'SONG POR BEEDADDLERS,
Lir.—* AIl tho bluo honnots aro ovor the bordor.”

Rup, run, Yankee and foreigner—
Run, wy lads, don’t forward in order—
Run, run, conscripts and colored men—
All the skedaddlers are en roufe for the border.
Many n copperhead,
Not liking steel or lead,
Many n Unionist famous for bluster,
Mouut aud roake reedy, men,
Uere comes the dmfl again,
Fly for security over the border.
Rup, rup, &e.
Como from your homes were you'ro suro to be
drafted— . )
Trust to your licels Lo escape from the foe—
Come to the tand where you'll only be lrughed at~—
Como where yon still can continuo to blow.
Trompets are braying,
Conscripts are praying,
Gird up your loins and run in good order;
Canada ’ll many a day
Tell of the funny way
All the skedaddlers came over tho border.
Run, run, &e.

TERRY FINNBGAN’S LETTERS.

1o the Ilon. Mr. McGee, down at Quabee, Mimber
of Puarlemint, or clsewhere, Presedint of the
Council: .

Sraniy Stimeer, 18th March, 1863,

Oh! whillalu na mocke! Darey, darlin, if
you iver saw sicha sight! DBegorra, it's well
it's the other hand or I wouldn't be able to give
you a line ou the subject; but how I came Lo get
it was i taking Mick Doyle’s bull-dog off a
Scotchman that he saw standin on the sidewalk
widout a green vibbin on his hat,  Mick's
“Growler” always walks; and knowin that my
buckie wasn’t ond. of us, he starts ount of the
procession and had him down in the - twinlkdin of
s tobacey hox. I was nfther him in o succond,
of coorse, Mick not payin mneh attinshun to it,
and in tarin him off, what d’ye think but he made
both bis teeth meet in the fat of my leit hand.
He didn’t scc me at the time he did it; for the
moment the thicf wasaware thaé be was dirawin
tale Irish biood he dhrops his hoult wid o whine,
Jicks my fist, and the divil a tail did he straighten
for the whole day aftherwards.

Well, you'll say “that's naither here nor
there,”” and may be you're right; bat -the point
is, the glorious procession of Irishmin on the
17th day of March, F63; in the City of Toron-
to, in commimoration of the anniversary of
their tutelar saint. And that was the procession,
or Pm no jidge potticen. From St. Paul’s up
to any otber place you plaze, providin you count
it two miles off; the divil a midge could pass the
sthireet. Sthramers flyin—Dbands a playin—so.
cieties wavin their banners—marshalls ridin up
and down, and thousands of sober and steady
men keepin step like sogers. It was. a grand
sight let me tell you, and one-that will be remim-
bered in this city for minny a-day to come. At
the splindid collation nt St. Patherick’s Hall,
waither John Hilyard nor Ogle R. atiinded. The
former wrote on apology to the effect that he
couldn’t lave John A. he was so foud of him ; andy
the Intther refuscd to be prisent poiat blank, be-

kaso ‘Michsel ‘wasn’t “hivited. Flowsomdiver,
begorra, e got on swimminly widout tliem, and
bruck up—what was to me the greatest wondher
on earth<~in pace and quietness, at an arly howr.
To be sure, there was an odd blow outsid

that he took toy ut the ‘palace *the- otlier_night,
but I can scarcely believe it, although ¥ think ho
lives oppossit it. Nivertheless, its hard' to 'say .
what a man will do when be wants to butcher a

attords raornin; but it was only a few English-
men who were bet (or keepin. late hours; and
although I can't say I know all the ins aud outs
of it, 'm sartin they wefe in the wreng, and
desarved what they gol, and much goed may do
thim widit. Your health was dbrank of coorse,
and sorry I'm for it; for, upon e sowkins, the
uoise they med was worse on my head than all
the licker I dhrank durin the day.  “Sit down,”
sez I, to & joker from the Gore of Toronto, that
for a considherable payriod was endeavourin to
got through the flure. ““Sit down yourself,”
sez he, givin me an’eye that I wndherstood,
“and ay be the sooncr you do it the hetther.”
That wos the only crass word that passed durin
the whole evenin at the table, -

Well, yez got iuto throuble I see on the Sepa-
rate School question.  Shure yez will count sich
litile things nothin; whin yez get used to thim;
but let e tell you, tiat, in connexion with that
Bill, John Sanstield has-exhibited somo manly
thraits which recommind him to me at laste, and
must, I think, recommind him to every proud
and honest man in the countlry. Be the mor-
tial, there’s not a mane sthrake ju- him—he’s a
sthraight forred fella; and next to Johu A. hiw-
self, Ly the powers of pewther, I think I'd give
him o share of my last naggin.

of the house, and Saunfield won't beg. More
power to his elbow for that same.  What has he
or the counthry to gain from a support that's
not intelligint and spontaneous ?

