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YE INSPECTOR GENERAL HYS DREAM,
BUAKESPEARE WRENCHED, TWISTED, ANU ILRKED QPF.
DRAMATIS YERRON.=King Aleck and his JSriends, Mr. £.T,
Galt ; Gruty George and kis fulluscrs,
SCENE L—Orrastrion BeNCuka.
Gritty George.—
‘Thus far Into tho Lowels of lio sesslon,
Havo we beea pnmmeling withont inpression ;
Galt and his recklesa foul and greedy crow,
Mavo kept thoir places, spite of mo and you,
Jobbing, corrupting, moviog to Quebee,
And making Cunads a bopoless wrock ;
Yot now, not satisfied with alltbis ruin,
Ho's still, by J ove, some newer 1oischicf bre\‘vlng,
Andlct mo warn you, all our hopes he'll mar, it
110 can but pass that bad and odious tariff.
He's put 100 upou brandy, gia, aud whiskey ;
(Yolls from soveral hopefuls)
1 knew tho thought of it would make you frisky ;
Tea, cofleo, rugar, book, aud o’cn engraviag
o's bocn und taxed, *twill surcly set ug rving §
But pow, Buchianay, that fluancixl ginut,
Has mado e galtant, hopeful, and defisut ;
1o’a au amendroent, full of sugeat eiws,
Such a3 witl bolp aod animate our eauso ;
B0, go it, toye, we'll kill or mako hitn yicld,
And romlor faaious o new Bosworth fold.
Drummond,—
That’s it, 01d boy, you'l] el tho Thamen on firo,
Our men disbeartened erst, now wi'l not tire,
Btick to't, and spite tho numbers of the foe,
Tl ontire aninu) I prepared 1o go.
George.—
A fig for numbers, Lotwis, "lia posilion,
Thrice is ho arraed who sits in opposition,
And be but feoblo though well fed wilh pap,
Who's got tho debta 10 pay with no'er o zap,
Tnanc, atlength, assistanco goldenlonds,
‘Who plays tho vulgar game is sure of iriends ;
Never give up, they'l) specdily disgorgo,
And yicld thoir places then to Gritty George,
{Ezeunt omnes )
SCENE Il,~Goveryyext Stoe,
King dlick—
Ikere, pitch we onco again into tho Grits,
And i€ you'll go 1t Blind, wo'll give *etn fita ;
Dubord, your jukes and soccrs though somorhat roxgh,
Stand us io happy stoad,—ou that, encugh.
Ias any careful noul craployed his wits
Ou tlie Division llat ? how atand the Grits |
Rose.—
Al is gorcue, my Tiego, wero suro of three,
At loant, suil pesbnps four of 2 wnjurity ;
Boakles thoy'ro cerlainly asenre-crow aut,
Aud wo may baply wheedls gome into our not.
K. Alick.—
Now, by {ho Budgot, sivs, and that’s an onlh
Not to Lo sneezed at, I am vory loth
To Jet o weok in idie parloy go
Beforo I biofat thons with official too.
Smith.—
My onabul friond—
K. Alick—
Well, Yankeo Sidney, say,
How may I servo your noblo aoul to-duy ?
Smith—
Wal, you wunt nothing do for we, 1 guess,
But praps I'll keop you from & tareal mcw,
Yield fu commltice, prowlecs go slick,
And you can gala by this kere bloodlesy teick.
K. Alick.—~
No you dont, Slduey, that was John A.' way,
But I amup to suull, old popliajay ;
Tl bo Jospecior Gonoral Ju men’s mpite §
Aud knock 1o Grils vp higber than a kito.

