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GRIP.

The Ottawa charivari homicide has been in-
vesligated by a coroner’s jury, and the result is
a verdict of manslanghter against several of the
persons arrested. The latest murder, that of
Richardson, near Kingston, has eaused unusual
esc'tement.  The murderer, ore Elijah Van-
)Loughnet, has been arrested, aud is now lying
in Kingston juil awsiting trial. The Globe,
with its usual enterprise, has secured his “like-
nesa ” and given it to the world in the form of
a wood-cut, fearfully and wonderfully ruade as
usual,

* %

The (Hobe ought to find some better use for
its spnce than this, 1he effect of its * cuts ™
of murderers is not only to bring one of the
fine arts into contempt, but to debase the pub.
lie mind. Providing the ends of justice are
served, the less srid about murders and mur-
dercrs in the public pross the Letter, and no.
body knows this better than the cditor of the
Glohe. 1f the Jeading drilies of Toronto were
to take a stand on this subject, and exclude all
sensational aceounts of such affairs, it could
not but have a salutary effect upon the press of
the whole Dominion. ..

Otto Bendix, late Court pianist to the King of
Denmark,whorecently arrivedin Boston, islikely
to be in Toronto on 1st September, and we learn
that Octavius Newcombe & Co. are arranging
a complimentary reeital, o that the musical
prople of Toronto may be favored with an op-
portunity of hearing this distinguished pianist.
Herr Bendix for several yenrs held the position
of ehief instructor in the Consorvatory of Music
at the Danish capital, and ix considercd a
master of his art,  The recital will take placein
St. James® School-room,

To orrespondents.,

«. M., Cohoronk.—Thanks; will bepieased to
hear from you at any time.

Geo. J. Holyoke—All right ; five away.

A, J. MeN.—Very zood; but might be briefer
with advantuge,

Subscriber, London.~~We have attended to
that small matter in this issue,

SLASHBUSH ON OUR MANIFEST
DESTINY.

“Manifest destiny !
Why manifest? eh, Al-
mirp ?” said Gustavus
Slashbush one evening
last week, as he had
finished reading some

1 give it up,” said
\ 2y Almira, who of late had
<7t grown quite jocose and
‘.7‘1 somewhat slangy—it is
TN ) feared from her associn-
tion with a noble youth from Toronto, who, in
company with others, had carried bis fishing
tackle to and had temporarily located on the
ou}sklrts of the Slashhush estate.

‘And sodo I “ give it up,”” said Gustavus
severely, not liking the Sippant style of his sis-
ter's answer, + Here's Gen. Bill Sherman who
cut ® swathe forty miles wide from ¢ Atlanta to
the Sen," (hrongh his own glorions republio,
{')',"1 didw’t leave o bridge, feace, or house on

is «levnstutmg track, is of the opiuion thatiwe
ougl!t to belong to the States. That's the word,
Almirg—u helong.” Of course thiswas ** war

time,” and the people weve * rebels,” but if we
joined the Union we might renent of our bar-
goin, and want to secede too, and then look out
for squalls. Now, iu British Columbia, or clse-
where, people can talk of secession or anything
else, and leave the Dowinion, tao, I suppose, if
the eritters want to, without a eouple of hun-
dred thousand bummmers going through the
land and making Jueks and drakes of every-
thing. If we'd only think so we aro nll right.
We can a scuss confederation of the empire, or
no empire, or anything else heie, The news.
prpers may pitch into eueh other, and the poli.
ticians air their mouths in Jong specehes, bug
ihere’s no hlowd spilt ai-d ne particular havin
done.  We bove no Seerctary of State to pull
his Jittle bell and consign us to Ciovernor's
Island, or some other military prisom. ag Mr.
Seward used to hoast of .

being able to do. Aani-
fest destiny!  Why it minkes
me 1 urh! Ha! hat It

makes me——""

“Ded duorn ye!” inter-
rupted old Slashbush, who
had just come howme from
the trout streamn near the
beeeh bush;  twhat e
thnuder are ye Iffin” at?
Go and order them city fel- 8
lers off the farm. And yon.
Almira, if I catch you
speakin’ agin to that long
legeed critter with the short
trousers agin I'll break every™=
bone in your body.”

Barney's Trip on the ** Southern Bolle.”

Euxaounscir Trenacr,
August 15th, 1881,

Me Drar Frixp Guap,-—

Whin yer shtomach gels
out av ovder, an' yer afther feelin' quure all
over ; whin, what wid the duvt, an’ dusht, an’
hate, its gaspin’ all the toime yez are fur u
breath av the blissid fresh air—thin sur, be thim
same tokens, its a thyip on the Southern Belle
an’ u whilf av the shkoy blue brayzes av On.
tario that will do yez more good than all the
physhies av the wpotheeary.  Shure,am’t Ijust
afther huvin' a thrip meself.  Well, snr, “ the
mom was fair, the shkoy was clear,” whin
Nors, she says to me, says she, ** Barney,” says
she, * is it the consumption ycz have, I dunno,
yez are afther hukin’ so bad all the toime?
Musha, Barney !’ anys she, ““luk at the foine
bowl av salts an’ senna wid a raigin in it I'm
afther makin’ ycz. an’ yez musht drink it down
fashtin’.’" ¢ All right,” suys I, ¢ Nora, but get
me white shirt an’ me green {oie ready to-night,
for its off to Hawilton an’ out av this I'll he
this blisa'd wvenin.” * An’ won't yez take the
good physic. asthcre?” ** Av coorse,” says I,
an® wid thmt, unbeknownst fo me. me onfor.
thunate clinw pokes the beantiful bowl av
physie clane onto theflnre. “Quiteaceidentally,”
snys L.+ Oh, yes, I belave yez,” says she kind
av dry lojke.

