THE RISING OF ST. JOEN'S,

AIr.—Shan Van Voo,
Oh 1 St. Jehn'a is up (n arme,
Says tle Skan Fan Pockt;
St. Joha's is up in arme,
Says the Shan Van Vocht;

And the deuco will Lo (0 pay,
For they'ro eager for the (ray,
And they'hl tear 1hat fonco sway,
Says tho Skan Pan Vocht.
COORVS,
Oh1 tho douce will be to pay,
For they:va eager for tho (eny,
And Woy')) toar (hat fence away,
Says tbo Shan Van Pocht.
And whero will St. John's boya go ?
fays the Shan Van Vocht;
Whero will St. Johu’s bays go,
Says tbe Shan Pan Pocht.
To tho avenue llmy'il repair,
Tho boys tbey will be thero,
Nol a psliog aball they spare
B8aye the Skan Pan Pockt.
.To the Avepuo they'll ropair,
Not a paling sbal] they eparo,
And Bob Moodioe will be there,
Says the Skan Pan Pockt,
Then what wlll poticemen do,
-Saye the SAan Van Vochkt;
What witl policemen do,
Says tLo Shan Fan Pocht,
What ehoxld policemen do,
Tho gellows hang.dog crew,
But mako searco their conts of bluo,
. Soys the Shan Fan Vocht.
What shou!d policomen do,
Tho gallows bang.dog crow,
But mako scarce theiccoats of biae,
Bays tho Shan Pan Vocht.
And will they tear them down ?
Saysthe Shan Vanr Focht ;
Will thoy tear them down,
Saye tho Shaa Van Pucht.
‘Yes thoy'l] toar the funcep down,
That bavo made the place s pound,
And preserve the people’s ground
Says tho Skan Van Pockt,
Yen tbey') tear the fences down,
For 1t no'er aball bo & pound,
But our cbildren's pleasuro ground,
Says tho Shan Van Pocht.

—_—

A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY.

Deslgne:d for au Xtalion Opera.
Scene L.—38ig. and Signa. Brown-o at breakfast in @
" drawing-room—o.
" Signa Browno—My dear-o thia toast is very nice-o!
" Sig. Browno,—~Thenk you. (Take: a very large
piece-o0.)
* Signa,~Regarding thoss invitations to our ball-o.
1 have sent ono to young Jones-o.

Sig. (Indigrantly)—The d— abem! How dare
—shem ! What did you do so for—eh? You
koow-o I hate thie fellow~o! And he's too impert-
inently familiar with you-ee!

Signa, (With indignation)—Sir~ec-oe!

Sig. (Abashed)—Well, perbaps-o, I spoke too
fast-0. But (warming up) to meke a loog story

#hort-ee, Jones-o shan’t come to the bali-ge | -
[Exit soith empham 1

Signa, (s0lo)—Was there ever such
A wrotcb-o) He'sas
Jealous as a frog-o,

e hates e, that is
Flat-ot But I'll go hiome-o
To my mammy-o!
And plague him terrible-ee!
And thea he shall see-ce |
What it is to tri-
Fle with o woman’s
Ho art-¢c-¢6-00-00 |
[Exit in passionate tears.)

oeNp W—d Garden. Signa Brown.o and young
q Jones-o discovered walking thercin-ok!
Young Jones-o (Vexed in apirit)—You don’t say
s0-01 Not iavite me to the ball-o |
Signa,~Just so-0!
Jones-0,—Why-0?
Signa,—He's jealous-00 1
Jones-o,—Hal hes! heol-o Of me-o?
Signa,—Yes-o!
Jones-o.—The great fo0,—
I beg your pardon-o,
But it is rich-o! Aud I go-
Ing to be married to
Your sister this day week-oh! Ho!
Signa,—~What's to be done-es!
Jones-0,—Sis Il bo there-ee ?
Signa,—Yesg-eo |
Jones-0,—And that brute-o, with the moustache-o
is to be there-o?
Signa,—Yes-ce |
Junes-0,—By Jove ! I'll go-o ! invi-
Tation or no-o! And I'll
Pull bis nose-o,
If e dares to
Look at Sis-ee |
Signa,—There'll be a row-ow
I clearly forsee-ce )
(Enter servant with peccillitatim.*) The master
is coming up the hiltio!
Signa,—WWhat's to be doneio ?
Jones-0,—He'd better not find me.hersio !
T'll get over the wallio
And go homeio.
{Exit Jones-o over the wall-0.]
Signa,—(Solo.)—F've o miud to tell him what
An ags he’s made of himself-o,
In beiog jealous of me-ee,
But I'l ponish him to-day-o.
And I'll make him con-
gent to Sig's marriage. with
Jone's-oh. He's mad-ol

