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THT LAST OABI'NET COUNCIL,

'The ontire gang discovored niuiug at their Chriatmes Eve Coo.
bration—Tho Yulo Jog which is a rolj of abortive bills, fiick-
crs ghastly ; deep draughty of wasaril and huwgo pulings of
smoke uccnp{ the vacant hour, .The ministorinl headn are
Slled with the former, the Council room beclouded with tho
atter.—Cartior, Galt, Macdooald and Smith are just Goish ing
» game of cuchre,

Macdonald.—My soul grows wenry of this joyless spot;

Lotuabave dono $ you had the bowers both,
- And sov'ral jolly trumps to Loot, sd Wiadsor

Yon and Sidney bero have won tho gnmo.
Letua givo o'r. . "Tis now a braco of moeony
Sinco first T warned you of tho drend Philippl,
‘Which scowl so weiedly ju the cloudy futuro.
What'sto bodone? Wo havo no English ncts
To copy; no moro Procedure acta or County Court §
Tho Usury fight is o'or, nor would it aught svail,
That wo sbould touch agnin the Aboriginal Indisns,
Or any of those Iast resorts wa keep in store,
Aguinstthe stormy day, L'en Cartier has falled,
Tho oternal judicsture bills come in no more,
And nouglit scome Jeft us savo “give up the ship.”
But say, my Sicottg of tho Public Works,
My only colleague burdened with much braing,

. What's left us now

Smith —~Du tell I wnut to low,

Macdonald —Sil.

)y Tude doter of your mother tongue,
Bage country lawyer, kecp tho poace or go;
You'vo had tho bint full ifty times or more,
And if you dure to ape your mouth again,
Pack up your traps aud pettifog onco more.

Sicolte—My Kingaton cbun, Ullysses of tho gavg,
Deem mo not churlish; il 1 wore to bang,
Icould not give a bint, not one, indeed,

©Ono faintest glimmer in {hie darkestheed,

Carticr—It you sall listen vera paticntly,

Ttink 1 tell zo woy mon cher gmi,

Vonl vas at zo Windsor vid 20 Queen,
Such one big tall recoption ne'er was been
Before, nor never sall bo uo more I bot,

T avo not tell you haif zo wonders yot.

Macdonald—Dry up, old Windeor ; at it, onco ngaio ;
Pity royal favours mwake such fools of men.

Cartier.—You nevaro mind, old Mae, you aro jaloux,

You wonld bo too moch glnd to get thom too,

L 'ouvio is bad in minietaire of stato;

8o keop zo naughty words into your pato.

Bieo! Ia roine, sho say to me, wy (riond,

Mon Cartier if you huvo ove littlo ear to lend,

Givo him 1o wo;” “Your Majesty? 1 aid,

1 bavo two long big cav upon my head,

1 wish that they were loogor for your eako—

Moro worlby as & presont that 1 moke,

Sho Jaugh, and say * you are zo noblo knight,

You bave zo Normao Dlood—so much. podite.”

«“Vous avez reason wy liege,” for I may say

«My groat ancotre was Jacgues Cartior;

Atleast if ho was marriod Lo might bo,

Which was a fault, the old atupidity.”
Macdonald.--Alloyn lot's take & nip and go to sleep,
Cartier.~3uch black jograts as you will mako mo weep;

Bow sbarpor thaun zo sorpent's tooth duy eay

1tis to bavo a Loy, ot gitl, mauvaia.

But, Sacro bloy, "tis zo0 woch grealer pout,

Ze thnnklosu bad Attornoy Genoral Wost. .
Swollc ~Go on, old Goorgy. Jet us hear you ont.
.—-Woll, thcn, I will, but what waa 1 about?
‘Oh ouil 20 Queen ask mo if T forgot

‘on “Thtrly-uven," when I cast my lot
- Alsng with rebols whom I rashly lod;
Till 20 big aum was ofioved for my bead?
*Tia trac; I vopps my lioge to own it'too,
But glace I'so got la offico I'm morq teue;
Tvo loarned at Jast 10 know tho time of do)—
Rebollion's very bad and docs’nt pay.
Pvo got o dozon hundred rensons nowand moro
For giviog ali that wicked troason o'er,
.* She thon imposo ae ponanco for my sin,
i1 .That I should urge (do etop that drnnkon din)
. Ze Royal declsion on:you, spito of fate
" Ot nover moro pick bono on royal plate;

So “Ottaws and Windsor' bo the cry

By which zo Govornment sall live or die;
Whato'er they nsk {hoso noiny mon of law,
Havo but a single answer—+Oitaway

Sicutte.~~No my denr Georgy, I can’t alomach that,

i sooner deave tho Calinet, that's flat, -

Smith.~XNow, you, don't bo eantaukerous ; ‘twont do

Sich tricka nint to bo stood by ¢'enfrom you—
Carlier's quito right,~—low ugly you bave got;
11gpose you're kind of rited a blt, Sicotto.
Cool off, old Public Works, for pece or war ;
*Lot's shout liko all possessed for Ottawar.

Macdonald.~-(Wnkes up)—

*Tis now, at least if I can seo aright,

‘Tbe wilching liour of hail-pnst midnight,
‘When poelers sloop and drunken rowdivs brawl,
Aud some there are too drunk to shoutatall:
Now could I do, whut rather couldn't I do?

‘To Brown, McGoe and all tho Grittish crow,

The rouring traitors: Soft, now, to Siv Edmund,
Porhaps I'Nl stie him up a bit; and make

Him send tho House aboulils businesa,

Who can tellt Well Cartier, what's the row,
Ithought I heard o muss kicked np just now ?

