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CANADA RECONQUERED BY THE FRENCH.
TREASON{ TO ARMS!1 TO ARMS!!!

Roader, take it coolly. DBefore we raise the cur-
tain oa the scenes of our prophetic drama, wo wish
to enlighten you on one or two points, First, then,
_Plense icarn that the time rapregented is the year of
_grace 1864, The Clear Grit bowl is then supposed
to bave done its work, and patient Jean Baptiste has
rigsen in his might to crush the insolent oppressors
who have 80 loog tyrannized over him, Brown, the
slanderer of the fsithful, is iu the ascendant, and for
two years hasg ruled Lower Canada by a majority of
Upper Oanada votes. Thousands of copies of a
mysterious pamphlet entitled, # CaNADA RECONQUER~
ED BY THE FrENcy,” and of a remarkable article by
the same author, published in the Canadien, in the
year 1839, have been industriously circulated among
the much enduring Labitans, aud the storm fore-
shadowed by them hag burst iu all in its fury. Car-
tier whose loyalty oozed away with theloss of office,
bas returned to his firat love, and having sternly
consigned to oblivion the sweet remembrances of
Windaor, leads the rebel army. The observaot
reader will detect other singular transmogrifica~
tions :—

ACT &,
Tius, MoNTH APRIL, 1904,

BoeNg 1st.—A large room in an obscure locality in Nlontreal,
Eoter Cartior, Morln, Chevalier Shallow-pate, (autnor of
Canadga reconquered)) ‘I'urcotte, Rose, Barnoy Devlin and
other consplrators,

Cartier—(Speaking in Eog'ieh for tho benefit of Rose.)

Friends, follow patrioty, say, since we havo met
Last in this room, bow has advaacedour pet,
Our von grand project—has it ripen fase,

And shall we aoon Jet Jooso war's Jeetle blast 2
IaQuebec ready, and "L'iois Rivieres, too,

And Grifintown ? cher Barney, what havo you
Efiected thoro ?  Will 20 brave Icigh raiso
With us 20 cry of down with ze Anglais?

0Of Vivo 1a France? we have ono faith, and we

8bould amis, freres and fellow soldats be,

Wo are zo truo allics—we both bave beon

Insult by ell ze innisterlal spleen.

Al bas Anglais, ze tyrant Scolch sball €all

From (s bello Cauada we chase them il

Perfidious Albfon shall not longer be

Za owner of this ono fine colony ;

Bul ¥ive L' Empereur, Napolcon shall reigo,

And F'rance receive bor nnelent rights aguin.

Cher Shallowpate, mon ami have vot you
No nows 1o ¢l about 26 coming stow?
18 your largo deeslrict ready primed and loaded ?

Shallowpate—

Ob, yos, my chief,and would have long exploded,
Butthat I bade them still kocp on the brow,
Till tho French fleot in signalled from Du Loup;
They pant to pepper all tho dirly Scetch,

- And knock thom fnlo porridgo and hotch-poteh.

Cartier—

You are ono brave, whon we havo conquor, you
8ball reap zo boncfie of what you do.
Morio and Turcolie aro your amis sleady ?

Morin—

All right, my covoy, Is a capp’d gun ready ?

Cartler.

Aad Rose, mon frere, have you not got no rews?
Csu you not bring ono man to ald oxe views >
Is ibore not utill zo thirat for vongrance lurks
On tbey who kicked sou from zo Board of Works ?
Courage mon ami ! have you sounded Galt ?
‘Wo must not take 20 gallop and the Lalt;
Bring him with us, wo'll do you more good far,
Than your grand aopexation schemes, by gart
Rote.

My friend, my colleague, premior, to you

Ross's allogianco is for over due,

With yob he follgix(—\vith you bo f2)l, rad now
With you he'll kick up aoy jolly row.
Dextl to tho Grits—1s Rose's battlo ery,
Awd coute qui coute the rascils all shall dio,
Eyor rixzhit, no squinting, Galt Sir, witl not come,
The follow's balf congent was al} & b,
Carlier, .
What sare, you say ?  That Moosicur will not come,
Ry gar1 in hie fat paunch then we wiil druni
Ono lectlo hole—we put ze buallet whero
TIrs lootle insido sbinll have somo fresh afr.
Sherbrooke is Jost, o watter, Grifiintown
1"l wager pow will do ko thlog quile brown,
Will not my Barncy ?
Baruey Devlin.
Faith, its me can't toll,
1 acunded all the ghirty Uackguards well,
But shure thoy’ro doaf, I'vo Jisted only one,
The rest aro haythoos, and the glory shun ;
Or more betoken they won't follow mo,
But baakor aftor Giaoral McGee,
Cartier.
Mafoi! dear Barney that in mauvais news,
What 1 ze brave Irigh, have they all refuso
To fight les Anglais avd ety Vive la Franee?
Courage mon brave, wo lead slouc zo daoce,
Unless you try ze lectle blarvey now
Aod make 2o Irish ready for zo row,
Devlin.
1'm gamo Sireo to try tho knaves onco wore,
Cartier,
Slreo you aball do better than before ;
Cher Shalowpato you keep in band your racn,
Wo fight, wo conquer, you bo Geooral then.
Why for you ook, Rose, down right in 20 dumpe,
You bave zo couraga and shall wio 20 trumps,
Whon [ bo Gov'nor, and right over Lere
Ze Fronch g ware, I make you zo premier.’
Morin, Turcotto, yon keep things in zo dark,
Till 1 aay strike,~then wo have leotlo Inrk,
By gar! les Anglais, they shall bave 2o treat,
Wo cat zo rnsenits into ze minco meat,
No we all go, but etill 2o sfforts use,
‘When wo next meet 1 hopo to bave ze news
Tbat one I'rench Fleot io the St. Lawrence s
‘Then bavoe ¢ry and lot the cannona fiz ;
Wo fight, wo conquor, victory shall dock
Our troop in Mootreal—their's in Quebee,
Forowoll mes amis bo one brave and true ;
Cry Vivo la Frnoco and death to England’s crow.
AU
Wo milll wo will!
They soparate and the £ceno closes.

