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TERRY FINNEGAN.

MUJRRAY H{ILL, N. Y., August ri-, I&Ç8.

To MISTHErp M. O'GRA:DY, Toronto, Kintiada, or else-
where.

DEAR MnCE,
'1iirRrs no use in

hmlamintin, o.In

\ >' that it was n't the
'~ i/Ijcoff that did it.

I ,, ~ You axe me about
Misther Blain. Weil,

I I called on hirn, of

HIAvenue, atter hie land-

Il ferry,>' sez lie,
~ 11nIiIIafter 1 managed to

get mehartd extricated
«n front him, Il I did 'nt
<~~> ~'see you down at the

H,'ok; and it's a pity, for I'd like that you -harde that
titîle speech of mine."

"lYou're welkumt- back," sez 1, and shure I ted it in the
ia pers."

And how did you tike it ?" sez hie.
"Very vîell ; " sez I, Ilail of it that was thrue."
And hovi much was that ?" sez lie, redenin' a littie

alout the gulis.
IlThe divil a sintince!1" sez I, takin' currage, auid being

alwiys used to the thruth, " amid beesides," saz 1, Il 1
raaly bhc-eve youi're in lagîte wid John A. over iii Kimunqtdi,
there."

IlIt migbt be Sir John A. in your rnouth !"sez lie,
very sharp like.

"lHo! ho !" sez I, brisstin' up a bit, Ilyou 're jcest back
froni Ingland, I see 1"»

"And 1 thouglit, besides, sez lie, Il that v'on werc
atways a frind of his."

And so I wvas," sez I, Il titihoe turned Baptistl"
Baptist ! " sez hie, starin' as if the hed %vas off mie.

Niver !" sez hie.
"That's what his body sarvint says anty way, " se:z I.
He's a liar!1" sez hie, Ilhle'd niver jine a relidgin wid

s0 niucli wather in it V'
IThat wvouldn't make a haporth of difference," said I,

"for he'd flavor the Pacifie Oshon if hie could only swim
acrass it."

%Vondherful, intiretyl " saz lie.
"But why aire yecz both," sez 1, " thryin to keep up

the prices on everythin' a poor workin'nman and bis family
aits, dlirinks, or wcars, or that they cani makze thenulselves
nate and tidy wid P"

"You don't undherstand it," sez lie.
"There's no undherstandin about it," sez I. IlThe

wvorkin matn wants chaper goods and hîgher wagcs than
hie gets now; and if hie gets theni is 'nt it the nashun that
gets them ? AIl the rest is bladdherskite, savin your
presence," sez I.

" You're as bad as Erastus Wiman or Gooldin Smith-
two thraithers te the great manufacturin' intlterists," says
hoe, gettin' quite angry.

IlThank God, for that," sez I, Iland more power to
their elbow! '

IlMisther Finnegari," sez hie, junupin' to his feet," IlFil
wish you a very good mornin."

"lSo you nlay," says I, followin his exam pie, Iland sortie
one will be wishin you ' a very good mornin ' next fat!,
when you're sint home wid a fiay in your ear, to publish
anether knonothin journal, instead of being rned Sacre>'-
tary of State.>

He could'nt stand nie any longer, so jest as 1 was
slaînmin the doore afther nie, I saw him staggerin to a
sofa in the nixt rooni.

So there's no dout of it, I hear, that the Plumed Nite,
Sir John A. and Ginnerat Harrison work the mails now
together, in the intherests of the manufacturers on both
sides of the lines-liiio, jienkto, andytou know, as poor
lYather Tom used to say. Yis, Mike, you do know, and
1 know that they won't succeed; as any one wid an eye
in his lied can sec that the Dimmiocrats, and sorno of thimi
are mane enuff, are sthrivini afther cheaper goods, highcr
wages, and their natshurat outcorne-incrased manufac-
thers.

I have now donc, Mike, and you wouldn't bleeve that
wid aIl me jokin, I have worn a bit of crape round nîy
hicart through ail this tetter, You would ii't guess wvho it
is for. F'il tell you-Ginneral I'hil. Sheridan. How is
Patsy ? Let mie knowv in your nixt. In tIse inanetirne,
I arn your tindhcr-harted btood relashuin,

TnRRX' FINNIiÇAN.

THE RUSH FOR THE REGISTERED.

AN IDY], OF THE WE.ST.

'Tiwas in thc townr of Paris-Paris, On-tay-rue'u,
It happened in die August nmontli, not miny years aro.
'Twixt yon anci me, e'llet il. be 110L more expilicît,' oh!

*rhe uies were tight and iiuuney scarce as ever it couic! be-
A man wouild rot> acroqs the street a dollar hli te, sec;
In traI!>, a grezit financial <routh wvas on-ait me, ah ne

This morning that 1 tell about daxwned bright, rind calnt, and COi,)
The P. 0. loiterers Iingered round-as alxîays is the ruis-
The P. 0. lobby, wic, whien nîobhy's the local gossip schoul.

They jiled aoc! jabbered, jokcd.n jawe i O customairy style;
Somec would whisper, and sorti would blow, and! soute get in n

smnile,
And nosv and thien a Il haw-haw " scnd yotn'd hiear off hall'a mile.

But suddenly, bang!I up sitc gües, tie little svickzct Jour-
The signal for the cuow( te conme and wait nrouod no> more.
'rTe pensive clerk, adroit lu work, hce scanncd the faces oecr.

A soft, sad smile lie srnole oni them-or hall' in ftit. orjoy-
Ani alinost therc was on bis lit a 'I "i-ha.onsy
As up hie took the Record B3ook with girlisît grace and coy.

That Record Bookc yoit knoss records the little t// /n
That say: Il Enclosed pieuse lind "-so niuch «'I an, yours verytrule,"?
It lielps t0 blluff the sheriff off to Cet jusu one or tvo.

Most evcry mani about the place had got bis ticket for
A Ilrogiqtered." Wliat glee theas svas ! 01, Lor' I oh, Lor' Eoh,

Lot' !
Voîi'd hear 'cm say, " My, oty 'ho, li o" by graciosus I"and

.b'eor!

The signatures wcnt flopping down upon tha t Record Book;
Bach lîucky mani iould cast abroani an nxious, lnnging look,
As bis tuirn camne t0 sign lus name, ant! as bis Ilreg." lie took.

They opcncd them, and, guess just what cach siînply did relate?
A4 nofice froin t/he hank ab'out a lowered iliecvest raetc I
The kinds of word that Ihen wcre beard-'twerc betuer not te, stalle

T, T.


