“DONE BROWN" DRAMATIZED!

80RNR [—T¥me Thursday morning, R o'clock, A. M.~ Sanctissi.
raum Sanctissimorum of the QLo OFVICR | Multiptication
tables, Cultivators and Charts of the Bothwoell Estate, taste.
fl;lly‘dmnmcd ; sundry euils of brack mail hanging bdehind
the door.

Brown—{Solus, holivg a 1ist of names, headed Hon. Goorge
Brown, Premicr)

Mothinks I'vo pinyed my cards with passing shil) ;
Thboy suroly 1ousl rosign, {hey must and will,

Tho {imo 13 como of which 2o ofil've dreamed,
Which never noarer, ovor farthor, scemed.

But now at Jongth I grasp 1bo goklen prize,

And dazzling vislons fioat befuro my eyes,

Whilo tho sun sbinos what heaps of bay Il make ¢
To Bothiwoll's swamps tbe Government I'l fake,
Tho nunuotios I'll erugh for conscience sake.

Tho Globo I'Nl aluff—Bat liat, I hero the sound

Of trampiog foot disturb tho calm around,
McKonziv's squeaking notes I plaivly heor,

And Cauchon's grunt now strikes npon my oar.
Thoy'rc coro no doubt to ratify my claim

To havo the Inspector’s psy and Preinjor’s namo,

Enter 3.8, McDonald, Cauclion, nad o matley group of Grita
and Rouges,prominent anong whom is Metiee smo-
Ikiog vigorously, nad Labocge yawning fearfully.

Welcoruc, kiad frionds, albcit somerhat late,
T koow you loug 1o praiso last night's debato ;
But aparo your thauks, aud sparo my blushes too,
I Although sowefpraiscs, aro pecliaps my due.
JoAn 8., (lurlously) Praiso youindeed,! you atupid, bungling ase
You'vo gone and brought thlags to & protty pasa.

Drown, (dep g'y) My dear donald, proy—

John S.~I'm not your dear.

Me@ee, (knowivgly) IV's choap cnoogh—pufl, pufi—yon now
Appear.

Brown, (despatringly) What havo I dono? For you I've ever
toiled.

John S., {patbotical) his 1} ief) To
thiok a elmnco [ M\cot should tbus bo spoiled.

Cauchon—1t is ono showe, sar, ugh, ono great disgraco ;

. *Twould givo mo plaisirmooch, to scrateh his face.
Brown-1 am a man of peaco, but if you dare—
Mackenzie to Brown.—For satislaction you ean pullhis bair,
MeQee, (saldo)—Or bristles.
Brown.~Gentlomen, what és the maatter?

Wby this ipkernal—I bog pardon—clattor ¢

Jokn S,—Matter obough ! Whea all scemed fine,

Wlen mioisters wore ready to resign,

Whoa thoy wore Leatou by a clear fourteen,

And 0o oxouso wan loft thomaelvea Lo ycraen,

You madly gavo the whecldanother turn,

By your confounded molion 1o adjourn,

Thoy'vo beaten up—of course they won't resign,

At leost ] wouldo't if thoir place was mine.
McGec—Dovil a fear, but thon il ain’t, you see,
Mackentie—1'm much mistaken, il it soon will be,
Broma—JAithough I scarce ¢can check my rendy tears,

So much you've pained mo by your joers,

My foclings I'll restrain, and lot you know,

‘Whbat I bave just learaed an hour ago,

They will resigo, at once, this-vory day,

Aud Tl bo sent for, mvy informant sy,

John S—%oundal Teiteo? I cearce cnn trust my onvg,

That such good luck in storo for usappeara,

Hipt Hip! Hurrah | I'm alwost mad with joy—

T must emnbrace you, Goorgo, my darling boya.
Cauchon—Deor sar, 1 have for you vor moach reapee,

And you will take mo with you, T expac.
McGee—Porhaps; ho foacs to lot you near hie oyes.
Mackenzie—Just sec, how ovory whining cur pow trica,

To lick tho haod of bim bo lately toro ;

Such sycophants I aevor saw bofare.

