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GRIP.

Sarurpay, 161n Jury, 1881.

THE GLORIOUS ORDER.

Rev. My, Lewis, in a sermon to the Orange-
men last Sunday, gave the following graphic
description of the inodern worshippers of the
“glorious, pious, and immorial” King Billy
the Third :—

“The Orangeman arc like a vast army,
their swords flashing in the sunlight, their
shields and bhelmets like burnished gold, ready
to do battle ; but their antagonists bavetled.”

The Globe propuses & slight amendment to
this:—

*In loss eloquent langunge, they ave equipp-
ed with banuers, white hovses, and  regulin,”
they nre always rendy for a fight, but they
haven’t anybody to fight with.”

My, Grrie moves an amendment to the
amendment, ‘Tho Orangeraen's antagonists
have not iled ; and they Lace somebody to fight
with, and will have as long as BMr. Oliver
Mowat und his atrocious Government arein ex-
istence. The Loyal Order is not likely to Le
called upon to do battle for our civil and re-
ligions liberties (which s not only convenicut
for them but particularly forlunate for ns)—but
they must still stand rendy to answer the bugle-
cell to battle at cach recurring session of the
Ontario Assembly, and be prepared to make a
desperate onslaught to secure that Incorpora-
tion Act. Thisis all that remaing for Orangeism
i Canada to accomplish, and if the grantiug of
the Act would put an_everlasting quietus upon
t!lq whole concern, Mr. Mowag would be doing
civilization n favor to graut it without deluy.

Cousin Jim.
A ROMANCE.

Pack my bags fur Manitoba,
See my “‘shooter ™ in it stowed ;

I'm not druak, wat'am, 1at qunte sober,
You don’t think it =you he blowed !
Al the whiskey in (e city,

That's sold by the L, V. AL,
Would not hurt me, move’s the pity,
Like what e ed yesterdny,
Excuse these tears, o

es grow dim,
Al on account of Cousin' i,

Every night T used to call,
1o see my darling Josephive,
T'd take her 1o each play and ball,
Aud garden parties on the green,
But of late, on ench occ:
When I'd malze wy even
F'd see (excnse my agilation)
A youny man coming dvwn the hall,
1 asked younyg ¥, Wao's he
Oh, that is Josey’s Cottsin

* Him

I had bought hier bridal troussean,
Vusterday was the bappy day,
I'd take her to Laske Russcan,
Lo puss the honcymoon away.,
Pue yesterday 1 found how fickle,
Andinconstant Josey was,
She'd fled with Jim, who'd not a nickel,
CCept he stole it from his boss.)
She said she only cared for b n,
Her own dear durling Cousin Jim.
. S . N + .
So, landlady, pack up my shooter,
am off for Keesway-din,
It a‘npcnrs I didu’t anit her,
Lether have her odious Jim.

King Harold, the Saxon.
AN IISTORICAL DRAMA AFTER TENNYSON.
Act L.
King Harold's Paluce. Harold and Edith.
Harold:
Edith, of the swan-like neck,
Mectly these gold robes hedock,
Suits it well tha she put on,
Cyynet ving which fits o swan !

e

Edith :
Give us i rest.  ‘Fhese compliments pray cense,
Nor think you swans so close allied to geuvse.
Ilarold @
Our Saxon geese may mevt the Nonnan duy,
Who threatens to invade us shortly,
Edith :
Shucks !
Harold :
Duke William on a visit here is bent,
And I can't pardey wons not worth a cent,
Edith :
¥ 100k l:‘rcl_\l:h Jessons at the Normal Gchool,
And quite intend to kzep these Noruans ool
Luter the Thane of Snipes:
My Lord, the Novinans, I regret to say,
_lp an excursion boat luve crossed the bay,
L'o Hastings they are ing, there 1o fight,
And all our Saxon soldicrs have yot tight,
For they, 0 quote a jokp of ol.d. renown,
Keep spirits up by ponring spisits down.
Duke Wiltiam’s sober always as o minister,
Goes on nu bend excepting the dend sinister.
Acr 1L

The Battle of Hastings~Extcr Duke Williane and
the Norutans :
Dulee Witltan ;
Purley vons Francais?
Saxon Soldicr :
Your're another !
A most improper person was your mother.
Heis }('1{/::‘1 by Dadlee WElliam —Saxons defeatod —Harold
stain,

Acr L

Westminster Abbey—-rchlishop of Cantertnry offcrs
crowen to King Willinm.

