'Yo Doleful Tale of Yo Dismal Bhipwreck,

Which was suffered oa ye shores of Huron, meta-
morpbosed, esposed, tranaposed, and poscd, by
“H.J. G.,"” of the Leader.
Ye Exordium :—
Cope, disten to me, 1andamen.
Who snooze at oo at ease,
And I'll relato a story
Of daogors ou the ecas.

*Twas Friday Jast, a party
Of galtat onts and fair

To spend & jolly scsson,
‘I'o Colliogwood repair.

At midaight wo ombarked thero
Uaa hoat tho “ Plougiboy” bight,
And some of us were tired,
Aud somo of us wore thght.

Riglt joyous were wo all I wook,
We lauglied, wo draok, wo ssog,
And “ao excellent piano's” tonus
Through the cabin gaily sang.
Yo scono changeth.
But, alas for humsa Loping,
And (o polka just begun,
A sudden clap of thunder put
A stoppor oo our fun.

‘The night grew black aod stonny,
The clouds wore dark and tuiek,

Tho waves were rolling mouctalns high,
And all aboard wore sick.

# Stoward oh 1 Stoward,” one oxclaimed,
“ Bring a basin for my daugbter,

She’s alwoys sick whon there's considerabls
* Pectusbation ia tho wator,”

The danco was all forgotton,
To their statc-rooms hurey all,
And * basins, Steward, basing,”_
. ‘Wo ovory ons did bawl,
'Y o pavaongor sce-oth a souod.
But now a paseenger eapiod
A strange unwooted souad

Right donn i the machinory,
Or sowowhers thero around.

The Englincer I8 summoned,
Gives a glance and then a slgh,
And shents bolow “ Turn off
Tlo steam imwodiately.”

Tho storm inceensoth, bopo diminishetl,

The wind it bowlod tremendously,
The storm grew on apace,

And Ml bolioved that night thoy ran,
With silont death a race.

For who could s0o that galiaut shlip,
‘I'be foamy waves ride o'er

And {61l not il sbe got on laod,
$he'd suroly go on shore,

Te voyagers take yo procaytions,

Tlhey eloged the dataking bar-room up
To slay an dwkward funk,

Sbould future Cor'nors Inquest bring
A vordict, found doad drunk.

‘Tho morry sounds that eke awhilo
Did helr to givo us sport,

Wuco;uushed now, for to Uio rast
Thoy lasbed 1’ pianocfarte,

8trango sounds break on yo oar.
But ah | alas | another sound
Did now ealato our oar;
It shook the ship and mads ns quako,
And broke the chandelior,

A seaman rushod into the rooms
Whoto stood wo half dlatraught,
' And screamcd the bappy tidings out.
st “ The anclors, sita, have caught,”
Yo finish.
o And now tless anzious moments past
A laogor safely o'cr
Tl no'er go board I'N bet my foots,
Tho Ploughbpy any worco,

WE, 1, MYSELF vs. HIM, HI3 AND HIMSELF.

Dear GruMRLER,

Gratefully appreciating the noble and generous
manner in which you have come to the rescue of
the parts of apecch, when maltreated by ignoramuses
in bigh places, permit meto call your autention to a
flagrant abuse of myself and my colleagues, tho
other personal provouns, by the hon. tho jumior
member of Monireal. Mach as I bave porsonslly
suffered by tho rude assaults of Mr. McGeo, it is not
solfishness alone which now moves me to action.

Excepting always dear old Mrs.Gamp Aerself never
were we 89 cruelly tortared before ; aad baviog im-
plicit fa*th in the existenco of “Mrs, Harridge” wo un-
hesitatingly appeal to her to witness to the truth of
our asgertion, Iamcy, dear Grumbler, what appe-
tito for breakfast, we, I, myself, kim, his and himsclf
could bave had after gecing ourselves so bruially
mangled as we are in tho following extract from
D'Arcy's letter to tho Montreal Ierald ;

“I have no koowledge that tho Editor of the
Trve Witness holds offizially the position of repre-
senting Mr. McDonsld, nor can I permit nix to io-
terposo uIMSELY between tho principal in such an
agsault aad the principal in defenco—MysgLy.
Hie suppression of ¥ explanations to My constita-
ents, DJ9 repeated suppressions of similar malters
of fact of intercst to 1ms roaders, and suggestions of

what is uatrue, in relation to MyserLr, make it im-
possible for me to take kim up, &c.”

Now isn’t it beart-ronding in the exireme to see
ourselves go bratally abused? As a respectable and
well conducted personal person, I am not aware that
I have done anything to morit such cruelty, 1do
not see why ho doeso’t take up the ndjectives or
adverbs, and give it to them for a short time. Do
pleaso entreat him to leavo alove, as well as the
other peraonal pronouns, as_especially

Your devoted admirer,
EGO.