Sosne 111.—Dinner Table, Sig and Signa Jones-o at
Jeed-o.
Signa,~Don’t choke yourself, my dear-ee.
Sig.—(With asperity.) I will if Ilike.o!
Signa,—(Soothingly.) Have a potato-0?
Sigy—T'll help wyself, marm!
[Enter Seroant.}
What the deuce, fellow, iz iip-ee 7
Servant,—Letter-sir-eo,
[E=it scrvant.]

® The Ecitor, of tho GROMRLER boroby undoriakes to givo a.
botile of the be-t champagns 1o any ane who will furuiab & cor.

rect deGultlon of thiy word.

(Sig. opens letter, "and iy thunder struck to find in it one
which he had received from a pretly actress some time
ago,and which he now supposes ke must have dropped
out of his pecket.)

Signa, (Who had sent the letter)—What's the
wmatter wy love-o?
Sig (In confusion)—Oh nothiog at all-o!
A matter of businege. A
Tailor's bill. Confound the ras-
Cal for disturbing me-es |
Signa,—Writes like a lady, doesn’t he-ee ?
Sig. (colouring to the roots of his bair)—Not at
all. Should eay 'twas like sn elephant-0?
Signa,—Or o whale! eh?
Sig. (looking st wateh)—Dear we, its dreadfal
late. ust be off at oncé to town-o!
[Ezit Sig in violent haste.
Signa, (solo)—Very good-o.

(Soews IV. 930 p.m. Sig. Browno, pondering on
the similarity betwoeen the address on the leiter ho ree
ceived at dinner, with his wife's kandwriting, nears
his home despondingly, when suddenly he hears the
perfidious Jones talking with his wife iathe gardeme«o.)

Sig.—~Zounds and the devil-o 1
The wretch-01 The villain-o!
Tl blow his brains cut-o 1
(Browno leaps over the garden wali-0.)

Stand, Ot
Jones-0, (with female form clingiog to him, not
recogeizing Browno)—Whothe deuce are yon-o ?
" Browno,—Mouster-o0 ! :
Jones-o, (exceedingly puzzled)—Thank you, oh !
Browno,— Philistive, O!
Jones-o,—Much obliged, ob !
Browno,—Dog-o!
Jones-0,—Very complimentary to-night-o t
Browno, (burstiog with bile)—And yos, madam,
False creature-o !
Jones-o, (indignantly)—Hold your tongae-es,
Ot I'll pitch you-ce
Into the dilch-ee.
Browno, (rusbing ot Jones-0)—Take this-ee |
(Jones-o anticipating Browno, knocks him down
and bundles him into a neighboring ditch-o 1)
[Eater Signa Browno. ]
Sig.iBrowno (out of ditch)—Helioh-o! Mnrdor-o
Signa,—What's the matter.o |
Jones-0,~1 don’t know-o | Some.one
Attacked me, and I knocked
Him inta the ditch.o!
Signe, (looking into the ditoh-0)—My buaband-ol
Jones-0,—The devil-0!
Here's 0 protty mess-o !
Signa, (helping Sig. out of ditoh.)
You'd better come home-o,
You'll take cold-o ! R .
Browno, (fnding that he has made a fool ‘otf‘yﬁ-,f
gelf)—Yes-o |l
Tell Jonos-o to come in-o!
Jones-o goes in, and in o ghort. hmo is seen -to.
kies Sisio, before the compavy-ee. Browno goea
to bed-0, and reeolves that he'llmake & fool of hhn- o
solf no more, oh§ And Sigue Brownols never. acy.
‘cused of Jenlousy agaln ob. Hol Hot Hol "~ 7"




