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THE GRUMBLER.

“ If there’s n holein o’ your coais
1 vede you tent it 3

A chilel'samiang yon taking notes,
A, fuith, hetlpeent it
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THE REGENEBATION OF THE PRESS.
‘When adversity impelled the Colonist and Atlas to
plight their trotband unite theirfortunes,the reverend
editor announced ns the mission of 0ld Doulle, the
complete parification and regeaeration of the press,
The task was Herculean, the Augean stablo was fill-
ed with the accumulated filth of the wretched poli-
tics we are blessed with, but into it was turned tbe
limpid stream of Colonist editorial, and sil was to
be right agein. Some how or other the scheme has
failed ; the stable remains as dirty as ever, and the
stream has issucd forth no longer clear as before,
but Gefiled most terribly by ibe muck it egsnyed to
remove. The editorial pool was troubled, and the
* infirm and diseased journalist was invited to step
in aund be healed, but its waters ere so turbid and
offensive, that no one has venlured to deble eves
fho sole of his foot iu the putrid mess; and it is
Qaily stirred, till tho delicato nostrils of people are
hastily stopped ss they pass by it. Let us take
o late example from this self-appointed purist. On
Thursday Jast & Jeader dripped from the editorial
filter for public amelioriation, entitled # The Gamb-
ler's Throw.” Those of our ronders who do not sce
the journal arc invited to look at the efforts of this
paragon of journolistic perfection. T style is
unique, its Janguage chaste, its vocabulary rich,
jts charity bread and ample. Mr. Brown, who docs
not pry anything to the oiling of the creaking ma-
chine, bas many,a polite and gentlemanly epithet
applied to him,

You bavobut to place the name of Disraeli of Derby
for the plebian and gentile onc of Browo, and you
immediately recognize a series of heavy hite which
might possibly have appesred in some Euglish or-
gan of Palmerston. Wo even doubt that with all
its ability the Times could ever havo renched the
-acme of perfection achieved by Old Double, and we
esn well fancy tbe envy which crrodes tbo bearts of
‘the Printing Houss Square coterie, when they cast
their jaundiced cyes over the columns of their
Canadian contemporary. Mv. Brown and his party
aod policy are “frantic,” *ridiculous,” *mad,”
“ abgurd,” * outrageous,” ‘‘reckless,” ‘ arbitrary,”
“grapudent,” “‘arrogant,”’ audecious,” “insclent,”
4 falge,” hypocritical,” “rampant demagogue,”
« barefaced,” “ corrupt,” “base,” « greedy,” “ glut-
gonus,” * pitifu),” “Dbitler,” * menanspiritod,” “de-

testable,” “ avaricious,”
&e., &e.

“glanderer,” ¢ ghameless,”

This is what we call purifying with n vengeance ;
reformation in the highest sense of tho word ; no
wonder that tho editor offered to put his name to
his exquisite productious, let it be nttached to this
philippic so tbat the matcbless veformer’s name
may be passed down to the benisons of posterity.
Yet even his mild and chivalrous attecks touch its
seositive conecience ; it assures us that while ¢ it
is necesonry to trent him with severily,” it is ¢ far
from agreeable to ourselves.”

If it does dabble in the puddle as a sow reverting
to her first love, the mire, it lets us know thet it
felt very well when washed, and if it had its own
way would undergo & fresh ablution. Yet it dab-
bles on day after day, defiling the luckless Brown,
but bespattering itself still more. The whole dic-
tionary of Billingsgate is exbausted; Webster and
Johpson fail ; the vocabulary of denunciation is beg~
gared. “Favgh! wo are sick of this man,” quoth
the purifier., So are we, ss he has been beglimed
by Old Double. Who would'st? Leave Brown
alobe o ehort time; retire, venerable but doting

granoy to your chamber ; your sickness is anturaly

but uot incurable. Castoroil, jalap,or salls, will do
wonders, Your tongue is furred and clammy; your
breath foul, and your stomach weak; reform your
system of dietetics, and your infirmity may, in spite
of tho wenlkness of age, be overcome. Above sll,
dou't expase yourself at your timo of life, to unne-
cessary excitement ; nervous irritability mny bo fatal;
be calm and you may yet survive to a still greener
old age. OId Double is “sick.” Wont somebody
send for tho doctor?