Keng Willicew: !
My loyal English subjects now I greet—
Beave men, whom ouly liguor could defeat ¢
The curse which to all time makes failure sure,
Aad Protisrrion is the only cure !
And he who shall achieve it, sooth to say,
15 greater conqueror than 1 this dav.
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NO EAR FOR MUSIC!

Mr. J. D. Edy-r (in stentorian toncs).—
“The wild woods, the wild woods, the wild
woods give to me!”

Granger (carnestly)—Give ‘'em Lo you? Gire
‘em {0 you for nothin’, and ¢ordwood worth $6
a ¢cord, cut and spliv ! Well, 1 should snicker!!

{This stupid agricultnrist didn't know Mr, 1.
was only singing w ¢ Camping Soug,” writteu by
himself and laicly published by Nordhcimer &
Co.]

Detectives nre the spies of lifo.

SN
THEWICKEDESTMAN INNOVA SCOTIA
TORTURING A I'OOR LITTLE UNUOFFENDING S“’ELL.

Essay on the Mosquito.

The skeeter is a giddy burd. You can’t just
allers egzactly place him till he gils down to
biz. 'Then probably youkin. He’s cunnin g he
allers buzzes in one spot and bites in unother.
And then you hit the wroug spot. The first
wime you hit himy you generally miss him. You
most allers misses him every time. I havo hit
at severul miltion skeeters sinec I woz born, 1
bave bit seven and two of them get away. I
’spect to kill two or threo more before I die.
Skeeters ain't rigged like most other birds,
*specinlly bees. Bees has their teeth aft, skeeters
hasn’t. Skecters has only one tooth, but ho is
a sokdolligur. Folks suy as how they squirt
pason through that tooth ; 1 guess they do. The
skeeter is o greedy broot ; he thirsts for goar,
bukkets of goar. He gencrnlly gits all he
wants, too, He prefers some kinds of goar to
other kinds. My goar is of the first kind, e
is very aggruvatin’ nights, coz when you reaches
for hit he ain't there, but when you give up
he sails right in and nips quickerin lightnin.
Stipper is good for ’em if you can git ‘e be-
tween it and the wall. Skooters likes to go
fishin’, leastways they likes to be on hand when
sowe other feller’s fishin’, When I've been
fishin’ I've seen lots of ’cin ; most of ’emn seen
me, too. '"I'aint no use gettin’ mad, they pre-
fer hot blud. Skecters ain’t much use anyway,
eksept to keep you from goin’ to sleep when you
want to. I think they ave a noosauce.

ScRANTON.

Old Favorites with New Faoos.

“The facts wid the names given in this ballad are taken
from a report in the Toronte 7elegranme of vecent daue.

Ol funmies Jolmson ot li‘».\y, which
Would nut have mantered had James been rich,
Put the poor old roldier wis broken, «‘uilc.
Since the day that he batded on Alna's height,
His back was bent, and his sight was dim,
And hix country’s gratitude proving slim,
le sought for the comfort that gin mills brew,
A thing which s7e2 people rezer dot
Su they sent him 1o prison (o lic on the stones,
A povr pauper soldier whony nobody owans !

T'o work on the hill, though he faint or frecze,

('he cold below zero smie score of degrees),

The gaol authorities bade him go,—

¢ wisero trean adl paupers so !

Su enty feet from a height fell he,

And ribs were brokea, ong, two, and three,

So they carried him back to gaol vtice nore,

And et him to lic on the bare stone floor,
With his puur broken bones on the prisun stones,
‘This old pauper suldicr whom nobody ewns ¢

One doctor bigg came where he lay,

Saw, *“did nothin ked away.

Avother doctor caune, did less still —

Tut e gave the wonmded pamper a piltt!

Small means of cure cither surgeon trivd—

saed neithes cxamtned the fracéurad stde—

For the poor min’s life, with no chance of fec,

s of small aceount to the rich M. Dy,
Awd they left his old hones ot the prison stones,
A poor pauprer suldier whom nobudy vwns !

_'The Revised Tostament—n will with a codi-

cil.
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