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Dear Mre. Brown ;

' FAMILIAR EPISTLE.

a—

 Fvom Miss J. M. Stubls, to her friend, Mrs. Mary -Broten,
: M—k—ds, July 1, 1849,

e

. Did, folks but know,
A fore they leaves their native dwellinga
Yo wander in this land of snow,
Al that Lam now atelling; *
Could they but see me as I vere, -
The Wetry pink and pride of Popham,
And as I js——— oh! then my dear
If this ere pictur didn’t stop 'em, .
And make 'em zest at home contented,
They're blind. or deaf; or eloe deméented !

" You recollects, in coorse, the day,
* Ven as the wessel slipped avay,

" 1left yourself, and Jane, and Jerry,
A-shedding tears upon theé wherry;
Oh ! could I then, my blessed dear;: -
Have pictnr'd all I've suffered bere=
No, not his Lordships’ bottled porier
Had templed me to cross the vater!:

’ N But ot ate vimmen ven aflost ’L

. 'Vesk and yieldipg at the stomach;
- Thém may love a ship or boat R
" 'Who's passed their childhood in & hammeck;
.. But as for me dear Mre. ‘Brown, .- .
Ven fust I felt the weseel heaving,
. And saw the masts go.upand ‘dewn, -
1 bad no power or time for breathing
_ For there I kaid upon. my pillow,
. Vithout a woice to cheer my soul,
Or friendly eye to walch the billow
And tell me ven tho ship vould roll, .
QOh!.could you but heve scen me then,
A-growing veaker day by day,
Exposed fo all them sailor men,
A-heaving of my strength avay,
Pl vager my two galden ducats, )
Your tender tears had flowed in buckets!

But that is gone—the past is'past,

As Biram seys, the comic joker! R
Ve only lost our mizen-mast, < Y
And vun poor soul in Jones's locker—

‘The last 2 little boy. of seven,

Eat up by cods, and now in heaven?.

But leave this team ;. you know, dear Browa,
How.pleasant I vas, placed in town :
Lawkehad a hanigel comé deceiving,
. And axed me if I'thought of ledving;,
- I didn’t think—upon my.bonnet,
- I didrf't.think-1'd look upon it.
- ‘But vimmen's  veakest ut our dges,
And twenty poupds is pretty wages—
Considgr too my blessed girl,
How vell it looks to setve an Earl!”

But, bleas me ! if T had but know'd it,
If any'body.conld have showed ite.
161 hd hotad a sjoctro any,
“ Jane: Martha-Stubbs- dont go avay,”
. Orif T4 dream't like Hannah Pi

‘et Johi's fhst wifo ift Chiney

.. X.do-bellere I'd beeri quite frantic, |
" . T6 have gone and ciosted that vide Atlantic !

Vot horrid kickups happened here:. -
‘Oh! Mary love, you vonld have melted
To seo our John and Joseph'pelted; -

But.tears must cease :~ You've read, my dear,
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T'wo new coats and t;right newr plushes
Ie spiled with mud and’filthy slushes ;
It's quite enpugh, my dear, to sicken -

- Any vun of eating chicken ; k
- The werry site of laying fowls -

Crampe his Lordehif in the bowels!

"But that is aver: John's dear legs

Is purified from rotten eggs,

* And Joe, dear Joe, a hangel vich is, -

Has vashed and dyed kils crimson breeches,

" But varse from vuree is often kimming,

And s0 it is vith us poor vimmen—
No'longer scared by stones and guns

""His Lordship vants to iake ys nuns;

‘Whitst John and Joe, by bis desires; -
Is tumned two shaven headed friars!

Yes, troth is truth, dear Mary Brown,
Ye's banished from the vorld and:town;
No more for ua like pealing thunder,.
The tornpike gates is throwed esnader ;
No more for us the martial air” -~ -
Vich wibrates in Dalhousie Square,

No more for us reviews and races

And lifted hats and smiling faces: .

The chariota’ still, the horses—drat 'em;
Is got 20 fat ax onts vont fat. ‘em ;

The doo: that not a, foot infringes

Iz dull and heavy on its hinges;. -

. The grass has growed so high that Abel

Vs lost in going to the stable ;—

The cattle’s vild—the cows refuses

To let you milk ’em ven you chooses ;
The Pigs has eaters up our Fairy,

And seems inclined to tiy. Aunt Mary ; .
The werry pigeons, peor dumb creaturs,
le atartled now by human featurs ;

The butcher brings no joint or quarter, .
But leaves his basket vith -the porter ;
The werry baker min, of late,
1a-ordered not to pass the gaté;

Ve edts in silence, like the Jews,

.Buat. vot ve eats ve does not chewy;

Ve geta.no gossip vith our teas

. Therq’s nothing etirring in the cheese;

Mournful is starch—and yellow soap .
Brings: not 4 wrinkle nor 2 hape;;

All, 3lkis silent—werry quiet,

Ever, since that horrid riot }

_And then the nitels, the horrid nites,

lt’s"w.irs‘e than bugs as sucks and.bites;

No'seoner does ve quench our tapers,

Than old McCord begins his capers; —
A red nosed man, dear Mrs. Brown,
Employed to put the Taries down ;
Lnst nite he sent us vord to say

That sixty men ves in our hay,

And ven the so'gers vent (o see,
*T'was our old cat—a tabby shew.

A wartuous mother---first-rate mouser,

" And them ’ere wagabonds to rouse her!

No vunder that my Lord should qunke, .
And fret, and have-the stomach-ache '—
Enough to turn vun’s flesh to stane

"To have that red nose near vun'sown ! . ,

But'Mary, love, I must adieu—

" My griefs is many~joys is few; ..

‘With best regpecis to Mr. Jarvis,

Hoping Nie's happy in the sarvice;

Alsg Jove to Jane and Sue— . . .-

"Thi' saints protect and prosper you!—

The vicked sainta vich only snubs '
Your werry wretched
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MARTHA STUR 8.



