VoL. THE SEVENTEENTH, No, 11,

GRIP.

Sarurpay. 30T Jury, 1881,

INTERESTING CEREMONY.

Presentation to the Zoological Gardens of a
Loz by the Toronto Hunt Club.

Barney. O’Hea goes to'Church.

EnmcoBragE Scuoor SEcCTION,
July 20th, 1881.

Me Dear MistEER GRir,—Shlap! bang! hers
I am again, an’ don't yez bo afther laflin’ at me
nayther. By the same token, I moosht confiss
it 73 wake moinded I amn intoirely ; I mane in
the way avovercomin’ timptation, For, bedad,
the rcmimbrance of the quare ould gospel av
take-fwhat-we-give-an’.be-thankful prached that
Sunday in the Prodestan’ church, always gives
meself such & turn whiniver I think av it that,
¢« The divil ly away wid you, Barney O’Hea,"
says I, ** shure is it snakin’ afther more Prodes-
tan’ prachin’ you'd be?” ¢ Thrue for yez,”
snys Barney, * more’s the pity. Shure meself
is afther hearin’ so much about Joseph an’ thim
idintical lost brethren av his, (the tribes Imene)
that its itchin’ ears I've got, bad luck to thim.

Xo atther ; the other Sunday but wan, I
gives meself o bit av & clane up, an’ Norn she
fixes me up wid an illigant paper collar an’ 2
foine foive cint tie, an’ afther oilin’ me hair an’
drappin’ somothin’ out ava shmall bottle on me
coat that made me shmell for all tha wurld like
the tail av & mooshkrat, moosht beautful—she
shteps back a bit, an’ cockin’ her head on the
war side, she says to me, says she, * Now,
Barney," says she, * go whereiver yez want to
go, an’ just let thim see fwhat it is to be a good
luckin’ Oirishman. Bedad! Misther O'Heas,”
says she wid a curtsy, *“ fwhat wid yer clane
face, an’ yer hair all brushed up that way, so
nice an’ 80 nate, an’ yer collar as white as the
show, wan 'ud think now you'd a bin brought
up widout fathor or mother, the very picther av
wan av thim orphahs that cum out av the byc’s
home, God blesg thim.” She's grate on the
blarney, is Nora, so I chased her out av tho
back dure, an’ she a sclireechin’ an’ a laflin’ at
the fun av scein’ mc clane Sunday face ; but the
bells began a ringin', an’ another thing, I didn't
want to be gettin’ me good black Sunday coat
all over wid goose feathers. There was a grate
crowd round the church dure, and fwhat does
thoy do but show a little bit av a ticket, just as
they do at the thayatre. ‘¢ Sowld again, Bar-
ney,” says I, but wid that the dures open an’ in
gocs the whole crowd, ticket or no ticket, an’,
bedad ! loike many more that know Uetther, I

follow the multitude. As soon as I gets inside -

av the dure, I takes off me hat an’ shteps in
moighty saft. The pracher was & young man
from Toranty, that used to go, they towld me,
to Bond St. Church. Ye'll nivir bolave me,
Misther Grir, but raley it was about the quarest
prachin’ I ever heard inside ava prachin’ house.
He said there was to be two gates, the Scotch
was to difind the wan, an’ the Oirish the other
wan. An’ it luckt as if ould John Bull was to
have o moighty aisy toime av it betune thim.

An’', bedad, all this was to be when Johnny
came machin’ hoe to Jerusalom, An’ he said
the first symptom av the millinium was * no
taxes to pay.” D’ye moind now! That’s
fwhat I call a masther sthroke. An’ there’s no
doubt at all but that the pracher knew a grate
dale av the moneyed human nature av the pre-
sent day whin he bribed thim into kingdom
come wid “no taxes.” Maybe perbaps now
iviry man will swape the strates in front av his
own dure clane, an’ they'll manage things that
way widout any expinse. There ‘ud be thin, he
seid, wan crowd, an’ what they call the betther
sort, an’ they are nayther to buy nor sell, noth-
ing so low, but they are to live in the wan ind
av the grand city, all by thimselves (much as
they do now, bedad), an' then there's another
crowd av unfortunate divils, an’ they moosht
live like lepers at *tother ind, an’ do all the buy-
in' and sellin’ an’ all the durty work ginirally,
an’ s grate dale more av sich talk he gave us.
Raley, Misther Grip, it was 83 good a8 a circus
any day. Ilafled fit to kill, ButIwasmoighty
sorry whin I was comin’ out to see two av the
foinest girls I ever clapped mocyeson. Ithink
the gratc hate had miltéd the marrow in their
backbones, for they stud lainin’ up agin the wall
like a8 they were goin’ to faint, an’ as limp as
the dishecloth. ¢ Can I do anything for yez
ladices,” says I, in a swhate whisbper. They
smoiled in a far aff moonlite kind av a way.
¢ No thank you, kind sur, wo are Assthates,”
says thcy, both together at onst. Now betunc

