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SATURDAY, 25D SEPT, 1882,

A SUITABLE TESTIMONIAL.-

It is announced that the Reforn Party of
East York purposc making a presentation to
Mr. Mackenzie, as a vecognition of his stetling
character and valnableservices, The guestion
as to what form the present should take has
not as yet been dccided, but Grir is inclined
to believe with the Bobcaygeon Independent
that Mr, Mackenzie should get something at
once plain and of selid worth.

BARNEY AT THE SEAT O WAR.
Anoukiir, Aug. 14th, 1882,

My Dear Griv,—Accordin’ to your instrue-
tions, an’ he manes av the funds so liberally
contributed for me expinses, hehowld your war
correspondent at Jasht in Egypt. As soon as
the owld country government got wind av me
intinded cxpidition from the colony, as they
call our Canada over there, Misther Glad-
shtone sent ovders to tuke possession av all the
different telegraphs, so that the government
conld be instantly informed av me safe arrival
at the seat av war, an’ make all possible pro-
visions for me comfort an’ safety. Accordin'ly,
to me great surprise an’ delight, the moment I
set down e fut on Egyptian sod, Admiral
Seymour ovdered the whole flect to five a sa-
lute, an’ jist as T was openin’ up e bundle to
get out a clanc paper collar, so T would Ink
dacent, np marches three brass hands playin’
¢ See the conguering hero comes,” an’ hehowld
ye, what docs they do but presents arms an’
the following letter from Sir Garnet himself

MY DiEAR O'HEeA,-—Cead nmille failthe to the
land of the pyramids, the scenc of hygone vic-
torics, the Jand of the Pharachs, (by the way
that suggests a conundram, so have at you,
old fellow—why is Egypt like Ivelund >—give
it up. Becanse it is the land of the fairies~
Pharaohs—how’s that for a pun ?) the land.in
which once more we unfurl to the orient
zephyr the flog that braved a thousand years
the battle and the breeze. Come right on to
head quarters. I have herewith sent three
kottle drums and an cscors, to bring you
thither. Impaticnt to see you,

Fver yowrs innnortally,
WouskLy,

Well sur, meself wus moighty flatthered, to
have a gnoxtd of honor consistin’ av three brass
bands an’ a gun carvidge to ride on, so T gets
on, an' lights me pipe an’ we narches away,
‘the band playin® ¢ Good-by John, don’t stay
long,” whin there riz np the most terrible
huvroosh in the streets, the people flyin’ in all
divections, like frightened cattle, an’ clouds av

. dusht risin® up .in the air, as a coach an’ four
came tarin’ down the shtricet like owld
Pharaoh hot-foot afther the Israelites.

Bedadl, sez [ to meself, Barney it’s all over wid
ez, this must surely be Arabi Bey himself,
heard av yer arrival an’ cum to demand yor
cxtradition there and thin, 1 declare to yez,
1 felt ivery hair on me head get up on its hind
legs whin the carridge dvew up in front av us
an’ gtud there. But I screwed up me conrage,
an'’ sez I to mesclf aguin, well, considerin’ how
all the particulars av me horrvible assassination
will luk whin its printed in the Globe an’ Mail,
an’ all the poetry that will be written about
me, bedad, I'll dic ‘game anyhow. So whin
the gintleman in the carridge steps out, an’
moppin’ his forehead says to me, *“ Hev I the
honner av addressin® Mr. O Hea, the war cor-
respondent  of the inmmortal Grye?? 1
straightens ineself up, an’ sexz I (wid a feelin’
av grate relief, fur I saw it wasu't Arvali
afther all), ¢ Yaith thin ye have, forit's mesclf
happens  to he that same . individooal at
vigint.” ¢ Wa-aj thin,” sez he, takin’ off his
1t an’ makin' a low bow, “I have orvders to
eseort you to the Amevican Consulate, in my
carridge under the purtection av the American

flag.  We e’ all Americans,” sez he wid a
smile.  ““Arvah ! be off wid yes,” says I, “Is

it mne ye'dihe afther annexin’ like that, Misther
Long¥” Sez I, * Fai’ thin it’s the tail av the
wrong pig yez have a howld av this time, fur
the divil Ay away wid me if ivir T lave the
owld flag.” Much obliged to yez. Misther
Long, an’ give me con\rlimiuts to the DPresi.
dent, an’ thank ye kindly all the swne, but it's
mighty comfortable mesclf is here intoirely.”
“ Tarnation thunder !” sez he.  “Waal now,
it's tew bad! tew bad! IHere’s me a.vun
over more’n a dozen Egyptians, a-tryin’ to get
here afore them tarnation Britishers, just to
show the affection that Uncle Sam has fur
Kenady, an® now I gpose there'll be thie doose
to pay. I believe I'll do as Moses did when
he killed the Kgyptian, ' go home the other
way. Haw! gee up!” sex-he.  *“SoLong,”
sez I, an’ away he wing, but I've heard since
that the black divils tuk it out av him on his
way home. an’ that he was pretty much
knocked about afore he got rid av them. The
Giniral was mighty glad to see meself, aw’
afther we had a comfortable cup av colfee, he
sez to e, sez he, “O’'lea, my boy, if ould
England thinks she can tie the legs av this
chicken wid red tape, she is mmch mistaken.
Avabi is going to get left. You think Iwm
going to wait for them Dblacks to come from
India, aforc I gmash his face for him? Not
mnch, Mary-Anne ! Don't you think you sce
me gettin’ the vheumatism, wadin® knee-deep
in Nile water afore I get to work atdemolishin’
his earthworks. No sivee! I'm going to have
Arabi down on his narrow hones a-prayin’
Avabi-aisy-will-ye, afore the slow-coaches in
the owld counthry get scettled down in their
chairs to take into soleyum consideration what’s
hest to be done.”

