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THE WAR!

Bost of our daily papers have given veat to a
series of oracular views ou the War Question. It
now becomes our duty to give our opinion oa the
subject in & manner that will set tho matter at rest
for over.

It wiil at once bo ovident that this is not the firat
wor which bas devastated Europe. When Alexan-
der crossed the Indus and fought with Zenghis
Khan, and }aid the foundotion of tbe principle of
the Balance of Power, Europe learned ber first great
lesson in warfare. When Hannibal devagtated the
Coast of Guinen, and fought with the natives of the
Oape of Good Hope, driviog the British settlers
therefrom, Europe was much younger than she is
now. DBut siace several of the powers of Europe
have joined in mortal conflict, it will be evident to
every intelligent observer that a considerable ex-
penditure of blood and treasure i3 inevitable, inas-
much as no great wars havo occurred in times past
witbout loss of life. But to come to particulars.
Let us correct various errors which have been com-
mitted by our coatempories, especially the Globe,
whose knowledge of Geograpby seems limited to a
clear recognition of the boundary line between the
two Provinces. In the first place it must bo nader-
stood that Marshall Radetzky has been dead for a
ghort time, and therefore will not take clharge of
the Sardisian forcea. Again, Nupoleon IIT is not
the same person as Napoleon I, but is a relation of
his. Morcover, the River Po does not, as is genr-
plly supposed — though its name is familiar
enough in English Society — empty itsell into
the Atlantic Ocean, but into the Adriatic.—
France is pot in allinnce with Austria, but is op-
posed to that power. Austria hag not yot obtaided
possession of Italy,but is supposed to ho aiming at
gometbing of that eort. The Leader has fullen iato
the singular mistake of imagining that Alessandria
iain Egypt. The differenco between this Iialian
city and the Egyptien ono, ie that the spelling of
their respective names is sowewhat different, and
that one of them was pamed after Alexander the
Great, and the other afier Jobn Alexander McDou-
ald, The Colonist bas made o wess of the whole
affair, It mistakes Vercclli for Vermicelli, and says
that tho Austriang would got o ticket for soup if
they went there; whereas we thiok that Turin

(tureen) tbe place where they would be most likely
to get such an article, .

Tho Globe tays that the opposed powers arc very
tikcly to bave a brusk at the Lego di Com(2)s.  We
ebject, wogk emphaticslly, to any sach frivalous and

riless jests.en eomerions'a’ suhjsct... W object
8180 to such o jest as that of tho Leader, who aays
that ** the Austrians were not ir o hurry to take
decided measures, and evidently did not consider
Parma 38 quite the cheese,” and again, thit “ the
Aunstriane did vot care & straw for Tuscany, but
wero, however, getting their cap at Leghorn ”

These few remarks on the war in Italy will set
the question at rest, for the mext week, and ofier
the lapse of that timo the public may expect some-
thiog more.

———

05GO0ODE HALL.

May, 1859.

BY LORD MACAULAY.

CHAP. 1.

I purpose to writo the History of tho last Terms'
law Examination from the entrancoe of the Benchers
into the examining Room to the quashing of the
last bopes of the * awkward squad.” I shall relate
th a6 of mistakes which alienatod the heart of Mr
Gwynne from the rsjority of the young candidates
for entrance. I shall relate how somo got drunk
before the examination ; how some got drunk after
it. How young Muddlebead did ot know his
Euclid, aud young Rrainless was deficient in
Geography ; how youog Smartboy knew both; how
yonog Crambard raised bis eyes to heaven, in grati-
tude to his preceptors, who had esrly and late ham-
mered the impracticable lore into his impregnable
aumskull. I slall narrate all this in the thirteen
volemes which are to follow the present one. Let
us flest cast & glance at tho sceno of these momen.
tous transactions. The West wing of Osgoode 1lall
resounds with unusual clamour. The stairs leading
from the Benchors Room to Molloy's Saloon are
crowded. Students and Benchers pass and repass
incessantly. Herea youthful applicaat for entrance
slides stowly down the habnisters with his Euclid
between his teeth. Oa tho landing, seven braway
boya successively hold the *stampiog machine”
st arms length. In another place the patriarch
Moltoy keeps at bay five precious juveniles. They
interrogate bim closely. The quoslions are benenth
the digaity of History to repeat. Within a Room
opening on tho landing, three youths are sealed.
Thro thumbed books are bofore them; watch thom.
Wo shall relurn to them anon.

Tho harsh thunder of rusty hinges is bead. A
atout door opens, and five youths issuo from the
presenco of the benchers, Grief, despair, cnvy,
foar, theso are the pagsions which play succeagively

open the features of the roleased individuals. They
are surronnded by o crowd of anxious inquirers.—
““Wo were plucked” was tho only answer. “Qn
Euclid ™ ¢ No, on Geogrnphy—-Gwynno went
hieavily into the Italian war, aod asked us what the
PPo emplied into. We koew it not. We were pluck-
ed.” By thig lime, our thres friends are in the
presence of the Benchiers. Horacos are givon into
their hands. Questions are put and missed in rapld
succession. Still no cloud gathers on the faco of
the benchers. A pause succoeds. Tho Bencbers
tuke breath. Anxious looks aro exchanged., The
countenance of the inexorable Gwynune becomes
corrugnted like that of the scaly guardian of the
Tlesperian apples, He asks tho momentouaquestion
“ what does the Po empty into ?” Two of tho three
faces blench.” - Four of tho six knees tremble, Two
of the unfortunates confess ignoﬁnce. The third

