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SCENE - L-A hail giting on a ball roorn. GEORGE
JST. CLAIR and ANGELINA MCPETERSON Pl-OM-

enading.

GEoRGE.-I hope, Miss M'ePeterson, you are
0

going to the CheaplVs' nèxt week,
ANGELINA.-No - W> e * don't know the Cheapleys.

GFo.RGE.-But there can bé no difficulty inyour
being invited. Shall I get Mrs. Cheapley, w4o is
a particular friend of Qurs, ýp send you an in-
vita* tion'?

GELINA.-Itwould be of no use. -Tapa would
not'let-me isit them, and yoù would find the

ta-sk you propose more difficult than you think.
It's Offly on, occasions like the -présent that you
and I canc ever m. et. The Cheapleys are Tories.
The Jews have no dealinrys with the Sa'maritans,
nor the MePeteiso s with the Cheapleyse

GEORGE., The,, orles are not so terrible as

Vou think. Im a Tory (with a smile), or at
least my father is:. (9,1î.th a'touch of anxiety).

1ANGELIN,&.' Àlthough born in it you do not
know the country. You have lived too much

abroad.
GEowp,.-But, surely, politics do not embitier

social intercourse. 
"bfe. We carryANGIS«LINA. 'Theipervade all

the war along the whole line. member of
dur Party jibs" lin the least, m ",father gets

je
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word from beidquarters to frow n-, and he tells
us all to frown, and we do our best to sènd the

loffender to Coventry., A hungry Tory woulà not
touch a joint cooked on Grit principles. The

very look of a pudding made according té a re-
ceipt.furhished by one of your party -would dis-

agree with the strongest me;nber of ours-to
such an extent, he would fail to recognize the
value of a fiv-e-4ollar bill. We have Tory delf
and Grit ware; we eat off party plate and wash

our. hands in ba-'ns of faction. (They chaiigè,
sides).

GEORGE.-If thisb._1 so, then I fear our oppor-
tunities of dancing together will be few; now that
the season is so far advanced. But I hope, we
shall meet.

ANGELINA.-I fear not : my father woulâ be
very angry if he knew I had this long tete â"tete

with a member -of the opposite
GEORGE.-Sex. Is he so particular (Laugh-

ilîg.)
-- ÂNziEuiNà.' No, no. (La1ýqhing). I was about
tC say " opposite party." Here comes my part-'

ner.
GEORGE.-That orantic entleman-" ride

in his port, defiance
ANGELrNA.-Hush That is the Speaker of the

Impenal Bund.
GFoRc-,.-God bless m e

(ExitANGELINA with the Speaker of the Imperial
Bund. She smiles'at GiEoitab*.ST. Ci.Am as she
goes mvay. ST. CLAIR remains for a moment in

a brown. stiuly, whenéé he - is &u-akened by a tap
on liis shozilderfromBONALi).)



RONALD.-Why, St. Clair, what is the mat-
ter with you? Are you in-love? Hà-ve the

starry eyes of the fair Grit cast their spell
athwart your heart ? Has your soul been

captured by tlat smile whieh 'breaks likt sun-
shine from the purple eloudlets of Ile lips, and'.

glories each dimpled rosebud, ai,,-id wreathles, her
snowy chin wiih subtle charms. Ha! ha! ha!

Say-Have the darts of Dan Cu' id pierced the
joints of your worship's, harness ? Ha! 'ha! ha.!

GEORGE.-Come, Ronald. No chaff. Good
Heaývens! what a beautiful gi-rli.1 How she dances !

What a lithe figure Her little feet I could
take Uotfi within my hà-nd. And her eyes And

that columned 'reek on which the bead rests in
lovely praise 1

-ROXALD.-YeS the neck- of a swan ancl the
,eye of ea Basilisk.- I see you're hit hard. But

there's no, use; she's a Grit.
GEORGE.-She told me that herself. But what

matter ? I suppose mine is the oldefit- -fàn--fily in
the coùiïtry.

RONALD.--ý--Barring the Indians.
GEOP.GË.-I'm well off; or shall- be.

RONALD.-Of good appearancà---ý-go OU.
GEORGE.-Come, don't chaff.

BONALD.-Well, then, your fàther would eut
you off to a 'enny if you were to mingle the

aristocratie bléod of an earlier wi ' th the plebeian
blood of a later emiggrant, ànd a Grit too-fair
though she be.l.

GFOP.GÙ.-Are there indeed such:great causes
of division bet-ween the two parties'?

BONALD.-You aÈe as ignorant of our polities

d K.,

Al
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8 THE FAIR GRIT.

as the latest-arrived, Englishman, who thinks he
does us an honour if he comes to earn his bread
in what he calls our ccblaursted country," and
fears he is about to be charged by a bull from
the prairies when the driver of a sleig who

beeh waiting for rugs, cries: " Here come the
buffaloes." Great eauses of division? Sir,.they

dre like infinity-yoù cannot grasp them. Do'
you kn(ýw th-e cry with which the Grits intend to
go to thè,country at the next electionC

GEoRGE.---ýHow should I know ?

P%,OXALD.-" Lýyajty & Condy's Fluid. They
Say they foiind this invaluable mixture most
useful for purify-*ncv, déoii6risinu, and disinfecting

thý Government a-partments in Ottawa after the
éYath of the late Government, and that it is
very appropriate for the "Party of PuritY."

But the Tories will be even with them, for they
mean to, inscribe on their banner " Our Ancient

Institutions and Chloride of Lime."" The chasm
that gapes between chloride of lime and Condy's

fluid is ameasureý,in its way of the great differ-
emees betweeà the two parties.

GEORGE.-But w- hy will the Tories efy " Chlo-
ride of Lime ?" ý -

RbýNALD.-Because they contend that the pres-
ent ov'ernment has become vicious at a bound,
and nôý by the ordinary process of deterioraýtion,
and tha they have out-Heroded Herod in prac-
tisin, 112e èorrupt arts of their predecessors.

