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Slingjaw will defy Satau in his stronghold and
root him out,” and several ** Ah's " of admira-
tion ran round the room, Brother Slingjaw
was apparcutly just concluding his speech as
we came in, for he now turned to a2 small
stumpy man and said, ‘“Brother Bulge, will
you lead in prayer ?” brother Bulge did so,
pouring hot shot into the rum traffic, charg-
ing an( routin% ¢ them vile ramsellers,” giv-
ing particular fits to the press who refused to
aid them, * the brethring,” in their heaven-ap-
inted work, and in fact including every one
ut the members of the club, whohad right on
on their gide, in a general malediction. “<“Then
like us,” he said In conclusior, ‘“€schew the
cup; touch it not, neither taste nor handle,
for verily ye shall fall. Be sober, be vigilant,
be,-be like me and brother Slingjaw, and
walk in grace.” At the close of the meeting
my little friend and I strolled rather aimlessly
about the streets, not secing anything partic-
ular to interest us till a late hour. I could
not refrain from asking my guide his opinion
of thé Lrethren and their conse : I said that
where men scemed 50 deeply in carnest, they
could not fail to accomplish much good, the
speakers, scttinﬁ as they did by their own
course in life, so bright and shining an example
for the weaker brethven to follow. “Oh!”|
answered the wee mannikin, ¢ the cause is
-good, and the work is good; asfor the speakers
we heard to-night we may possibly sec and
hear them again and mature our judgments,”
as he spnke% stumbled and fell over a pros-
trate figure, lying in a heap, half in, half out of
the gutter. 1le cursed violently as my foot
came in contact with him, for thoughI was in.
visible I still had the power of making myseclf
felt, and asked *“where in place-paved-with
good-intentions I wasg c-c-comin’ (hic) to?"
¢ Some poor fellow in a fit,” I said, *‘Let us
assist him,” and I stooped down to raise him
up. “F-fit be jig-jiggered, (hic) got any
b-bran’y about ye?” gasped the inebriate,
staring wildly, hearing voices yet seeing no
man. I started back in horror ;—-it was
brother Slingjaw !

““ Gracious!” I exclaimed to the mannikin,
¢ gurely you will not tell me that ¢ they all do
it’ now.” ¢ Well, no,” he answered, ‘‘notall,
not even half, but some do.”

(To be continued.)

GRIP'S SKETCHES.

THE WOULD BE FASHIONADLE YOUTSH.

. Here's another young fellow whom everyone knows,

Ho * gurgles to gasp ™ and ** smiles to ejacnlate.”
‘We lznow him at once by bis fauitless dress clothes,
. His swallow rail coat and his collar immaculate.

He thinks it's “ the thing” and “good form™ in a fellah
To don this apparel wherever he goes

As an eacort at night with his swect Arabella,
Auad he wouldn’t be scen without evenping clothes,

THE DEMAND FOR WOMAN SUFFRAGE.

UncLe OLiver.—MY DEAR, YOU SHALL CERTAINLY HAVE IT, JUST AS SOON AS YOU

BECOME STRONG ENOUGH.

For men, like himself, of the highest socicty,
To wear the same suit that they wear at (‘uir business,
He aflirms is a tewible bweach of pwopwiety, s
A sign of low cultchaw,” and what he terms ** dizziness.

He would make you believe he's a habit of dining
At the hour of seven or cight, which is fashionable :
And he fancies-his thoughts we have means of divining—
That, snl::ls swallow tailcoat, he's to make a Jead “mash”
unable.

“ But what is the use,” cry the girls, *“of his trying
‘I'o put on swell airs and endeaver to * mash’ us,
When we sec him cach day his ten cent lunch buying,
And we know that he * teas” about six at his * hash-
house.”

| Of couree it’s all right to appear in a dress coat,

Immaculate cuffs, snowy tics and white collars ;
And bootx patent leathered, and very low waisicoat,
But 1his style can't be done on a weekly eight dollars.

It’s all very well for the British nobility,
T'o which ¢lass 1ce belong, to appear at the theatre
Togged out in full fig ; but these chaps' inability
To do as wedoissoonseen: Weshallbeata

Loss, il we don t bring this sketch at an end here;
Or else "twill not do for the columns of Grir.
May these youths not get mad at the few lines we've
penned here:
We really don't care if they do: let "sm rip.

A POET'S IMPROMPTUS.

Young Cashby Fitzmopus has been surpris-
ing all his fair friends for several months by
the facility with which he wonld dash off a
few: impromptu versas for their albuins, and

he has been regarded by his envions fellow.-

laborers in the bank as a sort of god, and his
intcllect has been looked upon by them as
somcthing almost too hallowed to be employed
in the counting of dirty notes, and in reckon-
ing up the amount of inperest, etc., which it
is diurnnlly called upon to do. Fitz, however,
is not proud, though he has bragged consider-
ably about the ease and rapidity with which
he could throw off an ode to some charmer's
eyes, thongh his ability to settle the hash of
an ‘“owed” to his tailor yet remains to be

discovered, and he was wont to remark to his.

less gifted friends that ““Oh! Byron and
Moore and fellows like us just do these things
as easy as A B C. Natural gift, you know,”
and so on. A friend of ours, however, hap.

Fened to enter his room the other day, and
ound several scraps of paper lying about,
which he basely purloined and brought to us.
The facsimile of one which appears below
speaks volumes. We can see in imagination
the eye rolling in fine frenzy, and the anguish
of composition as Fitz dashed it off. Further
comment is unnecessary. Here it ia:
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" Two young men rooming together, one
bought a stove, and the cther paid a mason
for cutting a hole in the chimney., After a
while they separated, and one took the stove
which he had bought, and left to the other the
hole he had paid for. ’

One day when Napoleon II1., who was a bit
of a wag, was busily wiiting in his private
room at the Tuileries. Prince Jerome, famil-
iarly known as ‘‘ Plon-Plon,” was shown in.
Well, Prince, what is it?” said. Napoleon,
knowing very well before he asked the quer-
tion, cxactly what it would be.,  “¢ 1s it more
money 2”*  Plon-Plon said that it was; that
the exigencies of his situation, etc., weighed
heavily upon him, and -that he found himself
compelled to ask for funds. Napoleon indi-
cated that he had given all he could possibly
spare, and that there was nothing to be bad
from. him, at least for a long time to come.
Plon-Plon became cnraged. *You.have no

cnorosity. ‘- This is not Napoleonic. Ypu
ﬁa.ve nothing of your uncleabout you.” ¢Qh,
yes, I have ! retorted Napoleon, ‘I have kis
%ﬁxily.”——-l)aris Correspondence Philadelphia
7€58,