beads forward and whispera his answer to the Ex-
aminers. * *® #* * & % *
# % A glance of atupid awzewent traverses

the august circle, followed by & lively blush, and °
then by & borrified stare. One of the Benchers then
eaid: * Young Man, you bave perbaps crred through
inexpericnce. Hush this matter up, and jou may
puss, elong with your two companions.” The young
man wanted to pass, only to pass, to pass at any
price. Ho sigaified bis consent. The matter wag
apparenily bushed up. It has since been let out
It has become & matter of history.

(Lnd of Chapter I)

N. B.—Lord Macanlay will continue this work as
soon as his Legislative dutics shall permit.
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PERFECTLY RIGHT.

The following scntence in o leadieg urticle in the
Leader ia 8o exceesively true that wo must immor_
telize tho sentiment by giving it n placo in oup
columng :

«\Yhen o prisooer fa commilted for threo months, you have
no right to convert tho sentonce isto capital punishment, by in

Dictiog a lingerivg death upon bim,”

The only objection we seo to this etateweat is

that the time at which the infliction of capital punish-

ment by & lingering death expiresis limited to three

months. What ig to become of prisoners committed

for six months we should like to kuow if the righy

to inflict copital punishment on prisoners coramitted

for three months is & disputed point, as the Leader’s .
positive ncgstivo to the gupposed affirmative asger-

tion would lead us to believe it was. Following

out the idea the Leader wonld seem to menn that

imprisonment for two montha should entail 8 pun-

ishment of being balf killed ; threo months, sidden
dealli; six mouths, roasting alive, with a choice of
being flayed alive or compelied to read the back
numbers of Old Double since the smalgomatiqn, *




o

- [ iy
CANADA RECONQUERED BY THE FRENCH.
TREASON{ TO ARMS!1 TO ARMS!!!

Roader, take it coolly. DBefore we raise the cur-
tain oa the scenes of our prophetic drama, wo wish
to enlighten you on one or two points, First, then,
_Plense icarn that the time rapregented is the year of
_grace 1864, The Clear Grit bowl is then supposed
to bave done its work, and patient Jean Baptiste has
rigsen in his might to crush the insolent oppressors
who have 80 loog tyrannized over him, Brown, the
slanderer of the fsithful, is iu the ascendant, and for
two years hasg ruled Lower Canada by a majority of
Upper Oanada votes. Thousands of copies of a
mysterious pamphlet entitled, # CaNADA RECONQUER~
ED BY THE FrENcy,” and of a remarkable article by
the same author, published in the Canadien, in the
year 1839, have been industriously circulated among
the much enduring Labitans, aud the storm fore-
shadowed by them hag burst iu all in its fury. Car-
tier whose loyalty oozed away with theloss of office,
bas returned to his firat love, and having sternly
consigned to oblivion the sweet remembrances of
Windaor, leads the rebel army. The observaot
reader will detect other singular transmogrifica~
tions :—

ACT &,
Tius, MoNTH APRIL, 1904,

BoeNg 1st.—A large room in an obscure locality in Nlontreal,
Eoter Cartior, Morln, Chevalier Shallow-pate, (autnor of
Canadga reconquered)) ‘I'urcotte, Rose, Barnoy Devlin and
other consplrators,

Cartier—(Speaking in Eog'ieh for tho benefit of Rose.)

Friends, follow patrioty, say, since we havo met
Last in this room, bow has advaacedour pet,
Our von grand project—has it ripen fase,

And shall we aoon Jet Jooso war's Jeetle blast 2
IaQuebec ready, and "L'iois Rivieres, too,

And Grifintown ? cher Barney, what havo you
Efiected thoro ?  Will 20 brave Icigh raiso
With us 20 cry of down with ze Anglais?

0Of Vivo 1a France? we have ono faith, and we

8bould amis, freres and fellow soldats be,

Wo are zo truo allics—we both bave beon

Insult by ell ze innisterlal spleen.

Al bas Anglais, ze tyrant Scolch sball €all

From (s bello Cauada we chase them il

Perfidious Albfon shall not longer be

Za owner of this ono fine colony ;

Bul ¥ive L' Empereur, Napolcon shall reigo,

And F'rance receive bor nnelent rights aguin.

Cher Shallowpate, mon ami have vot you
No nows 1o ¢l about 26 coming stow?
18 your largo deeslrict ready primed and loaded ?

Shallowpate—

Ob, yos, my chief,and would have long exploded,
Butthat I bade them still kocp on the brow,
Till tho French fleot in signalled from Du Loup;
They pant to pepper all tho dirly Scetch,

- And knock thom fnlo porridgo and hotch-poteh.

Cartier—

You are ono brave, whon we havo conquor, you
8ball reap zo boncfie of what you do.
Morio and Turcolie aro your amis sleady ?

Morin—

All right, my covoy, Is a capp’d gun ready ?

Cartler.

