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CHRISTMAS.

Hall { to thee, merey Chrintmas,
Rigut jeviaiart thou,
TWith thy benmisg smile of ginduess
Aud thy bolly-wruatbed brow;
Ton thousand welcomnes greot thee—
T'en thousand voices slug,
From palace and fram cot, all hail !
Thou goodly Christmas inyg.
Baill to theo, morry Christmas,
For eizlitoon conturies, uartn
Has sung with joy aud gladacsa
Her tribata to thy birth!
Sinco firat o'vr Bothichem's Valiey
The clear sngzolic shout,
Of “highest glory wotn God,
Good will to mao,” carry out.
Hail! to theo, merry Christman,
At ench returnlog tide
We liear thoso volces swelling—
That sbout still by our side:
«Ponce," on thy Lanvor reateth,—
Thy inleslon [s ¢ good will"—
T'en thousand welcomes greot 1hes
Thou bhoary Christmas still.
Brighlly the yule Jog blazeth,
Aud sheds ig ruddy light
On smillng faces gathored
To graco the Christmas night,
Hali ! to thee, merey Christmas—
Hail to thy goodly cheor ;
Thou fairest of our galden days—
Thou mooarch of the year.

—_——

RALPH WALDO EMERSON.

All honour to the Ontario Literary Society for
brioging such & great man amongst us. Sbades of
public dipners and complimentary breakfasts wherg
wore ye, that yo allowed Smerson to depart without
visiting bim? However, a3 they say that * eatcn
brend is acon forgotten,” we wiil notscold uny uioro
op this scoro,

Of the man himself we could write n volume if
we bad the room and time. But as wo have pot,
2ll we can gay is, that he approached nearest to the
perfeet lecturer of any ope we ever saw. Of his
short-comings we will not say a word, dazzled, as
we are, with the superior brilliancy of his talents.
Who did not feel the desire strong upon him to
become o genius as the lecturer expounded, “ The
Law of Success?” Nobody, we are sure, but a doll
lump of clay, and those had no business to go there.
Talking of dullness, reminds us of Mr, Giekie's in-
sane attempt at popularity, in ealling the lecturer to
order in his own broad Scotch. If we were in the
chair we should certaioly have soubbed such im-
pertinence. But it is comforting to kuow that the

i that is the ible portion of them—
p diated this man’s al ble md
—_—
The Leasoes,

——Wo cannot understand why two such
doughty heroes as Jobn Nickiogon and William
Petrio could not settle their little differences behind
the scenes without going to the Police Court. Or,
if they needs must fght, let them do it a la  Mac-
beth,” or  Richard II[."—three up and threo dowa,
and “ demned be ho who first cries hold, enough,”
&c.- This would be far better than porambulating
King Streot enquiring at ench saloon if *the old
Boggar was there!” :

———————————————

MUNICIPAL ELECTION:

TWilson, Boultou, aud Bowes, met at the City Halt
on Monduy last, to claim the sufirages of the people
for tbe ofice of Mayor. What did they say?
Wilson abused Bounlton, Boulton nbrsed Bowes, and
Bowes abused Boulton and Wilson. What the peo-
ple learned 1rom this display is beyond our power
of comprehension. In what manner Wilson sbhow-
ed his fitness for the civic chair, by proviog that
Boulton ncted wrongly in the Chief of Police busi-
ness, we cannot usderstend. How Mr. Boulton
showed his qualificntion for the covetted office, by
sttncking Mr. Wilsou’s Jegal capacity, is a wystery
which we cannot solve. VWhy Mr. Bowes sbould be
Mayor, because ho had assailed the conduct of Mr.
Boulton, and the intentions of Mr, Wilson, we bave
yet to find out, We are puzzled to find out what
object the candidates had in following such a line
of conduct, and perhaps, to this day, we should
pot bave got the right sow by the ear, if the sub.
joined correspondence bLad not fallea into our
bands. Wo do not think it is necessary to state
bow we came by it ; but we can vouch for its ac-
curacy :,

TuroxTo, Dec. 16, 1858,
———BouLroN, Esq :—

I alwvays forget your confounded christinn name
when [ want to say anything particular. But—
sans ceremony, 83 the devil eaid when be cawe for
the guager—if you really mean to go to the polls,
by the God of Law you shall have it strong nnd
beavy. All you canssay in reply will go for nothing.

