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Ie published every SATURDAT MOR¥ING, in timo for tho early
Trains,  Copics may bo had atall the Nows Depots. Eub-|
seription, S1: Single copics, S ceuts.

- Petsons enclosing thoic cards and 81 will be favored witha
specinl notice.

Correspondents will bear in inind that their lotters must be
gre-puld, -that conununicntiony Intended for Insertion ghonld

0 written, and only written on onoside of tho paper.. ‘Sub-
ecribera must not register thelr letters 3 for obvious reasous it
s exceedingly inconvonicnt to us, .

All letters to ba addrossed “The Grumbler P, O, Torouto,
lml‘not to any priblishier or nows-denler in tho city,

Ry~ Percons wishing lo subseribe fo the GruMnLER, will
tnderstand that from this date (May th) we only receive
yearly subscriptions. The sum (§1) <t small, and can edsily
b forwarded by ult who dexive our sheel. “&4

THE GRUMBLER.

“I€ thera's a_hole in ' your coats,
rede you fent it
A chic)'s amang yon taking notes,
Aud, faith, be'll prent W -

" SATURDAY, MAY 21, 1864.

"IN MEMORIAM, J.G.B.

A deepened hueh il on that bright Spring day, .

And mien stood gravoly, mourafully nround;

A cloud eame o'er the city, and tho May N

Breeze seomed to {:m on with graver, sadder, sound.

Yot *twas the flush of Spring. Ab! who ehall exy

Tu Spring! © The Swummcr comes,” perchance, to thee.

Ob? nerer more shell the Gushed mo v -

Of glorious Summer bring the wild birds eall,

Prophet, thou doublest] Yot sce, Lalftnast high,’

Saint Ueorge’s broner waves all mournfully,

To mourn the best, tho kindest, of us all)

“(ueen of the West | Thy wisest, nblest son,

159 lnld bior down to rest, Al heanison

Atteud bis memory!  Aye, and neser a one

QOF those that dilfeved from him most, nhall vy,

" We have not trucet cnuse of gricl, this sweet, Lut sady
May day! .

—_— e

Joshua Outdo

—— The L* . r, (that potent print,) has out-
done the great Jewish Commander. He caused
the sun and moon 1o =tay n the Valley of Ajnlon,
but the Acades hns made two Wednesdays in one
week, as the® £vening Leader of Thursdny, May
121, wos dated Wednesday, May 1lth, and no
one dared gainsay it. Had it not been an invasion
on the sanctity of the Sabbath, we should certain-
ly have gone to press Saturday and published the
CGrumbler on Sunday morning, We will not hint
that our clever colempornsy is lekind the times,
although certainly bekind the time, .

~—— The Mayor did not blow "long enough to
get up “a treat,” last Monday night, hence he
¢ould not weld (wicld) any influence,
Answers to Correspondents.
The Hon. George Brown dots not play
second fiddle to the Opposilion orchestra, George
shives as basc-viol.

lace at

Pr&gmmmo of Procesdings to tako
oro; ucen’s

oronto, in colebration of the
Birthdey, 24th May, 1864.

_ The sun will rise precisely at 4 30
fax currcucy.) | ’

At 8 n.m,, grand exhibition of flags.

At1l am, of tho S d Invi
and Tenth Fencibles, commanded by Lord Frederick
William Cumbertheland. Iis Tordship will wear
the wniform of a Licutenant-Geueral, and will be
preceded by a herald, and followed by a page
carrying his spurs on a Northern Railway deben-
ture. Ife will also be attended by o brilliant staff.
The Second Invincibles and Tenth Fencibles will
be preceded by their excrutinting Bands, which
will perform with tolerable atrocity and remarkable
vigor several intensely martial airg. ,

At 12 noon, a grand promenade of country folk,
gorgeously decorated in all the colors of the rain-
bow: They will bo received with salutes of fire-
crackers, which will be kept up at jntervals during
the day. . :

From 1 (o 4 pm., & magnificeat exhibition of
cows, cals, ‘geese, fowls, hogs and dogs, which
will be liberally distribnted throughout tlie city,

At 5 pm,, n grand review of three jolice con-
stables at the City Iull, by His Excellency Cup-
tain Prince.