Cartier —~IUs only Sicotte kicking oer tho traces,

He aeeins to thialk hi keeps us in our places,
Ignvoze policy “the Queocn's decision,” .
Ty gor, ho treats it avec great dorision.

Sicotte~John A. 1 did, tho truth P11 not be biding,

1 think auch stuff is only worlh deriding
Rather than bo agaiu tho ofd seape goat

I'll quit you all and doa a brownor cont;
Where will you bo when I give you the slip?
Answer nie that, and drop your curliog lip.

Macdonald.—Well, bo it ro I enro not—not a rap,

If you'ro prepared to Joso your share of pap,
Rosign your office, sir, if that's your nind;
Cross 1o Assombly, sir, snd go it llind.

Smith—"Nufl said, it would'nt be much loss,

Give him hiswalking ticket now, old hoss;
Notbin’ shall header what we'va got a miud to,
And that, T guess, Sicotte ‘Il find teo,

Sicotte.~=Yon nro resolved then? oh you senseless mulfs,

Have you forgot those tersiblo rebufls
You got Juat sossion, and forgot 1ho way
‘Wo pledged ourselves on this the other day,
Enough of this; my day of place iso'er,
Avd 1 sball sip its pleasent sweots no moro,
My sliaro of papis supped ; O, nowffor over,
Farowell tivelvo hundred pounds ; farewell to tricks;
Yarewell the purchascd votes, tho clageurs 2ll,
That mako a fool of virlue, O farewell;
Farowell, tho Lraying ass and the scraped desk,
‘The membor's ponny whistlo and tho letter clip,
The noisy Powoell and all the train
Of quirke and bribes of our administration ;
And oh you Grand Trunk engines in whoso cuuse,
I've often m1oagod truth to counterfeit,
Farowoll I poor Sicotte's occupation’s gono,
(Siogn agonizingly, spifticat.)
When othor tongues and otber langs,
Your spoutiug atories tell,
In tones lean scrupulous, perhape,
T kuow thoy'll auit you well.
When onco tho Coon my place shall G,
Or Ferres bore sha)l be, .
In such an bour, I'll inke good caro
That you'll yomembor mo,

When Brown and Foloy rule thoroast,
And 1 {hioir"causo ombrace,

Porchanco the thought may cut you up,
Wheon they sliall dll your place,

Whea Cartior's power is shaltored ali, .
Aud Galt shell withered be,

1n such an houy, I')) takegood earo
That you'll romembor me, ’

Smith starts to anoperatic alr j—

You'd bottor go back, old boy in a cmck,
To 8¢, lyacinth, ence moro,

You'vedlost your place, eo back in disgrace,)
T'o St, Hyaciothe; once aoro.

Sicotte exit wildly ;—Tablcau—Galt and Rors iro aslcop ; Cara
tior throws up his hands molodramatically,—Smith eits back in
Bia ebeir with his lega on the t2ble and puffa his cigar § McDon~
ald pledges his colleagues f rom the wassuil bowl, aud curlain
falls.
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HAPPY NEW YEAR.

Dear Friexos,—We wish that we bad & thousand
hands that wa miglt shake hands with you all, and
can we forbear also from repeating the wish that the
dear ladies bad but one mouth that we might kiss
them all? We do not mean to make a speech or
deliver an address on this occagion. We are rather
inclined to be censoriouns,

New Year's day is an in which
ellows great license to the yonng and old of both
goxes. But there i3 & boundary lino that must not
be overstepped. Thevefore we charge ye, all yo old
men—disturb not the barmony of pleasant visits by
remaining at home pll day. Begone, make your-
selves scarce and do what you lilge; but do not ob-
trude yourselves where it is ovident you are not
wanted.

Aud ye old women, ye hard-hearted mothers nn;_l
cruel aunts, take care how yo conduct yourselves
on this day. If the ladies are kissed—sud ‘such
things do occasionally bappen—you must not ses it.
If sweet things are obid, be deaf and hoed tbem not,

And oh ye, young ladies—ye who are & source of
the greatest joy to us, take heed to what ye say:
Do not let any impatient or rude fellow come near
you ; if such éall, and eall they will, treat them 88
they deserve. Neither do you allow your most inti-
mate friend to kiss you more than once, and then,
after a good pratence at resistance. We need not
tell you not to take too much wine; your good
taste will guard you io that particular, What more
we have have to say may be summed up in this—do
not offer any gentleman coffee, it is an abomination,

Aud now, yo young men—ye who will drive fast
horses, and luxuriate in neat cutters on this great
occeasion, take care what you are about. Do not be
extravagaot., Eschew dullness. Avoid making
asges of yourselves. Visit every lady you know—
but do not drink too much wine, nor let your boracs
run away—for in puch cases you will be |nvarlubly
laughed af.

Complete Letter Writer.

——Just published, A Complete '1>o'nﬁcn
Letter Writer in a perfectly original stylo for tho use
of young begioners; with perfect instructious in the
ort of abuse by Rev. E. Ryerson, D.D. Roferences
kindly permitted to Rev. Mr. Bmyere, Goo. Brown,
&e., &e.

N.B.—Although the’ autbor is 2 clergyman, a pro-
per regard to worldly tactics is obaervod and a pro”
fugion of slashing Ohristian epitliets in{roduced in

telling places. " The writer will not be responslble
for any dislocation of the jaws caused by reading
unwieldy sentences or endless parentheges,
The Pot. oalling the Kettle Black,

—— The Globe of Thursday calling tho Min-
isterial organs to order for using strong language.

—

Tho Greatests Event, of- the. Year. e
——The Birth of Tun Gromsrer,



