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i - 5(,1:..\1,.7-'1/( Lovtensioe /7nnm
|- / /mv- Kixa M ACDOUGALL and PROVENCHE R m/
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CFaNeHave vou ‘been invited o the Es - to mcet the Irxmc‘
ARAMINTA—="La! no!" They're not in our set.”
KSH.«RLO'VI'&:—' 1, !)C>i(.L~.. the Prince has refused, beeanse
ance oniy with ' rich old frumps.”
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CHORUs—"Oh! the posr darling

A SONG OF TRIUMPH,
the loud tn-pans from: mountain

Sir Francis "has triumphed, —North Renfrew's
Twang,—for - the word of a Murrayv 'is broken,—

wave,
his slave!

His speeches, addresses, all' ended “in froth:
How wvain "was his  boasting, —Sir John had but \pol\gn
And Murray and half o his county - is bnwrht
Sound the loud tin-pans from mountain to wave,
Sir ancis has triumphed,—North  Renfrew’s his slave!

;. Wail for the conqueror,—groan now a dirge,

,—his breath is a 5(,ouxgc;
He - was returned (o repeat the old story
Of - the times when, alas! he was first in the
Let the Aetwsance now call this-his pillar of glory,
“Iis the .only sound leg upon which ‘he can stand :—
Sound the" loud tin- -pans o'er mountain and . wave, .
bxr Imncxs has triumphed,—North Renfrew’s his slave

Darivs Wit hk'row.\'.‘ '

His word is an arrow

Can a pcrson who 1cc1dental]y falls into a b'1rre] of
crm sshells be said to be dccp in conchology ?

‘ Ixxsu]tlx)g——'qulng an oyster by the beard.
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Potaweeks
Fave I'been ]oltmﬂ on this bony h.'ul\

. Each muscle of mv'w)al person craves

If bm one. moment's lL.\.})llL

o ~ o May it [)]L,(l‘n.-—
Tt does not; never - has mnlu ‘been brought
So near the verge of utter deégradation.
salm,—at. least tn“' told me so,—

I have a re
But where on earth it is I know not.
You have my crown all n"ln Provencher?

May't please” your Majesty, Uis in
Thé bandbox.” ‘ ‘
And m} sceptre?

Qui.
. So. far but ‘twould rejoice my soul
To set my L\'c~ upon.a single sub]cct
For—in your private car—my trusty friend, . !
1 .somgtungs rear my sovercignty-——
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SO ﬂ‘(‘n‘)(l .

I.\fD_I;\N;s in '/’/ :(;uzpmz‘u/ v/‘_/caf/um mul

[l!(lull’ C/ch (.omc now, [yk:)u fr'ur'unuﬂms, pull up
. smart,

“Tor I h‘uz, Sworn; b\ every \hrunl\cn sanlp
“That dangles at my “wirdle, no pale face
b}nll Im\c his tr'ul m t}u.sc_ my. hunting
- grounds. : :

TI'mthe ereat: Scal]'twafr, and hc‘rc nm Chléf."‘

‘Now, u}m are you?
/\m”' The King——
/’m-,'. (aside) Stop ! that will never do.
He dooks a rascal ) please your Majesty,
The Knave, and not the King, is the best |
card to play.
CAZng. 1 ocan dissemble. Mighty Scallawag ! :
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{ King.
C/mf [ thought so;

Your Ihmnur—forhncx\ —Exccliene yoe—or
‘Whate'er vou are,—speaks to no pale-face ; ;
I am a chief like you—chief of the: Ottawas. 3
C/m_/ ‘T hL, plague you are 1 Then take a pipe, my boy 1!
We'll putl the pedce-cloud, - Sull | h‘n' mv;
doubts i
About you! Come, give the Ottawa war-w huop
Hear, hear! ()uunonl eoutez ! Divide !
now, you shameless rascal,
Bcrfnm,. for, it in half an hour, hy my Genewva,
\uu are in .sxg}n
(7/he Kixa /un sticks his heels into his steed, and
Jmmﬁns off the stagre, cxclaiming :—
Uncasy liesthe head that wears a crown;
FFar worse the fools that goes in .suugh of (mc)

Cana blmncss man-mecet his obhgalxons 'md at. th
samc time notirecognize them 2

Why is Grtm/um(& liable to imposition?
everybody's trying Lo take fine in. :
~Cutting a 5\}*@]]—01)L1‘atlllg on a tumour,

Ht:cnu‘sc'




