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City Hall than those of the poet quoted.

The stranger, strolling round the Market
Square—thus circling the square, a matter said
by mathematicians to he an cqually difficult
feat with that of squaring the circle—will be
delighted with the beautifully evenlg-]aid
paving-stones. Perhaps there is not a better
spot in which to acquire a sprained ankle than
Torouto’s Market Square on a dark night,
when, as a matter of course, not a lamp will
be lit. Should the visitor thus happen to
either gain a fracture or a spraiu, and brin
damages against the city for neglect, he wil
be mollified, gratified and satistied by being
told that he was inebriated, that the neglect
was on his own part, and that he has amnple
damages as it is, On two of the sides of the
Square are countless shrines of Bacchus ; it is
possiblo that worse liquors may be sold else-
where, though it is hard to believe it, and in
this statement we have several creditable wit-
nesscs to back us. At any ratoe,if the visitor—for
whose benefit this veracious guide is writton—
doos not believe us, he can try for himself,
though he is hereby advised not to de so, as
he will find it a very trying process indeed,
and one that may result very disastrously, as
there is a lynx-eyed winion of the law ever on
the Hunt around the market for victims who
have been deluded by the seductive smiles of
Silenus, and the fate of the tryer may be that
of many who are ensnared by the bowling
flow or gowing bowl—the terms are synony-
mous.

This fate may be called, not the three R's,
but the the three bars—viz: (1) the saloon
bar, (2) the bar of justice, (3) the bars behind
which he may languish ard pino in vain for
liberty, and when once a man gets behind the
lest named, all his quondam fair weather
friends will only be too happy to point the
finger of scorn at him, and cry, ° Bar, bar,

black sheep, who cut off your wool ?” alluding..

to the orop of his hair, for howaver good the
harvest may be outside, inside the establish-
ments hinted at the crops are invariably very
short indeed. We are of opinion that that
last is & capital joke, and the person who
made it should be strung up in a hairy situ-
ation.

Now, having introduced a brief but pithy
temperance lecture into this article, and feol.
ing confident that the reader is dry, we will
proceed either to the Island, sacred to Toron-
to's one-time demi-god, Ned Hanlan, the man
to whom a fow years ago the residents of this
city were ready to bow the knee, but whom,
since slightly under a cloud on account of
defeat, they almost pass by on the other side
—or to the Reservoir or asome other wet spot.

Suach is life | but as this article has alrendy
exceeded the limits accorded it, it is high time
to tie it up. Accordingly we have a-corded it.

p—

( To be continued, )

THE PIE-BITER.
He,

Maidon, with the hair of gold,
Maidon with thosc eyes of blue,
With face and form of perfoct mold,

Tell e, can I hope to woo 2.
Toll me, maiden, toll me true,
How can I agpire to you?

BLE,

8ir, T sce you like my cycs,

And admire my golden hafr,
As for mo, I dout on pics;

Now, canst afford to tako me where,
An{" place sir, 8o that thero

We can eat of pios a pair?

The maiden with the hair of gold
By her answer knocked him cold.

—B.

SpRING, GENTLE SPRING,—Mams, come and
got me some of those nice Boots we saw at
Weat’s, on Yonge Strect.

GRIP'S AMBASSADOR ON HIS TRAVELS.
(Continued.)
1V.—DINNER AT BUCKINGHAM PALACE.—SENSA-
TION CAUSED BY THE SINGING OF A
DESCRIPTIVE SONG, ETO.

Lonpon, Aug. 8, '85.

MY DeAr Grip,—Wales and I soon struck
up a strong friendship, and it was evident that
we ontertained a mutual admiration for one
another, It was that species of friendshi
which must exist between two individuals
whose tastes and predilections are similar,
and it could easily be scen that Nature had
intended me to be a prince. This spocies of
friendship was beautifully exemplified, I
remember, Mr. Grip, at the time when Mr,
Charles Mitchell visited your fair city, and
towards whom Mr. Johnny Scholes evinced
such lively demonstrations of affection, even
goin so far as to present his brother in the

onds of the manly art with a thoroughbred
purp. So it was with Albert E. and me. We
soon became sworn chums, and after dinner,
when Her Royal Highness left us to our wine
and walnuts, we had a great time. H.R.H.

produced several back numbers of Grre, and
read them out aloud, roaring over the quaint
conceits contained therein, and vowing that
when he came to the throne he would have
your publishing offices transferred to England.
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He intimated, over our third bottle, that
there might be a vacant garter for the editor,
ond if his wink meant anything, I need not
despair of secing my present Christy, stiff
m}l:ilfced by a ducal coronet before a very great
while.

