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-And he swells the way that I like to see ;
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THE DEVIL AND TNE GROG-SBLLER.
A DITTTFOR UG TIMES,
L

T'he grog-selicr sat by his bar-room fire,
With his fect as high as his head, aud:highor—
Watchmg the smoke as he pufied it out,

"That 1 apiral columus curled about, ! to rise,
Veiling his face with 1ts fleecy fold, *And he opened his mouth, and stra;ned his
As lazily up from his lips it rolled. : eyes.

x.

While o doubtful scent and a twilight gloon
Were slowly gathering to fill the room.
1.

To their drinking slunbers, one by one,
Foolis¥ M4 fuddled his friends 2ad gone,
To, wal{éfn the morn to tho drunkard’s pan
\\'ftha bloodshot ey and & whirling brain.
Drowally” tang the watchman's cry—

sB&6p'clock, and a cloudy sky 1"

ajost sat wakeful, still and shook

[Rld winked with a knowing look.
T A

y.4" said he

with a chuckling tone,

Sty fouir Yor my wellfilled fob-— '
I id%4is 2 rayther good night's job ! ‘
The fools have guzzled my brandy and wino.-
Much goed may at do them—the cash ismnine!™

. . .
And Le winked again with a knowing ook,
Ard froin his cigar the ashes shook—
% He ' ke ! the vounkers are in my net—
T have them safe, and 1 ficece them yet;
Thete's Brown—what a jolly dog is he--

et h:m dash for a while at this reckless rate,
And lus farm 13 mine as surc as fate.
R 2
U've a mortgage,now on"Tomkin’s lot—
Whate fool he was to becomea eot
But it’s luck to me—in a month or 80—
1 shall foreclose, and the scamp muet go.
Zounds! won't his wife have a - taking on,’
When she learns that his house end hislot |
- are gone?

How she will blubber and sob and sigh——
But businessis business—and what care 19"

o vi.
And Gibson has murdered s child they say ;
He was drunk ss a fool here yesterday 3
AndIgavehim 2 lnnt as I went to fiil,
His jug—but the brute world have hus will,
And e tolks bizme me—why, bless their,

i
'
t

gizzazds !
17T wid'nt s2il he would go to Izzard s ¢
Incarghtto ergsge inalawiud trade,
Aud tale my clance where there’s cash o
meke.
Vi

{f acn get drunk, and go home t0 turn |
Tz wives out doors, "tstheir own concern-. §
¢ Like a galvan:zed corpse, so pale and wan,

™t 1 hate 1o have women come to me

Wi therrtweedie-dum and thesrtweed,e-dee,

W wheir swoilen cyes and thewr haggard
loons,

Ard thur specches Jearned from temperance
tooks:

\Vith their pale lean chiidren-.the whimpcr-z

irg too's
Why car’ttizey get to the public schools?
ViL.

Les the hossies mind their own affairs,
Xorngves auve 1iuterfered with theirses: -
T will turnno customer away

Wha 15 willing'to buy, and ableto pay;
For business 19 busincss—he t he ! he ¥

Andhe rubbed Ins hands inthe chbeklingglee-—" Now let 1t be stropg—tite clear, pure. stfim

* Many a lark I Late cangtht inmy net—
1 iave tiem sxfo--I wil} decce them yett”

ITF » SL AL N Lot

“He! he—fat bet” . Twascan.echoedy - . o.v .. .

seund— .. | LR
iniszed she groév-s'cﬁ\lcr looked arcund;

Throvgh the sockets were thrust of a grin.

1 As he softly chuckled, * Ha ! ha !~ho? ho !
| And all the while ,were Ins eyes, that burned

P
i And how did Ae feel teneath that look ?

-{ But the ficnd laughed on—* Ho! hej;—he!

1
i
H
¢ T hzve not o faithfulter fiend in pay

: Than yab, dear s, for a work of evil;—
AMlayhap you don’t know me.  I'm called the

This side and that, through the smoke peered

e,
But nought but the cliairs couid the grog.sel-
ler sce, -
“ Ho ! ho '—=he L he !~ with a gluttura! note,
It seemed to come from an fron throat~-
fAud his kneea they ehook, and his hair 'gan

) Andlo ! in o corner dark and dum,
Stood an uncouth fora, w.'h an espect grim—
From his grisly head, through his sunky hair,
Sprouted, of hard rough heeng, & patr—
And redly, his shaggybro vs balow,
Like sulphucous flamedidhis small eyes glow--
And his lips wers curled with a” sinister smule,
And the smoke belched forth from lis mouth
the while,
1 X1,
Folded and buttoned around his breast,
Wasa queint and silvery gleaming vest,
Asbestod'it scergg~-but we only guess
Hhy he"al:oul}lf cv 60 cold a dress--
Breaches ho wore of'an amber hue,
From the rear of which a tail peeped through;
His feet were shaped like a bullock’s hoof,
And the boots he wore were calone proof,
y . X1
In his hand he bore—ifa hand it was,
Whose fingers were shaped like a vulture's
claws—
Athree-tined fork, and ite prongs so dul!,

ning skull—
Like » sceptre ho wavedit to and fio,

Like sulphurous flames, on the grog-sclier
turned.
x11,

Why his jaw fell down, and he shivered and
" shook, ‘

And quivered and quaked in every limb,

As an sgue-fithad hold of him!