Hence the- great need of chloride of lime at
Ottawa just now.

G.EoizG,.-Surely our.politics cannot- be such
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as you describe them. We have not fallen so
low.

RONALD.-Yes, but we have. It is S-rivalry in
indecent hyppcrisy in which praetice and pro-
fession are more than usually apart. They
out-vie each ther first in professions of purity,
and then out-do each other, as far as it is pos-
sible, in acts of corruption. It is a buncombe

Étruggle-a battle " of quacks.- Each bas his
sham nostrum, his 4lusive specific, -and the

poor country is, the patient whom the betraying
drug of the blâtant and brawlincy Pharmacopola

leaves wors,., than he-was. In Opposition all is
virtue ; in power all the reverse.

GEORGE.-Horrible.
RONALD.-Horrible indeed. Aye, Sir, horrible

4ypocrisy. Fancy a polecat cryincs out for eau-
de-cologne at the approach.-of a fox and you have
an idea of some of our statesmen. Néxt election
decenc will be outraged, characte s -Btainid

reputations ruined, life's life lied away, in a
battle between rival corruptionists, flcyhting over

the respective merits of Condy's fluid and chlo-
ride of lime, while our local Government will be
the Boss Tavern Keeper of the ]Province,

GFo.(;E.-What a picture
RONALD.-Say, rather, whaît a picture it would

be Were there an artist capable of drawing the
deformed realitv in its proper lines, and painting

it in its veritable colo-urs. It is not ev@n the
quackery of incompetent or time-serving allo- j*
paths who go in for homSopathy; ours is in part
the quackery of utter ignorance. We have
ministers talking like children about political
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economy-7a--sciene hey n ver studied, and if
they_ýý, they cou n't hav mastered it We

have persow w 'Clon:t ow its rudiments
thýoroughly, d g atizing a out free trade, as if
any man of m k ever hel thàt free trade was
applicable to t e condifion of'every country.

We talk about c stituti nalism. . But we âre at
présent ruled bv a rsonacye responsible to no
one. If'%taxation \V t ut représentation is tyr-
anny, still more is power without responsibility.

GEORGE.-You have attracted attention by the
earnestness of your manner.

PLONALD.-The manner is as out of place here
as earnestness itse-d is elsewhere. se
ybu are thinking qf the fair Grit.

GEORGE (takiiïj hol(! Of RONALD's arin, and
1eadiîýq him to the door.)-Look-how she dances.

She movelike a goddess. The otion uf the
wave is bat more graceful in its curves. She
has thé sweep ofthe swallow and the poise of
the, sea-gull. If Grits look like her I shall love

them all; and every bit of Grit in her I love.
Ro-N-ALD.-What an enemy Cupid is of pollicy,
n ' a d yét he is the best of%,diplomats.-

eEo-GE.-She is the fairest figure in that fair
scene. >

RONALD.-That fail- scene - pshaw It's a
mass of vulgarity. Gildéd hollowness! Jew-

elled meanness, gems, aùd panniers, and skirts,
an(l lace in-many instances borrowed poverty

ýnd.pride, haughtiness and vulgarity, confidenog

and ignorance go hand in hand; and all pow-

dered like-but I wont proceed. Are these

young- ladies Why, they dance like Bac-
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chantes and like rmai éé George, let
ûs here in Canad make no mist ke; to haven 

noa real societ"y1iýa shall ha-,ýe, g od form, you
must have a real -head of sociéty, and that
head should find, his or her inspiration not in the
brackish waterg'and moral povert' of imitationy
but at the springs and fountains of principle and
natuie, and in elevating companionship with, the

ideal hejorhts of human character, round which
blow for ever inore the breezes which keep the
heart fresh, and the bloom on the cheek of the
soul. But these mendicants of fashion, these

social Lazzaroni.-
GEORGE.-I seeyou're a cynlc.
RONALD. Sb much so that I a&rise 3ýou to

drive love from, your-ýbceart.
GiEop.GE.-Never.
RONALD.-Tush.
GEOIRGE.-Imean it.

RoNAL.D.--:-You want to m#ýy her
GEORGE. --I- tell-yon without her, life is worth-

less; it is the setting without- the gem.
BONALD.-Or the Irish stew without the mut-

ton. Ha! ha! ha
G.EoRG,.-You are profane.

RGNALD.-No ; rationà 1.
GEoip.GF,.-Ronald, pray 'do not talk in this

way. I love her, and you must fielp me to get
her-if all the parties under heaven stood inmy

way.
RONALD.-Why, really, yo.ùr case is hopeless.

Come, 'tis nearly time to go,- We will talk this
matter over as we drive lome. I will not say it

is quite so bad as that the Tory who would be
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mated with the Grit must die for love-but it is
very nearly. (Exeunt.)

SCENE IL-A Hustin s erected on one -gide, on
the other stands the Of MCPFTEIZSON.

EnterST. CLAIR AND BONALD:

RONALD.-Géod day St. Clair; sbarp frost-
though summer ought to be at hand. Has it
cooled the ardour of your affections

GEORGE.-If you brought the bulks of l'ce,
whieb male the pole-, sacredb fiom man's spade

a -nd k7èland placed them roùnd my heart, they

would not chill the great pulse otf love which

beats for Miss MePeterson. This is the gulf-

stream of my existence. 1 saw her father the

other dây ; sueh a jaw and such manners. They-
-ô - __

sav there is no rose with ut a tho *n, but my

rose blooms amid a whole hedgeww of prickles.

ROLALD.-Thistles you mean. Yoii -say you

are well o1. But even " another ten thousand

would not enîtble you to pluck that rose. If a

marriage between ou and Miss McPeiersoli

is ever to "*come off " you-must *make a " big

push " and a " grand stand ýand you may liot

then ývin her. You have--ýýý here for the nom-

ination, or * for the chance-of seëmg_ýy our goddess?

