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A FRIENDLY SUGGESTION TO MR.
NORQUAY.

THE ITINERANT INTERVIEWER.

Perhaps nothing is more hwniliating to a
man of t{)le world than his voluntary-confession
of having bLeen shurped; candour, however,
compels me to acknowledge the fact. The an-
tiquated stranger your itinerant commissioner
intervicwed last week was cvidently a frand ;
his asscrtion that he had shot bears and In-
dians sixty years ago on what is now the Iis-
planade, I am convinced was nothing move
than an alluring fiction. ‘This conviction,
however, is exccedingly painful to my feelings,
for my heart ycarned towards that appavently
guileless and simple-minded veteran, nor do I
80 inuch regret the wealth disbursed—for who
could see a man of cighty-fowr athivst without
alleviating an aflliction to which our common
humanity is so universally subject. No, sir!
it is not a ynestion of filthy lucre, for money
is neithier here nov there with me ; but I do re-
gret my being compelled to disillugionize the
mminds of your many thousand readers whose
sympathies may have been excited in his be-
half.  Xf any contributions have been sent to
your office for his benefit, and you will for-
ward them to me, I will endeavor to find him
at the same place where I wade his acquaint-
ance for the first time, )

The next subject in my professional itiner-
ary is not only a voat of another color, hut a
petticout to boot.—in fact a Jady. Just as the
impecunious loafer loiters with longing look at
the money exchanger’s offices, so the hungry
poet patrols the matutinal market and feasts
his eyes on luscious specimens of ‘¢ Brisket,”
¢ Round ”* and ¢ Povter-house.”

The other morning, while vevelling in this
carnal display, my attention was diveeted to o
lady whose manncr of fixing the vendors of
meat was a caution, rejecting this, and sclect-
ing that, bargaining, disputing, but always
negotinting to hev own advantage, she at
length left the market with such a triumphant
look of having done it that my curiosity
-prompted me to address her as a fit subject for
the interviewenr,

¢ Madam,” said I, in my usual suave man-
ner, (which is almost irresistable), **is meat
dear this morning ?”

“It's never dear,” said she, ** when you
know how to get it cheap-~but you are very
ingnisitive—are youn a newspaper man ?”’

Ot ! how my heart glowed to be tuken, or
rather mis-taken, for one of that noble band.
¢ Madam,' said T, ““your questioner is but a
poor poct, but he does oceasionally write for
the newspapeys.”

‘“ Then,” said she, *‘ come and view my es-
tablishment ! I am a boarding-house keeper,
and if you will (ifivc me a ‘puff’ in the ¢ L'ele, I
shall be grateful.”

¢ Madam,” said I, ““lead on! I will give
you a puff anywhere.”

I found the establishment a very pattern of
neatness. A young lady, the daughter of m
condvnctress, and to whom 1 was introduced,
was practising at the piano, after which intro-
duction your interviewer proceeded to husiness
in the usual way :—

Ques.—In supplying this very long table in
your dining-voom, can you make hoth ends
‘meat ?

Ans,—Taxes, coals and Tumber come heavy,
but still I do pretty well.

Ques.~Do you find any difliculty insupply
ing square meals from a round of beef ?

Ans.—~I never buy rounds, but the boys al-
ways get a square meal.

({ncs.—;\[ayl ask you if the matutinal steak
is eaten before beaten, ov vice versa ¢

Ans.—I think beating makes it tenderer,
except the bone,

Ques.—You sometimes purchase poultry -
now, when you buy your goose, do you always;
think of it’s age?

Ans.—1 always season them up, it makes
‘em tasty.

Ques.—Now docs sance for the goose cver
necessitate saws for the gander?

Ans,—1 think the male bird wants quite us
much sauce and longer cooking.

Just at this moment the young lady at the
piano exelaimed, ¢ ‘Mare P sing the gentleman
the song you wrote; you would not think
< Mave T could write poetry, would you, sic?”

