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THE CRUMBLER

Is pnblluhod overy SATORDAY MORNING, in thao for the early
Trains. rlel may bo hiad atall the Nows Dopots. Sub-
scription, $1: Sluglo copics, 3 conts.

Persons mlo-lng thoir carde and $1 will be favored with s
special notico. -

Oomnpondont- will bear in mnjnd that thelr lettera m\ut be

o-paid,
B: writton, tnd only writton on ono sido M the pnpcr Bub-
scribers muat not reglator thoir lottera; for obvivus rensons it
Is excoediugly iuconvoniont to us.
All Jettors to be addressed “'Tho Grumbler,” D, 0. '.l'oronto,
sud not to any publisher or nows-dealor in the city.

THE GRUMBLER.

“If thevo's n ln)lo in & your coo(n,
o you tent
A chhl'a Mnl\ug you lukin{;
And, faith, he'l) prcut ity

SATURDAY, APRIL 16, 1864,

OURSELVES.

BEF" In the next number of the GRUMBLER we inlend
presenting to our patrons a superb political cartoon,
on the first page, evidincing our desire to emulats
Punch, and deserve still father a continuance of the
exlensive patronayz whick we have hitherto received
at thesr lland "We do not go into particulars as to

* the subject now, in the engraver's hands ; but we can

affirm, witk every degree of confidence, that it is one
well suited to the times, and eminently calewlated to
embalm the physiognomy of some of our leading men.
Send your orders carly. Gop SAve i Qusew,

——— e

WHO KILLED THE GRI(S?

Who kill'd the Grils?
"], says Jobn A.,
“Say what you mny,
I killed the Grits.”

Who saw them die ?
“I I and I,”

Fifty M.P3 did cry,
“ ] saw them die”

Who'll pack their clothes?
“1,” says Lord Monck,

“Ta the people’s Grand Trunk
I'll pack their clothes.”

Who'll dig their grave ?
“1," seys old Tache,

“ Very deep, pour les cacher,
I'll dig their grave.”

Who'll be the sexton ?
“1," gays Jacques Cartier,
“ Ah, Ouil tres volontiers
11l bo the sexton.”

,him or his corrupt aud blundering colleague one

Who'll bo chief mourner ?
“1,” says George Browa,

“ PFor I'm quite broken down,
T'Hl bo chief mourner.”

Who'll be the parson ?
“ 1" says- McGee,

“ Leavo that to me,
Tl be the parson.”

Who'll sing the dirge ?
“1,” says Mick Foley,

# For chang'd am I wholly,
I'll sing the dirge.”

Who'll play tho organ ?

“1,” cried voices unnumberd,
But o'er all, Beaty's thunderd :
#TN play the organ.”

Who'll pay the bill?

“1,” snys A, Galt,

“For I'm ne'er in default,

I'll pay tho bill.”
———————

MR. ALFRED BRUNBL.

Oan cny person inform us as o the position of
this honest and straightforward geatlemau in con-
ncxion with the “Civil Service?™ Ho does not
appear to be rated an officer in any public depart-
ment in the Blue Boole for 1863, rceently laid
before Parlinment, and yet wa find him ot the pre-
sent , in his ) knocki
the Cusloms officinls ebout here nnd nuempting to
deal with motters nccessarily beyond. his grasp.
Certaioly the present Governraent cannot be
aware of the unblushing impud tho audacit
of the man in this attempt to pawn his services
still furtber on (ke public; aud that, too, in the
face of the damnatory charges preferred through
the press agaivst bim and Mr. Worthington, by
the lale out-door Surveyor of this Port. Al this
sudden zeal on the part of Mr, Brunel won't avail

single jotn,  Evidences, the most conclusive, of
their incupacity and infarmous couduct relative to
the Port Credit ease—aye, and in connection with
the Port of Toronto, too—arc ready to Le luid
before the House when it meets,  Simple, inagna-
nimous aud grateful Alfred, shake hands with
your Clear Grit friends when you now leave the
Custom House ; for it is about the last time you'll
mceel them in your official capacity, if you really
are o public oficer. Alfred, honesty is tho best
policy. Don't hope ageinst bopo; for wero you
even conversant with the necessities of the depart-
ment upon which you bave been foisted, tho gov-
eroment will, in self-defence, be obliged to dismiss

it have been with the late government—worthless -

* | and all as it was—if your conduct had been brought -

before o. Committeo of the House. How will you
face your vile report Jaid before Parliament on the
8th of April last? How will you explain the ab-
straction of the two documents that nail your
delightful machinations in the Cotton caso?
How will you or your confrerc arrango the false
entries mode in that affaic ; and the corrupt negli-
genco aud hot haste in which you mede your
report, when you wero in uiter darkness, in Gode-
rich. Ah1 dear Alfred, we wish most heartily
that Russel or Cotton bad -left you in Kingston
jail, where they first found you; or that you had
remained in the Voo Ranseller army, that figured
so prominently at Navy Island, rather than that
you should hnve stepped across the lines and been
guilty of performing such dirty work a3 has been
assigned to you here.  However, your time, with
that of your precious colleague, has now - ‘come;
and, in bidding you good bye, wo recommend you
to try the Cnnadian Board once more, in tho hope
of passing as & Provincial Land Surveyor, or else
just stop over into the States again and join the
Federals ; where your uniform is sure not to bo
jeopardized woder the Ninety First Clause.

*

IMPORTANT CONTRACT.

We bave just been informed that beforo the late
Goverament tumbled to pieces Mr. Sandfield Mac-
donald autborised Stephen Ricbards, Esq., of this
City, to contract for the building of threo thousand
scows, for tho purposo of navigating the Yoik
Roads. During the winter, horses, it is alleged,

y | were in some degree competent to drag an occa~

sional vebicle to town over the ruts and throngh
the frequent chasms to be found at intervals along
the lineg; but if four-footed animals were to be
continucd it was found that crocodiles only could
perform the work through the mud ; heneo then—
and in q of the dist of the Nile—
the idea of the scows. We fear, after all is seid
and done, that these roads were better still in the
hands of that corrupt and disafiecled old villain
of the Leader, than that the farmers and our City
should be punished as they now are.

———————

PROPOSBED MODEL ADDRESS OF THE NEW MINISTRY
10 Urrer CANADA ¢

Rickety, rickety, rack |
Whoa ! till we monnt on your back,
Then we'll get on the good old track,
Rickety, rickety, rack!

PBQPOSED PRIVATE ANKD CONFIDENTIAL CIRCULAR OF
TIIE NEW MINISTRY, T0;SUN®PRY UPPER CANADA PAPERS :
Chick, chick, chick, chick!

both you and your friend. Yes, and so'algo would

We'll soon have plenty of crumbs to pnckl



