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THE HAMILTON CHARIVARF.

AN ODE TO THE SPEAKERS.

What fury, wkat sorrow, what heartfalt diitreu,

Baker feels at our popular memberB' suooeu
;

With malice and fury, in Brydses henrt flare,

White Brown, is done brown, wu«n ha thought
he would scale.

Oh, yos, we confess

The Loafers have not a slight chance of success I

There's Lioao, whose talents win fortune and
fame,

Who stands on his legs & he oovors with shame.
The Loafers who would, if they could, pull him

down
And drag our Buchanan, all over the town

In mud. We confess

He's one of the boy's that will fix, his success I

Then there's Ryau, the doctor, not Billingsgate

like.

And the LTNo'sJolly brothers, all ready to strike

With Rai and UcKinstrt, all fit for n lark

While Spencer and Barnes won't be kept in the

dark.
These bricks we confess

Are boys, who'll make sure of Buchanan's suc-

cess!

Then there's Ouuming's, the coming man, for

aught we know,
£x-^ayor, of Hamilton, and wbo will show
Master Brydges and Baker and such railway

snakes,

That the best we can do, is to^j; them on stakes,

Yes, these, we confess.

Are the lads, to secure, friend Buchanan's suc-

cess I

And then there's a name, that rhymes with Rob
Roy,

God a mercy, my lads, it is Bob Mao Elrot—
It does one's heart good, manj to hear the boy

spout
And cover with shame those he'd put to the rout

Eh, man, we confess

Bob is one of the lads to secure B's success

!

Then there is, do not start, one Jounnt K Staxt,
Who deserves at the end of his name to see

Bart. ;

For he speaks like a Roman, so pithy and clear,

And when he has done, we all cry out, " hear I

hear 11"

By Jove, we confess

He is one who has itarted, the cry of success I

For eloquent Atkinson, who speaks from his
heart.

And who feels that he's playing a right honest
part;

We will say that his words are free from alloy,

And although he is black, he's a pure ahtte
Stpoy.

Thorray, we confess
Brother Atkinson wishes Buchanan success I

One word for the son of the Emerald isle,

The gem of the sea, where all the girls smile,

'Tis Dev.\ny we mean, who speaks like a host
Who'll scare all the Baker's, with Brydges'

ghost
Ooh hone—we confess

By the powers, he's sure, of Buchanan's suc-

cess I

And another, Aoushla Machrse, we admire,
For tlie boy, when he spakes, is a bxtoy all on

fire!

Tkrbt Branioan, one, who will tell all the

town.
That, twtr: as he lives, he will put Baker down

With his dough—we oonfess

Terry's one of the boys for Buchanan's success

'

And NiLLioAN, lads,—not related to Nell

Who was Charley the seconds most beautiful

belle I

Is a man, in whose bosom, fair honesty beats

Who hates dirty Brydges, and Baker's what
cheats

Och hone—let us bless.

Such KntlVt as will toll against Baker's suc-

cess I

As for GiBBs—not the Oibbs, of London renown,
Who bartered his honor Ji Alderman's gown

—

But Hamilton Oibds, a true man of taste

Whovotes for Buchanan, and Baker he'd baste.

Hurrah, we confess,

That OiBU* is a man to ensure B's success I

And one meed of praise for McDuwall, for all.

For KiNREAD and for Skinner, who keep up the
ball;

Upon all, upon each, let God's blessing descend,

Long after the Polling shall be at an end.

For all, we confess

Have added their mite to Buchanan's success t

Hurrah, for the Miller's, the Wuite's and
GOUKLAT,

For Burn's and for Price, who are men of the
day

;

For VcKenzie, for Cusaok, & Ireland, ooh hone,
The Stinson's, the Grant's, honest to the back

bone
Who'll shout—we confess

We're, for Hamilton, boys, & wish I. B. success I

Talk of Millers, my lads, don't forget all the
Mills,

Billt Kerr, I. M. Williams, whose coaches we
fills-

China Patton <k BfOELow—may they never feel

low,
But grow big, and drop pattens, while singing

ohow—chow,
All these—we confess.

By the dragon, they're sure of Buchanan's suc-

cess!

: We could spin a long yarn, about MaoIntosu's,

!
Carpenter's, and McCabis, cot thinking it both

;

And hand all these names, adding Oen'l Bkock,
And Lawson, whom Baker, shan't lead to the

block
Down to fame ! And confess

That these are the boys, whose secure B's. suc-

cess 1

And now we'll conclude this long list of bricks
Who are bound, all together, like so many

sticks ;

As there's nothing like worth—sterling worth
we would say

Hero's for Grear and for Sterling, and so ends
our lay.

Good Lads, we confess,

May God bless you all ; wish Buchanan suc-

cess I !

LatMt intelligenoe from the Seat of War.
General Hioholwn.

We are given to understand that the casual
ties which occurred on the side of the Loafers,
at the battle of the Court House was, that one
General Nicholson had been dangerously woun
ded, and rifled by a rascally camp follower

—

that he nearly lust his " lianner," and that the
monster Qunn had been left sticking in the
mud.

An Appeal to Hamilton.

Oh Hamilton lads,

And oini-bus cads.

Haste and set yourselves right with your Baker!
This is Biidgee cry.

But it is all my eye.

For this Baker's a sly money raker !

If you want any tin.

To buy bread and gin,

Or to have a jollification,

It is twenty per cent.

At which it is lent,

This Baker loves multiplication I

For his motto my boys,
Is one I hat decoys.

His arms, three balls, shot from a Oomn,
And his motto is this,

He dont think it a-miss,

Ecce—"Do, but H C wont be done"!

MORE MISREPRESENTATION.

MR. BUCHANAN AND THE COLORED CITIZENS.

The following letter speaks fur itself

:

To the Editor t f the SpstMUor.

My attention having l-e»n called to a letter
in the Sanntr of the Sth inst., over my signa-
ture, in which I am made to state that I was
discharged by Mr. Buchanan from his service,
on account of my color, I now desire you to
contradict this statement, being perfectly sat
isfied that the whole matter was wilfully mis-
represented to me by Mr. Jones, and that Mr,
Buchanan knew nothing whatever of the trans-
action.

Yours respectfully,

BENJAMIN BURKE.
Hamilton, Dec. 1, 1867.

THE HAMILTON POEMS MOOEBATEO,
Oh, omnipotent H. C. Baker,
You thought, lice Paddy's hot pat-ator.

To burn the tongue of our own man !

No, our honest plucky B —
As all Hamilton shall see,

Will see you d—d with lying Ban 1

In staiure I B is not dwarfish.
And yet he has beaten the clan

;

Brydges and Brown—Baker and Codfish,
Billings and Gray to a man.

Sepoys Hooray,
Buchanan will whoop.

The Great Western uiny brny.
If they dont shut up shop I

To Let Out on Hire.
AGUNN, of sniftll calibre, lately spiked by the Sepoys,

ill front of the Court House, and since newly re-bored,

is now to be let out on hire, as formerly ! Half a dozen of

such Gunns would roar some !

For terms andconditioni apply at the bar of the Anglo-

American.

ADVERTISEMENT.
LD HORSES saddled to a T,, by C. Sadleir.

Cash. Advice 63. 8d.

Terms

N. B.—Warranted to be the same 'osses as drawed the

Baker and the Brydge on nomination day to Buscomb's
saloon.
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