The town clock was alther shtrikin’ seveu
whin, behowld yowr sarvint waitin’ on the
whatf; the lusht golden shmoile av the sunset
on m- fuee as much as Lo say, * Good night,an’
good luck to yez, Barney!™ Ye se¢, Misther
Grrr, I had heard so much av the beauty av
Homilton, an' the way thim Tonawandians
praised it up, that, says I, * Begorra I'll havo a
couplenv dollars worth av it annyway, an'it will
be aisict to take than the physic.” The mo-
ment I set feet on boovd, the captain he comes
up to me an’ say=, he shakin® mehand, *Happy
to see yon, Misther O'Hen, an' its prond J nm
to s¢e yez on the Belle.” Thin he axed afther
Nora an’ Tim, an’ suys he, * 1 hope, Misther
O’Hen,” says lie,  yez will enjoy your ehrip to
Hamilton as much as I do readin® Grir every
Satwrday. I suppose” says he, ‘“you'll be
glad to seo that the Lund Bill has passed afther

all; it will do 0 power av zood to youresuntluy.”
“Caplain,” says T, D' a Canadinn thess
twinty years, an’ Canade is me counthry, an’
where will yez (ind wan fit to hould the ciandlo
toher as o Zome ccunthry, But whishpar its
another thuip 1 take wid vez, when we'll be
afther passin’® the great Canadian Laad Bill av
1888, au’ thie VI ek fov vor enpngreidiilabions
on the abelitien av haalute Tau@londisng in the
Norsh-West, ™ Be this toimie the wind sprisg
up av’ the byez and giels began to promenede
un gt dowi the dedky wilin', an® perki’y, an®
gelivanin' genevely, au” ieeiin’ wesalf a kil
avin the way, J 5 vs. sms 1« We'll go Gown
stuirz, Liwmey, " ¢ 1 sountored down to where
there's a littie fince lorninst the dare av the
ladies’ saloon, ne’ T couid see they war all wo-
men {olks an® ehilder therve, barmin® dwe min
wid iJdack conts an’ white teies, sittin' away at
the far ind, an’ another youug man sitrin’ on a
sofa, doi * himself the honor av kapin' n coupie
av gossoons av girls gigglin® at bis sezoud hand
wit. By an’ bye dovn ecues o wenry Inkin'
womaun wid o big heavy baby ashizep in hev
arvams, an' she goex up to the dore av the
~nloon  aw’ luks all around. an' then she
Ikt the second toime at the min wid their lazy
legs crossed over aich other, an' turned awany
wid & heavy sigh. for in this worrald paple sigh
with achin® backs as often as wid achin’ hearts,
Then a white fuced eraythur, as sick as death,
she comes in, an® afther her another mother, a
Yyoung craythny wid a suckin’ baby, an’ they
walked all round in frout av thim min there,
an’ wad yez belave it, Misther Grir, they sat
sthill an” just lukt at the poor craythurs, an'
thim lukm® like to dhvap. At last a big woman
she reaches over an’ she «ays right in the car
av the fool on the sofa, ** ity poor sick woman
cnn’t gre o sent, an’ so many min layin’ around.”
Bedad, sur! the way that youny fellow flew out
av that was o trate to see; he nivir wanst said
good night. All the same the weary woman
got a scat at last. Thin a tall young woman
wid 2 face loike o Junce rose, an’ hair loike spun
gowld, she cum sailin’ in, an’ a gintleman he
lades her up to the pinnny, an’, begora, she
played till I cum near dancin® an® makin’ an
owld fool av meself! By an’ bye in shteps »
dapper, jolly owld Frenchman wid his cane, an’
he goes saftly up to the pianny, an’ keckin'
under her hat he says, wid a shly shimoile,*Hal
bal I thought it was you.” < Oh! Dr. Filgiano,”
savs she, “‘you musht sing for ns” Wid
pleasnve,” says he, pattin’ his hat on the tap
av the pinnny, an’ he shtroked bis grey head an’
clearcd his throat, for the owld man has the
heart av a bye in him yet.  Then the folks all
crowded in, meself among the rest, an’ he saug
the ¢ Marsgcillaise’ in foine shtyle. Afther
that the Iady she played awhile.  Thin he sang
the  Low Backed Car,” an’ the way he sat wid
hiz arram round Pegay’s waist as they drove to
Father Maher's made the givls lfi till vea
couldn’y heer the musie.  * Do,” says 1, * doe-
ther, sing us just another wan.”  $o he strait-
ened himszell up, an’ puttin® his hand on his
left soide, he sighed an® sung ¢ The Batin® av
Me own Hear,” till you'd think the owld man
hadw’t grown his first whishkers, Well, now,
what wid the musie, nn’ the chatth’, an’ the
fun, me thrip cune to on ind too soon intoively.
There were two mosht beautiful strate ears,
loike chnrehies widout walls, waitin' to reeave
us. Igotinan’ drove tothe Royal Hotel,where
I shlept. Next mornin® T wint out to luk al
the city, an’ I'll nivir think av it again widout
three C's,—clane, cool, an’ comfortable, I
haven't room here to shprke av its beauties,
but the Tonnwandians paid o grate compliment
1o Naples whin they compared it to Hamilton,
for Naple: is just as dirty us Hamilton is elane.
An’ how could they ivir, for a moment. compave
the filthy, grascy, black-hroved Nayap:lilnns
wid the ciane-skinned, rose-tinted, bright-oved
lnds and Jassics that I =aw 10win' their honnie
boats over the eryshtal, clear waters av Eamil-
ton Bay? Barsey O'HEa.




