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8AT0RDAY, 22ND APBRIL, 1882,

“’Ands A1l Round.”
ENGLISI AND COLONIAL NATIONAL SONG.

The following poem is a striking illustration
of the similarity of ideas co-existing in great
minds, also of the aflinities between English
and Canadian poets. That both minds should
at one and the same time have felt the need of

¢ Wall,” replied the Deacon, ‘I didnt hear
his name, but I reckon he comes from & place
called Emory, for I heard them talkin’ about
the Bmory Bar Tender, Howsendever, I
don't make no differenco. It's a durnoed shame,
apyhow. $200,000 lost to the kentry all on
account of a bar tender.”

It took the major, aided and stimulated by
four ive ¢ hot stuffs,” two hours to ex-

an appropriate ditty wherewith to ically
celebrate the auspicious 24th of May, is certainly
remarkable enough, especially after the lapse
of fifty-three ycars; that the burden and re-
frain of both effusions should be * dyink” is
still more so, and illustrates what the writer
has already remarked elsewhere, eoncerning the
remarkable affinity between poetical and master
minds, This song, like the very good imitation
of it by Tennyson, in proposed to be sung
throughout the colonies on the Queen's Birth.
day—tho British Lion to be the principal basso
—and it is to be hoped that the voices of the
full orchestra of the empire will drown, once
and forever, this pitiful maundering humbug
about Canadian National Independence,

¢ TANDS ALL ROUND.”

I'll pledge my coat this wery night
‘I'o drink to Hengland ! adso my west 3
I'll waik out like st hloumin® frixht
Refore I'l) miss this toast, I'm blest.
May *ants of hoak for ever hive
And toast the Queen, sir, cvery day ?
That man is no Conservative.
Who'd try to take our beer away.
*Ands all round ! hooray ! hold. bick, vonfound
‘Them chaps wot say, ** don'tdrink,” iy friends,
S0 "eres to 1old Hengland round and round,

"Eres to the Joyal ‘arts who long
*Ave lefe their boots without asole,
A’ toasting it in stout or strong—
Hold Hengland and this ‘ere North Pole,
And India, where they inakes the rise
Of Jumbos, tigers, and all sich ;
Aud this ‘ere bloomin’ Canada —my hyes!
The North-West's w'ere o cove gets rich.
‘Ands all round ! ‘This temperance rot confound !
And don't you forget to drink, my fricnds,
And get gloriously drunk all round and round.

*Lres to our statesmen, for they be
The very men our hearts desive 5
‘The revenue they gets from we,
Bless you, without it they’d hexpire !
No danger but we'll get our buer,
So long as money’s wanted bad ;
‘Them Scott-Act men we ncedn’t fear,
Cash down--the liquor’s to be had !
"Ands all round ! Reformers all confound !
Who wants reforms ? let's /»ink, say, my friends,
And ‘eres to ibe Queea and Hengland round and round,

Jay KavieLe Boosky,

Thore be Bar Tenders and Bar-tenders.
QUITE A MISTARE.

“ It's & conenrned shame that this etarnal
licker traflic should be allowed to be eatricd on
any longer. I'll bo dod durned it I ever give a
vote again to either Grit or Tory, who don't go
dead agin it,” said old Deacon Dusenbary, the
other day, to his friend, Major MeGinuis, whom
he discovered before a bumper of hot stuff, in
the parlor of the Queen’s Hotel, in the
flourighing village of Aurora.

* What's the matter now, Deacon?” said

the major, after tasting of the contents of his
tumbler to ascertain if it was hot and strong
enou%h,
“ Why, consarn it,” replied the Deacon. **1
was down at the Recve's oflice, and I heard the
folks discussin' the Parliamentary reports, and
they ssid the country had lost about $200,000,
all through o cussed Bar Tender. Now,” con-
tinued the old man, * when the licker interest is
gettin’ so pesky powerful that a bar tender is
gllowed to Eon.t the kentry out of sich & large
sum of money as $200,000, although I've
allus voted Conservative, dod durned if I don't
vote straight agin the governmont.”

« Andjwhat Bar Tender are ye allewdin’ to,
Deacon? " asked the astonished Major. Faith_*
I npover heard of any such thransaction'®
What's the men's name, enyhow ?”

plain to and convines the deacon that the
“Emory Bar Tender” was for a contract,
wherein Messrs Maedonald & Charlebois wore,
and Messrs Onderdenk & Co. now are
intorested,

Aniigone,

My Drar Mr. Grie.—I am a worshipper of
the drame and particularly of the classic domain
thereot, and in that domain what especially
delights me is tho Ureek. Yes ; the plays of
old Sophocles, Euripides, and last but not least,
Cantharides, fill my soul with a yearniug un-
speakable for their revival.