————
Miracnlous Escape of the Country:
From Old Doubl .

Bless cur old heart, we breathe again! It'a as-
tonishing how a'wost anything worries on old
’oman. Mercy on us, if those dear Cabinot Minis-
terg bad o’ been drownded, what would have be-
como of the country? We woro just putling our
wigaaway carefully in ita nest, and juat o golng to
take our caudlo and order the warming pan (for old
folks is 8o cold in the joints at nights, let alono
when one’s got the rhoumatics), «s we were o gay-
Ing, just a3 we wers goiag to take our few winka o'
sleep, and when one gets old, one can't gleep long,
leastways we cant—MNrs. Gamp came in to gossip
o bit about the great disnster oo Lake Haron. La,
bless ys ! we never felt so bad since our dear old
husbaad, old Atlas, rest hia precious old soul, gave
bis last kick sad gave out. - What woyld o’ becomo
f us if they'd 2 boeen Jost ?

‘We seot Mra. Gamp, which she is an o1d friend
of ours, to get the least drop iu life of the alcobolic
therapeutic, which has rapidly restored us, But
since we've thought it over, we don’t think there
wag any donger. Them passengers may thank
theit lucky stars, so they may, that they
bad a lot of good fellaws, like dear good John
A., snd angelic Sidnoy Smitb, along with them.

If thoy binda't beon there the passengers would all

haro been drowned. I€ George Brown, ilie mal-
conlent, and D'Arcy bad been on board, instend of
them, they'd all bave gone to the bottom, as sure
as aoything. Thoy might Lave climbed up tho
main top boweprit, asd cluog frantically to the
titler, but they'd bave perighed Jike traitors should,
Bless us, aint it & mcrey that the waves dido't take
Rose for Brown, and drown the good mon by mis-
take] Never wind, we'll go sud take a littlo drop
o' summit to warw eur inwards. Tho country is
saved, and we shap't lose our pap. Bleas us, they
sball never all go awny togetber agaic, for there's
po kuowing what may happon.
—_——

T0 THE HUMBER BAY PIC-NICEKERS,

‘We recommend all those who participsted in the
vaory succeesful pic-pic of Monday last to call at the
Daguerrean Rooms of Messre. Oarson, at the corner
of King and Yonge Streets, and inspect the excel-
leot views of the party taken on the grounds. We
believo they will farnish copies of the photographs
at very reasonable rates. A moro suitable souvenir
of 8o apgreeable a party could not be purchased.
e have bad the pleasure of gecing thew, and can
bear witness to their clearness and correctness.

—————

Champagne at Bazaars,

A correspondent writes to the Echo, complaining
that ladies scll Champagne at Bazaars, Wo agree
with tho correspondent that tho practice is repre-
Leosible. Tt jo quite enough for young gentlemen
to ron the risk of being intoxicated by the bright
eyes of the ladies who usually frequent Bazaars,
without addiog to the risk by introducing chiam-
pague.

The Qalt Joker.,

‘We must apologize $ our little contemporary for
oot nolicing its existence at an earlier dale. The
Joker is one of the clererest papers of the bumorous
kiod published in Canada; we bope that the peo~
ple of Waterloo and the neighbouring counties will
givoit o hearty support.

—————— .

BUSBINESS NOTICES.

For some tine past a turtle of glgaatic propostions wee the
obsorvod of all obscrvers, as it reclined ia studied carolosscsa
inftho window of the Terrapin. However, as tho objoet for which
turllen are caught is not solely to bo exhibited to the vulgar
gazo of tho public, and also as the feollugs of the turtie doscrves
somo constdoralion, Mcsers, Carlisle and McConkoy hava detor-
mined that the olorosald tartlo stiall depart thie life ot an carly
liour oo Monday ing, and that ita ly
body shall be converted into the moat dellolous soup and the
moxt apotizing steakr. The turtlo fs no doubt a largs one, Lut it
would reqairo to bo much larger to supply tho innumctable bow)s
of soup, and tho mountains of, steak lato which it has already
boon divided by the longing gazors who have feastod thelr eycq
on it during tho past fow dayr. As It is, howovor, wo announce
tho fact that 1ho mammotb Gigen Turile is 10 bo alain, and thag
—citbor in atoak or soup~it will be offored 28 & mest and
dreink offoring to the langlug appetites of a Toronto community,
on Mouday noxt.

1u'this greot sdvorliaiog country it ia an object 1o know tho
pame of a roliable bill-poat man who fully and neatly
pule wp your business piacards. We havo ooo fn our oyo whom
wo oan safoly recommend. He handics his brueh io on srijstio
mauner; his pasto is icreproachable, and his style of postiog
usiquo and tacteful, For the bencit'of advertisers wo glvo his
nawo and address,—-Georgo Watlson, City BUl Poslor, Ne, 38
Etizabeh Streot,




