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Mopae—1I think it a blackguard article—as bad as any of yowr own
ot SANGSTER.

BrowN—Whet, sir? This to my facc?

Mupec—Sit down and keep cool. You really should try to eurb
your temper—ono of these days you will burst 2 blood-vessel. I soy
agnin, tho Globe’s nrticles on SanesTEn were blackguard articles. You
woro no more justitied in dragging SaNesTER's private lifo bofore the
public than the moodle of the Mail i3 in his attempt to blacken
Sarir's character for teaching the doctrine of MALTHUS.

Brows—You don’t moun to justify SANGSTER? .

Munor—I express no opinion as to his guilt. It is simply no con-
corn of mine. Every man’s domestic affairs shonld Do saered from the
pen of the journalist.

Brown—As a rule, I agree with yon. DBut this case was a
peculinrly Hagrant violation of law and morality. Sanesren's ox-
ample might have produced incalenlable evil.

Mubor—As to the legul question, I funey SaNosTeEr is snfe.  As to
tha ery of imwmorality, we both know that is mero clap-trap, designed
to intluence the Sabbatarian section of the communmity. The cvil
wrought by his example would have been infinitely less had you not
published that cxample.

BrowN—You are totally wrong and grossly immoral in your asser-
tions. At any rate, my line of atlack was & strong one. You will
not protend thnt ho is as fitted for the position as GorpwiN Syitm ?

MupeE—0Of course Savasrir's experience quulifies him in o certain
way. Bot Syt isa wman of n different intelleetual grade. His
candidature honors the conntry. It is much to be regretted that you
bave dmnaged his chunces for election. Had yon argned for him
solely on the grounds of fitness he would have been clected—ns it is
we Jose him.

Browx—1I hopo and believe not. At all events I have fixed an in-
dellible stigma on his oppouent, which will deprive him of all in-
Huonee.

Mupoe—In the opinion of Grits, old women, and puritans. Bub
there is mnch sympathy for him—uet with his actions, but on account
of tho Globe’s nbuse. He bas been trented ns o mastiff treats a rat.
One may not, ordiuarily, have feelings of particular yegurd for therat,

[Enter a celebrated Irish Darrister.)

‘Bnt when one hears his bones erunching, one pities him.,

Tuk ceouprared Twiso Barrisrer—Is ib of rats yez are spakin?
‘Chere’ll bo & demand for thim now, faith. The members of the
Junior Gun Club are intindin to ereet a rat pit on their premises.

Muper—Gammon ;—somoe one has been cramming you. "Those
humane youny gentlemen contino themselves to bird shooting.  They
discountenance cruelty. 37

Cirepparenp Inisu Barrister—Cruelty 2 The devil a cruelty in
raiting ! It’s tho hoighth of good divarsion for the terrier, illigant
occupation for the sportsman, and, for all I know, plazin to the rats.
Bo the powers, its hot! The divil a pore in me_but's crying out for
liguid. Have yez o’re an Irish shillin about yez, Browx ?

Browx (rising)—1 must go. How, in the namo of all that’s great,
¢an you, Mvpaz—editor of the most influential papex in tho country
~listen to talk about rats? Good afternoon. .

Mupge—Bye-bye, old fellow, Waiter, two ecobblers.

Browx—I think I'll stay, after all.

Mupee-—Waiter ! threo cobblers—one with an extra dash of brandy.

Browx (after a long pull at his straw)—=If the Awmcricans do de-
cidedly excel otlior people in anything, it is in making drinks.

CELEpRATED IRISH Barrisrer -—And bargaing !

Muvge—Cowe, come! don't hit Joun A. when he’s down.
should have moro wmagnanimity.

