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YE DAY AFIER YE PROROGATION,

Or ye chuckling of ye Minislers 4;1 ye defeat of the Grits,and
yyc little Ca‘}licra altempl Lo rival yeﬁ(u‘r inye fqblt.'

Scenk bere abeut Go Houco.
Present—Ye members of yo Executive Cout cit.

Sid, Smith—Wnl, vow I guces we'vo knockod clenn iuto fila,
“Ihemn there cantnnkerous and hungry Grit,

Thoy wunt bov now, nol nory leg to sinnd on,

Nor get no sbufling cry 10 try tbeir handaon.

Loast sways [ guers wo'vo dono old Brown up ellel,

With tbat tbero Leader L., C, caucus trick,

That old Lioss Beatly’s kinder up to snuff—

1 votes for giving all them York ronds up.

Ho's carncd ‘om pala a precious sight moro better

Than poor Old Double, half the pap wo got her.

1 gecs for Boally, let 01d Double ro1,

17 shocau't ot more clevoror fictinng wroto.

What say you, Msc, oh! boss of tricky schoming ?
Macdonald—(Contemptiously.)

Shutup.

Sherwood-Yos, shul up, Smith, your vasty vulgar sercaming
Sach barbarous English tnakes n gomman quake,
Don'f set our teeth on ¢dgo for mercy sake,

Sid. Smith—(to Sherwood.)

O1d hoss ! don't rile we, who the deuce air you,
What dares to git in such o regulac stuw ¢

Guess now you'd best not fetch my dandor up,
Although you air a Family Compact mufl.

What hev you did, sir, tkie hull goasion through,
What nir the bille, sir, whint was passcd by you?
1'vo worked ood did geod anyvice to tho stafe.
‘That's moro nor you cau gay old duader pate.

Shericood.
And beon moat richly quizzed, sir, for your pains,
Your friend, Tue GRUNDLER, estimaies your braine
At beir true ralue, but porhaps bits too hard,
Considoring, Sid, you'ro one of kis truinp cards,
Carlier,
Ordair, you Sarer, I vill not bave no ight—
‘Wo are ze victors and it js no rigbt.
Wo are zo aoldiors, we ze batail won;
It in no vat you call it 7 leetlo fun,
To havo one John Bull pitch into each othor,
Weo are zo amis, freres, o) non ! zo Brolher.
Havo wo po put zo ennremi quito down ?
Havo I no killed zo grand beeg rascailio Brown ?
Haro wono got ze ackf moullis parr, mes ehers?
And tuen Quebec ma fui when wo get thore
Wo have zo gooil thne I vill toll you thon.
‘Wo bo oh t beaxcoup fort, 20 only men
Mes amis 2o Quebecers vill havo rule, .
That grand bete Brown will thore havo no poor lool
To call ee weeting to kick up ze row,
Then we gel In 2o acraps an ooce just now.
Vive la Quebec! ghio ot will biave zo Grity,
Wo beat them too, three, 1en timos into Glw.
2o Cartier Cab'uct shall be ze plus grand,
Which yet have ruled as it Lest pleased, zo Jand.
Vive la Quebec ! 1bazo goboral elill,
110nd ex Victoire,1 zo Gritashall ki),
Sid, Smith.
Hold hard thers, Carlier, con 1 kiodor guers
You'd bia perbaps now in & tarnation mese.
1t Phillip Vao, there, liken jolly brick,
Jist hade't gio thom Couacillors o lick.
1 votes wo du & vote of thanka proposs,
T'o Phillip Vao, what broke tho Council’s nose,
But stop, I liov o botter thought nor that,
I votes wo bLuy tho covo a real now lat.
Cartier,
Oh! oui, tres bon, Fou aro one funuy man,
Wo buy ze chapoau for cher Philloop Vau,
1 givo one dollsr, Mac, you glve avother,
Blil vat, you sloop?
Macdonald— Cunfound i, sir, don't bother,
O It you do, just uso 80w0 cOMMON s0n3e,
Tve littio colisl for lmportinenco,
Cuarlier.
Eh! vat you moan, ssre, veén yon say to me,
%o word “lmportinonce 2 I vil) not bo
Importinonce by you, sare, it you please.
Macdonald,
Woll shut up thon and just forget to toans
Mynel gr Van with such confounded etufl.

