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- TﬁE*‘ ‘ DA?!;KWLANTEBN " MEETING.

IMPORTANT CCMMUNICATIONS.

The following communications we prGSEDthto :1"'
readers, that they may not be ignorant ?f the d?:-
ribls machinations of evil and revolu.txo.nm-yf ie-
posed persons, against the crown and dignity of our

5 ign.

be:::t;z::::ris made by our correspondents, do
not, unfortunately, point distinctly to lhe. lea((ller gf
this infernal conspiracy,but there can be httle‘ on
on the mind of any intelligent and .loyi'\l subject, of
the existence of atreasonable orgamzat.lon through-
out Canada, more formidable and exten:ive than that
discovered by the celebrated Titus Oates :

Sir—The papists are arming—I know it—the
arms were smuggled into Canada in the trunks of
Smith O’Brien, I saw last night two Roman Catho-
lics going up Church Street with guns in their hands,
and [ heard they were taking them to the palace to
be blessed by the Bishop. The dark days of Ireland
are coming again. Protestants arouse, down with
the dogans—no surrender.

Yours traly, )
Oraxer Linvy.

Say, GrumBLER—If yeou dont look out sharp

there’ll be an all-fired tarnation row soon—you’ll

is from the pen of the suthor “ Ossean.” We en-
gaged his services for the day at the enormous sum
of 25 cents—drinks included. He comes from a
country where the water is rather scarce:

It wagon the twenty-fourth of May. The year

was '59.  The hour wag half-past three. I heard s |

distant roar of voices. I looked up to the invisible |

winds of Heaven, whence descends the refreshing
rain, and asked aloud “what's the mus.” The
winds heeded me not. 1 gazed into the depths of a
neighbouring area, and enquired of the cook, whose
countenance looked like the full moon, * what’
row.”” The red-faced in
me to “go look.”
Ilooked! Do I forgetthe scene.

Toronto militia was at hand. Fore
Brooks,

3 the
dividual politely requested

The army of the
most rode Capt.
on a meleor-like galliant grey nag. The
kills trembled as he passed. So did the sides of
the multitude.  He looked like the son of a gun,
His mission was to capture Russian guns,

The “chieftain Holliwell bestrodela wicious hoss,
He looked like the roaring winds. Many other war-
riors were also in the throng.
like the dark rolling clouds. The Custom House
wharf was soon stormed, Prostrate at the feet of
the invaders lay those Russian gunag.

Then out spoke the gallant Mayor, Wilson: “Into
the hands of the city ars fallen these guns; let’s

The army moved

have to put the breaks on them niggers—theyre a
risin—that's so—jest look at Brantford, aint they a
heen adoin it thar, and aint they sassy enuf here to
do the same thing. Yeou Britishers dont Xnow how
to treat them varmin, jist take wy advice kindoap
'me, take ’em down south and sell ‘emy you'll git
rid of the critters quietly and be able to pay your
debts into the bargain.

Yours etarnally,
Eumvu Prukins,

carry them hence ia triumph, Jones,lend a hand I”
Jones, a sturdy policeman, volunteered two hands,

but could not lift the guns, by reason that they
weighed five tons each.

Dismay was stamped on the fac
The police force was ordered to “take up the guns,”
But they could not. The gallant militia grew black

in the face as the midnight storm ; but
would not budge.

The Yorkville cavalry charged the guns,

e of the mayor.

the gung

but they

Deer sur—1 rite these fu lines hopein u ar wel as
this laves me at prisent—i want toe tell u sur that
thars mighty quare doins goin on and that same
thief o the world Bob Mudy’s at the botum ov it—
didnt I cam across the konspiraytors houldin meet-
in, and wag'nt Bob Mudy in the cbair and wag'at
dik dimpsy and Hoppkinns snd more betokens O glar
goWn thare too, wid dark lanters one in ache hang
and Allan the jayloor was spechin and ses he, we'll
throd on them—thats us the dogans—we'll throd on
them ses he, we will seg Mudy, yes ses he—and
then the lites went oat and I could'nt see to here
any more.

ures till deth do us partt,
Micragrn OsHAUGHNESY.

Awske—Awake—a most damnable plotsa hatch-
ing, I scent the turmoil from afar, ere another week
the Grits will ery havoc and let slip the dogs of war
—arouse! arouse!

Streas,

GREAT GUNS,

A TAL® OF THE TIMES OF OuD!

The following pithy description of the failure to
remove the two Russian guns, at preseént lying at

remained undismayed, The multitude ags
guns with violent epithets, but the guns were im-—
movable. Once, and once only, the guns seemed
inclined to “go off,” and that was when the Mayor
perpetrated a joke. The Jjoke rolled away into the
distance—gso did the militia—so did the people.
The guns remain where they were,

ailed the

O
THE THEATRE,

The “ Merchant of Ve_nice”
Thursday evening at the Roy

‘ combination of talent,” to use the apt expression
of the programme, has been seldom excelled on oyp
boards. Mr. J. B. Howe sustained Shylock ; Mr.
Biss, Gobbo; and our fair friend, Miss Thompson,
Portia ; while the other characters in the piece
foungd able répresentatives in Megars, Marlowe, Hill,
and Lee. OQur old friends, Mrs. Ma

rlowe, Mrs. H1l,
and Miss Glenn, and Mr, ang Miss Herbert, were

also successful during the week.