GEoRGE.-I thouiht I miÈht see her,.----

PýoNm.ýD.-Be -sure you look as 1-ômantlc--,-as
p«sýEý. All grits are rofflntic. Their groat-,-,

leader. steeped in tenderest h 'es _ýof, Po-etry-you

understand-and if you are _toý-ýUgelina ýyou
must approach her from the romantic side.
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Mind tbat side is not her pocket.-- But here they
come.

-L7'-nter SUPPLF, a nl' SNAPPER, the -Grit aizd Tory
CandidateS---r-MCPETERSoNand BRowNso-; BAN-,

BUPLY ST. CLAIR (.fatýer qf GEoRçR)-ý, People be-
..fore the hustings.

RONALD.-Whilè the preliminaries are going
forward let us chat more over -this question, of
your ma rriage. But, see, gcPeterson is speaking
already.

ALEXANDER MCPETERSON (comes jorward, and is
greeted with lowl cries Bravo Sandie.") He
says : My friends, I don't think it sho's much
good manners on your part to call a man of my

dignity ' Sandie.' I am.. a Doîninion Senator,
and even when I say my prayerz-5 I always ask
the Lordý to bless not ' Sandie' but the Honour-
able Alexander «ýLIePeterson, Senator of the Do-

inion of Canada, and the Lord -feels honoured
by bein-g addresseil by a person of my dignity.
(Cheers and cries of " So he ought."' with a, voice

of mocker in the dista)ice San-die!"' which is
greeted îvith lauglitei). -Nly wife>ever speaks of

herself but as tbé Hon. Mrs. Senator Me. And
the motto of our family has always been for six

months or more---;--" Let us be dignified or die."
I should be overwhelmeçl- in adéIressinûr such -a,ý - -
a meeting-,,did'I not callAo mind the ýgreat

PrInciples of Gritism-those _,principles which
sustain the-canopy of freeom-(Cheers---and a

hter.) those ciples
-- ý11-ýSandie," and lau prin

for which, Chatham thundered and ' Sidney bled.
(Chéers and confusion). -, _'ýI ý_ ý,

1ST CITIZEN.-I thought only Tories blècTý-well-
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2ND C ITIZEN.-«Ye-S, Sidney was a Grit; he took
money from- the King of France; he was- in

féreign pay; Jhe was a Grit. 1

1ST CITIZIEN.-Then it was the King of France
bled. The King of France then Was a Tory.,

ALFXANDER MCPETEliSC;N.-A base hbund who
has got amongst you (cdnfusion)-some miserablo
Tory-'scoundrel, some traitorous villain, some
ingufférable blackguard, 'has dared to interrupt

m"me, a Senator of the Dominion"of Canada
(sensation)-and I would denouncé him as he

--deserves but that ît is contrary alike to m'y poli-
tical ând religlous principle's to use an but the

gentlest woràý_._ (Cries of " Týat's so.") Believ-
ing that my friend Mr. Supple will support our
respected leader, and knowing Iiim not to be over-

burdened with education, which is the great fée
of sound statesmanship, Lask you to elect him.
(Cheers.)

Mp.. BitowNsoN BANBURY ST. CLMR.-Gentle-

men, I am a Tory of the old school. -ýGentlemen,
in an ancieirt country like this, with our vener-
able institutions to conser«ý,ej, who would not be a
Tory? Gentlemen, -çY'ill you support an ugly old
Grit like this Supple ? Gentlemen,'the Grits are

not a bit better or more refined than we are in
the use of nice delicate language. (Hear, 'hear.)
I'd scorn to stoop topersogalities; n Il I say
a word agaffist Supple but that he s the face
of a villain, and the walk of a sneak. (The crowcI
aÈp1auJ._ýMe orator w''es his head îîth his pocket
handker bp 4-

c4ýîef.) Gentlemen, my her was a
member, of thb -Family -Compact, d did great

things for Canada. (A voice: nd for him-
gelf," laughter.)
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1 ST CITIZE'N .- I love'dearly classicality.

2ND CITIZEN.-He is too gentle with those Grits

who brought in rd times and the potato-bug.
î

1ST CITIZEN.-And is the potatà-bug a Grit ?

2Nt) CITIZEN.-YeS, pOtato-buqs have been Grits

from time im --e-olial.
1 ST CITIZFN.-Tha;t can't -be,,for. then it would

follow that all Grits are potato-buers.\ I am some-

Ahing of a Grit ; do ,you mean o say',,, I am

thing of a potota-bug (Makes as if he'd figitt.)

9.4.D CITIZEN.-Now, hear me atientl nd I'11

give you reasons. A bug is a b g.

1ST CITI7,FN.-Truë,.

2ND CITIZEN.-A Grit is a Grit.

1ST CITizFN-.-True.
2ND CITIZEN.-Now, mark me. All potato-

--bugs are Grits; therefore, all (ýnts are potato-

bugs.
1ST CITIZEN.-A str'king conclusion, and de-

serves a blow. (Hits him both are removéd

,fighting.)
MR. Brow>iso. Bi-.BuR-Y ST. CiAijý.-See what

fellows those Grits are. I Iznow thé t*6-

just removed for the direst members of that

-- unholy fraternity. Gentlemen, I abhor making

charges against private character but to my

knowledge, or rather to the knowledge of a friend

of' mineý-ýr. Sup le in his youth stole a pair

d he and his wifé get druùk every
t, and :finish upat night

M rMý--gýôýe breakfas

just Mère thi"ay theïr prayers. (Cheeýing anct

confusion.)
--The 

country 
is

ONE CIT.IZEN.1- oing to the

-dogs.
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ave 0 1 ion.-ANOTEMR CITIZEN. e mus 1ýr
B. ]B. ST. CLAIRconfinues-I ask you to sup-

port Snapp'er.
(Hére two drunken inen sineared all orer u

filffi staggeron to, th e st e and faïl s ide by s i de.)
POLI>çEmA-i (bending -oter one)-What party

are you ?
1STDRUNKEN MAN. (hôldiý,ng up hi8 8oiled

-I'm. thé -Party of pù:ùfty.
POLICEMAN (to the other)-And what- party- are

you ?
2ND MAN.-Elà another.