“Madam,” said I, ‘‘humble hands have
twanged the extatic lyre, and the divine
affla —"

“Tush I” said the young lady, ¢ that's too
tall ; sing ‘ Mare,” can you sing, sir?”

“Madam,’ said I, ¢“1had an execllent voice,
but it was accidentally broken by a fall in
Western Stock 17

“f am afraid the gentleman will langh,’
said the lady.

“ Madam! it iy the poet’s delight to foster—

TIHE SONG OF THE LOARDING-HOUSE
KEEPLER.

Oh ! for the life of a boarding-house,
When health is good and the boys are gay,
Each night 1 indulge in 3 mild carouse,
For my beds are full, and my hoarders pay—
‘I'hey’ve lots to cat
Of hash and meat—
Who stints her boarders [ call acheat !
1 buy-the cheapest meat in town,
And season it up or salt it down,
And f it turs green 1 singe it brown ;
Aud all the hoarders exclaim, yon know,
Say, ** doesn’t she make it 1asty, 0.

A quecn may sit on her gilded throne,
And wry 10 rule a divided state,
But here the empire is all my own,
1 rule the hoys with a teeming plate—
Their taste I woo
With wholesome stew—
Who stints her boys i~ a wretched serew !
And in the winter Lalways try | )
T'o keep them warm without takine *vye,”
By giving them lard and niustard pie;
And all my boarders cxc}:\im, yon k'!m\v,
Say, *doesn’t she make it tasey, O.

After another song from the youny lady at
the piano, *“All the blue bhonnets go over the
hoarder!” your interviewer took his leave.

A NIGHT IDYLL.

Bow ¢ wow! wow! DIW-WOW -WOW-WOW, WoW-wow-wow!

How calinly the moon shines down (she wouldn't of she

... heard the row) ;

The city is hushed and still ; on the street not a sound is
heard,

Save the bow-wow-wow of that dag, chained up in the
next-door yard.

All throug) the lung hours of the night he has howled and
_howled, and howled,

While the neighbors profine they swore, and the neigh-
bors devout they growled

As (hey'mrned and “turned agam in their vain attempis
to sleep,

And it'soh! for a string and a stone, and a pond fifty
fathoms decp !

Bark-back-bark ! bow-wow-wow-wow-wow, wow-wow !

And the town clock it sirikes two, oh ! surely he'll shut
up now ;

Every bone in my body aches, my head is as heavy as

cad ;

Surely the folks who'own that dog must be deaf or drunk
or dead. N

One! wwo ! threc! and my weary eyes [ closc,

But nary a wink of sleep, no siree ! ‘not if he knows,

Hehas barked, bow-wowed, and yelped, he has huwled
and yowled and whined,

And there’s nothing left me now but to try and be re-
signed.

Four o’clock, and there is the sun coming up o'er the
castern wold,

Grinning all over his face at the way we arg nightly sold.

* Strychnine,” “rough-on-rats,” ‘“seven-shooters,” sich
thoughts my devotions retard ;

Sure it is the arch tcmpter himself, shut up in the next
door yard !

A DISTINGUISHED QUBAN,

Amongst the toilers who contribute to make
the ninetcenth century a lnxurions one to live
in we must give a prominent place to the
makers of cigars, amd away up on the top
shelf in this department of the world’s work
stands Davis, of Montreual, the manufacturer
of that fragrant ¢ weed ™ kunown as the [
Padre.  If our maiten aunt could only be peor-
suaded to try one of these sublime soothers,
we would hear no more of her shvill vemarks
about the ¢ horrid smoke ;' ten to une she
would turn right round and invite us to smoke
in the patlor, ~ The Davis factory at Montreal
isone of the institutions of that city, and em-
braces all the departments of the husiness
even to lox-making. The fiem also have
branch offices at 34 Church-strect, Tovonto,
Their goods enjoy heve a popularity propor
tionate with their merits.
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A PROMISING BOY.

TEACHER. —And what comes after T ?
Purin.— You do, to sce my sister Ann Maria
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