I'M THE MAYOR OF M--N..TR--L.
Whoro Ruestu rears fix Lody (al),
[Imcnp th' hotel wo Josain coit,}

{)nce 6 & time—no matter whon—

The funnlest of fuuny ‘ren *

Giaced with—of coursa—a welcome call,
The' Hote: Rasain diuug bali,

No ordivacy man way'lre,

A Frencbman—could ho fail to Yo
Couspicuous vinong the throng
Which lived Lbe dining tabies long 2
No 3ir,—In state moro solown far
Heo eat, than Geeat Mogul or Czar.

Tus vory darkey 'bind his chair,

Deemed hisn & mao of mark and caro.

He rat in slase—but wasnot ho
Polite gy politerse could ba?

Guoas 50—Nat onco would e requeat,
Darkey to bring o slice from bicant
Of chicken, turkoey, lawb, or goose,

Until beuignant siniles broke locuo,

1 thauk you, Sir,—il Moasicar please,
Fell from hia lips witls graceful ease,

Apd had his head a chapean on it,

That would havo raised—depend upon it.
[Reador, 'tis solomn truth I sing,

Io “bows” my hero bests s king.]

Tho flattered darkey in a Leieo raw,

Botl biere and there for such a nice man;
Fetch’d tiis and that, and yolck display'd
‘The varivd gruces of the tradé.

At lenglh my hero deemod 8 glaes

Of wine would aid digestion pass
“‘I'bo work with which it had been tasked;
Sn smiliog ewcet, biesweetly asked
Darkey if be would Lipdly deign
To Lring a bottle of champagae.

“Qb yes, Bar, snrtin,” quick repliod;

. Bambo, but still hie sable bido

Moved not,~—my bero ¢hoaco infore'd
Itin meck requent bad not Leon heard,

So gonlly sigaifled agnin
in wish to tasto their beat cbnmpngne.
“Yer, sartin Sar,” again roplied
Sawbo, but atilt his sable hido
Moved net,—perploxed, unceriain be,
Cough'd! hom'dl anid inrned uneasily.
Surprise and soger now combine,
“3onsicur I've asked you twice for wine.”
My lero thus nith louder tones,

And oye more stern his wish makea known.

#Yen, Sar, but-—bat Sar,” breathlog hard,
“Your honour bes not giron a card.”

“A cardl=for whatt” “Pleaso Sar, d~n't blame,
1-1 don’t know your honour’s nrme,*
Anger gave way to wounded pride,

Aud once methinks my horo sighed,

Not kuow his name,—"twas grict profuund,
110 deem™d each knew the 1able round.
But quick be raised his eagle eye,

Piaced thumb o breast with dignity;

Upraiscd hia chin—lot 0no band fall,
Thon rpake —tbe eounds ran through tho hatl—
“Birt I'n 108 MAYOR OF MoNTREAL.”
Sambo was struck—wlthio hishand
Ho held a plate—no soul could stand

0 subli

Crash! wont the plats io shortest tiwe.
Upturped the whites of boih his eyen,
Upraised bis arma in grand surprise,

Hia bosom swolled—awo atruck ho atood,
Liko statuto carved fu stooo or wood',

At longth ono single scatence foll,~
#Good gracious is it poesible?”

1 pausel—io tol), it ir not mine
‘How quick my boro got bis wine;
How long he ponder'd o'er the notion
Of §swbo's undisguised emotion.
How quickly thored round bis cheir
Torooto's wealth—Torouto'a fuir;
How quickly flew Sir Edmund Head

To offer bim frae board bod;
Hotw swolled hia heart witl. hosest pnde,
When fotod—nlmont deified,
Faote such as thoso let raadors guess

And! mhoy c3n't—wby then God bleu em,

18 KILLIRG MURDER?

(Carrying out onr iden of sccuring .the gervices
of the best writers of ibis or any other age for our
journul, we ellected an engagem-nt last night with
the celebrated Oliver Cromwelil It may be object-
ed that Cromwell was rot, nor cousequently aow
can be, 'n good writer, But ns regards that, all we
can 54y i9, that formerly that gentleman wrolo with
a stcel pen ; pow ho writes with a goose gquill. Does
any goose sce & joke? Oliver wrote the following
article jn thirty-three seconds by a stop watch. The
subject, he said was one that iotercsted bim very
much when be was alive )

Is killing murder? The question i: ono of the
gravest importance. Wo do not wean to ask is the
killing of & policeman, a bailiff, or & mad dog mur-
der? Such questions admit of but one answer, But
we mean, to ask ia all soberness and earnestness,—
is killing mueder? Isit murder to put forth our
baad and take the life that we bave not the power
to reatore; and his, too, in & waotow, cruel, and de-
liberato manger? Is it murder for you, being armed
with deadly weapong, perchance with a glimmering
taper in your haod, to meet your euemy in the dark
aod then nana thcre brually, cruclly, and wilfully,
and of malice aforethonght to kiil, murder, and de-
troy your enemy? If such be murder,—lhcn W¢ con-
fees that we are murderers.