. [Exzeunt.)
SCENE NI.—Orrosirion Sipx.
Gritly George.
The weaty sun is gotilng lnto bod,
The ctouds, 1iko curtajos, hang around his head ;
His night cap's o, the Jight bo ’a putting out ;

1 hopo he'll riso benignly whon wo rent
“I'hoso wrelchod fooln, King Alick unil his Loyn,

And ond forever their oficial joys,

You, Foley, keep them goisg for na hour,
McGee, wy Loy, excrt your wiglity powor ;
Walbiidgo sid Counor, Dorion go in,
And ndd youe veices Lo the general din,
Enter Buckasan and vlker malcontents,
Ay dutlivg Lsaac aind thou banking John,
And Uou doae Lonest Malealn Cameren,
1 know your gontlo spirits coull not Lreok
Thelr fouluessmore ; aml nobly you forsook
Corruplion’s boat ; bo not at trilles stieklug,
And weo'll administer a final licking.
Truo from the Globe you'vo got somo hinsty wipes,
Aud oft beon pillosied with blackest typos ;
But now sits Conscionce on har former throne,
Aud with your help, the livld is all our own,
Malcolm Cameron.—
Well, be it so, I'm yure I'd just as soon,
Allhough you sorcly cut no ss the Coou ;
But time nud tiile avo in a liorekd buery
Of this again, whon wo aro through thoe skurry.
[Exit])
George,—
Meaowhile I'll walk in persou through the ranks,
Aud set the lesser lights upou their shinnks.
(Ezeuat omnes.)
SCENE IV, —=DBosworti FIKLD NUMBER TWO,
K. dtick.—
Rose, wheru the dickeos aro you ?
Rose—
lere ¥ wy Jord,
K. Alick,
Put some fresh brick-dust on my royal mvord 3
Say, is my beaver easier than before,
Sineo it was strelched at Knapman’s flasby storo ?
1t uot, go back ana purchase we another,
And givo {hat to Van Cocoa Nut, my brother.
01d Jsasc wavern, Rose, 1 thinlk you suid ;
1r bio persists in that, off with bis head,
8o much for 01d Buchanan ; ramnonrs iy
‘That tho two Cnmerons and McMickeu shy,
Try them, good llunkey, with the money test,
Promise grent chnnges—uh 1 you know tho rest,
Of all the indopemlent mou, we'ro sure,
But honest parly men we must atlure ;
Gowao and Robiusou aco eafely hoaxed,
Dut men of conscicace must bo ably coaxed.
I'll go to bed, [ thizk, yet, erol atrip,
I'1 Just step down to Lamb's aud get & wip,
(Exit)
Rosc.—
dietliluks tho King inclines to pipe ki eyo,
1o han not got thnt blessed wlacrily,
That jolly Imugh that ho erowhilo pussessed,
1is cbeerful lemper seoms o bit distressed,
Smith.— .
Pooht pook, you'll see when ho gits into Brown,
1lia Llubborchops arc anythiog but down ;
You'd luse your tempor, too, old Rose, *oa fulgo it,
Ir you had got the making of a budget.
[Ercunt.)
SCENE V.—A SThEET )N ToRoxTO,
K. Alick—
"Tis now half-past eleven, (ho ealoons
Are closoly barrod, 2t least they ought 1o bo,
If the wew Jaw and now police aro worlly
A rap; and I can't got & singlo horn,
Thongh care:ully I'vo tried ; uor can I slecp,
Though Murs grows tired of Llushiog, and the moon
Will tumblo snoring saon from lioe whito theone ;
I'fl dwwdly round thoe block—nod hark | tho roar
OF MereitUs stato caunls and Drown's roproaches
Rlug i my oar ; and thon McGeo's sharp wit,
Aud [logan's slicuco gorely touch my heart ;
How tuguid wink the stars, and the gaa lanpy
Disgraes tho company ; *tis deweed dark.
J1ow dumb {his stillness ; ooo can ovon calch
Tho faintest hiccup of 1he slragglor's homo §
Would hat tho bells would Ladlow “fire,”
1'0 case my wuto dosponding evul with shouis,
And brenk this currod silonco, bauling the machine,
Whore ia my lateh key ? curgo jt, horo it 183
T'I strip and bribo 01d Morpbeus for a slight roposo. T
{Lieo down, a groan is heard.)
a1 what (he doncodia that 2 "Tis not {ho cat,
For tho last porished yostreon by 1y hand ;

