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MUTINY INTHE CAMP,
JOUN A, ODSTREPEROUS, THE COLONIET INDEPENDANT,
Sorxr: IstJohn 4. enliloguising” over Salurday mornings
Colanist. - fter having read the artaclc on Mr. Browiu's reply
to Putetl's attack.
Jokn 4. Why, whiat the mirchielare tiere dolis st now ¢
Ten th d thunders tako (L -here'n a row |
A mutiny I My very cawp in arms 1
Confusion solre theao qualms!
This dus regard to justics 1 Why, forsooth,
Wbat cartlly right havo they 1o prate of * truth »*
What's ¢ trull’ to parly claims? I never weigh
With ovea hand tho balaaco, nor rhiall thoy.
Glvo consclenco to the winds while power remaines ;
They'ro ‘neath my thumb—I Lold—and will—the relns,
Must guide their course. (onter Sicotto). Ab, base you

'I‘his'::c::sed Colonist’s new Brownite acreen,

Sicotte.~You mean un articlo upon the aitack,

Your fast friond Powell made 2 why, man, his back
Can bear it, and for my part, T

Am pleased onf organ has thus generousiy

Beforc tho public placed the matler right.

John 4.~Tho watter right! Why, sir, 'yo think Ha right
That wo abould wash that areh fiond Geo. Brown, white,
T look upon it as & party mavemeuot, air !

Wo want, and I must havo without domur,

A thick and thin support. I can't afford

To justify This Brown—2 single word.

Powuil's s scamp | What then 2 You kaow that Brown

Must be by overy riratagem put down.

BiIr's L0o unscrupulons a man to lose §

And if Lo does at {imes Iay 03 tho acrovs

Mont dovilish Uight ; that’s ot tho poiot fn band,
Sicotie—Well, Mag, I think that such rupport can Wing

No strength worth baving, and I'd rather fling

It ovesboard ; roost certainly I deemn

No linrm can follow from the casual gleam

Of justice you condemu, por ennira, though

1 trust that populacity may flow.

Trust we, the public scorn such brutish scenes,

Andmoro than georn a Cabjnat that leans

Upon them for support. Most thinking men

Wikl deem our inspiration fed tho Colonist peo,

And ercdit us with a desire that theso

Exbibis of brutality ahould cease,

John ‘;:lu :A“l{:r‘,ll'i: lw U Tm:‘::v?lﬂ; l?lI:;nt.

1 waat them all ; aod more, our organs mast
Support oach ono or ¢ls6 we stop tho dust.
Mothioka you too have Jately chary grown

0t roputations other thau your own,

Porhaps youw're prepared still fariher, i, to go

And reap this popularity, must flow

Towarda Mr. Brown, Porcbanco ‘tvould pleaso you moro
It ho and I at once should cross the floor |

But wait, I'm Premior yet, and bang me, sls,

't know which path my orgaus wilt prefor,

Eziteinarage,

SoEms 20d.—Colonist office,—Morrison, Sheppard, Devil,
Shsppard—You thipk the articlo will do, I've drawa it mild.
Morrison—Yos, yos. We will not drive the Premier wild;
Aud, though against my bettor nature it xevolts,
We'll bolater up thoss Ministerial dolts,

" Sheppard—Deril, talie this, and bring mo back the proofs;
Rattlo aloog with your young Joutish hoofs.

Zrit Devilyina A«ﬂy; bul i3 ‘overturned by the Premier, who

Sheppard— Oh I don't caro.
Good-by corruplion I jobs ! lies ! offiec ! ehivk 1)
1will be l“mo,nn invot were each Vink.
[ Snatehes the Editoriul from Jokn 4.]
Givo Lack that nonuasnt of sletirh shame,
T am pot now tha fuol thiat wrale that Rame,
[ Seals himself at the table.)
Forih from my fen the stream of freedom fows—
{ Shakes his left fist at Jokn 4.]
Juitkeop your paws off or I'll bleed y our necc,
(dfter scraping for 15 seconds, rises with ten sheets of MS.
commencing “ fVAither are we drifting.”
Morrison—(Haviog read it)=Woll dowe, my fricud, you've
vicoly kept aloof
From this blamed sinking ratt, this tetteriog roof.
Conristency thou arta jewel, yct o “rat,”
Judicious and wel «tiiaed, oft comes quito pat.
Forth to the winds wo epread our swelling sail
On dark corruptions rocks we furn our tuil
Dospiso the despot we revered before.
Dovil, just show that gontleman the door.

(tlero our pirited and obediont devil, whom we haxe
sinco employed in Tng GrUMBLER OFFICE, drags
tho trombling and abashed Promior by tho eopy
tails tuto the strect J

GraND TauLEAU—Blue (iee, Blorrieon and Sheppard ¢ing * The
last link ia broken, olc,” and curtain f:lly.

—— e

YOURG IRELAND IN A FUEY.

The disgraceful and raffanly spirit daily exhibit-
ed fo the legislaturo is gradually infusiog itself into
all classes of society. Webave before us a so-call-
ed religious jouraal, the Catholic Citizen, but for the
life of us we can't gee i it any thing but the gross-
ost and most insulling attacks upon tbree public
men, Messrs, McGee, Hogan and Brown. We ask any
map who retaios a spatk of gentlemanly fecling, to
read the editorials in that paper of last Thursday.
The attack upon Mr, Brown is peculiarly virulent ;
sod though it haoe been our bad fortuno to read
many gross attacks upor political opponents, a mote
unqualified spocimen of vitriol literatare we never
eacoustered. Mr. Powell's insulting speech and
Mr. Brown's auswer, certainly wero quite sufficient
Not g0 thinks the man of the Citizen, who forthwith
sits coolly down and pens an nrticle of two columns
in longth entitled # The Glasgow Oash-Box,” filled
with tbe vilest epithets and most uamanly attacks
ever pnssed through the;press. Wo refer our read-
ers, Catholic and Protestant, to the paper, and will
coutent ouraelves with culling o few Howers from
tliis elegant parterre.