-e led of.the sta e).
Pley ai 9

B.« B. ST. CLAIR proceecls-I say I ask you to,

vote for my friend--L-my> consistent and honour--

able friend, Mr. Snapper, *ho with--our worthy

leader will ficht the beasts at Ephesus. (Cite'ei-s).,

Mr. Suapper is a cheese manufacturer, but he

could sell a charter as easily as *a cheese, Ënd

pocket the money with a conscience that -would

give hini no more trouble than one of his own

mites. (Renewed cheers.)

(Then all-sengibly agree that the Returning qfficer

shall put the question. There are conflicting cries.

A poll is demanded. -The Election day is fixedjor,

the jollowihg Monday. The croivd disperses).

]RONALD.-Well, what are your chances now'-)

GE011GE.-I know not. How dreadful!

IROIqALD..What ?

GEo-GF,*.-MePeterson.called.my father a for-

ger and a murderer', a robber and a theef.

BoNmD.-That's nothing, -Do you linow what

your father called him ?
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G.Eo.G,.-' G6od Heavens I heard, him call
him a brigand.

BONALD.-Worse; He said he was a hypoérite.
GEORGE.-And do you call that worse

RONALD.-Yes, for 'twas true. Will you still
insist on having eiss McPeterson ? 51

GEo.rxE.-'fhe current *of my thoughts are set
that way, and ý shall. know no retiring ebb. True
love gives streilgth to purDo.<ýe and breath to JL
character jf3__foed---ý§ ope and sweet imagin-

its.instinct, effort; its rapture, worship.
It -will outwatch théýstars to catch a orlimpsé of
the beloved's eyçs, and scorn slee to know itself
near the unconscious anorelof -its thouçyhts and
vows. If I caunot marry h6r-

BON.&LD.-YOU"Il do somethinci desperate. Oh!
I k-now. -Ha! ha! ha I see your case is a baël
one. Comè on, and let us see *1 Nýe cannot help

you. Perhaps the Government would subsidize
a little railway for you from your own to the

1r Grit's house. [-Exeurtt.

SCE14E III.-The same.-Night. PLight burning
in onei of the bedroom windowis'of Mcp]&Tspsox,,s

house.

Enter ST. CLAIR with a fiddle and a ladder of ropes.

GEORGE ST. CLAM.-Ah! that is her room.
0, dearest one [_(he kisses his' hand to-àrdg th£

ni ' w do w). To sit beside you and see your, weatlh
of golden hair shower its largess of glory round

your peerlesà form To watch y our pensive 4
beauty in a pleasing sadness, it would be, e
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to el dispel ! To hear your laughter gurgle like
a stream of music through the pearls and coral§!
Oh

Enter RoNALD.-

RONALi) (touching.Ais shoulder).-Oh 1
GEORGE.-Ah, Bonald, it is so good you to

come.
RONALD.-Yes, I have come to play love's

lackey and to act the A. D. C. to a madman. I
hope 1 won'-t prqve myself a- nincompoop, like
other A. D. C's. I *see you have got the fiddle.

Now play a little in order to attract her atten-
tion, and let it be as sweetly, as seutimentally
cadent as the " mee-yow " of a hungry kitten.

GEORGE.-ROnald, how can you ?
RôNALD.-And then when she comes to th

-window sina the song I composed for yoti in a
thorotighly feeling manner.

(ST. CLAIR PlaYS5''and after à ýittl« MISS MCPETER-

SON lifts up the ivindoiv and listens.)

GEOIRGE.-The difficulty about you:ý song is I
have no boat. -

1:rýNALD.-And an Irishman would Say7yo-uý
guitar is a fiddlë-. However, it is all the better
Lying and loving have gone hand in hand fro'
the creation.

CYE09C,,Esings

Our summer nights are fleeting,
My boat is in the bay;

Our summer nights are fleeting,
My boat is anchored near.
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Pale as the ghost of ill-starred love,
The mon her course doth take,

And sad and sweet as hopeless thought,
Her light rests on the lake.

IL

Our summer nights are fleeting,'
And youth is fleeting too

Our summer nights are eeeting
And-rapid joy's decline;

Unveil thy bea ty to the night,
And IIII fetch y guitar

The moon is waiting for your song,
And waiting, every star.

III.

Our rummer nights are fleeting,
Sweet the honied-lapping wave

Our summer nights are fféeting,
NVith their silver-shadow'd walls;

Whose echoes of, soul-born sonfgr,
Wake ghosts of happier vears,

And faint far oler the shimmering deep,
Anddie among the sýheTes.

MISS MCPETERSON (,4side).-I do believe it is
Mr. St. Clair. Who is that ?

GEORGE ST. CLAIR (Aside).-Ronald, hide.

(To MISS MCPETFRSOX)-'Tis I.
MISS MCPFTERSO«Ný.-IýIr. St. Clair ?

(;,011(;E ST. CLAIR.-YeS, dearest Ançvelilla."

MISS MCPFTE.SON.-If papa were to hear you,

I don't know what he would'nt do.

Ro-NALD (Aside).-Make a Grit of him perhaps,

you could do that better.-

GFo.(i,. « I brought a ladder of ropes.

ANaELiNA (Aside).---ýEnchanting. It makes me C

výte a heroine. Hush,--Mr. SL Clair.

(Ifère old, MCPETERSON. comes on the stage unseen

by the resk)
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MCIFTFRSO-.N (Agide).-As I live serenading
my daughtèr. ý Who ever heard of such a thing

as a res ectable lady Grit beincr serenaded, and

Iby a-Tory, 
too!

GFOitGE.=Wi 1 you come'.down, 4earest, and
walk We can glip into the garden. At your

ap-prQach the flowèrs will open t-o a dawn more
Io-vely than the sun ever steeped our planet in.