¢ Y’know, oI’ man,” he said, * w'English
can ‘preshiate witanumor, but 'sarule we can’t
pr'dushe it. You can, and b'my hal'dome!
you mush come overheret’shtay.”

We conversed for an hour or two in the
most amicable manner, sginging ¢ Wully
brewed a peck o' maut” till the rafters of
Buckingham Palace shook with the commotion
caused by our rendering of the chorus “ We
arena’ fou, we're no that fou,” until we
received an intimation that coffee awaited us
in the grand drawing-room ?

¢>M I &’ ri'?” asked the Prince, pulling his
white tie into eome semblance of propriety,
«“Thinksh I'm a’ right, Gr'r, ole {121

*¢ Coursh you'rea’ ri’,” I replied. ** Try and
shay ¢ Br'sh Conshution,’ your Rihal Hoyness,”

he test was pronounced satisfactory, and
we joined the ladies,

There were, as it seemed to me, two Prin.

cesses of Wales, and dozens of duchesses,
countesses, ete,, each individual being appar-
ently accompanied by her twin sister, and
every article of furniture being duplicated in
some most remarkable mauner. In endeavor-
ing to take a seat on one of two chairs placed
close together, each exactly resembling the

other, I had the misfortune to deposit myself
on the carpet between the two, but was speed-
ily raised up by a gorgeous flunkey and placed
upon 2 lnxurious ottoman, and a cup of strong
coffee was put in my hands, Aflter a few
mouthfuls of this potent beverage, I was
astonished to notice that the duplicate duch-
esges, countesses, cte., had disappeared,
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A very pleasant evening ensued, during
which I entertained my distinguished host and
hostess by singing ¢ The Chargo at Batoche,”
which was loudly applauded, and it would
have done you good to hear the encomiums
lavished on the author of the song. When I
came to the lines

¢ Out rang tho signal shrill, cte., etc.,
Charge ! charge! ¢hargo!”

I dashed round the immeonse drawing-room,
upsetting the duch and count , whom
T affected to regard as the rebels in their rifle
pits, in all directions with an old sceptre I had
found, and which I utilized as a bayonet, till
the applause was simply deafening, and
feathers, fragments of lace, diamonds, and
cries of ¢ How clever! how realistic 1” flew
about on all sides, H.R.H. the Duke of Cam-
brige, who was present, I ran clear out of the
room at the point of the bayonet, and I heard
him bumping down the stairs in his retreat,
{elling, ¢ Police!| Murder! Fire! Fetch a

eeper ! An escaped lunatic 1" at every bump.
The Gatling gun I represented with a sofa
cushion, hitting a countess on the back ateach
shot, and raising a perfeot cloud of pearl pow-
dor which looked very much like a puff of
smoke. I bombarded a particularly fat mar-
chioness with all the lighter articles of bric-a-
brac I eould lay my hands on. Some of these,
I have discovered, were the property of the
Dook of Edinburgh, and he has sent in 2 bill
for breakages amounting to 7s. G4d., which I
trust yon will sottle, and you might make out
the cheque for seven and sevenpence. It will
look better, and H.R.H. will appreciate the
extra farthing. i

The room was in a terrible state of confusion
when I finished my descriptive song, but after
the duchesses, etc., had beecn stuck together
with court plaster, I was the hero of the eve-
ning, and I can assure you those nobly born
ladies were not at all %a.ckwa.rd in evincing
their admiration for me. Lady Maude—but
no, sir, I will not reveal socrets such as these.
Tho Pall Mall Gazetle will nover get your
Ambassador’s name into its columns as that of
a highbred libertine. 7 shan’t tell everything,
bat, you sec, when a man associates with these
British noblemen and aristocrats, he must, as
a man of honor, and on the principle of doing
in Rome as the Romans do, conduct himsoclf
a8 a bit of a blackguard.

Soon after midnight I was conducted to the
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