(lmmonln confullon, in which tlie Bothwall estates auffer tolor-
ably, the Vctoran's wig [s torn to atoms, and our Re-
. portor violently ojected through 1hoe window.)

Soxne N—Le dalwe Amwbl — Speaker in the Chair ol 10

o aod: 4. . McD. and otker Ministers—Nearl

all the Op, unllwu, cxcept Drown, who is griting himac

sbaved ouftluivnud,(or his upcdcd visit to the Governor,
John 4., (tiscs)—At lnst, sir, comos tho sad momontous hour

To bid favewoll to minlsterial power.

Yo, Jot the country mourn, 28, lot hior weop,

In solfawrought woos lut tho whole people steep,
1ieavo you all, T lenvo you to he Quils,

.

Sincerely hoping they raes give you fils,

Proy on yoursubstunce, bring you to despair,

Till crimo and famiuc alace you in the face,

Vilo Gtits | who whon thoy board theie gracious Qneon,
(Or would do't i & beard wore to bo seen. )~

ViloGrits1 wbo whon thoy anubbed most royal madame,
Tnformed the Miulstry they thaught they had era.

1t Is (o theso I Jeavo cachi recreant member,

To iry the people somewhero in Bopiember.

If they’ro not overwhelmed bf tho univeraal dandor,
Why thoo I say by pame is not John Alexander.

J. §.~Wby, whbai’s tho ueo of all this hifalulio,
Unto tho Opporitionists imputine,
A wish to snub our honoured Queon Vietory.
Dawn, down with ruch a rude nmlicioun story,
You batiera muatal) leave your wickets and field,
Assuro as my name's what it is, Jobo Sandfield.

Dorion =Dear Spealkor, you and all tho members know,
Thiat such excusos “ never are no go.”

Jokn A,~Hush up dear rir, we'd botter not adjourn,
Wo'll givo you Grits and Rougres all your turn,
Aud whon you've formed your own sweet Coalition,
May fights and squbatics sead you to pordition

(Houee adjourus.)

8cenk 111 ~ Fice. Royal Cellar— Sir Edmund boteling some wine
JSor afriend, and singing “llere se ga up, up, up, and here
we go doson, down, dawu in a tin kelile cachreymose key.
Enter Butler—Horce comos Geo, Brown, the Pramicr that'a to bo,
Enter Brown, (kicking Butlor)—Say,*Mr, Brown, or clse Il
tell Sic E. .
Sir E., (kicking Butlor)—If Geordis darez on being Promior to
roly,
He')l find be counts)his chickens Premierturely,
Geo. B., (gravely)=—0 ceaso thoso vile, thoso deapicablo puns,
Whbite Canada down ruin’s hillsido rnus.
Ivo como to save tho conotry from tho ruin,
Revolt and rebellion, mischief which is * browio,"
Sir E.=Il it is bruin, thon you havo to bear it.
Geo. B.—Behavo or I shall go, T shall, T swvenr it.
Sir E~You will, you mean, (calls butler,) just please to wait
a minule,
I'l give you a small baok, you'll fnd bints in it.
Geo. B.—Your book bo banged, aad afl your shilly-shallyings,
I'll havo no motvo of this vaia frivelous dallyings !
I'ra como a Clear Grit Minlstey to form,
Virluous and atrong to weathor out thastorm.
Dorion, {rushes iu eud trips up the butler, who is briaging dowe
a capy of an Essay on Shall and Will.)
Cher Georgo I cannot arranger at all,
Tho * Moutouns” wifl not follow at 1y call
Laborgo, Jola Sandfiold, Cauchon, and McGea
Wit ot loko office, go wo quite at sen.
Sér E., (lo Brown, clapping bis banis) Now, sir, wo soon shall
£eo who's who,
Now I'vo gol vid of tho Grit Bugaboo ;
If1had known that this would come about
Ydlong ago havo iurned Macdonald ont ;
But still it is most comforting to kuow
Youw'r not in after all—woll, you may go.
Geo, B., (ceizes two bottles of Cognac and brandyshes (hem
about the Viceroy's head.)
Dorion, (rushes forward and seizes Brown,)
Mon ami gardez vous, ou vous attrupores,
Quelquo chioso que vous ue relisherez pas tres,
(3r. Browu, driven to (he Just oxironiity of rago and vexation,
haminers both Dorion nml Sir E.and mshen o.way, leaving both
trato among the wine-punch
Thoso Cogoac boltics Lave an mtl’nl guib,
Um votbing now but & moro drandy.emask ;
But goonor Wack and bluo through all the town,
Would I bo boat, than be tho loast Doxe Brows,