Sid. Smith—~(lo Cartier.)
Whew [ littlo Wiudsur, guess you'va got enough.
Cartier,
No me not havo eaough. saro ; T will lelt
Meenler Macdouskl zat it is vot well
To talk 010 § tbut Monsicur ought (o know
1 am zo premier, [ will wot allow
%o rudity 10 bo addressed Lo o,
Fankongluet,
Tho what? thats somelhing now.
Cicrtier—(with emphinnis,)
%o rudity,
1 101 you Mooster, sare, once, three limes four,
T wilh no1 have no yudity uo wore.
Vankoughnet.
1 yqu mean rudences, sir, my connsel is,
Keep within bounds your 0w, nor sock to quir,
A gontloman's apparel, 1f my hat
Bo aucient, sir, it coverso’on ot that ;
Remember, please, & better niser head
Than your grand Willlsor chapeau over did,
Ross—(asido to Vankoughoet.)
Pilch in there, Vap—he's growo of Iate su big,
ITy uceds at tinies a smartly levolling dig.
ld—(aloud and ic.)
Cowme Van, don't bit our Prcraier too bard,
We'll have a fight or sometling clsc tll starred.
If you got too vovere: besides you kuow
Weo could not poasibly oxist if wo
Should loose iy votco to lead Lo victory.
Why trutl to tell thal clear rich vaice aloog,
Must make cacli hard fongbt battio Geld our own.
Como I'bi), apologisc, 1 tremble quile
For tear our Preiotor alould oul of epito,
Rusign and sond us to 1hs rightabout.
Sid, Smith.
Yis, Van, now du, cos wby, you bad'nt onght
To como it on the promier tu taut,
Vankoughnet.
Sidavy, shut up your vulgar caterwauling,
‘I'int tonguo of yours will some day sund you aprawling.
Gall,
Como, gentlemon, for shawe, do ond this scone,
You know our gallsnt Premier long Lias boon
A volerun in the norvico—nt tbe hond
OF his brave phalanx long has boldly led
Our urms au Fictoire, as bie Jutaly anid.
Do an I did when Foley bascly termed
Mo Prewicr of tho Cabinet—T spurncd
With hugo dislain tbo biack iosinuation,
Gnst brek at once tite Qritty (abrication,
Aod loud prociaimed tny solo ullegianco Liere,
At thy deae feot, wy chivalrous Cartier,
Do a3 1 did—comie, colienguos, one and al),
Sid. Smith.
Du as hio did—cdw (ul, lcea, ebort and tall.
Carticr.
You biavo jusult vie, Philleep Vap, and yon
MHeestor Macdeoald, you jpsult o too,
You have dopo, YAt you call it? ears, you sneor
At e, you lang time colleague, now Premier
Hare I uo beon most livors) with you ?
Have [ no fight £o Latailte sido by sido,
Have I complainwhen but ooo tootle cight,
You bring to help o in zo Vennro Bght.

Maed.

T
Lev's havo & soog, come pals, I'it lead tho wsy,
And when the ehorus comes you blaze away,

Wo give ono veree of Sid. 3mith's song ax a apeciwmen, and are
conviiced the reader wou't ask for any further exteacts from
the ditty.

** \Vo've beat tha Grils, we've whopped the teits,
Weo've knocked the rascats nll to fite,
Aud made them jolly Llue.
Thres cheers tor the Jeau Baplisto race,
They'vo kopt un still iv power nnd place,
Hurrah | for Cartior's cyow.

Chorus.—We'vo beat the Grits, we've whopped the Grits,
Hurrab for Cartier's Crew.” .
Tho fong puts Cartier's Cabinet in good humour and the scen
closea.

SECRET DISPATCHES.
ON THE SEAT OF GOYERNMENT.

The following dispatches wore handed to us late
last night by o tall man mufled up in & short cloak,
who immediately placed his thumb on his nose and
vanished. Their contents display a depth of infa-
wy which even tho Globe never contemplated the
Governmont could sink to :

GovenvMent Housg,
Toronto, March 2nd, 1859.

Stn,—Things is progressin putty slick. Brown's
ran bisself dry, and it is genrly thawt that he'll
hang bisself sum erly mornin soon.

Regurding the seet of Government, John A. hag
dun the od trick. Followin ure binsstrucksins, he
stack to it that the seet of Governmant shood go to
Quebeck, and a8 ould Simpson ses it was dun
akordinly.

Yours truly,

Eosuxo Heap.
Sir E. B. Litton.

Dowsive Sreexr,

April, 59,
Surree— pril, *59

It gav mee salisfaction to bera that Brown
wus nbout 10 bust his biler. A3 long s I knod the
individual, be were s rorer, but I obgekt to uro bad

‘gramar wen sluding to bim, and mour than et I

thawt I diskovered bod spelin in uro disspatch,

whioh 1 on tho bole 4 wery mewch tu be kondemd
thing in an awthur.

Now that tho session ero over, akording to our
pevious agrement, I now giv u most strenuous ad-
vico that the state of Burope are seuch that it wood
be ily indekorous for er wagestys loyal Eanadian

Now I now ! I not ouco rovarc have P N
What's for then have you, sarcs, bnth sneor at mo.
1 bave ono grand beeg Lieart, I you vill eay,
Bbako hands, ttes amis, we will all forgat
‘We liave beon in ono ugly lestle pet.

Sid, Smitk,
Yer, du, shake bands | the Promier's & brick.

Macdonald—(aside.)
And hie Pou (master well desorves a kick.

Macdonnid, howeyer, advauccs and shakes hiands very coolly,
perhaps Lo reflects that bin “Promior” Lias no reason to complain
a8 ho (Macdonnld) bas wo froguuntly sacrificod the intorests of
Upper Caands, to gratify Carticr's friouda, aad lost hils ovn pop-
vlarity tboreby. Thu sbaking scono ovor, Smih takes the
foor: :

Sid, Smith.
1 guess an how its most inrpatien clear,
‘Wero all right now for beat part of s year;
T Grita are down, the prorogation’s o'sr,
No questijons cav bo asked for niue montha moro;

k to trust ¢l lves into the arms of Lowr
Kanadiana.

Bi the English nuse u will ¢ that wars iminent,
France rokins on invadin Eogland in the heel of (he,
buant. This is opertune to yow, in caryin eut my
binstructions—so make the moust of it.

urs till det.

E. B. .
General Hed, Lizzox

Canada,
—————

On Dit '

—That the illustrious proprietor of the
Streotsrillo Review, R. M. Allan, Esq., has refused
to exchango with the Iondon Times, that journal
having refused to ingert an cditorial on my libel
cage.”



