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Hark ! from tho South, tho Story Land of 0ld,
Lark ! from tlo South, Lhe stery land of old,
Til-omenod echoes Wake,
Aud to snd fro, like gloomy storme-clouds rulied
In disant thundors break ;
Startling & world, till mon*y hoarty (il for fear,
Aund ask with bated breath, what mean (beso portents drear?
‘Tis the cinsh of arma ! o'or Lialin's plain
The war fiend elalks, and the hissing raln
Of Dear falls thick and fast ;
*Tia the crashiog chiargo, and tho dying shout,
Tho struggle fierce, aud tho ghastly rout,
"'I'he roar of war’s boarso blast.
Tho die is cast, tho sword is drawn, the etrifo
Pours on in reckless {ido,
Aud blood—mon's blood—a gush of humon life,
Apricoless siream Las dyed,
©Oh I sunoy South, with darkly crimson hue,
Tby bosutifu), thy classic Javd anvw.
Whers shall tho carnage ond ? 'tia this dread thought
That pates mon's checlts with fear ;
‘Where noxt muet the shrill wail of woo bo sought,
Tho cry of—* death is hore 2
‘Whare noxt must rush the huge fauereal ear?
‘Whero next shall rear tho blood-stained fiag of war ?
e ask iu vain—who knows? what man sball eay
Not hore—nor bore—nor there ;
Thia apot is rafo—that point shall Grmly etay
Red havoc's hideoun glaro?
This land may rest jn peace—that need not fear
‘The undeveloped futaro of a single year,
The flarne is lit, the Rubicou ia paseed,
Italis riogs with war’s dovouringblnat,
Despota in arinour atand.
May Hoaven's bigh band rosirain their reckloas might ;
Defend the weak ; oh t God, protect tho right,
Aud keep our mother land.
—— e

ROBLE PROTEST FROM THE * LEADER,”

The Leader of yesterday, in doleful dumps, de-
plores tho absence of the band from the Univeraity
Park on Thursday last. He pictures in spirit-stir-
ring terms the woes of disappointed nursery maids,
the peevishness of undelighted infants, the plaintive
notes of  simporing waids,” and the fretful humors
of “ youthful lovers.” Love and gunshine were there,
but Mosart and Vordi were wanting. The scene
must have been doloful indeed to tho pbilosophical
Lead 7, and we con well fancy how his tender hoart
wag wrang with compassion (o seo the lovyers
“pr de for a idorable time,” while the
“more staid” would stey no longer, but retired
foot-sore and musiclesa to their “cabs and car-
riages,” not, however, bofore “inking a draught of
the pure air of that neighbourhood.”

How elegantly sad, how preitily melancboly, and
only lacking one feature—truth. What will peoplo
think of the Leader’s roliability when wo tell them
that the band was there and played during the usual
hours. Wretched Leader, did’st thou take refags at
Caor Howoll till overpowered by the potent Barley-
corp thou wast inaccessible to song ? Where did'st
thou pet thy simpering maids and youthful lovera
and disappointed nurses, above sll, whenco came the
¢ more staid” of the disappointed assemblage?
All the pure coinage of thy brain, dear Leader, yot
88 truo as balf the stuff thou vendest at three cop-
pors per number. AMoral. Never make a statement
by guesa work, and if you do, never build a fancy

structure on tho roften foundation, or, like the
Leader in its story about the band, you make a fool
of yourself, .

CANADA SAVED,

“ 34r. Macdonald aocs what every thinking man must seo, that
the prosont is not tho}(lmo o abandon offico, and that to leave
o country to (ko tondor mercies of such an Oppoeltion as tbat
with whicl it js blessod just now, would be to- redaco it {0 anar-
chy aud confusion, With great wisdow Ar. Macdonald Lae
given up bis intontion of retiring, and will etill continue the
Loador of tho Upper Canads coction of the Government,"—
Montreal Piloi,

Hurrab ! boys; throw up your hats! stand on
your hoads! Cenada’s saved! John A. won't re-
tire, and the Opposition are tectotally dished. Who
can estirmate the benefit that may accrue to Canada
from Mr. Macdonald’s patriotic determination to
« hold on"—till he's kicked out? Johu A. is wise—
bo has great wisdom—the BMontreal Pilo¢ asserts it
—and who has a better right t0 know? Who haga
better right than its jolly proprietor to fear, that
should tbe Opposition come jo—a certain printing
office would indeed be “reduced to amarchy and
confusion.” Save the printiog office by all means!
Monaetroualy wige is Macdonald, the idol of the Pilot.
Can't something grand be got up as a mark of grat-
itude to Mr. Macdonald for bis gelf-denying recep-
tion of $5,000 a-year of the public money? Woun't
the Pilot, at its sole expense, erect him a statue in
the Place @ Armes? CQost is no object—the profit
on one edition of the Pilo; would cover all, to say
nothiog of overcharges on government printing.
We quito expect that the Filol will seize upon our
suggestion with enthusiasm, and that Mr. McDon-
ald’s statuc done in marble will speedily adorn one of
the most conspicuous localities in Montreal, We
gonerously present the Pilot with an inscription
which should be traced in letters of gold upon the
dostal of the forthcoming statue :—

To tho great John 4.,

Who folks will say,
Donls in humbuggery always,

1, Rollo, rear

This statuo here,
Beeanso ho morits al} prajso.

