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THE GRUMBLER.

' If there’s a hole In a’your ¢coats
Irede you tent it;

A chiel's amang you taking notes,
And, faith, he'll prent it.

SATURDAY, MARCH 17, 1860

HERE WE ARE AGAIN!

Dean Puptic.—It is with joy we greet you after
an interregoum of five months. It was for your
pleasure that we came into existence. It was for
our own that we went out of it. Tired, however, of
inglorious ease, and thirsting to avenge the iosulls
inflicted wpon unprolected society, Wwe once more set
our lance in rest and stand before you—or sit hefore
you bestriding onr favorite hobby, which ever expres-
sion you like best—the cliampion of cvery right, the
foe of every wrong.

Since we vaeated e Editorial Chair, great changes
have taken place—though we cannot say that the
occupants of high places bave fn any woy changed.
Scarcely was the ink dry which announced that

Imost-cqual-to-n-national-calamity of an event to o
sorrowful and  if-the-truth-ust-he-told-somewhat-
fickle-minded-comumunity, than a swarm of gad fties
over-spread the land buzzing their puerile trash and
vile personalitios into the domestic ear. Seavcely
had our Editorial Chair time to cool after we retired
with honor from jts cosy embrace, than a dreadful
epidemic hroke out, which spread itself from the
farthest cast 1o 1he most remote west, and from the
highest north to the bottomless south. The couse-
quences were alarming.  Every tea-table became the
Tome of banished jokes and exiled puns—every family
circle, theAsylum of forhidden jeuz desprit, and inter-
dicted eriticisms.

Nor did the evil end here. Fashion, never con-
stant, went to the dogs completly, r finct which is the
only way of counting for the number of puppies
lately let loose upon society. Hoops cxpanded :
Bonnels contracted. Hatslost all shapes their wearers
all sense.  Politics, too, & deranged, Meml
of Parlinment began once more to play the very devil
with common sense and grammar, While local as-
pirants after immortality cocked their tails and went
off at an alarming rate.

Al these evils demanded an immedinte remedy.
That remedy could be no other than the re-appear~
ance of that friend of order, terror of fools, com-
panion of wise men—Tur Gauxsten. Thevelore, here
we are: overflowing with benevolence, bursting with
wit, and ont-of-the-elbows with canstic. Once more
we convert our sanclunry inlo a Reformatory Prison
for the bad jokes nud cast-away Joe-Millerisms {hat
at present rove up and down sociely, appalling the
nervous and disgusting the learned. Again we shall
prepare onr establishient to be the rescrvoir for all

the worthless suggestions, meaningless squibs and
starved poemns which at present addle the teeming
braing of their Inckless authors. All 1his we shall
submit ourselves to and much more, if we can only
secure the smiles of the ladigs, the approval of the
wise, and be. able to write onrselves for thé noxt
century.
The Public's
Most faithful servant,
GRUMBLER.
————

'0 OUR READERS,

ece we are again
Tuwbling in pell-medl.
ow are alt the folks?
Ilope they're pretty well.
Here we are alive,
Nhnble and alert,
Since we saw you last
No one has bheen hurt,
Wehave had arest
For a monthor two,
Now we're In our hest
Making hows to you.
Rendy for soate fun
Come from where it wil,
Norw we're i the field
A spicy Grumbler still,
In our little sheet
No side wlli we know,
Butatl shabby tricks
Welllnot fall 1o show,
Those who fish for apoils
In the public dyke,
Now may rest assured
That they Nl catch our plke.
Not that we'll be sples
On their every deed,
But we'll dot their eyes
Ifwe see there's need.
An npproving look
E'en a gracious smile,
‘Tho we're ratlicr sour,
May affect our siyle
Much more, kirul support
May affect ot life,
For we've need of golit
To endure the strife.

———
LETTERS TO PUBLIC MEN.

Lo Iton. J. C. Morrison, Solicitor General,

Poor Litree Jog,-~

What on earth was John A. thinking of, when he
made you Solicitor General? What, in the name of
common sense, did he expeet to nccomplish by it?
We thought, in our innocence, that, after your singu-
Intly unhappy breakdown in political life, you had
resolved, with that worthless penitence which failure
in n course like yonrs often produces, to amend your
ways nnd become a quict inoffensive, and, if pos-
sible, & nseful member of society.  With that avidity
for affice which has constiluted you the forlorn hope
of every government during the last decade, you
looked to John A. for another place. Any place, &
Commissioncrship, n Collectorship, a Registrarship,
anything with nothing to do and & large salary for

doing it.  Yon did not venture to lift your cyes to &
shrievalty ; your ambition hardly reached so far; if
it Qid, your pocket failed you. John A. felt hound
to {ake pity on you. You are of that plinnt material,
of which ministerial dummies are wade ; whether as
Receiver General or Solicitor General, you make an
cxcellent puppet whilst a srewd leader works the
wires. The Autorney General knew your use, hut he
also was aware of yowr weakness. Ie, therefore,
gave you the Registrarship of the City of Toronto,
The office, was suitably selected; the dutics are not
very laborious ; and as scavcely an ordinary amount
of talent is required, you were eminently fitted for th
sitnation ; had you chesen to remain, you might per-
haps have profited yourself aud done little or no harm
to the couniry. The place was also chosen well. In
ts when parli over~

whelmed you with regret, the City of Toronto, n
Governmental Hospital for political incurables would
have afforded you o collector of the Customs, whose
fate yon shared and whose sympathy you have every
right to claim. One would bave thought these rerai-
niscenees would have tausht you the vanily of your
politicnl aspirations. It was not so. You preferred
to resign an office in which you could even’shine, for
another in which you cannot expect to trinmph, in-
asmuch as you failed before. If you possessed the
frail points of the Attorney-General, we conld casily
undersiand that, in a moment of weakness, you had
been deluded imto tho step. We regret that even
{hat sereen will not mask your political nakedness.
You possoss the shrewdness of a mediocre man ; you
can tell when it is time for the rats to leave the Go-
vernment bark ; wby did you enter it when the fates
were warning most weatber-cocks fo leave it. You
lave taken passage in a doomed vessel; you lave
forsaken one berth where you were tolerably secure,
for anothier from which your incompetency nust soon
el you. )

Toolish little Joe, you have Leen mis-led, your good,
casy temperament bas been imposed upon.  The
Registrarship is gone and your fulse step seems jrre-
vacable. But you may yet lLe saved, If South
Ontario, Grey and othet independent constit i
agnin refuse you, Niagara, {he diy dock for such
political hulks as you are, may still take you in for
the neceessary repairs,  Should she also repel, yomr
only refuge is a Coronership. If you are wiae, you
will not delay in accepting the post,  Runniog races
with Death and Dr. Hallowell would improve yowr
constitution and profitably employ your time. At
any rate let the conntry know what John A, is going
to do with you. It is termenting to stumble aver old
political lumber in the corridors of government; you
must be stowed avay, and that quickly, the sconer
the helter for the public, as'well as, your sypathizing
enemy, Tux GnuMnLen. -

P. S.—Pleasc tell your Tory friend, the Speaker,
that a3 I have all (he Kuighthood correspondence, I
shall have something to say to him next-week,

{ary rewmini




