bast, TORONTO.

Bewdley P.O., Ont., like hundreds of others who have
been cured of catarrh, catarrhal deafness, bronchitis,
asthma, ption and all d of the head, throat
and lungs, says: * The Spirometer, invented by M. Sou-
viclle of Paris, ex-aide surgeonof the French army, and the
medicines and treatment prescribed at the International -
Throat and Lung Institute, have cured me completely of
consumption (firststage) or advanced bronchitisafter every-
thing else failed.” Consultations and a trial of Spirometer
free.  ‘Those unable to come to the institute, or see our
surgeons, who visit all the principal towns and cities of
Canada, can fully treated by writing, enclosi

2 stamip for a copy of our /nternational Natws, published
mouthly, which will give you full particulars and refer.
ences, which are genuine. ~ Address 173 Church Street,
Foronto, or 13 Phillips’ Square, Montreal,

A. W. SPAULDING,
DENTIST,

1 King Street Bast, .
(Neasly o S o Sty } ++++ «++rrs TORONTO,

Uses the utmoat care to avoid all unaecessary pain, and
to render tedious operations as brief and pleasaut as
pomblc. All work rvegisterod and warranted. -




