HR. GOULD'S FIRST LETTER FRONM TOWN.

Tho bon. membor for N. Ontario has “ nrrove”
and settled dowa to his weighty and serious duties
as a glatesman and legislator. We give tho follow-
ing ashis first impression of things:—

TRozIN NOUSE,

27, junuwary, 1859.
RESPECKIT FRENS,

as shekespeer says in His “jerusalem
Bespattered,” o Man’s a man for &’ That, wich thow
misteruous lyke semes 2 mene that 1 maw’s As
good as o nuther. Wen i arrovo at the decpo, I¥
discloged the site of o grand sellebration wich con.
sisted of The city band and numerous citizens wich
had came to welcum Your umbel gervant. When
There fireworks wuz awl played off, they put me on
a chevauz de freeze, and druv me up to the bordin
houso amid the vosifurations of the vocks poperli,
wich was muteh To wy taste and Llily compus men-
tis. i next took dinver (Beefs take an inguns) and
got some Spring Water wich they call o dee veo In
french. i alays studdy for on howr ia Filosofy. i
think i told you that i wuz 2 goin to reds lock in
Tho uman Understandin, wich i thaut wuz a book
on The stocks, or Soweother fetier fur The fect, But
i sea that it isawl about innitideers, Aod awl that
wich is not asgood as i seen, wich was o Druvk man
a tryin’ to walk, wich i thout a finer essay on the
uman understaudio than lock’s, which is not ag gvod
a9 the artickles In the Globe on the “sinews before
the people,” or *isews,” i forget wich.

Wal, the fast em pe pe I saw was Ogaa and by the
old steem Saw-mil if be aint as gray as my tom catt
that was used to cet out of My plate on grate occa-
shuns, such as Kwiltin bees and them sort of things
Ses I “Ogan things air not now As They used To
be. “Hal oah )’ ses he in a sepulkeristic Tone,
«They air aot” touching bis locks As if le was a
jokin, brown ia Ripish and Winks Mischeevious as
Mutch as to say “ We air a goin to do em, Gold,
aint we ?” an i wioks ¢ so we be George.”

MeGie has got quite stout an in bong point as the

gallishers sny in french. ¢ as ben Jecturrin on
¢« Nore Burns” in alloosion to A lsit Conflageration
in Mountreal. macDonal ses I am gettin- 2 larned
bekos I conted from Karliles pomes about Swete
Hoaw an it droo Tares fram awl his eyes,—we air
Goiu into power An we sbalAct wilh loobricity and
Tergiversashun wich The present disounest gover-
ment ave not Done,
They say that Hed will not send fur hrown wen thg
ministery alv defeated, so i expeet to ave a hand in
t. i om getlin up my speetch on The address wich
i3 To conclood as follers:—“no, mister specker
things is com to o bad pags. Roiher then This kenr
guverament shud continner, Away with everything;
Phil up Ontarier, make a Kanawl thru awl things ;
anniliato time and Space, and let awl things unan-
jmuously be equoshed fur ever.

May the Lion bilde bis nestes in The yaller pine,
and the chipmonk Lay bLis eggs whero youre a set-
tin, And the Wevil suckel her offspring in yer wig;
Then yo Need'nt look To mo for assistance. You'l
kawl Gold, but gold wil be on his metal an wont
yeore yo's.” And wen I set down v.]ley‘l bust their-
pelves with aclamificashuns as v wil wen you rede

this frum .
yure's til eckaturminated,
Jos. Goto.

MR. LACHLAN'S LECTURE.

We trust that tbe lecture o be given by Mr. Me-
Lachlan on Wednesday next, will bo as successfut
as was Mr. McGee's, of Thursday last.

Mr. McLachlan belongs to ja class of men who
have o right to expect the public support and ro-
cognition. NLising from among ibe ranks of our
popnlation, hie bas Ly his own persevering applica~
tion stored his mind with the literary treasores of
our Jangunge, e is eminenuly liveral avd gener-
oug in his views, and boing himself a paet,—the
author of an excellent voluine of poems—he i3 well
qualified to speak uppreciatingly of the great men
who bare enriched the pages of our Boglish litera-
ture. Mr. McLachlnn’s address at the Burn's Cen-
tenary Festival was very successful, and although
he was previously unknown to manyof our readers,
we truet they will be ready 10 extond a generous
support to & man who is really worthy of their fa-
vour. Wo are inforraed that Hon. J, N. Cameron
Bag consented to take the ¢hair.

—————

THE EMIGRART sdIPD

James Malcolm should he careful bow ho mis-
takes such “stuff)” (o use his owa cxpression, as
that which was publisbed on the backside of the
Jeadsr on Thursday last,for poetry. llereis o spec-
imen. He is describing the feelings of a girl whose
Tover bad set 8ail in “The Emigrant Ship” :

« The foolors of ber heart extend
To find her lovor and Jer fricnd.”