————
¢ The Coon in the Corn.”

—— It is said that the Hon. Malecolm Cam-
eron, has invited the * Royal Bavarian Chiropodist,”
to dinoer. The bon. gontleman’s good opinion of
Dr. Schl is founded on his valuable services to
tho Temporance cause; that physician having de-
voted bie life to the one mnoble object, of pro-
venting people from being * corned.”

THE STORY OF LITTLE MISS GOVERNMENT.
Litflo Mam'selle Government,
She used to firt around,
Smiting with one lover woat,
Then turned away and fiowned,

Tl &t laat hor lovera sald,

“Sho must decide now whethor
Sbe will marry one of us,

Or cut usaltogother,”

Wherofore up spako bold Toronto,
With tay around his brow ;

And ambitious Iamillon too,
Wilb joy joined in therow.

Up spake beetle-browed Quebec,
And broad-backed Montreal—
Ottawa that pigmy spec,
Aud in tho conatry all.

Potty lovesick corporations,
Municipal or not,
g fraraed their d
Perchanco to go to pot,

First alf said they'd fuirly voto f¢,
And vote it most deeisivoly,

When Quebee, howerer, got ity
Sheoring most derfsively.

They waiotained that so far East,
Sho surely would be ferzon, —.n
Toomuch Fronchiflod at least,
E'en though furs kept her Loes on,

Now the contest waxing warmor,
Disturbed the Jady sadly ;

Theangry words "gan to alarm her,
Hysterics shook hier badiy.

Till at 1ast her British mother,
Reforred to by tho suilors,
Promised to fix all the pother,
It they'd bo coadjutors, -

Her roaternal aspionce,

Te pleaso all thought aho'd got away,
Thinking to give less offence,

By choosing baby Otlawa,

When this was communieated,
Tle swolls would not abide it,
And tho row sgain created,
Has not yot subsided.
Tho fMirt ngala to flictlng wont,
And mon aay with a froxn—
“T'will only be Mfis-Governmont,
Untll she retties down,

~———

Information badly wanted.
“Whore is Ottawa

" Qtiawa Citizen, last week,

dent

——Will some obliging D will
the Editor of Notes and Queries—will any body tell
us “ where is Oltawa ?” We undorstand that some
malicions scoundrel doubled it up and put it in his
pocket, as one might & sandwich, and carried it
over to the other side for sale, Weo hope the Otta~
waonians will bo woll treated, for Qttawa is Ottawa
all tho world over; aud the Editor of tho Citizen
must arrrivo at the same conclusion if he considers.
We suppose he meant to say, ¢ Where are wo ?"’
Unless, indeed, ho wisbes us to believe that the
aforcgaid filibustoror has actually carried Ottawa
from under his feet, and that ho is at present sus-
dended in mid-air. If that is really the case, wo
advise bim not to think of roturning to this dirty
woild, bat to mako for the next with all dispatch.
1'he is iaclined to balloon it, there is yet time to
procurs sufficient gns—ae the House will not be dis-
solved—not plysically, bat legally—for some time.
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