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SONG 0F THE DYING FLY.
MIEuN 1 was yoting, a week, ago,

I neyer thotught ta corne to this;
Why shoulti a trick s0 very low
Wind up rny lifé of blias?

To only think hoaw once 1 flew
Arouiid thisý world of men and facts,
Anti here I amn as rait as wvax
Upon this sheet of glue.

I used to buz. right merrily
About the ciry at rny will,
And from each table takze rny 1il
0f hospitality.

UpcI)n a bald head I could sit
And dream of tbings ehat long had llown;
The man, with sy'npathetic groan,
Would aim but neyer hit.

Anti now, upon a sheet of glue,
I'm fixed andi cannot get away,
Whilst other flies around me pa
IL makes me very blue.

I'rn minus three legs and a wing,
I've pulled till 1 can pull no more;
To-morrow it .%ill ail be o'er,
Andi then ,,o more l'il sing.

I had preferreti an end more meet ;
But atli mnust bear with this mishap.
I wish the lool who laid this tralp
Hati made my death-glue sweet. P. QUILL.

'OFFICERS' SERVANT GIGGAN TO JEAMES IN
SERVICE.

DEAR JEANMES,-Sogering is better tban footman ta an
,orid aid woman and ber nasty pugs-wich the iivery to
is pleasanter. The capting is ail I could wish and then,
Jeames, the fair sects ! Ven in service as you weli noes I
couid no more look at the feet of a pretty girl, being so
bashful like-but tbe unyfamm- bas made me as impident
-as the best of 'cm. The capting he is doing tbe perlite
to bis lady miss, and as doing niy dooty I looks arter the
made. Sbe's a stunner and no mistake. The capting
tbinks so ta ; at least as I was a carryin' in a bastick of
winc ta our mess I heard him say tbat she remninded bim
.of "onape ofw-ia-toe'sjems." The capting was mistaken-
for she's from Donegai. I told bim so arterwards and be
:told the mess and they had me in to say it over. agen to
wiake sure like. Anyho-w wbetbcr sbc's ula-toem or Irish
sbe's a beauty-a little turned up naz and iarfing eyes
and cheeks like the bloom on a peacb-I couldn't kecp
from puttin' my arm round ber waste the fust time wbat
I seed ber. She lamfed and sed-Don't go to fast my

brav lad in red-hands off antil akvainted.. Seys I-to
fast from victais or love is mitey onpleasant, so I wont-
and witb that kist her. She was rite angry and it tuk tue
sorte time to suthe her, but I succeeded nt last and s0
no more at present from G1EORGE GADIEL GIGGAIN.

P.S..-If you wishes ta jine the serviz (hateful wurd) I
will egsert my influenz with the capting. G.G.G.

BASE BALL NOTES.
BINKLEY, the uxwpire, is an absent-minded fellow. He

was driving down street the other day wben bis horse
balked and began kicking. IlCollins, I fine you $5o,»
said be, in bis usual i m, Iow voice. The horse moved
an.

Terry, of the B3rooklyn club, belongs to a swell famiiy,
and they are strongly opposed to bis ball-playing. They
regard it as a base business, but probably he is the anly
member of the family who wvlll ever make a bit.

The New YTork Mets. are opposed ta the suggestion of
salaried scorers. They say it would be unfair to make
tbern contribute to scorers' salaries, since they don't get
any benefit in the scoring, anyway.

Hastings boughit six players fron' Leavenworth the other
day for $ r,5oo. Good fresh players seemi to be worth
about $2,000 per dozen out that way.

IIThe Base-Ball Player as a Chattie " is the tte of an
article in one of the magazines. An International League
umpire says tbere's not hal( as niuch cbat about 'cm as
there was before the new mule was nmade.

One of our professionals went to church Iast Sunday
for tbefirst time. When tbe preacher bad announced bis
text he stepped away from the reading desk and began his
discourse. A look of pemplexity and alamm overspread tbe
base-ballist's cauntenafice, as he turned ta one of the
deacons and said, IlWhat sort of a game is this ? Where's
tbe umpire? Thbe pitcher's out of bis box!1"

ORPHEUS ECLIPSED.

MRS. MCDOUGAL-OIi fiel Angus Mactoogai. What
for wass you pe dansin' at ta Caelic Sassiety when it wass
treescore-years an' ten you Wass. They'll think you wvass
daft, wben its a praw touce man you wass an' a member
of the kirk-mirofer.

Mr. McDougal-1 wass not dlaft at ail, cootwife 1 It
was ta piper, Charlie Monroe, was playin' a pibroch, an'
she'll plaw, an' plaw; an' she'll plaw ta music inta ta
plood, an' bow can sbe'lI pe sit stili, Mrs. Mactoogal, wi
ta music a' ta Hielan' Fling, tuggin' at. ta tendons o' her-
tocs like ta current o' ta electricity ? Tat's ta différence
atween ta Scotch music an' a' ta other music. Ta other
iss fery fine, fcry fine, an' sbe'Il can sit stili ail ta days of
ner life maype; put wben ta pipes or ta -fiddie strikes up
IlCaber Feigh" or IlTullochgorum "-hooch'! ta' elec-
tricity goes zig zag down >to ta toes, an' shc'li caninot sit
stili nefer any more whatefer.

WITH GRIP'S COMPLIMENTS TO THE. NEW,
LITERARY CLU B.

FROn BYRO14 ta Wigwam; (rom Wigwam to Dickens-
Wbat matters the nrame if the sentiment's sound 1'
As eacb evening's.fon with the wvreathing smoke thickens
To "Our Mutuai Friend ".ship the toast shall go round..