Aad Rose, mon frere, have you not got no rews?
Csu you not bring ono man to ald oxe views >
Is ibore not utill zo thirat for vongrance lurks
On tbey who kicked sou from zo Board of Works ?
Courage mon ami ! have you sounded Galt ?
‘Wo must not take 20 gallop and the Lalt;
Bring him with us, wo'll do you more good far,
Than your grand aopexation schemes, by gart
Rote.

My friend, my colleague, premior, to you

Ross's allogianco is for over due,

With yob he follgix(—\vith you bo f2)l, rad now
With you he'll kick up aoy jolly row.
Dextl to tho Grits—1s Rose's battlo ery,
Awd coute qui coute the rascils all shall dio,
Eyor rixzhit, no squinting, Galt Sir, witl not come,
The follow's balf congent was al} & b,
Carlier, .
What sare, you say ?  That Moosicur will not come,
Ry gar1 in hie fat paunch then we wiil druni
Ono lectlo hole—we put ze buallet whero
TIrs lootle insido sbinll have somo fresh afr.
Sherbrooke is Jost, o watter, Grifiintown
1"l wager pow will do ko thlog quile brown,
Will not my Barncy ?
Baruey Devlin.
Faith, its me can't toll,
1 acunded all the ghirty Uackguards well,
But shure thoy’ro doaf, I'vo Jisted only one,
The rest aro haythoos, and the glory shun ;
Or more betoken they won't follow mo,
But baakor aftor Giaoral McGee,
Cartier.
Mafoi! dear Barney that in mauvais news,
What 1 ze brave Irigh, have they all refuso
To fight les Anglais avd ety Vive la Franee?
Courage mon brave, wo lead slouc zo daoce,
Unless you try ze lectle blarvey now
Aod make 2o Irish ready for zo row,
Devlin.
1'm gamo Sireo to try tho knaves onco wore,
Cartier,
Slreo you aball do better than before ;
Cher Shalowpato you keep in band your racn,
Wo fight, wo conquer, you bo Geooral then.
Why for you ook, Rose, down right in 20 dumpe,
You bave zo couraga and shall wio 20 trumps,
Whon [ bo Gov'nor, and right over Lere
Ze Fronch g ware, I make you zo premier.’
Morin, Turcotto, yon keep things in zo dark,
Till 1 aay strike,~then wo have leotlo Inrk,
By gar! les Anglais, they shall bave 2o treat,
Wo cat zo rnsenits into ze minco meat,
No we all go, but etill 2o sfforts use,
‘When wo next meet 1 hopo to bave ze news
Tbat one I'rench Fleot io the St. Lawrence s
‘Then bavoe ¢ry and lot the cannona fiz ;
Wo fight, wo conquor, victory shall dock
Our troop in Mootreal—their's in Quebee,
Forowoll mes amis bo one brave and true ;
Cry Vivo la Frnoco and death to England’s crow.
AU
Wo milll wo will!
They soparate and the £ceno closes.

ACT IV
Tixe.~FORTNIGIT LATER THAN AcCT ]

Scene,—0fico fn the Inspoctor Goneral's Dopartmoot, Ottawa,
Presont. George Brown, Dorion, and Holton, Eater Mc.
Gee.

Brown—

Welcome, McGeo, wo havo not seen you horo
Since—sinco tho Sorsion closed, and now I fear
From your long phiz, man, that no nows you bear
Will lighten our ofticia! toil and care,

What ia it>—rponk,—does Griffiutown demand
somo trifliog favour at our oft-1nakod hand?

1s troublo brewing In the furtber East?

Or » now crusade started by the priest?

Speak out, man, quick, and lot us kaow the worst.

McGee—

‘I'rouble s brewing,~Canada bas nursed
Serpents, who fain would atiog ber 16 tho quick.
Events full s00n inay crowd in {ast and thick

To prove the fact. A word, Browo, in your car,—
REBELLION1—-thare dou't start—is jolly nest,
Slaco Cartlor lost his offico aud liia seat

Ho’a been ball mad from wonnded self-conceit;
Ono Shallotwpate bas fed the smotherod ice,

Tho fool who tuncd in '59 bis lyro

Ta sing of Franco once moro triumphant here.
Tley'vo gatbercd malcantonts who welrho boneath
Your rulo of L. C, by largo U, €. voiens.

Rose, {00, i4 with tbom, and oae Dovlin, who

In former times your humblo sorvant know,

Roso sounded Gali, aud Doviio has boen down

: = —
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To skake the loyalty of Griflintown.

1 hiear, too, whispers ofa largo French ficot

o aid the rebels in thelr sprightly feat;

Tloy wail bul now ils presenco ere they rairo

TLo erv of “Feaucol and death (o tho Aaglei 1
Drotwon—

And is that ail, come D°Arcy dov’t bo glum

You know of okl reboliion’s fate “tu hun*

Cheer up, McGee, 1o need for shightest foar,

Who loade thom?
McGee—

Faith! your Jitile friend Cartier,

Brown—

ButI say, D'Arcy, whata spleudid chanco

For your theeo hundved thousand to advanco,

Yau wocen't quite loyal ooce, but anybiow

Things have quite changed, I calculato, just now,

What say you, D’Arcy, will you bring them out,

And send theso rebols to the right-about?
McGee— |

Come, Browa, don't rako up that expladed boast,

I ralo fo Grifintown at least,—tho roast,

Thoy‘reall soend thore,
Browu—

Woll, come, that'a not bad news,

But Dorion Lisve your counirymen tho biues?