I went, I need not say, to the 'Varsity the
other night to see the production of Antigone,
and although well pleased on the whole with
its rendition on that occasion, I am sorry that
I have to object to the ** lines,” or shall I eall
it the *¢ libretto ”” of the play, which Iam ina
position to state are all wrong. A lady friend
of mine, the Hon. Miss Lucretia ,Digandelve,
who passed years in searching the orient for
antique *¢ Curios,” not long ago presented me
with a fragment of manuseript found by her
or rather her assistants after a tiresome excava-
tion on the site of ancient Tyre. This manu-
script, though but fragmentary,gives the “ad,”
together with extracts of the playof Antigone in
a local paper of Athens. I give your readers a
freo translation af the same from the original
Greek. Here it is:

“ IMPERIAL THEATRE,
ATHENS,

To-morrow evening will be produced at this theatre,
Sophocles’ new Musical Drama in two acts, entitled

ANTIGONFE
OK
THE CURSE,

Neuw scenery, new decorations, entire change of cast !
Notwithstanding the great expense attending the pro-
duction of this play, no ‘extra charge for ndmission will
demanded. 'l‘?)e old and popular prices will be
sustained,

GOD SAVE THE EMPEROR "

Notice from Atheas Glode, July t, a.m. 9334 (old Greek
Computation) ;.-

“The play of ntigens, by Mr. Sophacles,kust evening
ac the Tmperial wis o great and  well deserved  success,
The author was repeatedly called before the curtain.
‘The play opens with Laius and Aatigone sented at wable,
C, atrise”

AxTiconi—* What ails thee uncle ? Tell thy little nicce!
‘T'roubles of state of course [ know you've many,

Hasthe fierce Olivius broughtdown his_savage legions
‘I'o threaten Grecee from Hyperboreal regions ?

1Is he annoyed because we've built a foundry

Or does he wish to change the Theban bound'ry 2"

Lairs—* Nay, nay ! my child I care not for scdition,
I'm thinking, dear, of changing my condition,

This place requires a mistress, and its master

Is going te wed the Toveliest

Axn.—* Not Jocasier !"

Latus—* Yes, Jacaster, tho' the Delphic oracle
Has threatened me in language diabolical,

And said if I should wed such a low person,

Even my latest progeny there'd be a cuss on
But yet I'll show that oracle /' master!

Oh, Anny ! I'm dead goune on sweet Jocaster !

I think ['ve made a strike, I should say tuplo.”

AnN.—* Oh ! uncle dear, how could you ¢ver stoop to 7
# . * * *
Cnokus—Io! Jo ! ganma, delta,
Id ]l ocaster let us pelta !
Pi, rho, sigma tau?
Still give old Laius lots of jaw."”

The first act (continues the reporter) went very
smoothly and the chorus, though some of the tenors were
rather weak in their upper register, still on the whole

they did very creditably. In the seccond act, Creon the
successor of Laius to the kingdom is discovered secated
on u throne. (An interval of five years is supposed 1o have
elapased).

Creon—** At last old Luius has passed in his checks,
And now my brow his regal crown beded
Now is tny time to gain the fir Autigoue,
Sometimes [ fear the satcy jacde is riggin’ me,
And then young Haemor, just for « diversion,
Is sparking her. 11Lkill him like 2 Persian,
1f he my secret finds— [ know he’s twiggin’ me,

Ah, here he comes ! I'l] let up on Antigone.

£N

Eunter Hacmon, Euridice, Ismene, Terresinus, Watch
men, Fly Cops and Mounted Police,

CrEON—"' IHow now gouwl Hacmon, why ¢nter with con.
fusion,
Has Socrates not taken his infusion ?
Perhaps it has not troubled his digestion—
Now, what d’ye want ?
Jt's not a question

Harson— Of Socrates, my Lord, or  poisoued tea,
Bat what's become of my Antigone,
I know you've got her stowed somewhere
about,
Produce heror we'll tuen you inside ont,
Cometell us now just where this lovely maid is,
Or, if you don't, we'lle—

CreoN—Go to Hades ¢

Thisscene (continues the Glolie) created the wildest
enthusiasm, and the  plawndits of the audicnce rent
the air when the king called  in his gnards who
slew Hacmon and the rest of the conspirators, and the act
ended with a lively chorus in E minor, to the effectem

Zeia, Eua, Theta, Mu
Thi, Omecron, Pi.
Creon's zoing 1o put yon through,
You all have to die--
You shailhave a splendid flagon
Of Hemlock Lea apiece, .
You must keep your tongue from wagaing
1f yon want to live in Greece.

Thisis all that has Leen preserved of any really authen-
ticaccount of the great playas it was performed on the
ancient stage, and, with all respect to the Varsity text,
I am sure the readers of Grirr will be interested inthe
above,

Yours truly,
Dnaco S, Doottrrrk, F.R.AS,,
Prof. Fossilology, Bungtown,
Coll. Inst. Can.

Chief Justicc Wood has at length replied to
the charges formulated ngainst him, and his
answer is certainly weighty, if the ?uuntity of
paper it embraces i3 any criterion. It consists
of some four hundred odd shocts, devoted to an
able treatment of all and snudry tha allegations
made by the aggrieved parties. The friends of
the Chief Justice belicve that he has fully re-
futed the charges of incapacity and injustice,
and his argument, taken in connection with Sir
Jobn Macdonald's reproof of the unconstitu-
tional action of the Manitoba Government in
taking the matter in hand at all, has fairly dis-
comfited the commission of inqguiry.