T-hQy will diffuse their fragrance in homage to a
fàirer -Flora. Oh, come down.

UCPFTF,1%SON(Aside).-How I hate such stuff.
I hates poetry like pis-en.

AxGELINA (ClOSill.9 the zvindow).-I'Il come
down in'a few moments.

Ggp4pz,.ý=Rona1d, all goes prosperously.
R N"A"'L'"D.-You did it well. -If you should ever
beco e impôverish-0, you'll be able to earn an

ho st livelihood,ý as a Chrisiv minstrel. But.
yo forgot to offer her-the ladder of ropes.
Look where she comes;
(MISS MCPETEPsoN heré enfers on the stage, but

just as GEofflE: is about to"greet her, her jàthér
steps betir-oeiz.)

SCENE IV.-Room inMCPETERSON,,'s house. Mc-
PETERSON, MRS. MCPFTPP.SON and ANGELINA ar-

ýan.qàýq or a gSfflen pai-ty.

MRS.'MýCPETERSON.-]ReaII -Mac, these big
a irs -donçt suit ihe at allt

ffa' ugh it is pleasant
to be sè,ýraù-d as we are- -"and to be able týo Send

out'invitations >on ena >elled cards ; it is a de-
liriou-s thing.

AN*GEwN.&.-You mean delicions, mamma.
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MCPIETÈItSON.-Of course she means delicioûs.
But she m*st suit herself to her station. Pm. a
Senator of' the Dominion, and I'm rich, and

therefore, I'm a great aristocrài. We, are grand
people. What maiter who we are, provided we're
rich;- and what matter whether I'm ignorant of
polifical science or not, so long as Vm a Senator ?
Hang all arlistocracy, say I, except our own aris-

tocracy.-----,Ancl whal-I say is, this-what's the
good of bein' in a high station if we don't shine ?
Your European aristoer4ciesbe hanged-having
their family tree, îndeed. Though I de like, to be
seen - in,.-the street vnfth a lord, whenever one

comes ilrig--eay-; and doesn'! Angelina _» féel the
better of dancincf---with alord? Nevertheleàs
and notwithstanding, as Mr. Blake so elegE(ntlyF

says in his, orations, give me the aristocratie
plan't that ha's its roots in the gutter, surrounded

by dead rats and -decaying cats, and with the
sap- of a fine, fat, purse-pride-or to ch'ange the
figure-you see I bave béen studying the orators,
-ýp aristocracy which is like a pimple on the

hfde of a deranged society-an angry self-asser-
tiie thl]'2g.as full of -p- -us as -af'pridè.

MRS. McPETËPsoNý.-Shall we înv'tç Young St.
Clair ?

MCPFTE11SOL.-No! No Tories for me.
Mils* MCPFTFP.SON.-YOU are too bitter. I

think Liny wouLf _Îke to have him, invited.. He
wouldh't be a bad match, and hé-'d intioduce us

intô one of thé old families'-one of tbýe F. F. C's.
4nd tlien we couléï, abandon -- Presbyteriam'-sm--
and go tor the- Chu:rch of England. - For as the-

Argyles say-if we axe io go to Beaven- at all,
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we might as well go by the first-class route, and
having in hand, an aristocratie prayer-book

with a nice Puseyite cover.
MCPETERSON.-IIOW foolish you talk. If old

St. Clair would consent to' have his son marry
the daughter of a Grit, John A. would never

speak to him again ; and if my daughter were to
marry a tory, George, B. would read me out of

the party.
MRS.' MCPFTEP,,SO.,;.\.---Then' Liny- I'm'afraid we

must leave outSt. Clair.
AN. G E L EN A.-I don't care.

McPErEnsoN.-You don't care ? "-Do you sup-
pose I forget his serenading of you ?

A-N.FLINA.' - Well, I think we have finislied
now.

MCPETERSO-.' No we haven't. Teach your
mother how to bow, and how to walk across the

roora. 1 lm f
MRS. MCPFTERso--7 doing the grecian bend à qood

deà1, strides across the roonz3 aizd bows /bz ' 'an
awkiva7-d fashioîî ; the daughter teaches her,

and at each bow Old MCPFTEPsoN boivs too.1
MCPETERSON.-YOU improve daily, my dear.

Now, I must go and order vine. I think t'he
$1.50 sherry will do.

MRS. MCPETERSON.-Yes, and have a few bot-
tles of Moet's to mix with the cheap champagne.
And if you could"find one of the Government
clerks that we couid borrow to act as my equerry,
and groom of my chamber, and my lad-in-wait-
ing,'it would be very nice. Some -fellow who is
useful for nothing else.

MCPETERSON.-I Willmake inquiries; shall be
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sure tofind somebody now that the Civil Service
îs -,being made a system, of out-door relief for the

incompetent relations of wire-ýullers. I must go
to my wine merchant.

ANG-ELINA.-And I must do some shopping.
(Exeunt MCPETETtSO.N- alld WIFE.)

AX-FLrN,& and ST. CLAIR.

ST. CLAIR (Entering).-Oh Angelina!
AN«uiNA.-This is too daring. If youwere to

meet papa
GEO-RGE.-I'd risk my life for you. I cannot

live without you. You are the oGceah to the river
of my thoughtÈ. îou haunt me with your beauty
and persecute me with anxiety. En every sweet

sound is your voice. The light of your eye is in
every star. How can 1 overcome your father's

objections ?
ANGELINA.-Have you not li]Lewise your father's

objections to overcome ?
GEORGE.-Yes, but I think an artielq in the

Dasher -would change his'views.
-ANGELINA.-YOUhave hit on the only way you

can move my fatlier. Yon know in the Roman
.catholie Church they get dispensations for, irre-

gularity from the -Pope. Now the Srmasher is the
great Grit pope, and if you could get an article

in the Smasher saying that in an exceptionaL
case a Grit and a, To-y might marry-as, for.
instance, whený"'they are very fond of each other0
as we are-all might be well on our side. If the
Smasher gave him. directions,'my father would
eat five dollar bills and sleep on a, bed of wal-

23
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nuts. But would you marry me 'without y0'ur
father's consent?

