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. THE .ILLUSTRATED. POLICE NEWS.

eI our next-issue we shall publish a
~faithful portrait of the partics implicated
in the Witlium Sireet horror,

PROFESSIONAL HUMORISTS

The lumorist is abroad inthe land. His
jokes flood the country and the people instead
of rising en masse to crush him, sqlgmu with
docility to the brain racking absurdilies which
belong more to the grave than to the banquet
room, with a dash of idiotcy to make them
still more intolerable. "He is a fearful judg-
ment on the vices of the ninc- . :
teenth century, a plaguc that
takes ramk with famines, wars
and pestilences.

Batif tho humorist ai his desk,
inundating the newspaper with
lbels on wit and satireis & sad
and solemn spectacle, how much
more blood eovdling is the hnmo- ¥
vist in the lecture hall. There he
has is audience at his mercy. In
the newspaper on¢ can turn 1o
another column, or {ling the paper
away or use it to light the live
with and waich the ghosts of tho
tortured joke pass up the chimney
in smoke. In the lecture room,
scurely jammed between filesand i
files of Tellow sufferers the wret-
ched being, who, in a \vea.k mo- §
ment, or led by an inexplicable
fascination lo Dbehold the man
who has wounded his sensibilitics
so often, purchased a ticket, his
helpless, unnerved and thorough-
ly miserable. When the humorist
pauses after perpetrated somo
more than ordinarily atrccious
joke for the cackle his helpless
victims are doomed to yicld him,
he knows Ua he hag'go theri I
and that there is no cscape. e
feels that no matter who fur he &
may drive the iron into their
souls, they have paid their half
dollar and that they arc bound
o see lhe lecture through,
should softening of the bruine.t Ry
in the moment lhey piss the SN
threshold.

Why, th+n, should the {ow:s
that produce Lhis class of evil
permit it to extend Lo other and
unaflending  cities ~ where, the
moment a humorist is QiscO\'el'cd
he is place on a religious or an
agricullural newspaper, and it
. that does not do, he is induced

‘Arson.—A grocer named Olivier Gravel who
kecps a shop at the corner of St. Uibain aml
Dorchesler Streets, has been arvested. Capt.
McRobie of the Salvage corys made a deposi-
Lion against him accusing him of having set
fire to his premises. The aceused was brought
:)qf‘olre firc Marshal Auslin and committed for
riats. .

BExcess or zEAL,~Tie Reconnen : ¢ flumph !
the Court must be clear on the poini, M. Bar-
vy”  Cnuem Neison: ¢ Clear the Court,” 1is
Honor reprimands hit for his excess of zeal,

Queny.—How is it thal a man canno! pass
by a load of hay without stealing a portion of

I
| f[’lfu’l

it and sticking it in his mouth ?
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4 Get right oul of here, you great big hired
girl drunkard !” c1lled Mrs, Johnson.

“ Yus, and thread up mighty smart 1” added
Johnson. ,

« Brow~—kronk—kronkikology jusl as nicez
sugar!” stammered the girl. + Howzliver
complaint, Mizzer Johnson 7

« Put her out I shricked the wife.

“ Puz who ouz? All rize—1'll go rize ouz—
oli, yes!” :

8he got liold of Mr. Johinson’s shirt-collar and
Mrs. Johinson hair, and the earpenters atl work
on a new house in the next lol heard so much
dreadful noiss that they felt called upon to go
over Lo Johnson's, .

They found the three in a corner, engaged
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DISCOVERED AFTER THE MURDER.

DRAWN BY OUR

SPECIAL ARTIST,

A TALE OF
HE DESERTED HIS OWN TRUE LOVE TO RUN AWAY
WITH A GIRL NAMED SARAI,

“Tle’s scooted with another woman !
exclaimed a corpulent female affected with
asthma, as she pulled hersell through the door
of the Central Station yeslerday forenoon.

The police scrgeants are never hasty ubout
expressing Lheir opinion, and theone in charge
of the station looked at the woman and didn’t
even nod his head for her to go on,  The wo-
man Llook a cha'r, or nearly two chairs, puflod
away like 2 hack-horse for severnl minutés,
and then, a8 the tears came lo hor eyes, sho
exclaimed : '

WOE,
\.

to drink himself to death,
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«Tyg Ciry Lipe,'—The lalest rumour con-
nected with the accusation of libel hrought
ngainst Roger Hancock, Mitchell & MpPherson,
is that the former had lefi for foreign parts.
e did leave the city but as he says il was
to recuperate his impaired health. His bail
bonds will not be forfeited.