P

He would'nt g out to ploase the Grits,
So I atill amugglo the rich * (it bits,” ~
That juat suits me,

Rello C.

———

THE THEATRE.

A stranger might well be surpriged at the number
of well dressed sud respectable peraons which filled
the boxes of the Lycenm on Tuesday night last.
The ¢how certainly argues favourably for e return
of the good old times, when the drama was under-
atood aud approciated; and we would even go so
far as to predict from tho manner in which the per-
forpoance was received on the occasion in question,
that our well dressed peopls may be induced to pat-
ropize the droma—in a complimentary manner of
course—at least twice in the year. It must bo very
soothing indeed to the feelinga of an unfortunate
maunager who basbeen left to struggle with beggarly
bousos for three hundred mights in the year, to find
that after all there are * distinguished” lndies and
g'entlemen liviag in Toronto who_bave the interests
of the drama 80 much at henrt, that they will not
hegitate to visit tho Lycoum on the threo hundred

and firat-night in ench yonr.

Bowaver, to como to the performmice. The pieces
selected, were Buckstong’s comedy of “Marri-d Life,”
and the well-known farce of “Boots at the Swan,”
which by the yﬁy, owed all its success on Tuesday
night, to the fact that a noble capting did the Boots
With regard to the first piece, the programme told
us that Miss . Thompson and our old friend Mr,
Chas. Bags, kindly volunteered their servicos. This
wae indeed kind of them—for we doubt if ou the
Continent of Americe two better artistes could be
found to Il their roles. By kind permission, the
Rifle Band was presest. Tho music:formed an at-
traction. ~

One of the bost features of the evening, was the
performance of *La Melangolie Pastorale,” by Mr.
Joha Kelk on the vilic. But owiug to the rude«
ness and want of taste and politeness, displayed in
the boxes during the playing of this excellent come
position its chief beauties were almost unbeard.

On Wednesday night Mr. Bags played Sir Peter
Teazle, and Miss C. Thompson, Lady Teazle. Miss
Thompson’s Lady Teazle was elegantly performed ,
Mr. Bass's Sir Peter was all that we expected from
a veteran of hig standing. The whole piece was
excellently got up and played. The Houso was not
quite empty.

If novelty of the most enticing character will en-
sure to the Lyceum anything like support, the pro-
gromme for the remainder of the present season
ought to do so. To-night Miss Thompson takea ber
bencfit, whon the * Heir at Law” acd * Poor Pilli-
coddy” will be performed. The occasion will doubt-
less draw a crowded house. BMr.Bass and Miss
‘Thompson appear in the first piece ; and we under-
stand Oaptain Elliof, who took so well with the
audienco as Jacod Earwig will appear 68 the much
injured Pillicoddy. We are happy to snnounce that
an ongag hae been effected with Miss Daven-
port, and also with Mr. and Miss Richings. The
Cooper Opera Troupe arealso engaged. Mr. Marlowe
deserves tho thanks of the community for bis enter-
prisiog spirit. But wo hope, indeed we know, that
bis roward will come in a wore substantial mauner
than mere thanks.

014 Double's Refinement.

— The following sentence in reference to a
brother editor appeared in Thursday’s issue of 0ld
Double :

“A hoave wha nover heaitates ata falechiood when it suits big
purpose to uttor it, is genorally rendy to aceuso those of stupldity
who would rather adhere to what. they know 1o bothatruth,
thao mako aesorllons without proof, no matter Low much thoy
wmightfor tho timo bonofit themeolves o thelr frionds.” .

If any one will show us a faultier, coarser, or
more stupid sentence anywhere excoptin Old Doubls,
(or perhaps Dr. Ryerson’s letters,) ho shall be hand-
somely rewarded on application to us. :

THE GLOBE AT FAULY,
OR THE MBMDER ¥OR NORTH MASTINGS LIBELLED,

o

Tt apitoful Globe proclzims quite pat

‘That Benjamin the vory fat,

8till acokn to Lide benenth hia bat,
Moro pap to keep him steady.

*Tis cloarly ason the Glude is wrong

o this pow “great discovory” song,

Bocausa the proof iy clent and strong,
Bon's bwico too fat already.



