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A LAW BTUDEN'I'S SONG.

mmm after seeing Cmd‘ Justice Drapcr “at the dusises.
A Judge's chale! & jndgn a chalr !
The davil tke me, if I should eare,
- Tobo scated in it,
Frow nive fn (he morn {1l elx st n(ght,
1o rits aud hears thom growl aod Aght,
Who ‘re paid;for dolog it

Aud after six, instead of « bum,”

Lo hungry ¢its nundlng eomo
Dozen yawning clerks,

Whbo at that bour expectant wait,

With papers there, sagor {o stato
Thelr case, with bowa and smirks.

Floe times, folks eay, the judges have,
A better life, I'm sure 1 crave,
Though I'ma canhleu  atudoot,
For he who apends in i aad way,
Judgo neho is, the live-long day,
WIll very soon repout,

Thinking on thie, who will dosiro

To leave 1ho desk and get up bigher
In the myeterios of the law.

Ono gota fow thanks, and work to do,

Moro tlixn caough to wurdor two,
Aud thon the pay's so sma'.

A chamber judgs ! & chambor judge I
The eovious barrister may grodge,
But i'm lers greedy 3
Rather than buen Jifo to the-eockot,
T'd still attend the Queen's Bonch Docket,
Though 1 Jook acedy.

Who will, may waste lile's feeble taper,
In twil avd glory with Judge Drapor,
Upon ibat lofty seat ;
A quiet life, cigara and cass,
My unawbitious soul will ploaso,
TUY doath I meet. :
{Here tho student fatated.]

—_——

THE ENGLISH ELEVEN ENOCKED
Revorsing the old desctiption “ Jack of ull trades,
‘and master of none,” our American frionds bave
come to the conclusion that those who are Jacks of
one trade must be .masters of all. A variety of
challenges have been seut to the Euglish cricketers,
to play all conceivablegames, and all inconceivable
antics. Mr. Parr—the captain of the Eleven—bas
very kindly sent na & féiv ont of ‘the many letters
"he has received, of this character. ‘It will be ob-
served that, with thiat versatility whica is a well
known characteristic of the American people, tho
challengers go into all possible eubjects for rivalry.
'l‘he Philadelphia base-ballites ate ‘quite throwa in
the shade by some of thess doughty chawmpious of
American snpenomy -
Prig’s Den, Five Poiuts, N. Y,
Deer Sur,—Bemg 29 yon way observe from the di-
rectious & Society of cute uus which are established
4p New York City, we begs to challenge yo to o
trial of pxckpockeung, we backs for $1000, five of
our awells ngen you eleven—you to be on oue side
of Broadwoy, we on theother. Four bours picking
pockets, Msyor Tiemaan to bo umpire and no goug.
ing. :
Yours and 8o on,
JEMMY TWITCHER,
o Mr. Parr, Egquire.

VanBureaburg, N. Y.
Dear Parr,—Schopl ma’awm aays that you ain't
no good if we’Merican gals tried you at o game.
we belicve, and no chores about it, ncither. Which.
beirg (be case, we challer ge you to hiave a game at
tho ckipping rope or hop-ccotch az you like, and
by scizzors we'll show you what Yankeo gals are
wade on.
Yours,
SALLY SCRAGGISH.

To Ole Parr, &c.

Cocktail City, Mo.
Octobor 1st, 1859,
Sirree to youy—

You think you're the very devil to play, don't
vou? Well now the Swiggpinton Club bave con:
cluded to put you omn your grit. These prosents
therefore air to inform you that We Us & Co., is up
fur o 1eg'lar petch<in at Brandy Juleps. If you
drink more within half an bour these eleven of us
we'll give you $600 and viey vorsy.

Yours in liquor,
SAM SWIPES,

Taranto, Octeber 6th,
Dear Sur,

As bein’ a pupil of professor Stainer the airey-
naur, I makos bold to throw dowa the gawolet as o
ballonigt to the English ’levan for ta sale aguinst
a0 for o thousand dolars., Them as gits drownded
Hrst to win the mach, wich I wil boet u in ag shoore

as mi pame it is
BOB MOODIE.

Jargey Flats,
October 9tb.

