Ye Enight of yo Curls gootb to yo Governor
General.

-—
One foggy Deorp, "wos ip Dresmber time,

(& deizzting, abivery, allaud La'fish day,

Ouo of thore dnyr, we've lute been bloased withal

Now good old Cauuck freczing's out of furhion,

And yieldn the prl lo Cockuey wirels and rain.)

The snn Jooked Jike arickly onion i the fog.

The chinn eys rulkily forcboro to smoke, -

Or fitfully in turss puffed up and doun.

Aud al) things hud a moinl and dawpirh sirell,

SKovo one d:y wilvrd ani Laggnid wan,

Who paced tho ligneous yathways of Lh:0 town,

Liko a revivificd E3 plian mupmy.

Bolicd was bis abirt, kis boots were ditto, ditto,

Suggeeling thoughte of midnight oil and garret,

Of washing billa unpaid, remorsclexs tailors,

Aad all the evils of thesc luckless times,

At Simeoo street bo pauard aod looked askaveo

Through the Jeft coroer of his dexter eye,

To where Sir Edn:und bolds Lis royal cowt—

Th' abhored ol Giile, iho mighty “Shall ard WilL"”
o1 shail go ju, Brown will not hinler me,*

Ho eaid, regardiess of Sir Edmund’s book,

Pulied down his dicker, clicercd his drooping trill,

Gavo a last twirl to tuat prodigious bair,

‘Ilien passed tho gato ; the reatry wrapped nud mute,

Gave placo with awo and o Sir Hogan went,

“Give to bis Esccllency this oy card,

Aud tel bim that I wait bis pleasaro here,”

Quoth Hogan to ko footmen i the Ilall.

T'he Aunkey woot, and pow wheo all alone,

Strauge thonghta, I ween, Sir Losan's braiss omploged

Fanlastic struclures reared be o tho air,

As chieap and baseless 100, a5 ever youth

Juo playful taney joyed himsell witbal,
Ho 1bonght when graced nilbiilles snd the placo,
How he would grace the gubervator’s cbnir,
Wit wines be'd iave, what gorgeous “fixinga” eke,
What mighty speecho aho would make, and then
How he would sounage Carticr and Brown,
And crush the minions who bis pjaamire, crosscd
Till wheo the fovtinan camo {0 welgon 6 Lim,
Hogau was bowing vut smno fullon ministers,
Adjusting cabineln, fuisbing o crisix,
g hin f208 & Mmighty dend of pain,
Till, laugbiug al there Betions of bis Lenin,
He rose, with countennnce eercoo and slear,
Aud hiow be thrived [ tho requel siall nppear,
ScenE—RecrrTiox RouN.
Sir Edmund :=Dear Mr, Hagan, let me welcemo you,
Thou only Grit of galtant acul and true,
Qivo e your hand, you choicest ol the trumps,
You camo to cheer me, I was in the dumps,
Things sre not going with us, na 1 wivh,
Cartier Istetchy Goli*s a miippery fish ;
How could J, Hogan duar, give you u ¢all,
To {ake your proper place in Council Ral),
Mistroat within my bosom ne'er eauld lurk,
IL I wore counscllen by A socond Burke.

Hogan :—Dear Head, | thauk you, for you feol, | guess,
‘I'his mighty aaupliment {n your distresa §
Fuclings of pity @lL iy tender heart
And though 1staod alone, I')] tako your part,
Deapito the Grits and Brown, you stlll sb~il stand,
By iy sole aid in triumph and command,

Do not oxpress yovr gratitude, [ sco
You fov] elernally in debtto m:.

Sir Edm oMy hearifelt fin Hugs you may woll divine,
(Rotatlack, bid the but{ rftch tho wine,)
Ungratoful Grits, all anviug ove, foratke,
(Ievine bring up w alica or two of cake,)}

No helplag hand Lut thiae, havo I at court,
(Wil you take Sherry, llogaa, Hock or Port,)
This cruel ircalmoot ig 8 beayy shock,

Hopan«—(Thaok you, I'll ixke s littlo drop of lHock,)

Sir Ed.—Thoy thiuk Pm happy 7o°ling hore ju wealth.

: Hogan—(Woll, good Sir Edmund, bero's your royal hesltb.)

Sir Ed—But 1his sad wrang’ing padly rogra ny Jot,
(Tho samo to you, sir, I hud nigh fergot.)
. WWould that you miglht o “ oficor of mine”

* Jlogan—(Great Cesar, but this Lock In very Gno.)

*-Head~~You at the kiolm,I'd cat and driok, b morry,

(Perhaps you would liko to try my goldon pherry,}

-sary to its satisfaction.

Tou aro the only staterman in tho erow,

Fox, I'itt and Burko were nothing, sir, to you
Taoat mnly brow, that nyble hoad of haie

Givo you, T fatter ndt, a nabl uir,
Givo wo a carl, [ pray you, uoble sir,

I promised Lady Head, I'd got it lver.
L'ogan—(Risinz) [0 aughtbut that,l'n youes,sic Eimund Head,
And that 1’1l et you have, when I am doad,

Iut till this noblu Lieart in death shall stop,

No ono may daro a single lock to crep.

But now, adiow, and if you still retain

TLis 103l place, I'll call on you again.

Brows, Foloy, @unnor and the clear grit crew,
May lot thelr thundors fall on mo and you,

But tronblo nol, Sir Bémund, | am by,

With you to Hvo god thrive, with youco die;
Though Brown at us kis loadent thualora bucls,
Fear not, you'ro gholtorod by iy koightly curls,
McGeo may clamuue L Lthe echaes ving,
‘You'reaafa onseanced benoath wmy upacious wing,
‘There's one, besido you, Edmund, “I do say,”
Who'll drive your bittorest of fues away,

One not alarmed by Tory, Grit or Dogan,

That man am 1, Jobn Sberry Hognn.

