- GRIP -

SATORDAY, 9TH MAY, 1885.

FOLLOWING UP A CLUE,
A BETECTIVISI] REPORTORIAL OPERETTA
Scese Lo -Detectives’ office —Present, deteetivesin full
Joree,
Cmier Ixspreror @
Oh ! gentlemen. I've something here whivi I'm about
to mention ¢
A burglary has taken place, and calls for our attention,
The burglar has scot his card 5 behold it hove ! this ixit;
He also writes and says be hopes we'll pay him soon

it.

He diveets us most minutely, to prevent the least
mishap ;

He dirgrams his dwelling-place, and also sends amap

Which shows exactly where he lives ; he gives the num-
her too-—

Now, I think wo ought to eateh him 3 brother steuth.
hounds, what say you?

CUHORUS=—A L.
We certainly must catch him, but first we want a clue s
We really can’t do anything till we obtain a clue,
CHier INSTRECTOR S

Phat’s so, iy trusky henchen 3 but T think P on the
track ;
Youw'll observe that in this letter the ink that’s nseil is

ack.
Now, first, we must divide ourselves and search the city
through

For cvery bottle of black ink, for therein lies onr elie,

And every man that we perceive—=let none from duty
shrink —

Aawriting of a letter and susing conl-black ink

We must arrest.  Next, you pereeive—1 learnt this doduse
from Draper-—

This letter from the burzlar is written upon paper;

Now, cvery man who writes his notes ou paper, we
must take

So let's to work at once, my boys 3 our fortunes we shall
make.

You perceive, again, thisletter is read from lefe to right,

Which proves the man's vightshanded @ that ciue's by no
weans slight.

You, Sprigging, use your optics, as you so deftly cin,

And take into yonr custoldy each individual wan

You see who is right-handed ; by daoing this we must

Arrest Chis daring burglar : we'll have him if we bust,

ALL,

Hail, mighty chief detectiv
With your powers or pers
With mind so deep, vetlective,
And o’er-burdened with sagaeity,
Continue to enlighten us,
Your most obedicnt clue-anen,
With that cuteness that doth brighten us,
And professional acumen.

CIEF DETECTIVE ¢

Now, look upon this letter—you'll perceive its written
steadily §

“L'would not be written by a man upon his feet so readity.

The writer wrote this sitting down ; now, it will be
Defitting

For you to captuare every man youn sce write lotters
sitting,

Now, off you 2o ; conduct vourselves in no way ill or
risible ;

fleep dark about this matter --that's decidedly advisahle.

If the papers should gee hold of it the burglar will see

That he's actually been and gone and doue a burglaree.

From ¢he fact he wrote this letter, and says that it was

{14

Whe conmmitted this atrocious crime and did this
burglaree,

1Ic secems to know he did it but though he scems to
know it,

We must obtain & clue which move dec{dcdly will show

it

Sogo _\!e forth, you've several clues: the men youmust
arrest

Are those who write on paper : those who fike black ink
the best ;

All men who are right-handed, who work from left to
right ;

Who don't stand up, hut take a seat aletter to indite.

Go forth, my gallant hawk-eyes, wo forth my clever crew,

Gu forth, my cute detectives, and follow up each clue ;

Steal off and work this matter, aud soon bring here to

me,
This most audacious burglar who did this burglarec.

AL,
Oht did yon ever?
No, we never,
Saw a man 50 wondrous clever,
So officient, so effective,
As our wondrous chief deteetive.

(Deteetives disperse themselves around to the rarious
salvons. The Chief Detective leans his head on his
hand and TINNRS,  Enter Reporter,)

REPORTER HINOS &
In an attitude reflective
Here I sce the chief detective;
He appears to be asleep; perbaps he has been drinking.
But no! I really do belicve—
Unless my eyes do e deceive
This chicf of the detectives is actually TnINKING.

(Peeps over the detective’s shoulder and reads bur-
alar's letter.)
‘Chis affair is most mysterious ;
Ha! the fellow ean’t be gerious.
It verres on incomprehensibility ;
tTere’s a man commits a felony,
Then, as cool ax water-melon, he
Tells where he may be found.

Now, if this detective’s shaken
He may possibly awaken,
And with him I'd like to have i litlle chat.  Sir !

(Shakes Chief.)

My ! what eivility ¢

Crvr (starting up).

Why do you bother me,

When 'm in a reverie ? -
Will you tell me what the dickens yon are at, siv?
RerorTER

Oh! I'm a reporter of the duily press,

In the choivest of Janguage Iy thoughts express,

CHIRF DETECTIVE:

. What! « reporter : one of them fellers as puty picces
in the papers abont ws,  (Blows whistle, and the rest of
the deteetives & fn.) Seize him! He's a reporter.
He writes, vight-handed. e #its down to write.