Docs the men mistake o woman's Leart for o crab
or a lobster—that bo tatks of its “ feelors?”’  Again

he says—

“ Al tiex of home and fatherland,
Ato snapt in twain like ropes of sapd.'*

How could a ropo of sand be snapped ?  What rope
roaker would undertake to epin such nn article?
Tae middle of the poem, although the baldest trash
we ever read, is safe from eriticism, owing to the
sncred sentiments with which the poet blunders.
Passiog this portion of it, thercfore, wo come to a
“ bluo look out"—
¢ The rea is blue—~Dblne §s the sky,”
Further on we have tho “ glorious sun shining”
Upon mid-ocean's surmuring blue.”
What color is & murmuring blue?  Our poctasteris
decidedly long-winded. Ho gives a slight sketch
of the occupation of tho passengers—

“Some breast-iden each doth hoard,
Dissimitar to all elso on banro,”

It is rather & novelty to be told that a man’s idens
are Jodged in big stomach. If our poetasteris cor-
rect, what an immense number of jdeas must have
been buriad with Dapiel Lambert! After this, our
author becomes sportive, and addresses the winds—

“Yo westorn winda 3 wil), will ye blow,

And koep vs tossing to and fro,”
This brings to our mind that sublimo fragment so
fawilier to all our readers—

*See saw,~—Mapgery Daw

Sold t d and Jag upon strue 1

Wazn't she o dirty slut

To»ell her bed and lie in the diry 1
But our poetaster bas got into & moralizing strain,
and informs us that—

Man's still man on son or land,"

After this piece of information, he goes on 1o say

that “all eyes are turaed to gazeon Newfoundland's
rocky shiore, looming through the baze"”—

© Bul covet not its dreary soil,
Nor yot its water filled with cod.”

Tho sod and the cod having no charms for “all
cycs,” tho ship goes on its wey rejoicing. Butsud-
denly we are told—

¢ An necident has damped the crew,”
The damping is only a figure of speech, and has no
reference to selt water, The fact of the matter be-
ing that some ooe hal sturled oa & voyage—

“ Whence voyugers axnin ne'er set sail,
Concorning it to toll a taill”

The voyage is now concluded—

4 3lid ehieera the harbor now iareached,
For singgted goods cach one is scarched,”

Such is the wind up of an immcnse Jong pocm
which Jas. Maleolm was so obliging to the public,
as to put his name before, and algo the words “ ori-
ginal”  Wo hope the lesson we have read him, will
bave n salntary effect, and that in future he will
keep his 'original” compositions for purposes
which will conduce to his own comfort.

o

BEAUTIES OF TELEGRAPHING.

Botween the telegraph operator and the priniers
devi —the Chaybdis and Seylla of modern authors,
the public are often puzzled to guess at the mean-
ing of information published for theiredification.
As ar inglance we will, a3 published in the Jcader,
sclect o line from the poetic greeting seat from
Chicago to the Toronto Burng’ club, which attri-
butes to Buras the remarkably attribute of

“ Wearing all ourjhearts in tbyme” .
“IWearing o heart in thyme” is not a brilliant iden
—anor a very sensible one.  Tho writer, one would
think, was a pgreen grocer. The Globe prints the
herby transiation too. The Colonist discards tho
“{bynac,” and has it
“eaviug all our heartsio thine.”

This is more like it. Burns, according to bis
cotemporary, the Hon. Adam Ferrie, was n weaver
therefore weoving hearts, although oot the best
illustration of a poet's abilities tbat could be hit
upon, hag the werit of being appropriate. But our
venerable friend, Ancient Double, is not the last au-
thority, The Hamilton Spectator has a new version
of this mystic line, as follows:

“ Weaking afl our hearda io thyme”

This version bas most decidedly the great merit
of originality. ¢ Weakiog hearts,” ia a novelty till
uow unheard.of; and in “tbyme” too, Thera is
yet another candidate for the honor of the best
translation of this line, Itis tho Hamilton Times;
it prints it—

“ Wearing all our hearls ig thine.”

Thig is decidedly the best. Thero is someo sonse
in & men having a large beart, aithough the ¢ \renr-
ing” of hearts in it spoils the iden intended to bo
conveyed, inssmuch as it suggests the image of o
clothes press bung around with wearing apparel.
We have not scen all the versions of this famous
enigma of a livo yet. Very probably in other news-
papers, Burns will be represented ag

« Breaking all our hearts with rhyme.”
Or perhaps a3 |
o 4 Urepkjog all our hends withy Jime.”

“ Eating all our hearts with thyme,
Tn the multitude of Telegraph operators and

Printer’s devils there is wisdom!