Would any number join the rabble rout

Who seok to turn the Anglo Saxons oul?
Derion~ 5

Faith! no, fhey may p'raps fool 2 litle soro

That your U. C. majority ghould rule;

But stitl not twice tvo hendred mea would raise

A volee or arm against fair Evgland’s Queen,

Asfor tho ficel in tho St. Lawrence—~why,

1 guvasin classic phraso—that's all my eyo.
Browvu—

I thought so. Flolton, bas Galt sigaified

As et his posfect willingness to rids

And row with us in ministeria] bargo,
Holton—

Wby not oxactly, but bo promised soon

To run down hore snd talk the matter o'er;

Ya fmet, X quits expected bia ta-dag,

(Knock at the door.)

Faith there's a knock. Come in—who knows it may

Be Galt himself.

Enter Galt, who takes Brown and Holton on ono gide and coune
vorses with thom., McGeo and Dorion leavo th office, and the
scono closes.

ACT III
TIME, 220, MaT, I86—ScRNEAS in Act Int.

Cartier—=Woll, mes chers amis, we hare mot onco moro

Before, on all zo Anglais wo will pour

2o leetlo bullots and 2o lectlo joke,

‘T'hey feel when we givo them zo hayonet poke.

What news mes braves is everythiog quits slick

And ready for zo grand Carlieran kick ?

Mon Sballowpate are zo mon fully arm

Aund rendy for tho march to Logan's furm ?
Shallowpate.

Somo Laso paliroons, my chiel, avo backing out,

But wo ean wbip les dnglais without doubt.

Aro wo not French ? remnember Waterloo,

And what a great French army, air, can do.
Cartier.

Ahy babi) they run away—you bavo forget ;

I will not tink of Waterloo not yet.

Oul novw, by gar! I thiok of Logan's farm,

And how wo will les Anglais oll alarm.

1 think ma foi of all ze grand, beeg fun

When wo bave make 2o coward Anglais ran.
Rose—[ngide 1o Devlin.)

The fun will all prove t’olhor way I foar.
Devlin—[uneasily.j

Blessod St. Patrick why did I come here ?

Roso, 1 eay Ross, 1a hanging very bad ?

My neck alroady feols quito loose, bedad.
Rose.

Hush ! Barooy, hosh ! I'm deuced qualmish too,

But what the mischiof can wo blackguards do ?

Wa've gono tao far, I stick througlh thick and thin.
Develin—[patuotically.] .

And 30 do I—but banging’s such a aln,
Cartier, °

My Roso—my Barooy, what there have you say;

Can you not give one leotlo smite to.day ?



Io fow of hourm wa ateike 2o blow far Franec,
Aud Vead les dmgrluie ano o joli dnnco.

Zv t\m»l)'-fourlﬁ, 20 Fronch tleet they will fen)
Quebec 20 color of their shotand shieh,

Zo 1wepty.fousth, mes braves, ob Logan's farm
Our mun ehall echo ze most grand alnnn,
1Uintho birthdny of their terant Queon,

‘And thero'les soldats for r<view lave heon.
Thuy havezo gunk, bat not no balls have they,
Ourneo rush vut and take zc guns awny.

It is ono ot Gno stratagem of war,

We inuko les soldats prironers, by gnr.

Then we advance, wo seizo on Montreal,

And 20 Frooch fog sball rise to never fall.

Rose.
Havo you no canuon in your ranks, Cartier ?
Cartier,
Oli now ! tut Raso yoa not havo fear,
Mon Shallawpate ha have onolectlo plot,
Quo achiemio magnifigue—they shall noon be got,
Rosc—But Low ?
Carticr—[confidentially.] c o
Yon know ze copnons on 20 Champ de Mors,
%0 Rusaian gunn—by gar ! hoscize on them
With a division of our most bravo men,
Batrney sball aid bin, while on Logan's farm,
We, Roso, will seize upon zo sinnlior nrm,
That s tho trick—Moiin, Turcotte will yor
Have yaur men rendy for les Anglais stow ?
Tureolte—Ready aud williug-
Cartier.

'Fhen wo pari onco wnre,

To meet on Logan farim, bogin ze danco
Aod ralse 2o ery of Vive la, Vive la France,
To.morrow night in 1%»'s nod three’s bt all
Zo mew micet 1bero and wait 2o comidg ball §

ve Shallowpate and his division wie

now most precisely what to do.)
Come wilh tbeir guns, their pitchforks and iheir pokers,
To let thero Englinh s0e wo're no sorry jokora.
Til) thap farewchl—our battlo cry is “I*1aace,”
“Cartler aud Nap™ 20 keaders of ze dance.
(They separate amd scene closes )

