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THE GRUMBLER.

“If there’s A Viotelo n° your coats
1 rede you tent §t ;

A chiel'samang you iaking notes,
And, faith, be'i peent it,

SATURDAY, JAN. 8, 1859.

‘THE MEETING OF PARLIAMENT.

The organs and an estra Gazette hove informed
us Lhat Parliament is to meet on the 29th instant.
The Provincial Spoutiag Apparatus will be i full
blast three wocks from the date of this issue ; and
Tns GRuMDLER i3 beginning to sev his house in or-
der for the business of the Session—and such a
Session as it is going to be. Ooly think of il the
indignaiion which kas beea bottled up for nearly
six months being poured out at once. Messrs. Fo«
Jey and Connor and Drummond, have had to be
ticd down sevesal times over at great risk of ex.
plusion, sud when the corks are let fly, what s spill
thero will be to be sure.

Mr. Brown has about two tons of beavy thunder
ready, aad as to Sandfield Macdonald what will be-
fall Lim when he once gets possession of the floor,
who can tell?  Mr. McGee, we believe, has polished
up o most withering philippic; he has prectised it
till he has almost frightened himself with its terrors,
aad when poor John A. feels it, wo'are bursting with
pardonable curiosity to be informed what will be-
como of bim? And then there is the bost of emal-
ler and calmer spirits prepacing for their litle fizzle
on tho address, the tarbid Sbort, the limpid Mowat,
the icc-creamy MeDougall, the sparkling McKellur,
aud all tho otber pinks of Grittism. Where will
Hogan stand, that bright exbalation of an Irish bog,
that will o’ the wisp of the Parliamentary marsh,
flitting from side to side, easy to got, hard to keep,
and only gas and vapour when you bave bim? We
loug to 5ee if the immortal buir is atill crigp and
curly as ever, or if it haslost its primevul glory and
bocome straightencd by adversity. Andtben there's
the Chevalier Cartier, how does the mun look gince
be has (ukeﬁ ton ' at Windsor 2 Has his voico be-
come sweeter and his manoer less crabbed? Where
is our jolly old friend from Hastings, the comfort.
able fleshy old Israelite, Mr. Benjamin? weo trust
that o untoward event bas reduced his majestic
corporosity. Then there i3 the genial countennace
of Col. Prince; wo trust he will bring his mirihlul
and contented disposition to the business of the
Session, unimpaired by the chilly air and bad beer
of the connty of Essex. Above nll how isthe great
first commoner, Mr. Speaker himself, with the new
robes and the powdered wig, and the knee—what's
their pawes—and the silver buckles? How welong
1o see them again, and bear tho sonorous * Order,”
a3 Mr. Sergeaat, that easy, good-looking officlal de-

v

posits “that bauble” oo tho tablo. Altogether we
are on the tip-toe of expectation in view of the ap-
proaching event. The only point on Which we have
been satisfied, is the present condition and'future
prospects Mr. McGould. * Our readers will be bappy
to hear that be has been studying composition.
As will 1'6 soen from the annexed letter to his con-
stituents, his progress is «prodigious.” Heisen-
deavouring to graft tho stylo of Bulwer on that of
Oarlyle with every prospect of success,
ZanoxyTowy, Januwary Gth.

Children of lite and Pupils of The immensities :—

Whea homerr the seriphic And cherabimic barde
Of mesopotanier was ritin tbe Pilgrim’s progress
be was At a loss for his ideers; the grate Hifalu-
talities for:ooked him and tho Muses, those sacred
and Ho'y artifikera of ararat Core up to the rescoo.
the grate godess of The sublimo left the weerycome-
nesses of the ridickerlus sud worshipped the eter-
pal silences. Soi in the Humbel persoot of the
Legislativities wos a sittin under a pine sturmp On
the ridges an got o grate Iosperation from the Su-
perpatural nymphs of the grooves And quernalitica.
Dum sleepari sub roughissimo stumpo dreamui ut
sancta;womintoe musx cum garlendis barki slip-
peryelmorum ma crownucbaotur as Vergil says in
uis grate Epic of Farc-alia, So I riz up from my
Sombialities like n grato Balwer or a Cunadian
carrlile wich I hav bon gence thea.