Is killiog murder? Tt iz gaid that murder will
out. Tbe ghastly dead, arrayed in their pale sbrouds,
have ere now left their unhallowed tombs, wbere
their rotling remains had long been bid, and af-
frighted and convicted the guilty wretch whose
bloody aud sacrilegions haod bhad deprived
them of sweet life. Conscienco, it js said, will not
sufler the murderer to rest. The bum and excite-
ment of the busy day may drown tho warning voice,
but when darkdess comss down, peopling the air
with ten thousand hideous figures, and silenco steals

along, filling the air with dying ehricks and piteous’

groang; then when the distracted wretch sees fiery
egea glare on his inmost genl from every side and
bears on every uand a thousand voices damping
bis guilty soul to black perdition,—then he will
confess. Yet we would ask,—

Is kilting murder? Tho guilty sometimos go mad.
The horrors of the fiaal tragedy haunt them. The
furies get bold of them. They writho in des.
perate agony with their inexcrable tormeators, and
in the struggle toltering reason is overthrown.
Then they dash their guiity bodies to the ground,
ond tear their mutilated flesh sgrinst the iron bars
of their d'swal prigon houzs. Their wild, unearthly
cries fill the midnight air, and affiight even the
wolves. Their persous aro frightful to behold.
Fearfully do they puffer for their crime. Yet would
WO eDqUire=

Is killiog murder? If 8o we are murderers. Last
oight, as tbo midoight hour tbrilled from the top-
most turret of the Town Hall, we wound our weary
way to our own cheerful chamber,—a bludgeon in
one haud, a candle in the other. A dark object
crossod our path. “Hal” we exclaimed; “we know
youl our aucient enemy | Prepare for deathl” What
noeds it to describe the bloody and determined
combat. Jn o short time our encruy lay dead, crush-
ed, and bleeding at our feet. “There,” we exclaim-
ed again, “so perish all cockronches, Is

killing murder?

,THE THEATRE.

Throvgbout the past weck several benefits were
gven ot the Lyceum, whish drow o fair attendance.
Ou the occasion of Mr.Base's benefit“Youag Hearts
and Old Heads,” one of M. Bourcicault's pieces, wag
produced. This piece, although coatainiog many
good parts, is very weak. Many of the characters
nro overdrawa, nod are as unlike real lifo as pogsi-
ble, The elder Littleton, with tho Yorkshire accent
is nao instaace. Tho piece would have passed off
much betler, if several of the leading actors bad not
forgotien their parts,—as most roprehensible prac.
tice,

Miss Davenport arposred as Medea on Wednesdey
night, and a3 Juliz on Thursdey night. On both
occasione sbe was warmly applauded. Miss Daven-
port wasImost telling in those strong passages with
which both pieces abound. Many of the tender o~
liloquies were delivered in & masterly manner; but
from the creaking noise made by the continual open-
ing of the door leading to the boxes, they were half
lost upon the audience. A pair of hinges and a yurd
of listiog would be invaluablo.

e sbould bave preforred to bave seen Mr. Leo
a8 Jodus. He makes & capital Modus, Ilelen wos
agreeably rendered by Mrs Marlowe. It givesusa
pleasuro to see the improvement of Mrs. Marlowe ia
characters of this kiod, they being ossentially suit-
ed to her. Her Irish characters are becoming very
very good indeed. It would be a great injustice not
to mention Mr. Herbert's Futkom. Br. llerbert plays
everythiog he takes in band well.

The reception of Mr. John Nickingon on Wednes-
day night was very flatteriog. His appearanco 03
Delph and O'Dwyer vominded us of old times. Both
characters wero rendered in Mr. Nickinson’s raciest
manner.  Before concluding we must azain urge on
tho stage maoager the imperative necessity of a
little mote dispatch. The curtain should fsll on the
last piece ut a quarter or at furthest half past eloven
each night.

-

*“THF UPS AND DOWNS OF LIFE.”

It affords us much pleasurs to call attontion to a
lecture to be delivered in the Temperance Hall on
Tuesday next on the above subject. Mr. T. Coa;
nelly i a geatleman who comes to us highly re
commonded, not merely by our neighbours of tho
States, but algo by the press of Quebec and King-
ston, where be addressed large and gratified
audiences. Mr. Connolly is a youog Irishman, aad
from what we have beard of his antecedents we
have little doubt that bis lecture on 50 attractive a
subject will delight all whom our notice may induce
to hear it.

The lecture is intersporsed with readings from
the dramatic and Iyric poots, and as an additional
attraction to our citizons, wo hear that the Presi-
dent of Ugiversity College, the Rer. Dr. McCaul has
very kindly consented to take the Chair. We
koow that wo do oot mistako tho taste and good
sense of our fellow ci:izens whon we bespeak a
crowded hall and a hospitable reception for Mr.

Gounelly on Tuesday mext.
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