Dorion—Enter McGee.
Hotton,
What now, BlcGee? Daos evorythivg progross
. A8 wo have loog soticipated?
McGee. Yeon,
©On he Queon’s birthday they mako tho attack,
Avd hope to wbip the voldiers in a erach,
They moot ob Lognn's farm and think thoe troops
sall-cartridgo will bo minus as of old,
They bope tuen to surround thowm and to eeizo
Ench muw, o rifo with tho greatest cace,
T'hon marct on hore and seek co.operntion
From tbo whole French Canudian populaiion.
Bloanwhbile friond Shallowpate,great dupiter out-stares,
Ho bag tho cavuon on tho Champ de Mars,
Holton.
This beats NeGee, the came you playcd o card fu,
Tho Vegotable Irish cabbage garden,
McGee,
Llugh ! a0’ (bou Invest o, Hal; bush ! say no more,
That cui’s unkind—the wound feols rathor soro.
Holton,
Woll tbeo a truce—butsay, does Cartier still
Expeet tho Fropch fieot?
Yes, [ith, and he wilf

e,
For perhaps twico twenly hourr—most likely dhon
llo may bo uudecoived like othor men.

Sceng 2d.—Auother room in Monircal—Present Holton and

Holton.

Well theo all's rexdy, Dorion and [

Will botls by peesent on Ly oventful norn,

Auvd far an may be, slay (0 impendiog ¢toria.

Tue troops~of coures wilf bavo lallcartridge sorved,

But if tlio (utes noughtunpeapitions vond,

‘T'bis Csrtier fully aball have Llovdloss coil.

(Sceno closes.)
ACT IV,

. Time 11 a. m.—24th May.

80ENE 4th.~Logan's Farm—Cartier and miscellancous array
drawn up inarevene,

Cartier. B
The hout is near, mes traves, strike ono aad all
For Curtlor, Fennce, aixl mbke les dnglais (uil,

Siriko jor your Jangunge—luws—cry “Dosth 1o Grits,"
And lulock 7o rarcaile Jnto lectle bils,

Ob 1 Rono mon frere, 1 fuol my singlo arm

‘Wil fright ze cowards irom all Logan's farm,

{Rose doos’nt reply bat groans ia spirit.)

. Enter measenger.

Cartier—
OA! out, c'est bon it is my messongor.
Huston, depechez ; what news heve you, Sir?

Messenger (nournfully)—

Moo chef, tbe Frouch flect—

Cartier—
Is betore Quolce 2

Messenger—

Alae ! it bas uot roachied St. Lawronco yet.

Traitors, my cliiof, amidat our eawip havo been,

‘Wo aro deculvod, no Jronch abip has beoa econ,
Carticr— -

Not econ, ma foi bave I not had dispatches?
Messenger—

All frauds, gl tricks, not ono ship to tho scralch fs,
Carller~

—
DPeate | it inbnd, sir, keep your tidingn dark ;
We'll hnvon yet with theao English aparka,
Sce ) rro ! they come, smes draves, tho 1rnops oro here,
Whit for 1bo rigaa), then wilh ouo loud cheer,
Rueh for thoir anme, secure them one and all,
No veed fur fear—they never load with Unll,

The lroops advarcs, and aro drawa up ia 1ino ; at word of
command ono company frea & volloy over the eavino where Car-
tjor and his men sie alationed. ‘To the surprize of the latter,
the 1hiz of balls is namistrkably heard over their honds. Cai-
tior foals uncomfortablo and turns to Roxo.

Carlier—
Mon frere, wore traitors, balls whizzed through 2o air.

ose—
They'll whiz through us, too, if you don't take eare,
Carticr—
Too lata, mon frere, the dio fa cast, aud I
Wilt Liave ono brush with them beforo I dlo.
(He tyrns tothem.)
Mes braves ono cheor) then follow monnd cry
“Carticr aud France' to death or victory.

A (sint cheer s heard, Cartier Tushes out, followed by Rose
end about twenty of his men, Morin, Turcotte and thoe rest beat
a vory undignified reirent, Cartior, inwever, has pluck—overy-
ong knows that. Carlier dace not hesitato—he brings his musket
to his shoulders—fircs—wlion, oh! the sad fortunes of war, the
tho charge is beavy,—the musket indifferont—it explodes, and
Cartior (xlls & acnraless, bleeding mans, Holtos gallops up—
glven Moo a hint that m epocial train for the States waita him at
81, Lanibert,—orders tho Jifeloss body of Carlior to ba conveyed
to Montren), whero tho troops all roturn, and assomble ob tho
Champs do Mars.

Scxst: 25D.—CnanPs DE Mara.—Presont Brown, Hollon, and
other mininters. The troopa in the back ground.

Entor Police Serzeant, with Shallowpate, aud Aag bearing the
following inreription,—

1V hoover darea these Ruasian guna displace,
Must Sballowpate encounter fuco 10 face.'”

roun—
What havo we hore?
Sargeant—
Tho prisonor, Sir, with twenty othors plrced
Upou tho Russlan Guoa thia fiag this morn,
1 and my men, Skr, waiting near tho place
Stopped out nnd et the prisoner faco toface.
We fougbt aud conquored—oro a aword was drawa
1 took bim and Lis crumpled flag in pawn,
Brown—
o'l keep Lim Sergeant, to tho Conrts must he
Answer for his moat atrange activity.
There let him ponder for a & aron o'er
Re-conquercd Cannda, his project pot.
Which, pleaas the pigs, is not re.conquored yot.
Shallowpnte is removed, nnd the acene clasea. It inay be pere
hapa as well to romark that Baroey Devlin, wha escapod from
tho Cbam ps do Mars, find it conveniont to make himsolf scarce,

—_—

THE NEW WRITTEN CONSTITUTION.