(Exitinafever.)
——

FOLLY INTHE JURY BOX.

1 roay not cail them fooln ; but this I think,
Whoen thoy are thirsty, fvols would fain bave delnk.
Shakspeare.
The frequent exbibitions of folly and stupidity in
tbe jury box, almost sbake one’s faith in that much
vaucted popular institulion. A curious volume
wight be written on tbo wrongs and biundera com-
witted by ignorant or jofatuated jurors, and Caneda
hns just furnisbed a fresh chapter of the history at
the Cobourg assizes. Dr. King was tried for an of-
feace of the blackest charactor; if guilty of it, he
i3 vae of the most bardeoed villaing who ever dis-
graced the form of bumnaity. According to the
evidence for tbe crown, he bad conceived a passion
which rendered the rewoval of his poor wife neces-
Taking advantage of a
temporary i ition, he administered arsevic;
aud eagerly auticipaling the issue witha brutality
scarcely ever surpassed, hetold her that she could
pot live a month.
Confiding in bim, despite ils fiery lasie, and the
pains it gave ler, she took the poisoa from bis
bapd. The effocts of overy doss wore made the rea-
sons for administeriog anotber; neitherlo e nor pity
stayed his band ; her womsnly confidenco in his
ability, sticred no remorse; he sat besido hor bed
with words of affection on his lips, watching the
writhings of the poor girl, tlll, impatient at hor tar-
dy death, with a dose of opium he consigaed her and
ber unborn infant to the sleep which knows no wa-
king.. Talk ‘of your vulgar agsassing, talk of the
man who feels his wife with one blow of the axe, or
8tabg his fellow when overcomo by diink and pas-
slon, bo is apotleas when compared with him, who
saswers looks of confidenco and love by anxious
words of well-feigned pity, while day after day hels
admioistering the deadlycausc of sickness to che poor
victim of his adulterous passion, and grzing, with-
out one pang, npon ber pains, can cooly and persist-
ooly ply his awful trade. We say, if Lo is guilty
be is indeed a wretch of the most hardened and in-
feroal typs, The evidence satisGed the jury of bis
guill, yot what was tueir verdict? Let it mot be
whispered in Arkanaes and ladiana, for our just ri-
dicule of Western juries will be turced upon our-
splves—“Guilty with & reconmendation to mercy

Woy mercy 7 Show us o man whose crime should
loprive hira of that recorumondalion, if this culprit
is wortby of it. If they had doubt of his guilt,
why oot give the poor wretch the beaefit of it by
acquittiog bim; but Geding bim guilty of the crime
and then asking mercy, is & treuson to humanity and
their oaths, wo did not cxpect from Canadisa jurora.
It speaks badly of the humauity of mea, when
the pame of mercy can be dragged down to
sbield a crimo so0 terrible as this most atrocious
rurder,

WHAT NEXT?

Walkiog through the streets of the city yesterday,
a flaunting yellow placard caught our eye. It wasg
beaded #“ A Spicy Number,” and turned out to be &
devico for extending the circulation of the Weekly
Globe. Of course we pnss Do censures on 80 ob-
[*viously legitimato 8 mode of advertizing, we merely
dosiro to direct out readers' atlontion to the quali-
fications which go to make up # A Spicy Number”
according to the delicate aund iotellectual taste of
the Globe's publishers. The first is an elaborate ac-
count of the “ Great King Poi:oning Case, tried at
tha Cobourg Assizes.” The socond, * The Mitchell
Wife Murder.” These seem the spiciest points in
this spicy number.

Now we once for all protest against the allempt‘
the Globe is making Lo inoculate 1he public mind in
Cavuada, with thet Yaokeo sensation system, which
is fod by Marper, Frank Leslie, The Ilerald, Polics
Gazelte, and a legion of others, We do not know
what the Globe's notious of o family puper may he;
it pretends to sensitive morality and decorum, and
yot week after weck, we hear of “spicy numbers”
filled with stories of crime and horror. We should
liko lo agk our contemporary, if a system which
wakes a boro of a villsin and familiarizes the n_lind
with the disguiting dotails of a culprit's lifo and
crimes, can have any other but a vitiating effect
upon the popular wivd. “Wild Cat Banking” and
ttpo retrenchment” are harmless enough, but if the
Globe is renlly desirous of snbserving the interests of
Caoadian morality, let us hear no more tales of
borror, no mero * apicy humbers.”

-——

BUSINESS NOTICE.
Econony in the consumplionof gnd ir a most desiralle consu~

mation, moat likuly to be ptished throvgl tho i

ality of a new patost G Burner, mavulaclured by Mesars,
Cuiings & Wolle, and rold by Mr. Pearson, Tlo easiog efected
Iy the burnor is one-third. The beat ovidenco of which v to Vo
nusd $o tho fact that tho Gas Osmpany have adopted them
PRA L 0 tholr atreot lawps.
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THE GRUMBLER

1s published overy g, and is for sale at all the
Nows Depols, on tho Cars, by all the Nows Boys. No city,
subscriptions recolved, opportunity being sfforded for fts
regular purchass, For {he convenience of persons rosiding in

1ho country, TR GRUMDLER will bo regularly mailed, at Oxe
Dou.An por annum. Address pre-paldt “Tae Groancsn,”
Toronto. Correapondents will oblige by not regiatering monoy
lottern for ronaons sulliclenily obvioua. TuMlshing Oflce, No,
41 Masonlc Hall, (Nordueimer's Now Dulldings,) Torouto
Stroot