Yours, in a burry,
A. WiLson.

P. S.—Who the devil was the God of Law! Lex,
L suppose.

A.W.

ToroNTO, Dec. 17, 1858.
Apan Wison, Esq:i— |
Sir,—Tho first man, Adam, way by far the great-
est fool out. I can vouch that his namesake, Adam
Wilson is by no means a chip of the old block. I
mean to oppose you, and, by the blood of the Boul-
tons, I sball go in. To sbow you thut you have no
chunce, I may weation that I have already moved
in the # truck” business, aud cvery man in the city
will vole for me.
Yours in indigoation,
W. H. BouwnTon,
&'P. 8.—L'll give you fifty cents'and let you off the

gcorchiug if you retire in my favour,
W.B.

Toronro, Dec., 1858.
Messrs, Bourtoy and WiLsoN,--
Brother Beggars—Asa neither of you have
8 ghost of a chence, now that you're in the field,
you had better both retire. If not, 1 sball pull the
Police about Boulton’s ears, and the Esplanade
about Wilson’:. So take warning in time.
Yours truly,
J. G. Bowrs.
P. S. Honor amoug thieves.

—-
Tho Lie, .
——A Cily Fatber's interpretation of L.L.B.:

1 Lio Liko Blozes.” Melancholy, but true.

THE STATE TRIALS,

God belp us!  And are Crnadian politics in such
& demoralized condition, that honesty cannot be
found citl:er in the Bench above, or in the Court
below, or in the people that arc out of the Court.
We do not believe it. The Globe may soy what it
likes—and more shame for it; wo eball still ciiog
to the belief that the purity of our Bench is as un-
sullied—that our Judges are as learned—tbat tbey
aro as honourable as avy in the threc kingdoms, or
America to boot. What do the public generally
eare whether the Brown-Dorion Admiuistration ig
knocked into an untimely cocked hat, or whether the
Cartier-MacDonald Government is made a bloody
paocake of.  Plunder and personal ambition is 2ll
that either of them care sbout. But the public do
care that the purity ot the Bench shall be unspotted.
Unsgpotted it is, and unspotted, we have no doubt,
it will remain, and unspotted it is all our interests
to keep it. Therefore, we protest sgeiost the rabid
atiack mwade upon it by the Globe. Use your rea-
son, yo gentlemen that do ibe editorials in that
paper; reason logically; put your heads under s
pump when inclined to say anytbing rash; follow
tho example of the Colonist, and write nothing that
is worth reading--but do not attempt to make us
believo that we are worse than we really are. Do
not degrade yourselves—do not asperse the Bench.

J—

TELEGRAPH AT FAULT.

IMPORTANT INFORMATION.
Tho New York Ierald understands that the At~
lantic Telegraph is again at work, aud that o des-
patch was received from Europoe of which the word
“Henley,” was all that could be made out. Did not
every one who heard the above information *ewmell
urat?" Wedid, and our surmises are now indis-
putable facts, Thoe matter lies in a nut-shell.—
Mored by the importunities of the Glode, the Col-
onial Sccretary at onco sent a dispatch by tbe At-
lantic Telegraph, ordering the Governor Geperal's
recall.  The line being out of repnir, the tail of the
dispatch, was altogother indistinet, and all that was
legible was the word ¢ Head,” which the operator,
who, we understaud, is one of the “Family Com-
pact,” had the assuranco to transform inlo “Henley”
This is nnotber ipstance of tho venality of the
Governor, who we are sure is at the bottom of it.
Suck disgraceful trickery must not go unpunished
‘The Yorkville Cavalry should be at once called out
to bave him expelled—tho hydra-headod monster.
Hurrah for fun!
—
The Four Johns.
Sugar-Joha (Wilson).
Lemon-Jobn (Ice Cream).
Whiskoy-John (pot the Premier).
Hot-water-John (J. G. Bowes.)
Which being duly mixed together produce Punch—
That's THE GRUMBLER.
Scene in City Counoil.
1st. Father—You're a liar.
2nd. Father—You'ro another.
3rd. Father—The whole Council lies.
4th, Fathor—Thats o stretcher.
And so on——ad libitun-.