GFo.(;Iî.-I âm"',-prepared tô defy my father.
They say John A. nearly fainted. with horror

when he heard that the son of a Tory wanted tcà
marry a Gitit. But though a pérson of such

extreme sensibility, he would pr obably survive
the'shock of our marriage. If I may make a pun,
he has thouerh a Tory a great deal of, grit in him
and he is specially strong on virtué -ANGELINA.-NO; let us not think of marrying

without our fathers' consent. I will never marry
'l'any one but you; let that be enough. But if

we are forced to -desperate courses, my Highland
blood wil-1 &' not shrink from a bold step. -For I,

too, am proud of my race. That race so strong,
so many-sided, so thrifty, and yet so generous

and tender where they love; so full of purpose
and of - powêr; hard as the wave -beaten granite,
and soft as the moss which-grows on the brow
of the steep; prickly as their thistle, but with
the heart and beauty of its crimson flower.

They gave me.. a spirit as free as the streams of
their native hills; John -Knox's strenorth and

Bjirns' liberal heart; and,, Marie Stuart's fiery
fervour without her falsen'ess.

GEORGE.-My heroine! Bonald was right.
-You shuuld have been serenaded not with the
fiddle but ùie bagpipes, and I can seé a glory in
them now I never saw béfore. Yes; not ý'only
Marie Stuart's fervour, but her beauty too. (He
embraces her).
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EnterMCPJETERSON.

-MCPETFRSOX-.-You Tory scoundrel
(GEORGE: throws hirnseýf on his knees, 'but McP.

only belabo im îvitili his stick,,and, G-FaRGÈ
flies, îchile ;IÀ McP. cries " Don't. Papa

(Exeitnt Omnes.)

SCENE V. Yle saîne.

GEOIRGEST. CLAIR and AN7GELI-A.

GEORGE.-I heard your father gnd mother were
out and I bribed Bridget to let me in again.
I have been to both newspapers and have met

with nothing but discouragement. «*

ANGELINA.-Then we are indeed undone.
-CEOPGE.-YeS. On entering the office of the

Smasher I saw a small boy engaged in sortinor
papers, and I. asked him who he was. He re-
plied " A devil." I started; %ut suddenly re-

membered all about printer's -devils, and said,
Oh! can I see the editor He ask-ed what

editor Was it the night editor, or the -city
editor, or- the political editor, or the trans-

cendental editor, or the theological editor, or
the fighting editor, or the blackguard editor,
or the editor-in-chief ? In my utter bewil-

derment I - "ked . for the blackguard editor,
and the devil- shouted out, " Our own black-

guard-to the froùt." Immediately there ap-
pearècl an elderly gentleman with spectacles
and having the appearaneè of a Sunday school

teacher.- Having told him my business hè in-
formed me that a matri-monial question like mine

25
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would only come ùnder bis ýo gnizancé if I were
a candidate fora seat in P-àrliament. He àdded

that my case was-- one partly theological, partly
political, -in_ th,ý purest sense, and that I had
better see 'the'ý,politicaI editor, whereupon the
devil cried out Kohinoor to the front." Auain
I was in the presence of a model of respectability,
and he informed, me that he thoucrht I haël better
see the editor-in-chief at once. Then enter

there.e> cried the devil, pointing to a doèr
on bis right, and on opening whic h I saw
the editor-in-chief dictatinor how à Tory should

be roasted to one "amanuensis," and then
turning to another and telling him whether-_

hell had or had nôt an existence. "The fact
is." he concluded, "if they couid knock the bot-

tom out of hell we would re-create it with
an article, All Canada is at our feet, and we

can do -as we please, and we are determined
to haýve a hefli. We are jusLý as -Strong as

the convict Da'vîs on future - --ýpunishment."
At last he & turnÈýd,--to me, ancl,,,hý aving heard

my story ý he said no word but - rancf for bis
brother, told the devil to summon our own

blàckle'gýuard," th6 " transcendental," the " theo-
logical," and every editor andclipper in the es-
tablishment. " Theological, sing a hymn;" said

thër editor-in-chief. Scarcely'had the. saëred
strains sounded when I heard a war-whoop -from
the brother of the eclitoýr-in--chief, and the whole
pack made at me. When I found myself a-t the
door half alive I w-as thankful.-

ANGELIN.&.-Mypoor George!
GEoRGF,.-I went, and recruited my §trength
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with oysters and- wine, and then repaired to the
Dashee office. About the»pe?-soîttel of t ' he Dasher

staff I kno'w nothing, for I happened to meet the
editor in chief on the stairs, and having told him
my story, he looked àt me with- a frank expres-
siou, and Iner-ely said You're mad yqu're
mad! " and on my honour I thought I must be,

ever to enter a newspaper office egain, after run-
ning such a risk as I ran in the office« of the

Smasher.
ANGELINA.-Those papers are dreadiul thin'98.