And yot if cats bavo ghosts, a6 said Pythagoras,
He p'raps way treat wo to a gpoatly acratch,
Pabaw U °tis miy Caucy or tho wind benenth
That cursed door, I'tl close iny pevpers,
Atd get inyeel{ onrolled awong the slecpers,
(Gliosts of Braudy, Toa, Collco, Boaks, Sc., rise.)
Brandy—(d Chorus of diluted gpirits duncing rosnd.)
0L} thou base traitor who Last boldly Iald
With double forco tby red nnd hideous hand
On my defenceivgs bend, who to n crow
Of smugglors fiorce and rudo has banished mo j—
Sloep on, while I at midnight's ghostly hour,
With dreams of horror wakoe thy guiity soul.
Now gather up thy thoughis—lel *om bshold
Mo 1ossed and tumbled on tho pobbly beach,
Whilst o)l around a bond of ruffiuns foast
Their luwless oyes, and clutch me in my arms.
This is thy work ;—let consclonee ficreely gnaw
Thy heart, ard terribly rovonge my wrongs.
King Alick mutters in his slecp.—
What bodes this drerim 2 aro those fierce spirtts which
At instauce of the water driokers I
Agninal wmy bester judgmont raised, now hither como
To torwent me ?
Gigantic chests of tea and bags of coffce advance.
Tea and Coffec— "
Deeam on and aeo {lio apicita inaocent,
Which thou with malico treitorouslins wronged,
Could wot our gentlo innocenee porauado
Thy cruo) heavt to pass us barmiless by ?
Ol 1 "twns a crusl deed, s most foul deed §
Thereforo unmourned uopiticd thou shalt fall.
K. Alieke.—
More horrors atill | whoo will this hideouns night
Givo placo to morn, {bat I way fmmolate
DBolh tea sud coffee at my watin meal 2
Whole librarics of books stalk in.,
Book:

‘I'biivk on our wrongs, then wrotehed mooster, think §
Tiast thou not taxed our life's blood for thy greod ?
‘I'axed kaowledge, taxed (ho poor man's ohiefest friond ?
Thy fatbier loved and clierished us, but thou
Hast recrennt proved, then fall, despair, and dio,
Now wake, thou trailor, wake I let Lolls of guilt
Proy on thy waking Lours ; let thy dack fall
To guilly minds 8 fearfal warning provo.

K, dlick—(awakonivng.)—
Givo me & cocklail—Biddy, lold, my head 1
Huvo morcy—stay [ ha t soft 1 *tivas but & drcaw ;
Bul tlen so torribla it shakes my soul
Whoo I but think on't, atill [ cant roteeat.

Grite.—
Do your worst ; como on—Drown, Camorvn, all ;
111 stil) press ov wy tarilf though 1 fall.
Who's thore ?

Smith.—
Tis I, my lord, a littlo Cobourg roosior,
Como to salute you carly in the morn §
Gucess now, I'm here, I'd bottor buckle on
Your Lordship's armour.
K. Aliek—
Ol 1 seissors, Sidnoy, baven't 1 been senrod ?
Fve had auch droawna, kuch visitante, by Jove,
Such macking spirits—faith thwir glostly frowns
Appal e more thao twooty thousand Browus,
Smith.—
Do not get skeored at dreatas, your Majesty,
L had a waiden auut who had & donkey,
Oneo in tho dark I took it fora aparrit,
Ghoales is humbuge, Alick don't betove *om,
George Browa *ud split himeol( with laughing i€
1lo heard that you woro ealawampused thus,
K. Alick—(galvanically)
George Browu bo blowed, 1t wovor shall be eatd
That anything can turn tuls weighty hoad ;
Teuco books and brandy, you aro but a trick
You vaialy tbreaton nc, tho Great Adiclt,
Rosxo, Siwith and Cayloy wavo ilic bannors o'er om,
Wo'll conqueor, livo or dio for ad valorem ;
Ceaao, spirits, ceass {hat taunting strain,
Yo ghosts avaunt] Galt iv biself ngain.
Ezittragically,
N. B.—The Clear Grit Richmond has not beon po suceossiul ng

bis numosako ; King Alick hna irtumphed, and tho whole
“pix Richmonda" 10 slaughtored &t Luls feot.

Enter Smith.
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