And his eyes, to the mnonster grim were glued,

And his tongue was as stiffas a billet of wood.

he!

And he switched s tail in fus quiet glee.
XVI

“\Why, what do you fear, my friend?" he said,
And nodded tae horns of s grisly head ~
& You're an ally ot wine, and 1 love you well?
In & verr warm country that men call Hell,
1 hold iny court—and I'm proud 0 sey,

Dewvi v
X¥.

Upstarted, sastanter, that horror-struck man—
Andhetsrned a, the whites of his goggie eves,
With a look half tesror and half surprisc,
And his tongue was loosed—but his words
: were few-—
“The Devil 7—you
do o? .
| Interrupted O:d Nick—+and here’s the proofs,
1Jusi twig my tay, and wy horas, 2nd my koofs,

; . XVL

don%—" % Ycs, faith!.

P Having ceme from' warmer climes below,
! To chat witly n friend for 2n hour or s0; -
. And the night Yeing somewhat: ehill, 1 think
. You might ask an old fellow 10 tafic 2 drink!
' Swectencd with brimstope-ra quart s encugh.
"Stir up the mess inan irou qupy |
And heat by the fize till itbubbles up !
s ranad
o IS e
As Uie Devil badg, £0. the grog:selier did, | iy,

“{ From the ways ofpeace to the paths of sas;

And when it boiled tnd imbbled o'er, -

The ficrry draught to hig guest he bores

Nick it a jifly the liquor did-quaff,

And thanked his hostwith a guttural laogh—

But fant and fow were the smiles, I ween,

‘Thaton the grog-sclier’s face was seen,

XVIIL,

For a mortal fear was on him then,

And he deemed that the ways of living men

He would trcad no more—~that his tour had
come,

And his master, too, to call hun howme!

Thought went back to the darkened past,

Aud shricks were heard on the wintry blast,

And ghiding before him, pale and dim,

Were giobering fiends and #pectres grim !

XIX,

# Ho ! ho ! gaid Nick; * tis a welcome cold

You give to a friend o true and old,

Who has been for years in your own employ,

Running about like an egrant boy.

But we'll not fall out, forl clearly see

You are rather afraid (s strange !) of me,

Do you think I've come for ‘youl—never fear ;

You can’t be spared fér 4 long while here!

"'here are hearts to break, there ate souls to

: -
win, CE

Thera are homes tobe rendered desohte; |

There 1s trustung love to be changed to hate,
There are hands that murder must crimson
red 3 e o
There are hopes te .crush, there is blight to be
shed— .. . .
Over the young, and thd pure, and the lair,
Till their lives are crushed by the fidnd Dus.
pair! : ’
Xx1, ..
Thisis the work you have done so well,
Cursing the carth and peopling hell,
Quenching the light on the inner shrine
Ofthe human soui till you'make it mine!
Want and Sorrow. Disease and Shame,
And crime that even I shudderto npme,—-
Dance and howl in their hellish glee,
Around the spirits yoa've' marked for me?
xXin
Oh, selhing of groz1s a pood device
To makea hell qfepamtﬁsc! '
Wherever may rolt the fiery flood,
Itisswolien with tears, it is stuned with blood!
And the voce that was brard erewlnle m
_ prayer, C e
With its muttered curses stir the air,
And the hand that shielded the wife from i,
in a3 drunken wrath is raised to kill!
~ x3uIL
Huld on your courset  You are §lling up,
With the wine of the wrath of God, yeurcup;*
And the fiends exultn their homes betow,
As you deepen the pangs of human woo;
Loy will it be, if' [ have®my way, -
Ere the mght of death shall close vour day,
Fory to pamper sous, lust ior tie glitterin? pelf,
You rival in vuschiel the Dewi! himself '
- XXV, .
Not more s2id the fiend, for clear and high,
Rung out on the air the watchman'scry : -
With a choking sob anda half-formed scream,
The grog.seiler wahed~it was ell a dream !
ths gns'fy guest with his horns had tlown ;5
The lamp was out, &nd hie fire was gone,
And sad and silent his*bed he sbught,
And long of the wondrous vision thought
Moutreal Temperance Adeocate.,

