Apnin 11, 1868.] PUNCH, OR T

s

Colloquy Between Mr., Punch and His
Agent,

Ly

fisceal

IIear that you have
been selling me at six-
pence ?

Frscan Acesr. The
first four at six-pence
each, seven at four pen’,
an’ twenty dozen at the
reg’lar price.

Ar Punck, And what
opinion will the world
have of you for cheating
it— charging six-peunce
for an article that is
worthonly three pence?

Fiscan Acexr. You
= don’t know what yer
: worth—yer givin' yer-

sell’ away.

AMr Punch.
Ifscat, Agesr.  But ye can't come it over me.

I know it.

Mr Punch. Nor

Isean Acext.  Cheatin’ the poor bys!

Mr Punch. Villian!

Tisvan Avexr. Yer a cheat.

Mr Punch. 1Ia!hallal

Fisear Acexr. Yer aset uv cheats!

My Punch  Ha!ha! ha!—There now!

Fiscar, Ageyr. All Heditors an’ printers is rogues.

Mr Punch. Donw’t make me burst!

Fisear Acesr. Sis!

Mr Punch. You're demoralised.

Iiscar, Agesr.  Lollipops!

Mr Punch. You owe me money.

Fisean Acexr. Oh hegys '—a copper !

Mr Punch. I should not like it to be any more.

Iiscan Agext,  I'm short o peuny on this halfl dozen,

Mr Punch, 1 won’t trust you,

Fiscarn Agexr. Why, yer konour ?

Mr Punch. You're too amiuble to be in my debt.

IFiscar Avesr.  Give it til us then.

My Punch.  Ah!'To getrid of you I will—hut uever
fuce here again.

ou over me.

show your

MORAL.

¢ The liar ne’er will be believed”
By those whom he has once deceived
Lo
TO THE IPUBLEIC.
A grand horse-flesh dinner took place on the ice last week ; about
three hundred guests were present—they were crows.
They bave murdered the cleverest of our Irish.
Tupper has gone to England,
French earters swear in Jnglish.
The Senate has economised $5000!
Architectural designs hewilder us.
The Governor-General will, it is said, receive a deercase in his
salary,
Everybody owes somebody clse.
1 use up fifteen dollars’ worth of stationary in a few minutes.
President Johnston is in a lix.
Braudy is no lougerdistinguishable from whiske
Neither is milk at 4d. a quart,
Or butter from candle grease,
Archibald has resigned !
'he first sleepers on the inlercolonialrailway laid themselves down
in the House the other evening.
Young gents read the Police Gazette.
1 have disposed of 500 copies of myself in Halifax.
Which speaks well for the good sense of my beloved 1laligonian
public.
The banks charire enormous rates of interest,
Brokers charge still higher rates.
Money Ienders (who have no money) lend fabulous sums.
I do not kuow it the Robinson route is the * root of all evil.”
Water will be brought to Montreal from Abyssinia.

y or anything clsc.

HE NORTHERN LIGLIT!

"The police collect taxes.

Foolish girls impeuach their cheeks artificially.

Munieipul assessors put whatever value they please
peoples’ property.

Some of them can’t read, hut their word is law and

Tt scems weean stand it.

There is only one newspaper published in Montreal hesides myself
—at least I have never heard ol any other,  [shall publish wyself
every week.

on other

ITE e m s e S
onIY:

Thy race is run : thine eloquence so keen
Was instant hushed in guilty moonbeums’ sheen,
Undaunted mortal,"doomed to fall unscen,

Th' assasin’s hand {oo soon decreed thy fate;
Thee, at whose thrilling word or love or hate
Iived the great hearts of a little State.

No more shall rapture dwell upon the car;
No more shall music prompt the falling tear;
McGeg is dead—who never knew « fear!

The Weed.

The Twbacco Deputation had an interview with M [nch actine
on behalt of the Minister of fuland Revenue.  The following iy e
text of the compliments exchanged : ]

Tonaceo Deevraetox. Ours is the most rascally trade in existence

Mr Punch. Tknow it .

Dereratios. Ahl—you use the weed then?

Mr Punch. Cabhage—cabbage merely—

Derrrariox. Of course.—IFlavored 7

Mr Punch. Yes—Lsuppose that’s the technieal expression.

Deevrariox. Ours, then, is the most vaseally teade thet ever—

My Punch. Pray, spare yoursclves this humilintion—

Drrurarios. The most rascally trade, exeept—politiciaus !

Mr Punch. Of cowrse, of course.

A Frexcu Devvey, Cela ca sans dirve.

Dervrarioy. We understand cach other then ?

My Punch. Oh perfeetly !

Depvrarios. Will you have Principes or Huvanas

e Punch. ow are the Havanag managed?

Depveatio, Theee-lfourths best butts, unwashed,

My Punch. And the Principes—the old story ?

Deprrariox. Hestored with best West [udia molasses,

A Punch. 11 take a box of each.

TO PARTIES ABOUT TO RUSH INTO PRINT,

It is o mistake to suppose¥that none but the articles of vory
talented correspondents shall obtain jublicity at onr hands. Ivery
article not unswited to these pages will be paraded hefore {he oy
of our well-heloved public at a maderate charge—in our advertisine
columus. . «

Correspondents must not laugh at theiv own attempt until they
see them in print.

Ex Post Facto Law.

A contemporary says that at a recent coroner’s inquest, Mr Deviry
was present to watch the proceedings on the part of the deceased 1—
 fee-dle-de-dee !

Dramatic.

We read in a certain hand-bill that a recent performance at the
theatre in Coté street, was to have been given under the patronage ot
Col. Dyde, * who, " the ]mn.d-blll declares, would ¢ performed Cole's
great moral deama of the Ticket of Leave™ &e. Mr Punch presents
Tiis compliments to the gallant colonel and begs to congralulatc him
on the good taste which leads him to perform under his own patrou.
age us Mr Punch does himsell invarinbly. A patrouisiug maun

. p . er,
when assumed toward one’s self, ean give no offence. !