PARASE.—TIxe 65th paraded ontlie Champ de
Mars, on Dominion Day, under Lt.-Col. La-
branche; Lhe batallion jooked soldierlike.

Coxixe Anounn—lLfireman Lafranchise who
in jumping off a reol fell and was run over is
getling over his severe injurics.

Tue QUENNEVILLE TRaGEDY.--There are no
developemeats in this mysterious murder. The
adjourned inquest is held today.

TiE MURDERED WoMAN's GuosT.—So foul was
the murder of Mary Gallagher that a supersti-

tious fear hias taken possession of the neigh-{bn

bors of the house where she breathed her last.
They swear that (hey saw the deceased’s
ghost moving about the chamber of death, and
now and then stppping at the wicdow. ¢The
police were implored to order the window to
ho fastened, which was done.

. Mong asour TiE WILLIAM STREET MUKDER.—
%, ,Yesterday a vagrant wamed Cotherine McCar-
“*1hy,aged ahout thirly years,was brought before
" Recorder Sexion, She desired o impart some
information to the police authorities, Detec-
tive Callen brought her to the detoctives' room
_ where shé statedin the presenco of coroner
Jonesg, that she had been intimately acquainted
with the murdered woman Mary Gallagher,
having gone to school with her in Kingston.
They-both had often been in jail in this city.
. Fifteen days ago she met deccased who was
- drunk ‘and who'said she was looking for Mrs.
. dacob -Meyer,. She scmetimes went by the

.- name of Quigley. -McCarthy was detained in

A NEW BEVERAGE, -
ICRONKIKOLOGY AND MOW IT AFFECTED A
SERVANT GIRL,

You have doubtless heard aboul ¢ the Besom
of destruction’ 2 Well Mr. Johuson, of Sher
brooke Street, is not that kind of a man. He
wouldn't destroy a grasshopper il he could
walk around or climb over the insect. His
object is to slide through life wilhout hurting
anyone's feelings or stepping on anyone’s 100s.
They gol a new hired gurl at his house the
other day. She kA pensive eyes, a very quicet

said she was just the kind of a girl ho liked to
sce around the kitchen, and he Nattered Mrs.
Johnson for her perception in reading human
nature.

‘That first evening the new girl caught John-
son in the pantry, He was on lip-loe, 2nd had
just reached dowri a bottle from the top shelf.
Ie dstm‘ted to put it back, hesitated, and finally
said : ’

« Jwanted lo warn vou about this hottle. It
contains a Nuid known as kronkikology. 1
have lo take a sip now and then for my liver,
t it is death to a well poerson. Don't never
Youch this bottlr, Augusta——don't even smell
of the cork.” .

'The girl soon discovercd thut it was a bad
case of liver complaint. At least, Mr. Johson
enlered the pantry regularly three times per
day, and after taking his « kronkikology,” lie
always uttered a hearly “ Ah! um!”

Tho family didn't heav the breakfast-bhell
yesterday morning i the usual time, and after
waiting awhile Mrs. Johuson entered the
kitchen to see what had occurred to delay the
meal'  She found the pensive hired girl lylng
on the floor, and no meal under way.

t« Krow—kronki—krow—"mutlered the girl.

“ The girl hasa fit—the hired givl is dying!”
axclaimed Mrs, Johnson, as she rushed through
the house, S . ) :

- Johnsen ran back to the kitchen with her,
and as he sniffed theair in that room and looked
down upon the pensive girl, ho called out:

. * She’s been drinking gin.” .

“ Youze liar (" shouted the girl, securing a

way, and seemed quictly religious. Johnson{:

in an earnesl conlest, and it Look some time to
tell ‘which was who. The pensive hired girl
wus carried outside the gale. more sober than
whon ihe unpleasantuess began, and as the
crowd stood on the doorstep and shouvk their
(ists al her and threatened her, she held fa.t Lo
a shade-tree, and called back :

“ Whaz thaz you called it, Mizzer Johnson ?
Kronki—knonkikolog ? Diz you fiuk I was a
tool, Mizzer Johnson ? Be careful of your liver,
Mizzer Johnson—bczzer go in 'fore you catch
kron—kironk—hold 1" .

HAD THE CUCUMBERS.

Yesterday afternoon, about five o'clock, a
hatless urchin came rushing into a Nolre-Dame
street drugstore, and, placing an empty bottle
on the counter, gasped out :

-« Give me ten cents' wortlh, quick !

