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“EVERY MORNING WIIEN

WA T WAS MY POSUTION ON THE PROVINCIEL QUES-
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THE PARLTAMENTARY  SYMPOSEUM,

The near approach of the holiday season
infused an extra amount of festiveness into the
hlithesome assemblage which convened in the
spacious salon after the close of the delate the
evening previous to the adjournment. . The
place of Symposiarch was oceupicd by Mr.
Pardee, the Treasurer having destred to vacate
the position in conseyuence of  his retivement
from publiv life. Lhe livst act of the new
Symposiarch, was to liguidate, so to speuk, an
appropriation which will he funnd in the Pab-
lic Acconunts muder the head of **Sealing-Wiax
824." The wax was of a green color, hut that
is no rcason why any exception should be
raised to the item.

“1 shall proceed,’

said the Syinposiarch,
tto state o fow observatiors which occur to me
on this oceasion.  This is the proudest day  of
my life, and the honar you have couferved up.
on me will be remembuored, to quote the words
of the immortal banl,

¢ While mem ry holde her seat

In this distracied globe.’

—{Nensaltion.)

No, gents don't misnnderstand me.
intended.”

. ““That a no-pun question,” suggested Mor-
ris,

“1 shall now,” said the Symposiarch,
““ bring my remarks to a close, and call upon
the gentleman who has just spoken for a
song.”

“Hear, hear!” said Bell, “A song and
dance—a meriy Morris dance,s0 to speak —
seasonable and picturesque.”

‘“ As he pleases about that,” said the Sym-
posiarch. ** Waiter sling Col. Morris the lute,
and silence for the madvigal - (mad-wriggle.)’

Mr. Morris strnck a chonl or two on the
weapon to see that it was in tune, and then
scating himself on the back of his chair, in ap-
proved uegro minstrel fashion, burst forth into
the following strain of song :

THE IMPEXDIXNG CRISIS,
(ATR—380 carly in de snornin'.)
Local Gul'ment ain’t no good,
Not sence tosin’ BErudder Woid
Him could cypher just so slick,
Ebery time lic take e teick,
Chorys.—3v early in de mornin’
So early in de mornin',
So carly in de mornin’, .
Before de broke ob dat, .

Oliver Mowat—bery bed man,

Fool de folks on de license plan &

Dem licent ous schemes won't work,

Pulf‘em up wid a lively jerk.
Chorus.—So early, &c¢.

Nopun

IS WAKESS

d he lead de way,
~oneale restoan stay,

Soon dey 2ot e it op shop,

Doyl b buste b up sthie pop.

Chorus.-So vrly, &

> Mr. Huy will now favor the audicuce with
an hmprotpiu joke,™ said the Symposiarch,

Mt wid Hay, ©why My, Speaker 1
never made ajoke inmy life.  fndeed Lean't,
but I suppose [ can do the other thing  Give
your orders, gentlemen, Appollonavis water for
me, waiter, with just a slight dish —a mere
flavoring as it were of OLy Tom.”

“ Brother Rayside will now be heard from,”
said the symposiarch.

© Well, if 5 must T must. so here goes, Why
does the Provincial Secretary at work on a
public document remind you of a doctor per-
forming a dillicult surgical feat?”

After two minntes refleetion they pave it
np.

l“Bccnnse he's performing a  scissorcan
(Ciesarcan)  operation,”  repliecd  Rayside.
(Aside) Tt's a trifle rongh on the party, bt
then it would cost altogether tou much to treat
this crowd.”

e LE we lied not just partaken of refresh.
meats T shiocld vot let chat attempt pass,™ said
the Nymposiarel, however, you're a new
mentber, 50 1t may do.”

* 1 3s aentting saveasm,” said MeAllister,

Bonfiell was next called on. He thought
intently for a minnte, amd then asked ;

“Why dild the Hon. Treasurer resign 27

“Well, why?” asked the Symposiarch after
it had been given up.

“ Casey Wood,” replied Bonfield.

Cries of © explain 17

“ Kase he would, d'ye moind.”

The Symrosiarch sudly smiled, and then
slowly shook his head. It wont do my vener-
able feiend. Lt really won't. Tt isn’t up to
the wmark. Waiter please pass round the
cigars on Mr. Bonfield's account.”

*And now,” said the Symposiarch after a
pause in the conversation, *“ we come to the
choice morceau of the eveaing, in fact veory
much more to0. My esteemed colleaguc of the
Public Works Department will warble a son-

ata to the lascivious pleasing of a Iute. An—
View o compuynie. The “company are re-
quested to join in the chorus con rrpres.
sigue,”

Fraser then, with a significant smile in the
direetion of Morvis and Lauder, sang as fol-
lows:

THE OPTOSITION RING.
I’'m geing ta mention a singualar thing,
Vivala compagnie.
How the Tory teutenints ave all in a rving,
Vival i

i vlers the breach ~honld step in,
inthe Tueeh if the Por honld win,
Merrick, and Creizhton they say,
ader sond pasty away,

Tonle or 1o vein they all are aprecd,
How under the sui can they hnpe to succeed ?

Theyd gready prefer theiv ol places 10 keep,

Fhan thae pew Fory leadars the hasors should reap,

Then winy shoull we ficht with such excellent friends,

Whe wou'd keep usin power toserve theirown ends,
Vivat Ll compaznie,

Clovres == Viva In, Lo

| r.v\t this strgeof the proceedings our reporters
cft.

ART AND UTILIT ARIANISM.

ArTisT--1 heg pardon, but really, «ir. T can.
ot ree that 1 am doing any harm, and 1 am
sure yon will .-

Farmenr (in amazement, stopping him short)
—Well, I'm Bowed, not a-doin’ any harm ;
ol no, it won't, will it not? an' it won’t he
a-doin’ any barm if you keep themn sheep
a-standin’ all day a-starin’ at yown, instead o’
fillin” up as fast as they can them bellics o
their™ for e . Not a-doin’ any harm, why—

[t this point ingo packs np.]
CAROLLINGS BY A CRANK.
Waed e wotdd ta tte wild wo ds go,
Heizh ho! ey,
Whether hic auines wonlhd hke it or no,
With his Hardyv, Pardy,
Fardy and Dy
Heigh ha yx Hudy wnd Pardy,
LINES BY A LUNATIC,
Tis sweer to wat b the rustie maiden spol}

Amid the hoowy cedarsadden mage;
"Tis swi et o see her oncthe rising knolt,

With oxgoud whack the cow that ronnd her plays

She pensivc thinks of coming happy days,

With love's younyg dreams to captivate her soul,
Wlen la ! the bavine on his horns coth raise

Her form, and ¢k s her in a mush-rat haole.

IDYL BY A TRAMP,

[ siuly, I sigh for the sweet sunshine,
When ! [ay in the farr Queen's Pork,

In the calm aelightful summer time,
1"d stay till the night grew dark ¢

When the cruel crushers wild ¢ bazoo,”
And terrible watch-dog « burk

Would hisian me off for pastires new,
Aw:y from my best loved Pavk |