——— e -

SQUARLES—A WRINKLE

Uatil lagt Thursday, we, like o great many others
in Toronto, woro under the impression that there
were no public Squares in Toronto. DBut on read-
ing the drilies of that date, we discover to our as-
tonishment that thece are several squarea in our
city, the existence of which wo had never drcamt
of. Tirst we aro told there is * Victorin Square,”
thon there ig ¢ Clarence Square” and ¢ St. George's
Square.” ¢ McGill Square” comes next; after which
we aro made ncquainted with several other squares,
some existing nctunlly, othors only in perspective,—
and ome “crescent.” A sirnnger reading an ac-
count of thesa “squares” and one *croscent’”
might be induced to belicve that Toronto was a
city of besutiful squares—wherens the finct is there
does bot exist—except on paper—a siogle public
squero in the city; and ag for the ¢crescent,” it
ouly exists in theimagination of the excited individ-
unls who composed the late Public Works' Commit-
teo of our city.

WHAT DOES HE NEAN?
The Session was aln;;d»lng fant,
Wheo {brongh “0]d Double’s* columna passed
A query nrged, and urged again,
In seemingly nwat snxious voi_qé"lé
“ \What doen Ic toeaa 3

“ 0] Doub)e’s” seribo was flercoly wikl
U, o 1he agony he piled,
Till lika n eracked tin kettlo rung
The burden of the sang he sung
“What does ho incan 2
His brow wns stern, bis cyes beneath
Flashod out like kcizzora from their nhieath,
As still Lo wrote,  Yes, tell e what,
Whot does ho mean by Rep. by Pop.,
Wlml.(do_cs Lo mean
More wild the hcribe’s grey peepers shono,
Still, steaight, on end bis haic bad grown
As athi) ho wrote wilh brow more slern,
“George Brown, you knave, I want to learn,
What do you mean

#Te Rep. Uy Pop. the thing it wag?
Speak out Sir Broto aud tedl ua pos.
Or hag i, ike all thiogs you own,
I'his Rop. by Pop., a monugrol grown ¢
Wo want to know."
“Ah! ah! sou start, your{;lw clhiceks Laneh,
Boware the gathering avalanche,
Boware red fury’s ripeaiog crop,
You've sold tho Grita on Rep. by Pop.,
‘You havo you knave,
“Durk lowers tho tempest overhead,
You've sold yourself to motiton's “rod,”
"Thiok not to go unsenthed Siv knare,
That Rep. by Pop. will prove your grave,
Thats what it will,”
01 Double's seriboe now sighed 3 sigh,
A'word will ehow tho reason why,
Were Goorgo Browa dead beyond s doubt,
Tho seribo would have nothing (o writo abont ;

Poor used up seribo.
—

DR. RAE'S LEGTUBE,

Dr. Rae, tho Arctic traveller who discovered tho
last traces we aro ever likely to obtain of the ill-
fated expedition of Sir Jobn Franklin, will lecturo
in tho Temporance Hall on Tuesday next, under the
auspices of the Ontario Literary Society. The Tec-
ture will have special reference to the search for the
lost explorers, and in addition to the intereeuug
charncter of the subject, sowe of the relics found by
the locturer will bo exhibited. No ome is better
qualified to impart information on tbis painfully i in-
teresting topic than Dr. Rae,who will speak from pér-
sonal obscrvation of Arctic travel. In nddltlon, he
is a resident of our sistor city, Hamilton, and thero-
foro cntitled to the warmest support,  We'trust the

Temperance Hall will be filled on the oceasion,