“ Ten cents’ worth of whal?” inquired the
druggist, discovering the bottle bore no label,
« Why, ten cents’ worth of that stufl you
always give @ man when he’s dyin',” sobbed
the impatient youngster; * and hurry up, mis-
ter, *cause dad he- is awful sick, and if he
pogs out *fore I git back, why, mom will lam
me for it.”

“«But [do not know what to give your
father~--whal ai's him ?”

« [1e is dyin', 1 tell you!! sereamed the boy,
“and I want something to cure him riglt
away. Don't you know what they give a feller
when he is dyin'?” :

The druggist was compclled to acknowledge
that he did not, and informed the boy that he
had betler go home and ask hig mother what
she sent lum alter. Finding ho still hesitated
about going, he asked what disease his father
was dying with.

T don’t know,” whined the boy.

« Well, what di { the doctor say it wag ?”

« We hasn’t had no doclor,” blurted out the
boy ; ¢Dbut mom says dad’s got the cucum-
bers.” -

The celerity with which that druggist grab-
Dbed for the paregoric bottle brought a smile
to the face of an ol lady who al that moment
entered for Loothache drops, and the next time
hie has a call for * somethin’ for & man what's
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| hold on’the stove-leg to help her to her foet;
. “‘ . ! i
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“ I'll will never forgive him,

andl if he's Reaught yon may
sentence him for life, To think
that after we'veSlived together
theso five years and Dbetler he
should desert his own true
love and run away with a girl
named Sarah!”

“You refer 1o your husband,
1 suppose,” said the sergeant,
cautiously.

“ What other woman’s hus-

l band would 1 be referring to ?”
e she demanded,  #Of course it's
|.\‘ # my husband—my John Henry
‘ {H}I it polc
il * And Tinfer that he has de-
N serted you?”
; HIU‘ “ That's what lbie's donc—~de-
i serted me and run off with o girl
B named Sarah somelhing or other,
B and I'm Qeft here without o
A fricna 1
“He shouldn't have done
‘ that,” remarked the sergeant,
m - afler a long pause.

“ No, he shouldn’t,” she ro.
plied.  «“ Why, whut was ho
when [ mareied Lim? Didw't 1
take him when he was a goodl-
for-nothing, insignilicant whitlt
of sixteen, and bring him up
to what he is?  And now (his
is my return!”

She sobbed awey for a while,
and then weulon:

‘“ He called me his darling—
his dear gazelle—and he said
that 1 was svgar, melted over,

1 and all that, and I believed it—
yes. Ibelieved it, like the fcol 1
am.”

“ And Iie’s gone, eh 7

“Gone! Didn't I say he'd
gone ? I can hardly helieve
it, though, when 1 look over
the letter he wrole me. and sec
how he called me his shining
angel and his noon-day star,
1 can hardly realize that he has

left me, and taken up with a freckled-
nosed girl "

“1t's snd—vory sad,” sighed the sergeant.

“ You don’t know my feelings,” she replics;
don’t begin to realize how Lhis hearl of mine
is wrenched and upset! I wish you'd catch
bim, siv, I wish you'd bring him back here,
and stand him over ihere and leave me ovir
there and lock the doors for aboul two mi-
nules."”

« Be calm, madam,” replied the sergeant.

“ Carm ! How can I be carm? When I think
of John Henry, and Saral, and dear gazelle,
and shining angel, and noon-day star, can 1
bid my heart bo carm "

She loft her husband’s description, and went
away and the police will calch him if they
can,

THE KIND OF A MAN HE WAS,

Hank keeps a lager-beer saloon on Craig
strect, and in that particular neighborhood he
meets with many tough customers. One day
last week u couple of roughs entered and cail
for drinks, which Hank at once proceeded (o
furnish them with. Then they called for
cigars, and afler lighting them, they turned
to leave the place without paying.

“ Here!” suid Hank, calling after them,
« you hafe not pay me.”

“ Wal, we don’t intend {o pay. I never pay,
that's the kind of a fellow Iam, " replied the
rough.

“You 'ton't, eh! Val, you isvon tam loafer,
Dol’s ter kinil of a fellers val 1 am,” retorted
Hank,

—————

Norice.—The lollowing senlence has been
pasted over our office door:

The tramp who enters in this door
Must be prepared for Jordan’s shore.

OARD.—LEFKBVRE & MACMAIION, Advocntes,
31 8t. Vineent Street. - :

JULES LEFEBVRE,
Resldonce, 183 St. Paul Streot.
OMER MACMATION ' '

dyin',” he will know exactly what to give, - -

233 8t. André Street.