At 6 p.m., a grand civic procession, consisting
of Alderman Baxter in his buggy, with a new
wheel attached.

The whole to concludeat 8 p.m,, by the splendid
illumination in the neighbourbood of the Post
Office, of three street lamps,

-
B8ceno in one of tho Back Lanos of tho City.

a.m., (Hali-

XY

01d Mike Murphy, who is ratber deaf, is in the
act of emptying slops and other dirt into o lave
while the Health Inspector is on his rounds,

Ilealth Inspector (loquitur).—Holloa, Mike, ve-
member o nuisance fere, or you'll be fined,

Mike—~No saints bere that you can find! The
divil a saint in (hese parts, barrin’ an ould pictur
of St. Patrick in the bouse beyant, and he's got
nary leg to stan on, for Patsy Coalin, the thievie
ruffin, tore the legs aff hjm'this mornin te light bis
pipe wid. ’ ’ .

IT. Inspector.—~1 was not speaking of “ saiats,”
Mike; I was warning you against layiog down
any more nuisance in the lane.”

Mike—By tho Dose on your mug, but that's s
lie, any how! ¢ No saints) indade! You must
have mighty quare “ ol-olfuctive” narves—as Dr.

Tumblety uge to call them—if ye don't fule scints

and smilis enough to choke all the Iliphants in
Indy, and smother all the bog-irotters in Ircland
«No scints,” indado! Snints of Paradise, but ye
must have a mighty bivy could on yez not to par-
enve thim! They're strang enough {o brade a
|favur, or the “ karnal forbusy” this swilterin hot
sajgon!

The Health Tnspector, despairing of makieg Mike
fiear bim, took out his note-book as if to mark the
place as requiring his active professional interfer-
ance; bat the lane in question, as well as others
in the city, arc as flthy as ever. Let our City
Fathers look to it, before it breeds a pestilence in
our midst,

NOT SO BAD.

Wo givo the following morceau for what it is
worth. Some days ago & mellow Milesian—who
had been imbibing with & *“friend” rather more of
tho cratur than served to enable bim to maintain
his own specific gravity, or, indeed, that of the
bystanders,—ontered an establishment not 1000
miles from the Post Office, and ¢ meandering ”
tbrough the books, &c., up to the counter, whero
the worthy proprictor was, with bis usual urbanity
and attention, ministering to the intollectun! wants
of bis customers, :

AL I” gags Pat, “ I've found the man of the right
atamp ot last.  The top o' tho morain' to yez.”

«Tho same to you,” replied the proprietor,
« what can I do for you?”

« | want o pint o' the bist Irish whiskey,” says be.

#TWe don't sell anytbing of that kind here,” was
the answer.

# Ol thin, was't I tould that ye sould the bist
in Taronto I” rejoined Pat.

¢ (s & mistake,” said our friend, “and, besides,
you've bind enough already this morning.”

#Oh! but, ye sco, its for me wife it is ; Dr. Blue-
cannon (his timp'rance himself) says she's got tlie
Mulligatownys,’ and must bave a drap now and
agin”

« Come, get out of this at once, or Il call tbe
police,” said the proprietor.

But Pat, nothiog daunted, said,  Sure and what
arc you goin to push me that way for, scein o8
how I'vo only got & small taste of yirself in me,
Misthier Bacchus (Backns)! And they say your
place is the hid quarthers for the bist pothecn in
thie country, as you've got some that was in your
ancistors,-ould Bacchug's, cillar cinturies ngo!”

This was too much for B.’s gravity, who retired
to bis-desk to have his laugh out, while Pat -
«vyamosed,” baving. bad, ia our opinion, nll the

joke on bis side.



