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New Music.

Mr. . Morgan has been kind enough to send us
several picces of music, of which the following are
specimens,

“ Maggee (MceGee) by my side,” by 1Fm. AleDowgall,

“ Call me pet nmnes, dearest,” (new version as sung
by Messrs. Metiee and Jolae S. Macdonald.) I

Wi onave Livep axn Lovep rocrruer,” (new) by
Messes, Galt and Brown. !

Laxieaxs Bane,? (new version) by the Editor of the
Daily News,

“ Iatherland,” as sung by the ¢ Canadian Family.”

€ 1P WEHAD BUT PIVE THOUSAND A VEAR,” Dy Messrs. |
Dorton and {olton.

“WE'RE A BAND OF BROTHERS,” composed and sung
by twelve celebrated gentlemen of Canada, |

“ No oxNET0 LOVE)? as sung by Mr, L. 41, Holton. :

“« Mysernr,” by Jo 1L Cameron, as sung by himself.

A choice seleetion of (h)nirs by Messes, Chamdbers and
Leanturel.

“ Would 1 were with thee,” by the Ministers now in
Canaddn, and  dedieated to Messrs, Macdonald, Galt,

New Works.

We have received the following new books, Xe., from
onr friend Holiwell, they are worthy of perusal by our
readers ;—

“ CoxrebEraTION,” o fivee in several acts, by John A.
Macilonald.

e Dustay Bxumimiox)? as seen by @ Ddrey?

# My inrercounse with Nosintry,” by the Honorable
Johin RHose.

“ FEDERATION. As appried 10 Caxana,” o burlesyue,
by Mr. George Brown.

“N.B—The above is intended as a sequel to « Con-
federation,” but we donbt whether it will be more
stneeesstul,

« Mr, Howland's Speeches in Parlimnent,” edited by
Mr. 1. Alorgan.

« Parlimmentaey Jdoe Millee,” by « Jue® Rymal.

o Mamal of Military ‘Tacties,” by Joln Scoble, Fisquire.

« Basay on Common Sense,” by AMr, Mellarlane, of
Lerth.

“ Poems,™ by James Cowan, Esquire.

From an absent-minded Contributor.
Poar Mr. Spite,—

Can yon tell me what T ean do to rid myself ol a very
cmbareassing aflliction. 1 wun greatly troubled with
absent-tndeduess—combined with mild symptoms of
Kleptonmnin,  § know you are all-wise, and it is for that
reasen that 1 bore you, by refating my misadventures,
[ sam in the constant habit of putting my hands into other
people’s pockets, under the impression that they are my
own.,  Only yesterday morning having occasion 1o visit a
lady friend, [ touk up her jockey hat, adorned with
Arabout feathers, and wore it honie 5 during my con-
versation with another Hebe, I took up an ante-macassa,
hlew iy nose with i, and finally carried it away in my
pocket. At dinner 1 often attempt to eat my soup with
my fork, and my fish with the sonp ladle.  Last wecek,
when shaving, § lathered my head instead of my chin,
and combed my hair with the tooth-brash. My wife
has repeatedly stopped me from wearing her shawl in
the streets 3 and, bt for her 1 should have gone to
Snufling’ dinner party in the natwal garh of a High-
lander, which, tu say the least of it, would have heen
anything but becoming.  Tcould give you hundreds of
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incidents of the like nature, but it is my disposition to be
compassioniate—can you suggest a remedy, il you can,
you will confer an everlasting hoon on
Yours aflcetionately,
Manry pe Mens,
PosS.—Pon my word, 1 have actually signed my wile's
e without meaning it.

(Rexpvy.~(Intallible.)—Dlentiful duses of Sprite—-Jid.) '
- i
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The Disappointed One,

I was struck with Kitty Whimple,
And—she was struck with me;
In her chin she had a dimple,
And her voice was light and free.

Her eye was bright and sparkling
As a fire-fly in the dark,

Like s dinmond—tws so briltiant :
On her form—D’ll not remark ;

But Cwas airy ; sylphlike; Liry;
Swelling softly, and the rest;

And 1 roundly vowed that nary
Man since Adam was so Dlest,

Kitty Whimple and I buckled
In the holy bonds of love,
And in silent glee I chuckled

As I gazed upon wy dove. |
So plump she lovked and pretty, -
And we started on « tour, !
Mysell and my bride Kitty :
With our love so warm and pure, '

1 know my face was longer
When we settled down at howme,

When 1 took to something stronger |
ne :
Than the love of wife and home. ]

{ know my nose is reddened
And my face is purple-blie,

But D’ve cause—for love is deaden’d,
And ’tis teo late now to rue.

Kitty Whimple, you have sold me,
I'm a duped, & cheated man 3
Kitty Whimple! had yon told me
That you were no better than !
A Milliner’s deception,
And a subterfuge—I vow
I’d have cut the whole comection, i
Pd have sought another vrow. !

A Beanty stufled with cotton,
A seraggy stick withont !
Curs’d the day I east my lot on !

You cheat of a turn ont.

Oh, the hounr that undeceived me! i
1'm a broken-hearted man'! ‘
Yes, instead of plump, believe me :
She was—only pad and bran, !

And that is why my nose is red
And why my cheek is blue,

For I squeeze my bottle without dread
Of breaking it in two.

Tt drown’s my cares, it cheers me up, i
For in it there’s no chaf,
And ivs only stufled with what ! sup f

\When I drink and try to laugh.




