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“ONB LIT‘I‘LE CODFISH.”

INTERESTING INGIDENT, um IMPORTANT CORRBSPOND-
ENDE BETWEEN TilB GOYERNOR-GENERAL, MR.
. DROWN AND THE ‘““ORUMDLER.”

Codfish stories are good at all times~~good for a
laugh, at least; but we bave bad & particalsrly
rich one in store for our readors for a good while
back. Ithas been well salted and pickled, and is,
therefore, none the worse forits keep. We all re-

ber well the sirring comparison which M.
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By the lone patbway of an aucient torrent,
‘Whose gilvery aoul had long since passed away,
A tired soldier caught a sight abhorrent,

That in & patch ot misty moontight lay,

"Twas where the great, red sledges of the thunder
Had fall'n upon the anvil of the rocks,

And split the mighty masses all in sunder,

Auad tumbledithem about in frowning blocks,

Arrested there, his pulses wildly flying,
And cvery bair erect upon bis head,

He saw a form before him calmly lying—
It was o woman’s, who bad long been dead,

Her oyes were gone, and round her skull was
braided

A line of loathsomae worms as in & wreath;

‘Whilo from her face the flesh bad wholly faded,

‘And o toad croaked between her ghastly tecth.

A stain upon her bosom, dark and dusty,
Suffused the robe that wrapt her still around;
For passing through it jagged fierce and rusty,
A bayonet pinned her to the very ground.

"And ag be still scemed morbidly to linger,
Unable sucha ghostly scenc to.pass,

_His eye caught something, on her fleshless finger,
‘That glitteced in the moon among tho grass,

‘Blowly he bent, but now too lato to save her,
‘Whea with a cry, that reat the silent night,

Ho seized the gom-=it was tho ring he gave ber
‘Eré be had gone to mingle in the fight. -

And now the bayonet, from her breast lio tears it,
And ber bleached corse, embracing e'er and o'er,
Oﬁ' through the lonely midnight wild ho bears it,
A hopeleu maninc forever more.

. " efiounded oo an. llcklunt connectod irith tho preson'. Mnor-
iun conﬂlol.

Cartler made, one night in the House, of 500,000
codfish in the Basin of Gaspo being equal to’ the

. |same number of Clear Grits in the wilds of Water-

loo and Wellington and Grey. And we remember,
quite as distinetly, the loud, thundering,
ing tones of the Globe's indignation at such an out-
rage upon Upper Conada, as was the comparison
of 500,000 stalwart Reformers to 500,000 miserable
denizons of the waters of Gaspe. Yes, Mr. Brown
wag terribly savege. Had poor, little M. Cartior
been then within reach of the great Grit Chicftain
we foar tho Qlobe sanctum would have been con-
verted into a slaughtor-house, and the Onontio
seen gobbling up—without season or galt—the

a. tnt

his fect, took one of the fish upon a fork, and look.
ing over at Mr, Brown said— o

% Voules-vous one petite codfish, Monsieur Brown,
mon ami P’

Never did & practwd joko tako better, and tho
dighes on my Lord’s table verily danced with the
clatter mado by the guests. As for Mr. Brown, it
was porfectly plain he did not relish the proceed-
fng at all, and was heard to mutter something
sbout “party and personal feelings” being con~
tinuelly outtaged for the scke of ¢ country.
Whether thero was collusion between . Oartier
and Mr. Monck, to have the fish on the table, ;we
cainot say; but we do kmow that the inciderit
really occurred.  Novertheless, to make sure -df
the truthfulaess of thestory we addressed tho fol-
lowing note to the Governor-General i~

Downing StaEET,
Toronve, Aug. 8, 1864,

To Lono Monog, Goveraor of Canada, Now
Brunswick, Nova Scotia, Prince Edward Island,
Red River, Newfoundland, Auticosti, Britich
Columbia, and all the othor countries included in
John A. Macdonsld’s and George Brown's Con-
federation— =~

Will your Lordship be kind enough to pleaso
obligc the undersigned by letting him know whether
it is or is not triie that AL, Cartier offered to help Mr.

andacious Frenchiman. M. Cartier, howevor, was
not, at all, put about by Mr. Brown’s clamor and
threatening ; he, evidently, bided big time for
quiet, pleasant, good-humorcd revenge. And he
had it, just in that stately, clever, polite way to be
expecled from thorough gentlemen who would
desiro to pay a person off who was not a gentle-
wan. Well, in short, Lord Monck, who bas beon
most particularly active of late in quicting troukl-
ed walers, in mixing 6il and waters, reconciled dis-
cordant cnemies, snd bringing together, in foudly
grip, the ) ted rivals for Canadian cham-

Brown to codfish at your table, and whether 1hers
was ¢ prior arrangement between you and M. Car-
tier, that that gontleman should have the privilege
of acting a3 be bag 8aid to have done, without jn-
curring your great displeasure ; and aldo, whether,
on account of the affair, Mr. Brown would bave
resigned had it not been for your persnading. bim
not 80 to do. It ig necessary that Uppdr Cauada
sbould-be in no doubt as to either the ‘truthfulness
or falsity of the statement, I havo taken every
pains here to find out all about it, but am not yet
tisfied, - I have consulted with such lead-

pxonslups——wo see this bigh pea ker brought
two no less persondges togelher than M. Cartior,

and Mr. Brown, Face to face at my Lord’s din-
ner table, with their legs playing snake-fonco un-
dor my Lord’s rare mahogauy, did these warriors
meet; bat tho war notes bad ceaged, “the balchet
bad heen buried, and the two gentlemen met thore
28 cordinl gueats of my Lor‘d‘s. However, not-
withstanding that the const 1 difficulty bad
just been setued thero was“one littlo malter of]
indebtedness for which M, Oarticr had not reccived
his compound interost; so be thought ho would
obtain it thero and theo, and have the old set of]
books closed up entiroly. Our plucky Frouchman

nppcncd so borrible in ‘the eyes of Mr. Brown.
M, Cartier watched bis opportunity, and, when

was ot long at tho table when be twigged some|
of the vory same kind of fish which bad formerly

ing Couservative men in this city as Mr.
O'Neil, Carlislo & McConkey, Riley & May, Capt.
Dick, Alderman Baxter and .others. All' theso
give no opinion on the matter. So to youn'do 1
appeal. An early anawor will oblige,
Yours,
Loyal as ever,
GruusLeg.

" On Thursday wo received the following myntem
ous answer in French :—
Monsiour “ Grumblor,” Toronty :

Jo nais patloz pas l'Anglais.
Oertier.

Voiyoz l[onsncnr

(Signed) : qumon. i
Determined to got some answer of satisfiction-
« Yittle displeased to find that wo cnn'only do busi-
nesa at tho-vice-regal résideace in “a. foreign tdni-

certain of being noticed by all at tho tablo, rose jo

gue—and pot ublo to  iéo Monmur Osrtier" [