Mr. Brown, snd his course in public lifo, ave cha~
racterized in such gentle terms as the following :—
¢ The whelp of o runsway;” “ pampered on the
purloined viands of the Glasgow cash-box ;” « dis-
relish for the bread of hovesty ;”  has practised
1ly the lighter manipulation of the pick-

collars him, and dragging him iato the Sanctum, dolta the
door.
Jokn 4—Cowe back, you irap.  Give up them MSS.
tchos the editorial aud Sh procood to

tho yescuo.]
. 8it down yo slaves, and straightvay sond to prers
A thundering ealvo ‘gaiast the Glasgow mess ¢
Beflth with foul abuse old Daddy Brown,
Tell bow to sons the fathoer’s vico comes down ;
Tiate at (Lo church, and inio vigoroupd: s
B0 all your rabid iype in order TiuiEAAs!
SAeppard—No more ean human blood tho Ll
Tl rond we loowo from thia lohwiwaa’band.
Aforrison—And L, good Georgo, my chisine asunder tear,
Jokn A—(aghast, but furioua)—TUcy'ro golden chaing, you
hounds,

pocket ;” “lazy scoundrelisw ;" “ blasted by tho
| cursc of God ;* * moral errorg of unwhipt crime ;"

———
themselves by cbarges which they know full pointless
both agaiost Mr. Brown asod his aged parent, whose

feadiug ch ter and ished integrity
should huve protected bim from so atrocious on
assavit. DBut even if Mr. Beown, sen. were, what
uo one knows better then bis maligners he i not,
Mr. George Brown i3 no mare responsible for big
errors than the editor of the paper which abused
bim. We are sure that tbe Outholics of Western
Conada, whose organ the Cilizen pretends to be, are
far too generous and warm-bearted to sanction’
such uancbristian and inhuman attacks 28 the one
we have commented upou.

.——'

DOLOROUS DITIY.

Airy~* Blue Bells of Scotland.”
John 4. MeD, cantat.
Ob where, and oh whero is my Orgao-Grindor gove }
Ob where, and ol where is 1y Organ-Grinder gogo )
tho's gono 10 ald the Giits, aad put vils Geordie vn wy throoo ;
Auod its ok in rey heart I wish bie'd staid at boma,
v

Ol what tunes, oh what tunes did my “ awmartest Qpga
Oh what tunes, oh what tuaes did my ¢ smsrtest Orp
It ground iwuch merry music, all 10 lull the public mind
But uow its cbanged its note, and_says I ought to bave reeign'd.

Aod who knows, and who knows what made the wan ro mad 2
Aud who kuows, and who knows what mude the man so mgd ?
1o scrensded Bruwn and bis rerpectablo old dad,

(Wbick the Lea*her wouldn't do) s0 I biow hiw up, by gad !

Supposo, sad supposc, that the ¢ Leather™.too should eat !
Supposo, acd suppose, that the « Learher” too should ratt

« Old Granny" would weep ovor us, for we'd resign, that's flat §
Bul its oh in wy beart that Ebopo it will not rat .

—— .

THE THEATRE.

Cherles Mathews' appearauce at the Lycenm will
form an era to which we will look back with foed
cegrot.  Wo have not room to say all we would of
bim, but we wil! particularize that scene in “ As
Cool 18 & Cucumber” in which AMfr. Plumper (Charles
Mathews) determines to make love to Miss Honiton.
Wo have laughed again and again at tbe remem-
brancs of that delightful caricature. The brush of
Hogarth, or the pencil of Cruikshank never produc-
cd apything more happily ridivulous, more exqui-
sitely fuopy, and moroe fres from all grossness as
wag presented in that little scene.

Iu tho character of Captain Clatter wo eaw Mr.
Mathews in a new sphere; and although we did
not ecjoy bis burlesque with the game keen relish
ag his light comedy, yet no gravity could bold out
againgt his powers of mimickry,bis inimitable songe,
und torrent of words. Itis impossible to estimato :
tho extent of the calamity which those who have
oot s¢en bim have sustained. B

By o new arrangement, we see that Mr. Marlow
b Manager; Mr. Potrie, Stage manager;

¢ the dregs of the 17th century ing ;" “bru-
tal houndings;” “ demoralizing experience of
thioves ;" “ cleansed from the brutality of Glesgow
crimivality ;” *like other brates, can only be reach-
od through bis hide;” “ a ruffian;” * uoprincipled
villaivs,” &c., &¢. These expressions however are
notbing to the general indecent tone of the whole
arlicle, aud the crafty and disingenuous iosieuation
that Mr. Bzown himself purloined money from pub-
lic fonds.  If the wmoun who writs in liis way had a

particle of selffesteern, thoy would never brutalise

while Mr. Nickioson still contivues the Lessee of
the Royal Lyceum. The excellent manner in which
Mr. Nickinson discharged the duties of managert
reudera it a difficult task for any one to foilow in big
steps; but we know enough of Mr. Marlow to fore.
sen that be will not fuil to give satisfaction in bis
uew capacity. Aad ag to Mr. Peétrie, we would aot
wish & better stage-manager. . . »

Charles Mathews taked bis bencfit to-night (Snte
day.)



