e e — e

YE HAIDER T0 YE LOVYER,

You'vo told how you love me, dear Edward,
How my imago 18 shrived in yonr Ureast,
Thbat never, till loved 1o return, dear,
Can your lunguishing bosom havo rest.

1could tive in tho lighl of your oyes, Ned,
Aud Javish my love without stint,

But whenever gou ogle in church, Ned
1 caunot Lut seo that you rquint.

Tcould listen apell-bound to your suit, Nod,
To tho rolt witching talo that you muttert

But that oft &s your feelings unfold, Ned,
*Tis provokiog to hear how you stuttor,

Icould pillow my bead noar your heart, Ned,
And press your fond Nps in a kiss ;

But wheoe'r you approach me in love,
That caigar savour spoils all my bliss.

How bappy I'd live in a cot, Ned,
With theo whom I Jovo by my side 5

But you'ro drunk twico or thrice ovory woek, Ned,
And that I could nover abide,

In short I could madly adore, Ned,
And chierlsh for Lotler for worse ;

But I kuow you'ro 80 hopelessly bad, Ned,
T should only be wedding & curse.

———
RIDDLE ME RIGHT.

Wo find the following very incomprehensible

sentenco in a leading article in 0ld Double, advo-

cating Capital Punishment : N

“ A thousand times beiter would it be to sbate threatened

t, and thee uniformly administer them, than to keep

(hm up io word, aad ¢onnive at & failure to ¢convict or execute”
It is very extroordinary that Old Double will per-
" gist in dealing out such wholesa'o nonzense to the
public. Who is ihe them, the Editor profers so in-
finitely better to administer? People’s effects and
gometimes their defects are at times said to be ad.
ministered but administering the people themselves,
as if they wore so many doses of salts, is notusua
Iy contemplated by the sane of this earth. Again,
we should liko to koow what process is meant by
-keeping thero same unfortunate “them, up in word 2
Aud how “keepiog them in word,” is & thousand
times better then “vviformly administering them.”
If it would not be taxing the Editor too much, we
should also enquire what he was driving afier, the
statement that the abatcment of threatened puvish-
ment, wa3 to be preferred to & connivanceat o failure
to convict or exccute ?  Does the Editor mean that it
would be better to declaro murder a crime punish-
able only by an invitation from the Sheriff to dinner
and the doxology, than that some criminale should
fail to be convicled or executed? Not, that we
_think, ag the Editor geems to do, that it is possible
to execute & criminal in our country without firs,
convicting him! We leave the whole matter iu the
obscurity we found it. Wo have turned the unfor.
“tunate sentence into every possible shape, but cau
‘make nothing of it.

—_——
. WANTED IMMEDIATELY,

'WENTY TAILORS. Apply to,
Mg. Coun. Frxcm.
Toronto, April 28, 1859,

The sbove advertisement roppeared in the Globe
the ing after the t of 1
“bréach in the Taland,

—————————————————
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FLURKEYISN.

The correspoudent of the New York Zines lets the
world kaow that ho had the * honor of dioing with
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, at his magnificent mao-
gion, No. 1 Park Lane, Picead 115."

Mark bow the fellow parad s the baronet’s name
in full ; and bow ho dwells with infinite satisfaction
ou the “magnificent mansion, No. 1 Park Lane,
Piccadilly,” in which be had the Aonor of diuing
with a live baronet! Oae would pardon such &
display of weakness in & eilly footman or a powde-,
mookey; but in a correspondent of a leading New
York paper it is simply nauseating.

Again the enraptured correspondent says:

“That of all liviog nulhou of Eogland, Sir Edward was tho,
ooe ] most wished to sco.”

From the manner in which our correspondent
opens his letter, wo con easily imagine this intense
desire to see our Colonial Secretary arose simply
from the fact that he had a handle to bis name.
But our correspondent is determined tbat if Sir
Edward is opeu to flattery, bo shall get ecough of
it, for farthor on, in g & short t
of dris career, he says:

B, L. Bulwer was born & poot aud & politician in tho year
1805." .

With all duo respect to our Colonial Secretary,
and with all possible veneration for the wisdom of
our correspondent, we beg to differ from this Iast
asgertion. E. L. Bulwer, like most cbildren, was
born a scrubby, misshapen, squ 'wling brat—with
about ag much of the poet and the politician about
him as thero is in the Man ia the Moon.