GËoRG-E.-As I turn-ed to leave, the editor-in-
chief of the -Daglier, fr.ting me with his glittering

eye, said with the utmos't courtesy: " Follow me
and I kill show you our inquisitorial chamber."
I followed him. , At the touch of a secret spring
a door fléw open, and we found ourselves in a
room, kept with scrupulous neatness. On all

sides were implements of torture: boots, thumb-
screws, erocrustean beds, ancle-châins, îïand-

euffs, rapiers, daggers, and any other cruel
instruments, the very names of which have

éscap-ed my memory. "This," said my guide,
taking down an augur of huge dimensions,

this is the augur with which we bore into a
fellow's vitals." I shuddered. And this," he
said, taking down a rapier,-" is ' what we thrust
under a person's fifth rib. -Of late it has been

used on 4-lea-Éned subject. You see the blood
Oxford hue."- On a slow fire à the end

of the room a figure -lay which I was informed
belonged to one RI oýert Pinchbeck. That is W
process," said the edtor-in-chief, "which is sup-
posed to be at the Skaslier office, but
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wiý uiiderstand là too." And he- anqi14ýQ on his
victim with the enthusiasm of an ut-I.. -Ile
then threw open a. large cupb oàrd in w, r*ý hung

the skeletons of those who had been-tortàrecl to
4P death, with t-heir names and pedigrees, and the

date- of their demise, pasted' on a little beani
overhéad. "The ommer of this skeleton," said
he, pointing to the,ýsecond one, " gave us more

pleasure than.perhaps any other of our subjects,
and we tried on him nearly eyery instrument of
torture in our posssession." - Here a radiant
light of inspiration -,glowed' on his faè'e, and

with gentle voice and soft, -angelieally tuned,"
he sang as follows, all the skeletons keepiing
time with their gaunt bones, and grinnincr a
h-rrid laugh:

McK-r has gone lie a light o'er the wave,
When night clouds are gathering oler the dark sea,

Ne more will he gladden great M-t's conclave,
No more will he- madden the patient Pardee.

We called him with fondness & the blundering childl
For with the best of intentions he never didright.

And a beam oer the waters when tranquil and i;ifld,
Best emblemed his smile when just- up for a fight.

Ili.

Unless 'twas in coin, ail that's golden he hated,
And kid gloves would tear, if one dared them to, show,

Nor cared he hoýv heavily the people were rated,
Could he draw but the long, and play the sweet beau.

IV.

But he's gone! oh, he's gone like a light oler the wave

was interrupted by the fîgýure of
]ýobert Pinchbeek who asked 12ïm if he was sing-
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Ing a hymn, adding that if so he would like to
join in, but the onlvý answer he received was-
it hag escaped my memory-but I. remember
well the editor-in-'éhief seizig 'on a poker, which

he told me was a Thalber&_ ;Oker, and stirring
up the :fire with considerableý enèrgy. He then
turned to me and asked me if I shbula like to
have a pair of wrist crushers placed on,,, mey or,

" he, added with the .utniost-- politeness,
you woùlcl--wish to try the boo-t on--? or would

you prefer to be placed on this Procrustéan
couch,? Would you like to be--bound to O<ne of

those skeletons ? We'Il do -an ' ything to oblige
you." I begged of him to let me go. '-'Then

go," he cried, " but beware of marrying the fair
Grit."

ANGELINA.-O, Gelorge, what a country is this
Canada of ours.

GEORGE.-Come; I have prepared everything,
Run away M'*th me to that land of peace and

newspaper propriety below the line. -
ANGELINA.-What if we should be stopped by

detectives lik-6 Mr. Arches and Mrs. MeTrieb.
GEORGE.-I'll.take care that will not happen

and e-ven if we were we shoud eut no ricliculous
:figure. There's a great différence between runn-
ing away with another man's daughter and steal-
ing another man's wife and not only his wife but
his children too. I dont ýnow which to think the
greater fool. 4

A-NGELiN.&.-How can women do such things?
GEORGE.-M.LyDearest-There are women ofa

certain type who are a lways sporting on the brink
of the precipice. W( need not woînder if some of
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them go over. - Any woman wh6 acts so as to
deserve the name of flirt is an enemy to herself
and to her sex. But the married flirt is an enemy
Of the whole race. She *s- an ýýpifigated-
nuisance,, She destroys -h-ýr--Iïùsband'i3 peace,
disgraces her children, and mars-the opening of
some eager young fool. Such scandals would be
rarer if artificial obstacles were not thrown in the

way ofthe union of such hearts aý ours.
ANGELD;.&. * I pity the pobr young fellow.

GÈOIRGE. --It is the foolish'woman that is most
to be pitied. He deserves to be censured and
laughed at as he will be. He was more like the
leader of family exodus than the organizer of an
elopýment, a beardless Abraham m'grating with

his household Goàs than a Paris of the new
world. The grip of Montreal detectives was

worse than the upbraiding Nereus.
ANGELIN-ý..-Ofwhom?

GEORGE.-Oh, an old sea deity. But be sure I
will prevent all danger of capture. Nor can I
believe but thaï Heaven will smile on our'attempt
to escape into virtuous freedom.

A-N.FLIIiA.-I could not go, to-day.
GEORGE.-When then ?

ANGELINA.-I am full of fears.
GEoiRGE.-Dismiss thèm. The fate fight for

lawful, even as they fight against unlawful loves.
To the de-,Votees of -these Cupid is constantly
transformed into a policeman and his -little dart

into a trunch-eon; to those who follow the better
path the gàyl heathen little God, becomes a verit-
able angel of light beckoning them onward- to not

merel to greater ý sensuous ', >ppiness, but tofy "
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higher planés of moral, intellectual and spiritual
bkn& __ Dismiss your fears and lean on my faith-

ful heart»
ANGELINI.----ýI am---reÉiolved. Come here - to-

morrow at this hour. Papa and mammaî will both>
be out, and l'Il be ready to start with you for

that land of correct clergymen and pure politicians.
(Exeunt.

SCENE VI.-, Thé same.

ANGELIlà. (EnterST. CLAIR.)

GEORGE.-HaVe , YOU seen the Smasher and
Dasher?* Both have articles on the question

this moi'*ng.
ANGELINA.---àWhgLt question.

GFOIRCE.-Our marriage, which, they treat as
an accomplished. fact; lit is dreadful. The
Smasher says my youth has been steeped in dis-
sipation; hints that you are a weak vessel; and

thus concludes Never since John A., in 'an
evil hour for Canada, entered publie life, has he

done anything so nefar-lous, so ruffianly and so
traitorous, as concocting this marriage. A nice
persdn he is to play the servitor to Cupid. 'He
ought to be caricatured as a link-b'y to Hyme n*.