Tell Michacl that I have just resaved a letther
from Lord Monck, licggin of me to give him a
hint as to the impropriety of attackin Couchon
half jolce, whole airaest at any ball that may be
given in futurc by bis Excellency, and at whicl
hotl these gentlemin may be presiut, “ for, iy
dear Teny,” sez his Lordship “ although I know
Polcy to be an able man and a ‘fine fella, he is
very voilent. What did you attack me in your
paper for? sez he to Couchon. ObI sez the
other, I am in opposition, and attack the minis
thry in part or in whole as the case may be, and
not you personnlly or in . prisate capacity ; so
you see my dear Terry, that Couchon Lad the
hest of it, although sorry I'm for it, not wishia;
to give the Frinch the upper hand in the dhrawin
room ab laste.”?
me. and. you can see the lefther yourself whin
you come up; but you musta’t say anytbin about|
it or may be it would intherrupt our correspound-
ence, if not put an ind to it altogether. '
T duunn whether George hasleft here yetor no;
but perhaps you think he'll be time enough whin
be gets down. Faith my impressions run in the
same chanuel, for well I know he's concoctin
somethin desporate up bore or he would have

You sce thef
curse of it is, yes are not -shure of yer own side|"

These are his very words lof

political opp t, and you know, if Bishop
Lynch and he put their heads together, it will
lade to nothin morc or less than the ‘utther ex-
tinction of British Freedom and the revival of
the Inquisition ; hekase, you see, George, 28 a
protestant, can bring the thumb-serews of Queen
Elizabeth to hear upon the subject, while_hia
Lordship has pick and choice, accordin to Tom
Fergusson or Ogle R. Be this as it may, your
wetal is about to he thried anyway ; and, i€ yoz
don’t look out, the lord knows what the conse-
quinees may e,

You remimher poor Boxty Mulloy—Jumes
you know—not Neddy ? Well, I was lookin over
sowe of my ould papers the other day, andi€ &
didn’t find the followin it the poor fella’s hand-
writin. - He was & great Latin scholar and a
funny fell as you know; so I jist thought T'd
copy it verbatim and let you see it :—

OlE! J:\B&S;\TIS EST.,
But I am tho unbappy man
From night Lill morn—{from morn 61} night ;
For, do the vory best I cam,
That eursod host is never right.

Whothor I cat or drink or danco,
Or speak or bow, to those who pass,
Or sing or drivo, by somo mischance,
T always roalo mysolf an ass.

Tho other day when at a feat—
‘A splendid foat not far from lown—
With beating heart, I chanoed to meot.
Ono Mary Annw Julia Brown,, ~

I saw lior eyes swore love to mine—
Such lovo as words ¢can ne’er express ;
But hamling her a littlo wine
I dnghed- it o'er her sntin dross !

Sho smiled and asked me for some snipe—
;I didn'tlike that swilol—not It
I tricd to enrve, but such a wipo
As then I gave her in the eyo!

For oli t—the like hus no'cr heen heard—.
My fork—nnd I v such o stato—

It elipped '—and the accursed bird
Flow at her off the eursed plate b

Ob ! then I shiiddorod! in despair,

. Sho mct mo with so dark a (rowr,

And stnking down Into my ehair,
Lost Mary Anna Julia Brown

I tricd to danco como nfter thnt,
But dencing now was hut n horo,
Yet sull [ managed to lay flat
My furivus host wpon tho Noor

But after all, X sang with grace; .

* And s0on commencing, with a sigh,

T vwictds tho coiting turnod my face,
But plaster fell nto my cye!

Enongh! I rushed {from such a fato;
And drove ot with » deudly gronn ;

But oh! my gig, when abiny gate,
Upsct aml broko my collar hone

And horo as now I tic in bed,
A bashotor, though wed to woe,

X boar, though I caut lift my houd,
My butlor deawing corks bolowt

Thon am I not n haunted man,
From night till morn, from piorn till night;
For do the vory best L oan, RN
That cursed best is néver right b
Begorra that fella wasn’t an Irishman anyway,

or be'd never let that wouian go so aisy. ‘Sooh!

been wid yez long ago. There was a rumour]