“ Pusevisv.—This ‘new ' theology is
making great progresslin the American
Church. - We ven]y believe that one<half
of the Episcopul clesgy and two~hjrds of
students not in orders, would, go openly
over w Rowmaism were”it not for 1h'c‘nro~
hibition against marridgge. That is a
picce of self-denal that they cannot very
well reduce to practice it wanhd:not bodt
all agreeable, and i moge_ disrespectiul
to St, Paul than they ate will.ing obe ‘an

e

<> Saort.sighred Daowl !, tq et s exul-

| tation so many iruths that were calenlated to

L)

o4 stritle (B8 Tuilty Bombére, (e arog.doT.
J-ler's saak/ ~It is 1ot il firet :um,-ﬁéi&n

*his particular pothi " ~Ncw World, ,
. . 0ottt art
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1LETTERS ON THIE -SPANISI IN-

QUISITION—By M. L& Comte Jo-
seph’ Le Maistre.  Lvanslated by 1.
Jo O'Flalherty, S*-E. C. Buston:
Patesck Dunvhoe, Catholic Bookseller :
1843.,

The letters of Count De Muistire (whoso
name is unfortunately mistaken) removeo
from the Inquisition much of the censuro
wlich has been unsparingly heaped of it,
and vindicaty tho -priesthood -from the
charga of paruicipating in sanguinary pro-
ceedmgs.  No mnn, pechaps, exercised on
the public opinion .of his age so graut a
moral influsnce as the illusirious author.
Of the trans'ation, wo must fully express
our regret that it daes not correspond iu
spirit and tone with the' origindl. The
style is ultopether too strung to represeat
the graces of tho accomplhshed aathor.
Fideluy 1s the first daty.of a translator,
and. doos not permit: the intntduction nto
the body of. tho work;:ofuny sentiment
whicl the anthor has.pot.ezpressed. . o
page.37;, in a patentheis,;the author i3
made to take sides on p;questing qa which
he expressly abstamed from, prosouncing
an- opinion, .ie guilt or innocence of tho
Templars.. De.- Maistre siroply -suids
" ‘Thesé. upfortunate-men, whether guily

~{or innoceht, {1his. is not tho qnestionsl

present). expressly’ demanded.1q be:tried
by the-tiibunal of the Inquisiticnt’. The
tramslator styles' theminoble-minded, and

+ | suys that *¢ the villahiy of Bhihp the Fair,

of his rapacious, unprincipled associates, it
would seem, leaves-no room'for doubt on
ihis subject.” " The style of this parenthes
sis anght easily distinguish it fronv that of
‘D¢ Muistie.  OF the:King-of France, De
Maistre says: ** He cluietedIhimself with
his Privy Cutncit and abruptly condemned
the Templass-to-death 5 a fact which [ bé-
lieve is not sufficiently known." The
translation says that * he 'convened his
State counci), and after a privale audience
immediaely ordered the poor Temiplars
to bo murdered!” A sentence isadded
for which there is not th slightest wérrant
in the' original ¢ *The réader should not
cofound these Wdstrious men with ‘the
mock Templers, wh'c') si‘l'liirlylldcl"thle. masargic
flag.”® \Wo ure ‘no frféfl(i 10 secret socje-
ues 3 but we ca:}gbi appsove of a Wwanton
1nsuit, made in the nam- qfa writer wiyo}se
elevated genius ggd_bepﬁgng?}n_&kmin‘fi 'xgogld
not syffr. him to ulter,cven. a )_msb.
rebuke. ! .
These liberies. jaken with.the aathor,
are,, in our ppiniony altogether ynwarran-
table.  Ifilte memory.of the Templars'is
to .bovindicated, ,let.it be awowedly-by
some friend to their faine’; and-not in the
nameof one who.leftxheir causenatouched.
If the defence of the- Ingpisition wmade by
De: Maistre'be admired; letdt be preseated
as it praceeded front the aminor’s.own pen,
L and notttavestied and disfigured By:lan.
-guage .'stupid * wnfamous,t villainous,?
Lwhich he: would. not! 6sdi :-dedperaie
examination of the historyand proceedings
of this tribunal,isuch ps the excelleny ar-
diclo in_ghe preseat numberof e Us.S.
‘Cathalic Blagaziné, will scrye religion ;
YoF virdlance And vitabdrhian Wik éxeie
only badfeclihgandditgist, 2 Wa'sgeak
1 fesely, avithnat-pastidlitvidaad. tithout gires

A F SV I .

" Pifling a fbggon with gin to the ld-.

that old Nick has outwitted him.

judice. —Gath, Herald,