Again the New York correspondent after review-
ing Sir Edward’s works, from bis thrashiest first-
ling to bis maturest production, comes back to the
dioner party. He cannot get it out of his head. It
cousisted, ho informs us, of * fifieen persons’—he
taok the trouble, it seems, to count them—* wostly
nobleman and members of Parliament.” Real live
oobl-mea nod members of Parliament—and ffieen
of them too! What would the Americans say to
that?

The viands aud wines do not eacape notice. They
are all of tho * cboicest quality.” The very orna-
ments on the table are bedaubed with elaborate
praise by this fluokey of a correspondent. *The
service was of gold and silver,” &c,

But this curious sy of an A cor-
respondent does not stop, bere. The very servauts
that at'onded the Baronet's table, are the gubjects of
hig adulatory pen, He snys:

“And the servauts i small clotbes, white cravats
and powdered hair, looked like the dramatu personee
in the “School for Scandal,”

It js wonderful what pains thia correspondent
takes to show that he never was in good society un-
til fortune procured him an invitation to the baron-
et’s dinner party. His allusion to the servants, is
very g, ond in our could have come
from none but a brother chip. We cannot follow
this flunkey correspondent any farther,

——————
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Counterfeiting.

—— We understand that P. M. Vankoughuot
and D. B. Read, two of her Majosty’s chosen coun-
sel, have been arrested to ‘answer the charge of

issuing counterfeit and spurious coin (Coyue.)

T0 MARRY OR NOT TO MARRY?

[ Thoughts suggested by an old bachelor on hearing that
the MeClean Divorce Bill waa reserved for the Royal
consideration. ]

Yes. that is the Kes-ti-on, as the French members
say. For whether it is nobler to live a life of sin.
gle blessednese—to be untrammelled in our desires,
t1be able to wink ot a pretty girla and get gloriously
drunk when in the vein for it—or to be tied to the
petticoat—we beg the sexes pardon, but rumour
saya that they positively do effect such articles of
attire—the petticoat, we were saying, of a female
wife. To marry! to sleep! And in that cleep—
well, no matter. DPerchance to lié’swuke, and be
scolded like the very deuce. To have one’s hair
pulled ! Aye there's the rub. For what individual
male creature is there in the world that would
stand such things we sbould like to know.

Then, to come home late from the cleb, elightly
faddled mayhap, and shew laudablo anxiety in look-
ing ‘for the lost night-key. To ecxercise one's
inventive genius in extemporising o night-key out
of & pipe-shank. To aweat and groan with inward
anguish leagt our beloved spouso should hear the
row. And lastly, 10 ondure the desperate despera-
tion of discovering that it was ‘ no go.”

To sit down disconsolately on the cold door-gtep,
and perhaps be arrested by & villainous crusher,
Forbid it Soooks! To break the windows; and
hit my wife Beteey with & pioce of brick ; No. To
ring the bell! Yes, that's it. Aud now here goes
for a jolly row.

But hold hard! Suppose Beteey was falze to me.
What then? Kill her. No. Kill him! Hal ba!
Yes! Nol I was never apprenticed to the butchor-
ing business. Well, what’s to bo done? Get &
divorce! Lucky thought. But stop. Who's to
pay that reapoctable member of society known ag
the piper. And when that individunl was paid,
what assurance bave I that a divorce will ever be
granted to soothe my unutterable aflliction. Clearly
nono!

To commit suicide, then! Yes, and be refused
Chrigtian burial. ’Twoulda’t be decent. To go
away to sowe lonely isle, in some distant water,
And in that lonely isle, surrounded by that distant
water to marry a equaw, To populate that looely
isle with young squawal To juvolve tho mionds of
the young cannibals with o holy borror of the
British constitution, which refuses to grant a fellow
a divorce when he should have it. To marry sev-
eral quaws! To raise an army of young camni-
bals, and with that army to j-in D’Arcy McGeo and
his three huodred thousand men—who plowed tho
waves no more—and capture Canada. Yes, I'm
regolved. So look out for squaws, Betsey.

———

A Warning,
“IVhen lovely women® &¢.

‘Whon petlifoggera stoop to folly,
And learn too late it will not pay,

What trick will save thom from dishonour,
‘What art wil) wipo their ehamo away ?

The only way to sereon their madnoss
And atill the people's laugh to boot,
The only art to savo from censura
In, when you're libelled, o nonesuis, .