He uses blaek ink aml paper: vurreronr—he in the
burglar, 8 him ¢ Seavch him!  (The wnfortunate

Reporter is overpowcred by monbers, and his note-book
produeed.) Ha! ha! what have we here?  Trenson !
Whit's them hierog)yphivs 7
Revowrer @

Unhand me fellows,
(Jits Boggs @ smac

1 am Jeft-handed, as you sce.
in the vye with his sinister
heand,) Uean write stiading up as you perceive, (Dips
his Aeft forefinger in the ink and rerites DUNCE
avcrasy the Chivs Deteetive’s noxe)  Apd 1 write from
right to left,
At 3

What's them ? Thew’s hieroglyphics.
Rerorren

‘That’s shorthand, you fools.
AL

Then he isn't a burglar 3 Tet us once more disperse,
Citkr DEVECTIVE @

Have you any further clues?
ALl L

We huve further clues.
Ciuer n.:

Will you cateh the hurglar?

Behold my notes.

Al
We shall eateh the burglar,

(The yeparter yoes out, and in fifteen minndes returns
with @ villuinous Woking creature in his grasp.)

REPORTEN ©
Oh, vhief detective, here be is !
Cast your eycs npon his phiz ;
What « lot of fouls you are,
This here chap's the burglar.
Whilst you chaps were hunting clues,
Prowling round for hudge and booze,
I taok the hint the hurglar threw,
And captured him without a clue,
Cmer .
You captured him without a clue?
REPORTER &
1 captured him without a clue.
‘This hurglar's 2 knowing chap,
But I have caught him in his teap.
He gave you fellows his address,
Beeause he knew you'd make a mess:
Of things, a8 you o often dv,
A-hunting round to find a cluo;
This burglar, he did nmintain,
That if his whereabouts were plain
You fellows would be off the scent.
I wasn't, though, and straiglitway went
To where he said he'd be, and po;
1 sought the man, and there he was,
The simplor any thing may be,
The more you tmake o mysteree ;
The smallest thing you eannot dv
Until you think you've found a clue

(Enter all the vest af the detcctives.)
We've got him ¢ We've got tho burglar !

Cinrr DETECTIVE !
Who's got himn ?

Lb

Wo've all got him. The cells are filled with him.
We've arrested the whole ¢ity.  Every right-handed man
we found sitting down to write a lctter un paper with
black ink; we've gathered them all in,  We've got every
lawyer and clergyman in the eity in custody.
Cinyr DetEchive:

Let the clergymen go--keep the lnwyers.

ALL
The whole country will ring with our fame—v

REPORTER &

As doltg, blockheads, dunces, ignorami, muddlc.pated
loons.  Hist! [ have got the burglar. I took him
single-handed, - .

A
Whero was he
RErortER &
Where he said he'd be,
WETECTIVRS (in chorus).
Well, thim reporters bates all, If we'l enly wone to
where the burglar was we'd have found him ¢

(Curtain drops in haste.)

'(/A
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“LIBERAL " TEMPERANCE.

Casual Bystander—I'm very sorry, Joncs,
to see you in this condition again, and you a
member of the Liberal Temperance Union.

Jones—TIs tha’ all the ‘couragement (hic) you
give a fellow who is (hic) trying to become
(hic) *nornament to the institution ? It ’quires
prac-(hic)tice, don’ it?

SyrING, GENTLE SPRING,—Mama, come and
get me some of those nice Boots we saw at
West’s, on Yonge Street,

A BITTER CRY.

Oh ! harken to my cry, dear Griv,
Sagncious inky bird,

Oh ! spurn me not with joke or quip,
Nar deem my plea absurd !

I am & yonth, I'd have you know,
Short, ugly, frecklicd, tubby,
And all that sort of thing, but oh !

I want to be a hubly!

A female maid 1 fain would wed,
Who'd make me truly happy,

And love mc for myself alone.
And eall me her dear chappie.

But just as soon s e’or I start
To court some fair oreation,
Before I can pour out my heart

In love and adoration,

Some Greeien featured city dude,
Or howling monaycd swell,

Scoops up the rirl I'd fain have woo'd,
And makes me feel nawell.

Oh ! where can I, an ugly youth,
Short, freckled, snub-nosed, tubby,

And all that sort of thing, forsooth,
Find one to call me hubby?

Despair I8 gnawing at my heart,
1t's spoiling my digestion,

Obh ! vomit. forth, thou fow] so awart,
Some comforting suggestion,

=J. W, B8,

DrivE 1° AWAY.—Drive away all poisonous
humor from the blood before it develops in
scrofula or some chronic form of discase. Rur-
dock Blood Bitters will do it. 1