ACT IV
Tixe.~FORTNIGIT LATER THAN AcCT ]

Scene,—0fico fn the Inspoctor Goneral's Dopartmoot, Ottawa,
Presont. George Brown, Dorion, and Holton, Eater Mc.
Gee.

Brown—

Welcome, McGeo, wo havo not seen you horo
Since—sinco tho Sorsion closed, and now I fear
From your long phiz, man, that no nows you bear
Will lighten our ofticia! toil and care,

What ia it>—rponk,—does Griffiutown demand
somo trifliog favour at our oft-1nakod hand?

1s troublo brewing In the furtber East?

Or » now crusade started by the priest?

Speak out, man, quick, and lot us kaow the worst.

McGee—

‘I'rouble s brewing,~Canada bas nursed
Serpents, who fain would atiog ber 16 tho quick.
Events full s00n inay crowd in {ast and thick

To prove the fact. A word, Browo, in your car,—
REBELLION1—-thare dou't start—is jolly nest,
Slaco Cartlor lost his offico aud liia seat

Ho’a been ball mad from wonnded self-conceit;
Ono Shallotwpate bas fed the smotherod ice,

Tho fool who tuncd in '59 bis lyro

Ta sing of Franco once moro triumphant here.
Tley'vo gatbercd malcantonts who welrho boneath
Your rulo of L. C, by largo U, €. voiens.

Rose, {00, i4 with tbom, and oae Dovlin, who

In former times your humblo sorvant know,

Roso sounded Gali, aud Doviio has boen down
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To skake the loyalty of Griflintown.

1 hiear, too, whispers ofa largo French ficot

o aid the rebels in thelr sprightly feat;

Tloy wail bul now ils presenco ere they rairo

TLo erv of “Feaucol and death (o tho Aaglei 1
Drotwon—

And is that ail, come D°Arcy dov’t bo glum

You know of okl reboliion’s fate “tu hun*

Cheer up, McGee, 1o need for shightest foar,

Who loade thom?
McGee—

Faith! your Jitile friend Cartier,

Brown—

ButI say, D'Arcy, whata spleudid chanco

For your theeo hundved thousand to advanco,

Yau wocen't quite loyal ooce, but anybiow

Things have quite changed, I calculato, just now,

What say you, D’Arcy, will you bring them out,

And send theso rebols to the right-about?
McGee— |

Come, Browa, don't rako up that expladed boast,

I ralo fo Grifintown at least,—tho roast,

Thoy‘reall soend thore,
Browu—

Woll, come, that'a not bad news,

But Dorion Lisve your counirymen tho biues?

Would any number join the rabble rout

Who seok to turn the Anglo Saxons oul?
Derion~ 5

Faith! no, fhey may p'raps fool 2 litle soro

That your U. C. majority ghould rule;

But stitl not twice tvo hendred mea would raise

A volee or arm against fair Evgland’s Queen,

Asfor tho ficel in tho St. Lawrence—~why,

1 guvasin classic phraso—that's all my eyo.
Browvu—

I thought so. Flolton, bas Galt sigaified

As et his posfect willingness to rids

And row with us in ministeria] bargo,
Holton—

Wby not oxactly, but bo promised soon

To run down hore snd talk the matter o'er;

Ya fmet, X quits expected bia ta-dag,

(Knock at the door.)

Faith there's a knock. Come in—who knows it may

Be Galt himself.

Enter Galt, who takes Brown and Holton on ono gide and coune
vorses with thom., McGeo and Dorion leavo th office, and the
scono closes.

ACT III
TIME, 220, MaT, I86—ScRNEAS in Act Int.

Cartier—=Woll, mes chers amis, we hare mot onco moro

Before, on all zo Anglais wo will pour

2o leetlo bullots and 2o lectlo joke,

‘T'hey feel when we givo them zo hayonet poke.

What news mes braves is everythiog quits slick

And ready for zo grand Carlieran kick ?

Mon Sballowpate are zo mon fully arm

Aund rendy for tho march to Logan's furm ?
Shallowpate.

Somo Laso paliroons, my chiel, avo backing out,

But wo ean wbip les dnglais without doubt.

Aro wo not French ? remnember Waterloo,

And what a great French army, air, can do.
Cartier.

Ahy babi) they run away—you bavo forget ;

I will not tink of Waterloo not yet.

Oul novw, by gar! I thiok of Logan's farm,

And how wo will les Anglais oll alarm.

1 think ma foi of all ze grand, beeg fun

When wo bave make 2o coward Anglais ran.
Rose—[ngide 1o Devlin.)

The fun will all prove t’olhor way I foar.
Devlin—[uneasily.j

Blessod St. Patrick why did I come here ?

Roso, 1 eay Ross, 1a hanging very bad ?

My neck alroady feols quito loose, bedad.
Rose.

Hush ! Barooy, hosh ! I'm deuced qualmish too,

But what the mischiof can wo blackguards do ?

Wa've gono tao far, I stick througlh thick and thin.
Develin—[patuotically.] .

And 30 do I—but banging’s such a aln,
Cartier, °

My Roso—my Barooy, what there have you say;

Can you not give one leotlo smite to.day ?



