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"'THE GRUMBLER.

“If there's a hole in a*your coots
Irede you tent it ;

A chiel'samang you (akiux notes,
A, fulth, he'll prent it >

SATURDAY, AUGUST 28, 1858.

DIARY OF A POLL RANGER. -

For the first timo in our lives, we have taken an
interest in the City Eleclion. Having espressed a
desire to seo the fun, wo were nccommodated by
Sheriff Jarvis with aseat ingpis carringe.  Although
we had desired to preserve a street facogailo, we
were greeted by the Dogans of St. Patricl’s Ward,
who gave three enthusiastic cheers for the GRrUM-
BLER. Thbe Sheriff presently observed alarge barrel
of whiskey standing amidstthe crowd. Iinmediate-
ly with that promptitude, forwhich he is so remark-
able,be lifted the contraband article into his carringe,
The said article was a great naisance to us through-
out our rounds, and-not only for tho moment,
for our wife, Mra. G., said when we came home
that wo decidedly smelt of whiskey. Entering the
poll-booth, we fuurd the utmost disorder prevail-
ing. Landlords swearing theiv own tenants, and
tenants ewearing their landlords; father aud son
swearing each other; and everybody around doing
a good denl of swearing and enrsing on his own
account. A number of excited Dogans were har-
rahing for the people’s man, though they didn’t
allege any pleusible reasou for his being the peo-
ple's man, rather than apybody else's. Some yell.
ed * Cameron and Protection,” but Cameron gave
them no protection just then, for some of thom got
their heads punched severely. The expectant
crowd expecled us to vote, but ag soon as we de-
clared ourselves newteal, raised o hideous howl,
which so frightened the horses, that they dasbed
down Queen Strect and only stopped, pantiog and
foaming, at the poll-booth of St. David’s Ward.
Here we saw a combat between F. W. Cumberland
and Gordon Brown, whoso bugpies becamo dead
lockod together. The brave Frederick struck Gor-
don on the head with o beavy cane, and brought
him down on one knee ; but Gordon retorted with
the buttend of a londed whip, which laid the archi-
tect beneath the foet of his own horses. Gordon
wes imwediately taken to gnol by W. L. Allen, but
was, we uaderstand, finally restored to choerfulness
when provided with writing materials, by the aid of
which, he composed an editorial on “ Orange Ruf-
fianism” for Saturday’s Globe. Justas the wrotch-
cd Gordon was being conveyed to the jug, o num-
ber of rowdiea seized on our whiskey barrel, which
Lowover, they found nearly empty, as thoe barrel
was not of the aGundest construction in the world,
and the sheriff moreover, perspired considerably

through the head, and had been considerably re-
duced. Wo gave up this point, and dasbed on to-
wards St. John”s Ward, where we found the colour-
ed population in a state of te d i t

MICHAEL MULDOWDEY T0 BARNEY,

Oh [ Barney, ma boukil, auro things now don't look jll,
Indeed they’re cucouragin® for & good rpreo 3

They advanced towards our vehicle, aud tureatened
to tear us from limb to Jimb if we did not treat all
round. We reluctantly consented, with a sigh
for our lost whiskey barrel, and stood whis-
keys. Just then, Mr. Cameron drove up, -and
beiog called ou for a speech, gaid—* Cullud
aw Eleclaws, very troue it is that you aw
cullud men, but you aint Bwown niggaws, but you
aw Owango cullud.” Hereupon the crowd very
justly pelted the Orange candidate till he dispersed
bimself to a little distance. At this juncture M-
Brown arrived, and placing his thumb against his
uose mude n very cootemptuous grimace ut Mr.
Cameron, whe jumped out of his gigand gave chase,
Long George rushed down the street with Came-
ron ut bis heels. George was gaining fast on his
pursuer, when Capting Moodie sneaked out from
behind the corner and crouched dowa in his way
with nn intent to hit bim. The “Grit” saw the
trick, and jumped rigbt upon Moodie’s back, erush-
ing him to the carth, leaving him as a stumbling-
block in the way of Careron who fell over him and
bloodied bis nose. Now hnd we re-entered our
vehicle with the intention of driving awity peaceably.
but tlie hund of'retributive justice was upon the elec-
tors of St. Johu’s,und in its indiscrimiuate prasp it
crushed many innocents. The warmpling of steeds,
the clash of sabres, and the hoarse word of military
command were heard amid the shricks of wen, wo-
wen aod children, and Goodwin rode past at the
heud of the Yorkshire cavalry, Stunned and fright-
ened, wo arose, lef my friend, the Sheriff, for deag,
and went home to Mrs. G. who applied vinegar and
brown paper to our temples, and wept over us till
we foll aslecp.
The Groat Havigator.
~——Why was Captain Bob Moodie n greater

navigator than SirJobn Frauklin ?