“ More power to your ebbow” sez I, slappin’
him on the shoulder “‘sure an’ aren’t you the
very man to do that same Garnet me boy ? an’
its proud mesclf is av yc this blissed day.”

“Now,” sez he, ‘ Barney its meself wiil
give yez a letthar av recommendation to the
Admiral, an’ yez can stay on hoard an’ sce the
bombardment tomorrow. An’ whin yez “ifl be
a-talkin' about meself, yoz can let on that yez
know all about it an’ that I'm going to attack
Arabi from the front tomorrow, that’s all in
me eye, but I want to get even with that
Arabi. If he thinks to bluff me by piling up
enrthworks, he'd bLetter get behind pyyramids
at wanst. Whishper ! ﬁfore Ilave this, I'in
goit’ to put a helmet on the head av that
owld sphinx, an’ English gown on her hack,
and a trident for a sceptre in her hand, and
LI'm goin’ to christen her Brittania-Pasha, and
make a christiun av her, an® see if that don’t
walken up the old lady from her long reverie
away out there in the desert.  Now be off wid
ye Barney, good-day and good luck to yez,”

8

ez he wrinfing me hand wid grate affection
The land av Fgypt sur, is the Jand av dhrames,
and who docan’t know about owld PPharoah's
dhrames, an’ whoivir hears av the name av
Egypt without dhramin’ himself? Suve thin
an’ where's the wonder if its dhramin’ T was
meself ag soon as me two eyes wint together
that night. 1t was owld Mrs. Sphinx I was
afther talkin’ to, iv ye plaze! 'The owld lady
was sittin® dozin' away there as usual, whin 1
walks up to her an’ sez I ¢ Good-marnin’
ma'ain,” sez 1, “morning”’! scz she, liftin’
her calm eyes to the sky in great surprise.
“Is it really morning at last?” *“Av course it
is,” sez 1, “ A fine morning," scz she, “It will
be a glorious day by and by, how long the
night has been!” sez she again wid a sigh,
lookin’ round to see if any av theneighbors
were np. “Who’s that?” sex she, turnin’ her
eyes on a foine, good-luckin’ colleen, who was
washing the cobwebs ofl av her face an' doin’
up her hack hair. “That's yonr next neighbor
x\lrs. Greece,” sez 1, she shlept so long and so
shtill that Mr, Byvon thought she was laid
out, an’ 'waked her wid, ‘He wlio hath hent
him o’er the dead, E'er the first day of death
hath fled,” &c. But hedad she’s woke up at
last, anits Misther Gladstone 'ill be the happy
man to congrathulate her whin she gets
dressed and comes down to breakfast.” \E’id
that, a phantuin horse, wid a phantom rider
cum gollopin’ noisclessly past an' dissapeared
in the desert. It wus the ghost av Arabi!
“The black divil!” sez 1, ““Hush!" sczshe,
“His igsion s  accomplished, welcome
morning and England 1”7 Next week will send
you an account av the hombardment. Your
war correspondent,

BarxgY O'Hea,

STORY OF AN ORANGE.

A PACT.

An orange grew in a tropical grove,
Near to the cinnamon, lemon and clove,
Where the Eastern vephyis the foliage move,
It throve,

An orange at first of an ¢merald hue,
‘fill, warmed by the sun and bathed Ly the dew,
‘10 a goldon sphere to greet the view,

Iugrew,

A stately ship on the Qeean’s breast,
Sailed with a cargo for Canada west,
‘Fhe golden orange amongst the rest,
Ina chest,

“I'he *hore is reached and from down below,
‘T'he sailors haul that vast cargo,
And some of it goes to Ontario,
Omtayreco
.

A fat man eating an erange passed
Along the pavement, walking fast,
And down onthe hoards the pecl at lase,
He cast.

A peeler prances along the street

With his mantial tread and his greac biyg fect,

And takes, asthe French would say, fonte suite,
His seit.

T'he sliopery peel on the slippery pave,
A sudden hoist to 1he pecler gase,
And he fell without an effert to save,
So grave,

But he sat and he swore till all was blue,
He cursed the land where the oranges grew,
And he curscd the people who aie then, oo,

Mot Dicu!

And there on the seat of his trousers blue,
I a patch of greenery yaliery hue,
Presenting a troly sesthetic view, .
Foo-100.
But what of the orange of golden huc,
Warmed by the sun and hathed I)}' the dew ?
A1 well, its mission on earthis through,
Adicu.
Swiz,

While gadding about in our snlky the other
day we saw a gud annoying our horse, Look our
gad in hand, and cgad ! you rhonld hive scen
that gad fly !