Wen the the Nex session of parleginent wich is
an tho 29:h Of this munth, sheds Its bainfull Io-
Ouence on the butsfulness of my Leggislativ wis-
cnesses, Oave wich is the Greek for keep yer Eyo
skinned old hoss, for I shal startle tho barnicles of
Oficial redtapicality.

i expeck to be at my Post in primeril and Pris-
tisa splendier; Hund i expeck to Bee the noo prim-
ecr.—i am bein edycated for a trip 10 Winser nex
yeer; fir I don't see wy Cartheer shud av awi the
featial Hocepitalnosses of the royl majesty of Ingland.
Dr, McKawl us ben a twistiog the Ontarier Times
into Greek fur me and Hears we rede wich I doo with
great Sooblimity and Kurect Ho says wen ho
taut Horace his letters ko was not half as sharp as
I be. Good bye,till I rite agen. Wean u cum to
town arretez vous chez the Rozin house and I ghall
be tray aisy procurer des tockets pour la gullery Je
lo House.

O riveller.

Yours in the educabititics,
Jossre pE GoLp.
Prins of Oatacicr.
—————
Important Measuro,

—— We understand that Inspector General
Gelt, intends to bring in & bill next Session, for the
purchage of tho Island of Cuba, With a view to
raiso tho wiud, it i proposed to gell tho Island op-

posito Toroato to the American Government.

SHADES OF RUIN.
Air—Ism:; BEAUTY.

Composed by John 1. Macdonald and sung by him in cancert
with Carficr and Gall.— Smith playing an accompaniment
on the Banjo.

Shades of ryin, ¢close not o'ot us,

Tenvo our toitering bark awhile,

Hang it, can’t yon ceaso to boro us

With youc grim and ghastly swile,

Now our fancies can discovor,

Nouglht save ruin dasand foll

Hence | avaunt! fork:: to hover,

Shades of ruin—go to h—1l.

[Spoken)—Cartier—Aht uh! you bave rhyme, that vera
gnod, Mac ; itis von trve bieo expressi-on ; I wish vara wuch
do Grita all go after do ruin,

Smithk—Shut up, old Windsor ! Mae! you go shead.

Soon tho Grits will in their places,

Grin 10 see our wreiched plight,

And wo must with 37 thenod laces,
Bid Lo chisrelling—sgood night ;"
‘T'hrough tio mists that foal acound us,
Loudly sounds & warulng bell-

“Mac and Cartiec* llllus it warpa ua,
“Bid to place and pay farewell.”

[Spoken]—Smith—Never mind what that ihere belt “scz, old
hasx ! guess wo're worth twenty dead uos yet. Can't 0ld Wind-
aor fork out vary schemo 1o zot vz out of this here hobble ?
gnesa ko, okl boy.

Cartier=Ly garl oul, Misiare Sweclh, I bare von, val you
call it? vara dicn tcheme, von grand policy, [ have talk to de
Queen at Vindear, aud [ bave {alk te Jo Governor and wo make
Ottawa our policy.

Smath—Yer don’t say so I guess "tain’t worth much,

Curtier—1'm opposcd ta that thar, guess don't want no more
*lectinns, old hoss, 'lect me to stay at howne next time, ’twon't do,
Losh ¢ push on Mac, :

The following vorse was sung with decp feeling by e emivont
vocalists i—

Shades of ruin, must wo mizzle,
Fali bencath thy threat'vings full,
Leavo tho pap, the pay tio chimsel,
Bid to oflice long farewell 2
(Spoken)—SmitA—Guers arter all that thac's tho right tune ;
cean't stand ne moro *lections, lot old Windsor go to blazes ‘fore

I'gree to that,  I'w off, Mac, Lye, Lye, Cartior, botter give tho

Gritaa chanco old un. CExit Smith.] Cartior is vory much

dirgnsied, Macdonald fulls asieep avnd Galt carses the day be

wade a fool of himself by jeining tho gang.

_—

Scotchmen Awale !

—— Why blow me if the rascally Caledonians
aint aslecp ngain, we thought that the slogan above
wag sounded with such vehemenco in their cars at
the last two elections that they would not be able
to nod again, but it appears they bave fallen once
more into dro and needs ing. We can
only account for this persistent somnolenoy by
attributing it to the soothing sounds of the Caledo-
pisn cremona, and the absonce of awakening mile
stomes. Lut the solitary individual who keeps
watch and word—wby is he awake? ;Who is he that
like the sword Excalibar caunot sink in drowsiness
but rises at the approach of danger to give tho'
slogen Scotchman awako? What o fine hero he
would make. What a thrilling andterrifis narrative
may be mado out of tho ¢ Solitary Sontivel or the
Slecping Scotchmen.” The Ledger would give

thousands for it-~whore are our mative auth
bring them forth ? ore