Because Sir John oanly went to the North Pole’
whilst yesterday Bob travelled from Poll to Poll.

Cameron's Jugernant,

——~From the bullying conduct of an alder-
manic and governmental painter ju the present
election and its complete failure, we should suy that
if a candidate wishes to get off the track he has
only to engage St. Andrews Cur(r).

To tho Afflioted.

——3r. Amos Wright, & retiriog polilician,
“whose sands of life have near run out,” will, on
application, be bappy te confer on those who sufier
from hard times the secrot of making six dollars a
day, without Inbour, ou receipt of a single postage
stamp, to pay the expense of franking a reply.

Aint thore meetings each night, and sometimos we've & Bght,
Besiden the eleetion (big weck ia to be.

"Fhero’s Cameron and Brown, the great lamps of the {own,
Tllumine our ignnranco aAlmost every night,

And sinallor wax tapers Jikewiso cut up capors,
Aud Lemselves in 1 light.

There's Cumberland the Mason, ho talks of displacia’
Aud sqned«lgln tlhe voters of Brown from the Poll ;
And Conlinaud Carr both siwoar that they aco
‘I'he Papisis and Oraagemon sute to controf.

Jobn Brady, tho * Dogrn,” and Skairidon Hogan,
And the sceond edition of Falsiaff, George Platt,
Who vainly beseechin® he's not made for apeochin®,
Is dragged to tho cheir notwithstanding his fat.

Then to blaw the Brown bugle there's membor McDougall,
Hugh Miller, oily gammon, and a great nany more,

Who aro nightly declaimiv’ *gainst the Ministry's schumin’,
Uutil, be my faith, its bocome quito a bore.

And letnon John Stolics, retails fes eream jolics

Of Captig Bob Moodio boing oth bought and sold §
Whilat to keep up the fire, Juatice Neil Melntyro

Blew a fuebie Brownblast at tho Globe Inm told;

Of courso Orangemen 100, as they usually do,

Omandb ot tl maust mako ;
Tho grandt district bull will bo issued in full,

Vote Cnmeron ye devils, oue color's at stako,

But Gameron or not, they may all go to pot,
I'd vote for the divil or Ogle R, tirst ;

Sburo tuo diety apulpeons hava closed all tho shcbeeas,
And Baroey, my hooey, I'm dying of thirat,

e
A Sensidva Plant

“Tho Brown's rou’diou'nroremd, on passing our Qffice, on
their way to the Grit quarters, guee three groans for tho Colo-
nist.  We hope they felt rolioved.”~—Colonist.

Ye pbilosophical and poetical editor of yo
Colonist notices an unsuccessful attempt or the part
of some Brown rowdies to distarb his self-compla-
cency. Guzing at & hook-shelf on which were
ranged the works of Ricardo and Mill, side by side
with the * Whole Duty of Man” and Browgham’s
¢ Statesmen,” by the clear light of a gas-jet, burn-

ing at therate of 8 cents per cubic foot, yo editor

counteth ye groans given for ye beloved Colonist,
sneercth sardonically, and penneth ye small para-
grapl which cutteth to ye quici ye atrocious row-
dics on ye following morning.

Giving way of tho Globe Buildings.

—— From the heavy state jn which Mr. *

Brown's spirits havo been for some time past, and
the immense weight of responsibility at present
resting upon his shoulders, Mr. Cumberland recom-
mended Mr. B. to keep on the first floor of the

a

Globe Offico. Disregarding this friendly ad'vice, ho

ascended io the second flat, yesterdey: in & moment
the walls began to crack under the weight, ang
soveral large rents, now plainly visible in the front,
testify to the correctness of Mr. Cnmborland’s engl-
necrjog abilities.




