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Curvint Eoints.

No, 3.
Me Darlint Grip :—~

SiNck I writ me lasht letther, I was misfortunate enough to blacken
me left eye wid a pick-handle, and had to quit worrk, so 1 have tuk me-
self and Norait for the divartion of 2 hollyday. We wint to the Hum.
ber on the good chip Wathertown, an a rare ould toime av it we had,
just. " The captin—he’s a hroth av an ould bie is that same captin
JACKMAN—was shtandin wid a schmile on his face an a chigar betune
his lips, at the gaugaway, fithin we wint down, and the style av him
handin me Noratf up the plank made me heart shwell wid pride dthat
I cud cail her mine,  Whell ! In coorse av toime the staymer gev two
or three shouts, be way of saying she was aff, and thin the man in the
cellar below began workin’ the pump hanle betune the stove pipes above
and the warl shlowly moved aff up Yonge sthreet and we wor on our
journey. Fwhin we were undher a full head av sail and had the shmoke
stock reefed (to use saler exprissions like the purser av the Wathertown
wud use) [ tuck a luck around to see av there was air a sthranger aboord
I was acquainted wid, and who shud I spy sittin’ in a poetical attytude
forninst the yudder, laynin® his chin on a blackthom, but me brillyent
conntryman Misther NicioLAs Fr.ooD DAvIN.  Bein’ both lithry min
an’ jernalists, av coorse I wint up an chuck hans wid him, and inther-
juced me wife.  Misther Davin tock aff his hat and resaved Noran
wid the politeness av a rale Irish gintleman as he is, and thin we sat
down forrinst him and inthered into a long conversation on lithry ma-
thers and pollyticks and cithry. ¢ Begorra, Misther DAVIN,”? sez I, “‘ye
desarve to put an extry silver ring on dthat black thors to cilibrate the
maulin’ ye gev till ** Bysthander ” in the Afail of Wednesday.”

“ D’ye think I have him ?” sez he, wid a sehmile av satisfacshon,

*“1 do,” sez I. *’Tis the innycinse av you that I admire in the
letther.  Lettin on dthat ye had no knowledge av who ¢ Bystander”
was till the corrispondint av the Adwertiser ““gev up his name” as
you put it theve,”

** Av coorse, no more I had,” sez he, wid a shly look at Norat.

¢ Av coorse not,” sez I, wid a conshpicous wink av both eyes. *‘ Av
coorse not—nayther do you know, [ suppose, who is dthat same Adver-
tisc'i correspondint ye bathered in such foine stoile be the same token,”
sez [

Misther DAVIN thin changed the subject and gev me some nate Dub-
lin complimints wid riference to these letthers 1-do be writin’ to you,
Misther GrIp. e said me sthyle wos deciledly e own, and dthat
Currint Evints in the Canajan Monthly was shmall petaties and few in
a hill alongside av mine.

"Iy the disconnection av the topics,” sez he, ** that shows the rale
janius av the writer. I nuvver saw air a wan cud say less in the same
length av shpace than you Misther T1ERNEY,” sez he.

““Thank ye sir, keindly, Misther DAvVIN, sez I, *‘ sure thin wuddn’t
I make a foine Fillydelty Cintinial Corrispondintav the Afail, av thal’s
the case?”

At this pint in the conversation, me noble shport, Misther JackMaN
the younger, walks up and axel us for our teckets.

“Press” sez Misther DAVIN, wid a calm and plisint exprission av
countinence.

1 tuck in the sitooation at wanst,
turnin’ to me.

¢ Press,” sez I.

** Are you Misther Ross ROBERTSON, av the Tellygraf 27 scz he.

*Sur,” sez I, *‘do I resimble dthat funny flyaway crather in me
phizzikle conformashun ?”

‘“Be the appearance av yer left eye,” sez he, “1I thought you might
have met Misther BEVERLY RoBINSON suddintly on Schott sthreet,” sez
he.  “ No, sur!” sez I, “ Y'm a good conservatif, sur, an wad be sorry
to ¢o hack on Sur JOHN an’ the Party by bringin’ Misther ROBINSUN
into the Pelice Coort like the Telagram man did for so shmall a thing.
Sure, I swally the pacific scandal fromn the chafetin, sur, and bad luck
to me av I would sthrain at a black eye from wan av his best frinds.”

** What paper thin?” sez he,

“ Currint Evints,” sez 1.

¢ Misther GOLDWING S™iTIH,” sez he, you-must pay Rt

¢ Hauld a fwhile, me noble JACKMAN,” sez I, ¢ Grir's me paper,”
sez 1.