you an meself, private Mesther Grre, what is
1s an Assthatc anyway ? Is it the statc uv bein’
anass? An’ diz yez really believe now in the
trausmogrification av sowls ?

Yours,

Barney O'Hea.

WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT?

The London Frce Press takes the Telegram
to task in a manner worthy of Sir Joseph
Porter, for daring to express the opinion that
Canadians care more for bread and butter than
for navel glory, as represented in the Charybdis.
Mr, Grre hopes the bold young man of the
Telegram may not be ordered to o dungeon oell
for his treasonable utterance, or if so, that
tho dungeon will be somewhat commodious, It
it is to hold all who approve of the sentimentit
ought to be large enough to accomodate two-
thirds of the population of Canada—that is the
entire population, barring the Fres Prees and
the infants-in-axms. The idoa of establishinga
Canadian navy is only less ridiculous than the
miserable old hulk which has been graciouslg
presented to us as a nuclous, and upon whic
wo will have to expend nearly $20,000 before
she will pass the Marine Ingpector. It is not
tho portentious wrath of our London contem-
porary that troubles our mind at present so
much as the quostion sbove written, though it
must trouble the Minister of Marine a good deal
more.
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ONE FROM THE SHOULDER.

Snobking (returning from Saratoga, meets his
tailor.)—Hello, old fellow, I'm back, you see.
Had a capital time, you know. How is it you
don't do {he seaside like othaw fellows ?

Snip.—Can’t afiord it myself when so many
of you chaps go on my jnoney !

Sanguinary Polly or Queen Mary Tudor,

A Historic Drama writien
A. Tennyson by Grur's

Act L.

z)m'te sndependently of My,
ramatic Poet.

Quecn Mary :
Strictly forbid the Orangemen to walk !
C 's or 't fies me not,
I want to burn his Lordshig. Bishop Sweetman,
Sir William Howland and Vice-Chanccllor Blake.
Enter King Philip:
I much applaud your Majesty’s pious purpose,
To aid in which ourselves wo’l{lld'}nin pgc!‘?nt y'ou :
With some new-modelled instruments of tortue,
Pray you accept these thumb screws and this rack.
Queers Mary
I'll try their virtues ful}y. No! bring forth
The city editor of the Zelegran,
The comic writer of the Zvening News,
The caitifl slave that jesteth on the Wor/d.
Enter Inquisitors—The spaper men are toriuved,

Act 11,

Princess Elzabetlis boudoir—The Princess with the
Larl of Essex at her feet :

Oh that we two ware staying.
For a duy at Victoria Park

Where the journey’s expense is but fifteen cents,
And 'tis safe to spoon and spark,

Oh that we two were gazing,
At monkey, and coon, and crow,

At lynx, and at bear,collected there,
In Harry Piper's Zoo.

Oh that we two wers getting,
Some government sinecure,

With income clear, of 1housands a year
To the rich man, paid by the poor.

Princess Elizabetk ;

Accept this ring—'tis gold and genuine stones,
And if you want a favar, send it me,
And don’t forget, and give yoursclf away !

Act III,

Enter Queen Mary 3

Don Philip loves me not. 1 catch him flirting

With one of my maids of honor every tune,

He kisses the hired gitl that sweeps the rooms,

He chucks the ch idb h the chin.
Such copduct hurts me. I no longer find

In burning heretics much saiisfaction.

Enter Messenger :
Calais is taken ;
Queen Mary <
Then my heart is calins.
(Dies. Tablean.)

Sulliven says that when he gets his girl
fairly seated in his lap, with arms around her
waist and hers abount his neck, the whole situ-
ation beats the Albany deadlock all to piecos.
And there is no adjournment until the business
of the session is concluded, either.
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