By ove of those unaccountable frenks which poli-
ticizns are wont Lo play, the great Grit, the cham-
pion of respopsible governmwent, the adorer of the
British coostitution, has suddenly become enam-
oured of the clumsy machinery of Yaukee govern-
ment. Why this change? Yesterday, who so con-
gervative of the Union and Responsible Governmont
as the Hou. George? To-day, who g0 wild and un-
setulod, drifting in one articlo through all the down-
ward ateps to political perdition, dissolutian, written
constitution, elective strect uweepers? If wo could
whisper into the ex-premier's ear a word of counsel
and of warping, ws would gladly do so0, but we
fear that bo is past redomption. Like our particular
friend O!d Double, we have felt our old British
feelings sadly outraged by tho absurd movement of
the Globe, aud lest, a8 the Leader would say, * any
of the unwary” may be led away by the cry; we
icsort some of the clauses from the now written con-
stitution as prepared at the last ¢ dark-lantern
meeting.” Read and Tremble:

Anr. 1. Tho Executive shall copsist of Hon. Goeo.
Browao.
Arr 11 Al Public printing to be dome at the

love Ofice.

GAR‘I‘. ItI. The Legislature shall consist of the

Editors of the Qlobe, and such othera us tbey may
int.

apgo“. 1V. The Fress shall be free, provided it

speaks ou the right side.

Art. V, Bothwell to be the Seat of Governmeat,

Ant. VL. All rebeltious subjects to be disfran-

aized.
¢ AxT. VII. All tho Public Lands to be divided
amoopst the Grits.

ArT. VIIL The Judiciary to consist of N, C.
McEutire and Lomon John. . o

The Constitution goes on this frightful manner

through fifty articles. We understand jhat the
"Jark-lantern” men have made provision for demol-
ishing the Onnadinn Milittn, Several maskers were
observed on Tuesday evening last, dogging Lieu.
Paterson, tbe chief officer of the force in Toronto,
20d we bave reason to believe that ho and Col. de
Salaherry bavo Leen marked out as tho first victims.
The forn°r is be recomponscd for the donger he in-
curs by being made & compauion of the Bath. The
conspirators intended to make the first attack on
the Quecn’d Birthday but luckily the imposing ap-
pearauce of the YorkvilleCavalry cowed tho traitors.
On Thursday a horse-pistol was carried. into the
Globe Office and several ounces of guapowder
avre aolready stored up for the first encounter
Wo jmplore our fellow-citizens to look to their
shooting irous, for the hour of conflict is noar, We
shall keep our oyes well-trimmed, and it shall not
be our fault if the fatal moment comes upon them
unawares.

—
THE QUEEN’'3 BIRTHDAY.
Dear GrusbLER,

On the morning of this eventful Holiday I got up
in good health and spirits determined 10 enjoy my-
sell. As the Pesident of tho Highland Society, I
was bownd to encourage the Higbland Sports of the
day, aod accordingly advauvced to Caer Howell,
where I found o number of Scotchmen with large
bones aund kouckles, and no trowsers on, throwiog
hammers to immense distances, 1 took up the fatal
instrument, and projected it far beyond the goal.
The Highlauders wero jumping. I took off my coat
and white satin neck-tie, and jumped cleac of the
farthest matk. I donned my tie and coat egain,
treated all round, and went to the review, Here
found n horee without a rider, whose master ha
been digmounted by the impetuous Count Holiwell.
I mouvted bim and pursued Couat Holiwell for re-
venge. I saw his sabre flash in the air. I saw hig
men load their guns ; I saw the matches placed on
the touchhole, T saw the flash, beard the report, and
knew no more. I came to my secases soon, and in
half an bhour took passage by the Zimmerwan,
where in compliance with the goneralrequest,l made
the following apeech

' Ladies and Gentlemen—

Permit me, before speaking to the teast of our
gracious Queen, to ask in the words of the poet—

¢ Lives thoro & man with sou) so dead,
Wiho never to bis gal hath said,
Won't you conie o'or in the Zimmerman »

The character of our gracious Queen is eonsider-
able ahead of that of any Queen of antiquity, She
bas not killed her husband Scruiramis, s Queen
Ninu is said to have done, nor has she ever killed
Quoen Elizabeth, as Mary Queen of Scotg is bistor-
ically knowo to have done. None of these great
wroogs has ever been laid to her charge, so let
everybody pnt it further om, 53 the great baccha-
nalian poet Wordsworthj says,

‘Apply bis Jips unto

Tho convolutious of n smooth-lipped brandy flank,”
and drink to the bealth of her gracious Majesty.”
To meke a long story short, we arrived snfely at
the Falls where we had Ice Oreams and Bottled,Por-
ter. While walking near Table Rock, I mado a bet -
with & talt Yaokee that [ would jump from it into
the water. I did jump, but, by the time I got
about balf way down, my coat taile caught ina cloft,
and there I stuck, while o colony of wasps upon
which 1 bad involuntarily intruded, stung me most
unmercifullyin those parts where my clothes wero the
moat abraded by the edges of the rock. A rope was
let dowo to we by Mr. Barnumw; who offered to take
me just ag I was and exbibit mo'in the Stater, s a
sccond Sam Patch, and give me balf the profits. I
o course rejected his offer with disdain, telling him
that my busiaess at the next Assises was too re-
munerative to allow me to remain away from To.
ronto, even i€ I had a mind to make profit in eo un-
dignificd o manner. 1ow I was balf kilied on tho
cars, how I met with numberless other adventures,
I cannot tell you now, but must remain
Your obedient servant,

Nem O. MoInrtap.



m—

- TﬁE*‘ ‘ DA?!;KWLANTEBN " MEETING.