You

[Zxit Brows, winking.)
Ceneprarep Imise Barristen—I nover thought till the word was
ont of wo. The divil may seize me but I agree with Misthor Brown
that thisis a nate composition of chimicals, Av okl McNaub bt tho
laste exparience of the seductive delights of this illigant compound
the divil a many lecthirs he'd be readin’ me unfortunate elients on
the evils of drunkenuness. Yer sowl! but me temperathur is fallin’ like
a thermometir, and the insideof me is as cool as an ice-house—nudyet
there's an insinnation of strength about it that's mighty composin’ to
the inthrails, Waiter, will yez give me the resate. .
Warren—Receipt, sir—yes, sir—=pleasure, sir.  The amount is four-
fifty, sir—had the reccipt roady in my pocket tho last two months.
CELERRATED IRrsit BanmistER—What is that yer blatherin’ about ?
Is it a thrifiin' account, conthracted in a moment of forgetfulness, that
yo'd be presentin’ mo wid, in tho prisince of company, at a gentle-
man’s club? Awouch, ye rascal.
[Eait Warrer.]
Mupae—You should keep things of thut sort strait, old boy. Your
nuthorship of the Current Events is more than suspected——it will be
believed that the Monthly dves not pay with the liberality your
articles merit, and thus you will bring the magazine into contempt.
Cevipharep Irisu Bannisrer—Bless you—if the other writers in it
haven't done thut yet-—it’s little fear there is of my conduct burtin’

it. The divil a hair I eare, anyway. I'm thinkin' of going over to
the Nation on account of “ Home Rule” proelivities. If it wasn't for
personal friendship to Apax I'd do it—but it 'ud be the death of the
magazine.

Muner—It is sometimo gineo you sent ¢ Grir” anything.

CecepraTED ImisE BarrisTER—You spalpeen—yon've nivir paid
for my previous contributions ; but I have a few verses in me pocket
which only need a little polishin' to be fit for you. Here they aro;
I'll just hum them to you. .

Mypas—Draw it mild, then.

CeLenrared Inisu BaRriSTER—(ITums in a low tone) Air—*¢ Ted
Dovlan’s Daughter.”
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Tnrymay prache as they plaze, may the timpirance min,
Of the uncelean thing called whiskey,

Iiat what's o man to resort to, thin,

If he wants to get slightly frisky ?

Chorus.—Away to ould seratch with solemn cant
About the ovils of liquor,
When I hear the Timplers® blather and raut,
Taix, I empty the noggin quicker.

Oh, Waler they say’s tho most natural dhrink,
Besides bein economic ;

At the very iden me inthrails sink

In o way that’s mighty comie.

Chorus,—Awny 1o onld sexaleh, &e.

The first, last and only timo in me days
That I ever was unwell, haly,

Was whin I signed the pledge, &v you plaze,
And kept it & week, gintaly.

Clhorus.—Away to onld seratch, &e.

The stingy ould min, and the weak headed boys
That Llather for prohibition,

Don't know the delight & man enjoys,

In thoe pretty well coxrned condition,

Chorus.—Awey to ould scratch, &e.

CELEBRATED InisE BirmisTen—What. do you think of that ?

Mopor—It’'s & neat thing but rather too bacchanalian for us. That
sort of thing is unsuited to the age. It it gets into print the Temper-
anco Societios will parody the words and take possession of the air on
the prineiple that * the devil should not have all the good tunes.”

CeELERRATED IRism BanrisTER—I defy them and all the powers of
darkness to sct that air to teetota? sintiments.

Muopee—Pooh | T could do it myself in fiveaminutes. Our parody-
ist could do it off hand. I saw & tempernnce adaptation of “ Scots
wha hae” the other day. It begun :

“ Sols' wha hne to whiskey fled;

Sots ! whaun gin has often led,

Welcome to un aching head ;
Drink and misery.”

CELEBRATED InisE BarmistErR—The man who perpetrated such an
offince should be dosed to death with tepid wather and haunted for
tho remainder of his lifo by the ghost of Bunxs.

Mupor—There was an indignation meeting in Glengarry about it,
and some very strong rezolutions oven passed—this is tho first one ;

* Thudh air searlidehd usquebae ecahachd orrnighe,” which means
“he deserves never to kmow the taste of usquebaugh.”

CerenraTED Inisy Bammisrer—Aud an extramely sinsible resolu-
tion too, undher the cireumstances. What's the time of day ?—five
o'clock ! T have to consult with Brage, Mowar, Moss and DoyLe on
the biggest cuse of the sayson. Good-day to ye.

Mupor—Waiter bring wo tho Leader.—I want to get a snooze.
Wake me for dinner when the soup is taken off. (Tries lo read the
Leader and falls gently asleep).

PrrsoNaL ITEn.-=It has becn ascertained that Toum CoLLins is no
relation to the author of L'he TWoman in White—notwithsianding his
penchant for mystery. .