Howe's Shylock was an excellent re
Wwas received with merited applause,
owes all his success to study. His «
not what we might expect, but his ¢
tion of the text, and the artistic mp
every sentence was delivered more
sated for minor drawbacks, The la
triumph of acting.

Miss Thompson’s Portia was e

Wwas performed on
al Lyceum, The

ndition, and
- Mr. Howe
make up” wag
orrect concep,
ner in which
than tompen-

86 £cene wag a

the Custom House wharf, on the Queen’s Birth-day,

qual to hep Rosa-

linde. 1In both characters she succeedeq, Her Por.

tia was superior to her Rosalinde in that it wa
more unaffected—a fault, perhaps the only fault,
which Miss Thompson has a tendency to encourage-

Mr. Bass has all the requisities—except, age, Per
baps—1o succeed ag a Shakesperian clown. His

. is
\ Touchstons hai the true Shakesperian smack. Hi

Launcelot Gobbo was also excellent. Mr. Bass is}too
experienced an artiste to sagrifice the text to thg
empty applause of the pit as some otherwise goo
players do not hesitate to do.

With accustomed bad taste, the house was not
filled on Thursday evening. Indeed, if Mr. Mar-
lowe wishes to draw full houses, he must engage &
nigger company. However, to-night will be an G'X‘
ception, as it is set apart for the benefit of M.lss
Thompson. Bad as our theatre-going community
bave shown themselves, they have displayed a de-
eire to recognize the rising genius of this yoursg
lady. We therefore announce with pleasure Misd
Thompson’s benefit—her farewell benchit, we be-
lieve—for to-night. .

On Monday the  Merry Wires of Windsor” Vf’lu
be performed, for the tenefit of Mr. Bass; on which
occasion Mr. Bags and Miss Thompson will appear
before & Toronto audience for the last time, for
some time. We hope a very short time.

On Wednesday, Miss Daverport's engagement
commences. She is one of the best artistes on the
boards at present. It gives us great pleasure to an-
nounce that our old friend, Mr. John Nickiusol'!y
will also appear shortly on our stage. During his

engagement we may expect some excellent produc-
tions.

IN MEMORIAM PLAYFAIRI

Weep, Lanark, weep! the glory of Playfa-i!' has
departed ; the great ecclesiastico-military legislator
is unfrocked. Who shall count on lasting fame 00
earth 7 The gallant Colonel has been cruelly un-
frocked.  The stern authorities of an aﬂs“‘::
church have deprived the dear old member of h;
license as a preacher; and all tecause he br%"en{
8tood by Oartier, and winked approvingly at l:he
day dancing and champagne. No more shall o
erring ones of Lanark quail beneath his stern vo
proof; no more shall that noble brow, tede(}ddy
With silvery hair, frown oa the follies of the gt ns
youth ; no mere shall those soft gpectacled Org“e_
of vision flash with righteous ire on the pervers s
nets of the times. Poor Playtuir's OPCUP"'“?I;‘“_
gone! We cannot refrain from dropping a tr1 "
tary tear upon the bier which shrouds the mOTH'
remains of his ecclesiastical existence. FareweAé
a last farewell! dear clerical layman, farewell 1' o
Quebec no Prying eyes shall trace thee to Cartier s
door; no Grumbler watch thee sip the old fﬁha';‘e
brgoe, or whirl with the pretty damsels in the
dan::e. We cannot trust ourselves to say moreé;
again, thou Reverend Beay Brummel, adieu !
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BUSINESS NOTICE.

t
; is 000 want more thag another which makes it!;‘l’
felt in the heat of summer, it is—n pood drink, Startle ndy
good temperance fiiend, we are not about to suggest bratt
ot 8herry cobblers, though these are by no m
T jaundierd yisi ’
A good familiar creature, if
tazo spoke it. At presunt
tention to s s

If there

Vi£10n views them. That ¢ vyoug

7 we Lolieve, even 1 r at

» Lowever, we desire to call you ting

otly tempersnce beverage, more invigerd GE-

than water, lesg fXciting than tea, We refer to the P A‘“{\ree“

M by Mr. Goeniks at his store on King S_d,'cal

e of tiie Graat Grit Globe, The B3

v iquld have leen long ago establishe the

authority (oo competent €y be gaiusayed ) it is puod for the
weuk, retreshing to the stiong, and is kept nscool as ice in

hottest times,

h H R
; % Anyone who desires a roslly invigorating, ®
yot Unintoxieating, glass, should patronize GOEDIKE.