Sir to you,—~We the united and associnted society
of venerable clam diggers, mnkes bold to speak
with you. You appear to think you're some pun.
king, but we'll show you, you be nothing of the
gorf, I backs my men agaiost jou for clam digging,
for 60 cents a gide. For further partiklers arply
(o the Clipper offico.

Yours, and setery,
JIM BIVALVE.

~ Taranto, Oct. 4.
To the Inglish Ebvnn,—Gendeme:x,

Ir yees will jist bo kind enough to tbrajl the ind
of your cout round Taranto, yees ’ill find elivin boys
from tho auld sod will thread on it for a game of
fut ball, we whacked all the Inglish that live Liore,
and we're biuo mowldin to bave a ecratch with o
few immigraats.

Yours, ma bouchals,
TIODY MULLOWNEY.
’ Secretary,

P. 8.—Tbe con from punishin whiskey

is ng good I'll bo bound 88 avy in Ameriky.
Ma braw cheilsm—

Nue doot but ye're unco smairt folk doon emang
he Yuwnkeys but ma breeks we's up to ye the duy
in Oubapadah. Jist cease yer blethering, an ef we
canna loave ye ahint us at tossing the cawber, I's
no the maun my fether was afore me. Send a
scrawl to Tom Sellar the Suacratary of the Com—
ittes on o hunder dollar’d be plounked in a tworlkle:

Yere's for o lairk,
Sawssy,

Amougst many others gent us by Mr. Parr, we
have chnllenges feora Sidney Swmith for an examioa-
tion io English grammar, oue from Heory Smith to
n contest for the champi~nship in snarling, and to
~ap the climax, one from Patah to dress for a prize,
to be given to the most effeminate epecimen of

peg-topped and sccuted male biped. We bet on
DPetak,
FAREWELL
To

21 Not¥eimer's Bailvings.

Delightfully-situated rooms, fare thee well; not'a
last farewell, We will meet again. We will meet
whon the Grits sball have all gone to smash, and
when (he poetry has been eternally knocked out of
the corruptionists. We will once more be bappy
in the company of each other, when Siduey Smith
is ronsti- g in everlasting purgatorial fires, and the
prstage tax has been kicked to fatbomless perditioa.

In at that creaky door bave prssed many strange
characters in our day. Out at that broken win-
dow havo passed we wou't say how many stranger
characters. 'Twas bere the great Ministers of State
used to congregate to boar their fate and the fute of
the Provinco. 'Twas up thoso slaira 8 hnl_kin'g
vagabond once came to beat us; ‘twas down those.
stairs he went in a trice, hatless and bhead-foremost.
'Twas on that sofa dear Kate used to it aud jllum-
ine for o while our sauctum with angelic graces,
Dear Kate, here's your very good health in the last
glass of the last dozen of ale sent us by the last
gensible man in town, on tick, and drank out of the
last whole tamblerin the sauctum, as a last resource
to make ua jolly.

Doar old asgociations, good-bye for the present
Thou well-worn® dbudbeen, let us give theo o laat
embrace. Tbou dear old black jack, let us kiss thy
cold lips once more. Thou basket, once well stocked
with sparkliog champague—now stuffed with o
thousand nondescript materlals from torn letters
down to worn out boots and neckless bottles, let us
give thee & parting kick. And tbou comfortable
old arm-chair—wortby to bs sung of by latest
gouerations, in whose cosy embrace we have slept
off many a headache and dreamed many a bright
drearn, to say nothiog of the millions of bright
ideas we bave put wpon paper while reclining in
theo—fare thee well too, 'Tis melancholy to think
of the vile uses to which you yet may come. Like
the resurrectionised mummies of the aucieat Egype
tians, you may yet warm some shop-keepers coffee !

Dreadful thought. No, by Heaveas, a more noble
fato shall be hice, take thy death wouund from the
baod that loves thee, and do as little damnge as you
can io your hasty passage down to the street. Don’t
miod putiog your foot through that window paney
the room is about to be given up, and 'twould be
& pity to let that solitary pane bloom alone. What
somebody’s head broken! Pedestrians are so care-

less. A row! a policeman: coming, is it? Wel
it is time to say good-bye. Off we go to Merri-
macheol

——
Mensuro for ¥oasure.

—— When o man gays he is *in ¢ measure
unprepared,” does he mean that ke is under a bushel 2
or, is he involved in @ great point [pint] ?