IMPORTANT CCMMUNICATIONS.

The following communications we prGSEDthto :1"'
readers, that they may not be ignorant ?f the d?:-
ribls machinations of evil and revolu.txo.nm-yf ie-
posed persons, against the crown and dignity of our

5 ign.

be:::t;z::::ris made by our correspondents, do
not, unfortunately, point distinctly to lhe. lea((ller gf
this infernal conspiracy,but there can be httle‘ on
on the mind of any intelligent and .loyi'\l subject, of
the existence of atreasonable orgamzat.lon through-
out Canada, more formidable and exten:ive than that
discovered by the celebrated Titus Oates :

Sir—The papists are arming—I know it—the
arms were smuggled into Canada in the trunks of
Smith O’Brien, I saw last night two Roman Catho-
lics going up Church Street with guns in their hands,
and [ heard they were taking them to the palace to
be blessed by the Bishop. The dark days of Ireland
are coming again. Protestants arouse, down with
the dogans—no surrender.

Yours traly, )
Oraxer Linvy.

Say, GrumBLER—If yeou dont look out sharp

there’ll be an all-fired tarnation row soon—you’ll

is from the pen of the suthor “ Ossean.” We en-
gaged his services for the day at the enormous sum
of 25 cents—drinks included. He comes from a
country where the water is rather scarce:

It wagon the twenty-fourth of May. The year

was '59.  The hour wag half-past three. I heard s |

distant roar of voices. I looked up to the invisible |

winds of Heaven, whence descends the refreshing
rain, and asked aloud “what's the mus.” The
winds heeded me not. 1 gazed into the depths of a
neighbouring area, and enquired of the cook, whose
countenance looked like the full moon, * what’
row.”” The red-faced in
me to “go look.”
Ilooked! Do I forgetthe scene.

Toronto militia was at hand. Fore
Brooks,

3 the
dividual politely requested

The army of the
most rode Capt.
on a meleor-like galliant grey nag. The
kills trembled as he passed. So did the sides of
the multitude.  He looked like the son of a gun,
His mission was to capture Russian guns,

The “chieftain Holliwell bestrodela wicious hoss,
He looked like the roaring winds. Many other war-
riors were also in the throng.
like the dark rolling clouds. The Custom House
wharf was soon stormed, Prostrate at the feet of
the invaders lay those Russian gunag.

Then out spoke the gallant Mayor, Wilson: “Into
the hands of the city ars fallen these guns; let’s

The army moved

have to put the breaks on them niggers—theyre a
risin—that's so—jest look at Brantford, aint they a
heen adoin it thar, and aint they sassy enuf here to
do the same thing. Yeou Britishers dont Xnow how
to treat them varmin, jist take wy advice kindoap
'me, take ’em down south and sell ‘emy you'll git
rid of the critters quietly and be able to pay your
debts into the bargain.

Yours etarnally,
Eumvu Prukins,

carry them hence ia triumph, Jones,lend a hand I”
Jones, a sturdy policeman, volunteered two hands,

but could not lift the guns, by reason that they
weighed five tons each.

Dismay was stamped on the fac
The police force was ordered to “take up the guns,”
But they could not. The gallant militia grew black

in the face as the midnight storm ; but
would not budge.

The Yorkville cavalry charged the guns,

e of the mayor.

the gung

but they

Deer sur—1 rite these fu lines hopein u ar wel as
this laves me at prisent—i want toe tell u sur that
thars mighty quare doins goin on and that same
thief o the world Bob Mudy’s at the botum ov it—
didnt I cam across the konspiraytors houldin meet-
in, and wag'nt Bob Mudy in the cbair and wag'at
dik dimpsy and Hoppkinns snd more betokens O glar
goWn thare too, wid dark lanters one in ache hang
and Allan the jayloor was spechin and ses he, we'll
throd on them—thats us the dogans—we'll throd on
them ses he, we will seg Mudy, yes ses he—and
then the lites went oat and I could'nt see to here
any more.

ures till deth do us partt,
Micragrn OsHAUGHNESY.

Awske—Awake—a most damnable plotsa hatch-
ing, I scent the turmoil from afar, ere another week
the Grits will ery havoc and let slip the dogs of war
—arouse! arouse!

Streas,

GREAT GUNS,

A TAL® OF THE TIMES OF OuD!