Away with such immoral coalitions. Talk not
to- us of the happiness of young people. Happi-

ness indeed! Preposterous! Puling nonsense!
when the interests of a great party are at stake.
Mère happiness-before individut6l peace of

ind stands the neat party of purity." The
Dasher says-- rChere has always been sonïe-
thing of the sly schemer about George B., but the
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Most devilish guile with which he has set on
féot this marriage surpasses all his achieve-

ments.,
ANGELINA.---ýDreadful (Bursting iii to tears).

GEoRGF,.-Follow me. Let us leave this re-
gion of newspaper oppression and erotie despair.

follow you to the ends of the
earth.
(As they go forth enter MCPETERSON and Old ST.

CLAIR.)

MCPETEILSON.-Where were you going ?
A-.i(IELINÀyalls at his -Papa, I

feet aîid says.
was going to marry him.

MCPETF,.RSON.-SUPPOSe there li s no necessity
of your going away. Mr. St. Clair has always at

heart been a sound Grit. The moment he was'
offéred a good place he discovered this, aud to-

morrow morning the Smasher will have an article
explaining to the world his true character, and
saying that the marriage between you and his
son is one of the most auspicious events that

could happen. You seei there are' coalitions and
coalition5.- All' coalitions that suit'- the Toriesi

are damnable; all coalitions that suit us are di-
-vine.

ANGELIN.Aý.ý--Do I dream ?
OLÎ) ST. CLAIR.-No Embrace me, my

daugh
(ANGFimiA throws her aràm around, hig neck and,

kissa hiin).

lot -Enter ]RONALD.

OLD ST.CiAip..-Therethat's nice, that's nice
th-aVs nice. 'Gad, 1'm not surprised at my s'o*n.



TUE FAIR GRIT. .0 33

What trouble we have given these young people
and all for humbug. I wish I knew any way of
lessening the humbug in the world.

RONALD.-COMMit suicide.
OLîý ST. CLAIR.-COMMit Suicide!

BONALD. - YeS. I thought you wanted to de-
creuse the humbug in the weld. That would
be an--effepàual way.

G.Eortris.-Don't be cynical at this hour. I
have some reason to be morose. My body is still
black and« blue from, the blows of the Smctsher

,editors. "Our.own-Blaekçvuard Qr "' Our Spe-
cial Blackguard,-' whicheierhe was, hit specially
hard, and under the ý. belt too; in fact, his blows
have made it impracticable --down with

comfort. But -ýwhen my heait is full of joy,
what care I-

OLD ST. CLAIR.-Ah, well, all ïs over now.
was born and bred a -Tory, bùt I .was really au

fond a Grit.
MCPFTFRSO-.-Yes, he was always a fond Grit.

RONA.LÙ. A contract or a good place has a
wonder'potency of conversion.

ElIteir SERV,%XT.

SERVANT.-The editor in chief of the Skasher
and his staff are come to congratulate- you, sir.

MCPETEIISON.-ShOW them in.

Eniler MRs. McPETi-,Rso. fron une 8ide and the
EDITORS frOM the other.

MRS. MCPETÉRSON.-O, 4inyý kiss me; we shall
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now belong to on of the F. F. C.'s. (Tà
GEORGE.) Myson

GFoRGE.-My mother!

The editor-in-chief sings

To-morrow this couple will hàppy be;
To-morrow. must ring the marnage-bell,

And whoever with this -does not agree
WeIll roast him slowly, but roast him well.

Second Editor
WeIll roast him nicely,

We'Il roast him neatly
We'111 do it politely,

We'Il do it featly,
'And all in Christian love.

Third Editor
-Away with love, away with sorrow,
Give me 4ut plénty of good abuse,

For if I live on each to-morrow, b '
Some publie characier I must traduce.

The, whole staff sing in chorus
]Roast hL slowly, roast him -slowly, roast hfm slowly,

eut roast him well;
For hes a Tory, for he's a Tory, for- hels 41_TýOY

0 roast him well.

]RONALD.-O, MOSt sweet voices
EDITO.-IN-CIgIFF.-I have not yetý shaken

hands with thebricle. May you have every
blessing, dear Angelina, and be the mother of a,
stalwartrracq of Grits. I suppose therè Is no

difficulty ý,bout your future husband. He's
?

take 'My politi-es fr'm Angelîna's
eyes.

Bo-NALD.-Better teachers than most men have
in that corrup#ng science.
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EDITOIR-IN-CMM:P. And ber e;es like the stars
which guide the Dominion, borrow their light
from the Ska-8her. That will do.

£EOIRGIE. But I hope, sir, she will acquire
none of the enlightenment of your special

blackguarcl." It is, Lassure yon, almost as im-
possible for me to sit down at this moment as it
would for one ëf those cherubs who are. repré-,

sented all head and, wings, and who, holy though
they be-j bave one 0aracteristie of hell, as de-
scribed in the sacred writings.

EDITG*-IS-ciaiEF,.-Now tha-t you- are. in -our
party, remember that - vou have * no business to

think for yourself, sir. We'Il do all t]Îat foir yon.
GEoiRG,.-I am too happy. to frght on that

argument. Com-e, Àngelina, and let us seek to
realize the u11e:kpécteýd turn events have taken.

AN-ËLIN.A.-O George, how happily evEýrehing
bas turned out! - Mây the -tUnion between your
honest father- and the party of purity be sym-
bolical of ours,ý (adranéingý to the footiights).

Nay, do not onder that -both. hurled us to perdition,
For our policy undoubtedly was-coalition.
Nor could le or I be said to be

Imp.artial-since esch was parti-pris.
Can we be harsh on parties--one or both,
Tlaat to coalesce-they were nothing loth?
Yet as so riithlessly-young hearts they"d crush,
Ere on one side a factious straw they'd brush.
The sad suspicion wiR force itÉelf unbidden

That by both parties country's overridden.