O, I beg yer pardon a thousan® times,” sez he, *“‘on biuded knees I
ax yer forgiveness.”

The ould eaptin’ kem vound scon afther this and axed us riprisinta-
tives av the Press down below to the bar.

Misther DAVIN seemed a thrifle sick, maybe broodin’ over GoLpwixa's
lasht epistle.  ** Yes,” sez he, ¢ let us vishit the shprings of Helicon.
There’s a liquor he compounds beyant all the finesht specimen av mixed
dhrink me experience has made me acquainted wid, which complately
quinches the melancholy which flows from the ruins ov the pashy, to
emplo ¢ the figure av the Bystander’s Essay on History.

So [ spint the day, meself and Noran, and a plisint toime we had
intoirely wid the purty girls at the Tlumber, and all the lithry min av
the city on the deck av the good chip Wathertown.

TERRY TIERNEY.

¢ Tickets,” sez Misther JarKMAN,

The Final Demand.

THEODORF.—How glad I am to see my love,
RosABELLE—Your love ! ’Tis linte that word to prove.
THEODORE.—I bought the jewels you admired.
RosABELLE.—I had enough before.
THronoRE. —Took you to parties, as desited,
RosankLLE.—They only did me bore.
THEODORE,—I've vowed to be forever true.
RosapiLLE.—The same did others say.
TieonoRE.—~I know no more that I can do.
RosaserLe.—If not.  I'l} break away.
TREOVDORE.—What shall I do?

Destroy the town,

Level a mountain flat? )

Or walk the length of King Street down,

And wear a worn-out hat?
RoSABELLE, —[ must, I will the fashion lead,

And go the rest before.

And you must help me to succeed,

Or look on me no more.
THEoDORE,—I’ll buy you every gorgeous dress

The dry goods stores can show.

If you will never love me less,

Nor bid me from you go.
RosABELLE.~It is not that,

I've plenty made,

Of stuff both rich and dear.

A difterent project you must aid,

Or else make tracks from here,
THEODORE.—What ¢’er in castle or in hut

You ask, it shall be got.

T’d give you half my kingdom, but,

A whole one I have not.
RosaseLLe,—'Tis this, I want a pullback made.

Too close about me hound

To move one step ; and yon must aid

AND CARRY ME AROUND.

The Opposition Burlesque Company,

REORGAN1ZED FOR THIE FALL AND WINTER SEAsON, under the
immediate personal supervision of the popular Manager, JouN A.

This company can be engaged on the shortest notice to present their
well known and laughable entertainment in any town, village or hamlet.
Terms no object—all they ask is encouragement and support.

The following is the standard programme of this far famed troupe :—

PART. I

Opening Chorus, * Driven from Home.”.................COMPANY.
Pathetic ballad, ¢ Wandering Refugee.” ... .....BILLY MACDOUGALL
Comic Ditty, “ I'm a bad man and I carry a razor.”..ALF BOULTBEE
Moral Song, “Pureasa Lily."..................Marr. CAMERON.
Fokes, By theonly. ........ e, v Lo Jonn A,

(The management calls special attention to these jokes. They are
got off impromptu after careful stndy, and strictly without regard.)
Grand finale, ** Good Time Coming.”...... viesrrenaee. . COMPANY,

. PART II
‘To commence with the lively sketch

“BRIMSTONE AND TREACLE.”
Mrs. SQUEOrs,...v.ooiii s eiin i iiiaineienaeas e JOHN. A,
Boy, {who swallows the dose,).....o.cvvivens ..o MATT. CAMERON,
Acrobatic performance,...........ooiviive.JBILLY MACDOUGALL,
Instrumental, ** Scrap Book Variations.”..........THE QUARTETTE,
Double Song & Dancey............ vevsees . THE Gtops BROTHERS,

The Screaming Burlesque,
PROTECTING THE POOR FARMER.

The Farmer's Friend,......oooooiiiiiia., ...Doc. OrToN.
The Farmer, (in disguise).....oovvveiinennenaivins. .. JOUN. A,

Engagement of the great Cariboo Comedian,
BOB. W. CARRALL,
in his new and taking act entitled
“ON TO WASHINGTON.”
The whole to conclude with the incomparable burlesque entitled
“THESE HANDS ARE CLEAN {”

The man with the Hands (his original character).., The Only Jonxn A.
Supported by the entire company.

NoTIcE,— Specialty Artists Wanted.—No question asked about past
record. ‘The management will give alinost anything for a good grievance
for their fall and winter scason.