The following pithy description of the failure to
remove the two Russian guns, at preseént lying at

remained undismayed, The multitude ags
guns with violent epithets, but the guns were im-—
movable. Once, and once only, the guns seemed
inclined to “go off,” and that was when the Mayor
perpetrated a joke. The Jjoke rolled away into the
distance—gso did the militia—so did the people.
The guns remain where they were,

ailed the

O
THE THEATRE,

The “ Merchant of Ve_nice”
Thursday evening at the Roy

‘ combination of talent,” to use the apt expression
of the programme, has been seldom excelled on oyp
boards. Mr. J. B. Howe sustained Shylock ; Mr.
Biss, Gobbo; and our fair friend, Miss Thompson,
Portia ; while the other characters in the piece
foungd able répresentatives in Megars, Marlowe, Hill,
and Lee. OQur old friends, Mrs. Ma

rlowe, Mrs. H1l,
and Miss Glenn, and Mr, ang Miss Herbert, were

also successful during the week.

Howe's Shylock was an excellent re
Wwas received with merited applause,
owes all his success to study. His «
not what we might expect, but his ¢
tion of the text, and the artistic mp
every sentence was delivered more
sated for minor drawbacks, The la
triumph of acting.

Miss Thompson’s Portia was e

Wwas performed on
al Lyceum, The

ndition, and
- Mr. Howe
make up” wag
orrect concep,
ner in which
than tompen-

86 £cene wag a

the Custom House wharf, on the Queen’s Birth-day,

qual to hep Rosa-

linde. 1In both characters she succeedeq, Her Por.

tia was superior to her Rosalinde in that it wa
more unaffected—a fault, perhaps the only fault,
which Miss Thompson has a tendency to encourage-

Mr. Bass has all the requisities—except, age, Per
baps—1o succeed ag a Shakesperian clown. His

. is
\ Touchstons hai the true Shakesperian smack. Hi

Launcelot Gobbo was also excellent. Mr. Bass is}too
experienced an artiste to sagrifice the text to thg
empty applause of the pit as some otherwise goo
players do not hesitate to do.

With accustomed bad taste, the house was not
filled on Thursday evening. Indeed, if Mr. Mar-
lowe wishes to draw full houses, he must engage &
nigger company. However, to-night will be an G'X‘
ception, as it is set apart for the benefit of M.lss
Thompson. Bad as our theatre-going community
bave shown themselves, they have displayed a de-
eire to recognize the rising genius of this yoursg
lady. We therefore announce with pleasure Misd
Thompson’s benefit—her farewell benchit, we be-
lieve—for to-night. .

On Monday the  Merry Wires of Windsor” Vf’lu
be performed, for the tenefit of Mr. Bass; on which
occasion Mr. Bags and Miss Thompson will appear
before & Toronto audience for the last time, for
some time. We hope a very short time.

On Wednesday, Miss Daverport's engagement
commences. She is one of the best artistes on the
boards at present. It gives us great pleasure to an-
nounce that our old friend, Mr. John Nickiusol'!y
will also appear shortly on our stage. During his

engagement we may expect some excellent produc-
tions.

IN MEMORIAM PLAYFAIRI

Weep, Lanark, weep! the glory of Playfa-i!' has
departed ; the great ecclesiastico-military legislator
is unfrocked. Who shall count on lasting fame 00
earth 7 The gallant Colonel has been cruelly un-
frocked.  The stern authorities of an aﬂs“‘::
church have deprived the dear old member of h;
license as a preacher; and all tecause he br%"en{
8tood by Oartier, and winked approvingly at l:he
day dancing and champagne. No more shall o
erring ones of Lanark quail beneath his stern vo
proof; no more shall that noble brow, tede(}ddy
With silvery hair, frown oa the follies of the gt ns
youth ; no mere shall those soft gpectacled Org“e_
of vision flash with righteous ire on the pervers s
nets of the times. Poor Playtuir's OPCUP"'“?I;‘“_
gone! We cannot refrain from dropping a tr1 "
tary tear upon the bier which shrouds the mOTH'
remains of his ecclesiastical existence. FareweAé
a last farewell! dear clerical layman, farewell 1' o
Quebec no Prying eyes shall trace thee to Cartier s
door; no Grumbler watch thee sip the old fﬁha';‘e
brgoe, or whirl with the pretty damsels in the
dan::e. We cannot trust ourselves to say moreé;
again, thou Reverend Beay Brummel, adieu !

B

BUSINESS NOTICE.

t
; is 000 want more thag another which makes it!;‘l’
felt in the heat of summer, it is—n pood drink, Startle ndy
good temperance fiiend, we are not about to suggest bratt
ot 8herry cobblers, though these are by no m
T jaundierd yisi ’
A good familiar creature, if
tazo spoke it. At presunt
tention to s s

If there

Vi£10n views them. That ¢ vyoug

7 we Lolieve, even 1 r at

» Lowever, we desire to call you ting

otly tempersnce beverage, more invigerd GE-

than water, lesg fXciting than tea, We refer to the P A‘“{\ree“

M by Mr. Goeniks at his store on King S_d,'cal

e of tiie Graat Grit Globe, The B3

v iquld have leen long ago establishe the

authority (oo competent €y be gaiusayed ) it is puod for the
weuk, retreshing to the stiong, and is kept nscool as ice in

hottest times,

h H R
; % Anyone who desires a roslly invigorating, ®
yot Unintoxieating, glass, should patronize GOEDIKE.



