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THE OLD FARM GATE.
■ r EUZA COOK.

hère, where Is the g»te tint once served to divide 
w elm-eluded lane from the dusty road side t 
,'ke not this barrier gaily hedight.
Uh its glittering latch and its trellis of white. 
Isewmly------ — ------- fc"f"
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seemly, I own—yet, oh I dearer by far 
the red -rusted hinge and the weather wrap’d

_• fashion and form of a modernized date,
6 I’d rather hate look’d on the old farm gate.

• here where the urchins would gather to play 
shadows of twilight or sunny mid-day ; 

r the stream running nigh and the hillocks of
I ean<1 ,, ..kre temptations no dirt-lori|g rogue could with-

I to swing on the gate-rails, to clamber and ride
■ the utmost o' pleasure, of glory, and pride |
‘ the car oi lb victor or carriage of state

r carried each hearts as the old farm gate, 
e here where the miller’s son paced to and fro, 
n the moon was above and the glow-worms 

f below ;
|r pensively leaning, now twirlinc his stick, 
lie the moments grew long, end hie heart-throb 
: grew quick.
hr, why did he linger so restlessly there,
Di church-going vestment end enrucely comb’d

■oved, oh ! he loved, and had promised to wait 
fthe one he adored, et the old farm gale.

i here where the giey-headcd gossips would

■ the falling of markets or goodness of wheat,— 
A field lying fallow, that heifer just bought,— 
fe favorite themes for discussion and thought,

nerits and faults of a neighbour just dead,—
■ hopes of a couple ajout to be wed,—
1 Parliament doings, the bill and debate,
% all canvassed and weighed at the old farm

-I over the gate I taught Piocher to bound 
I the strength of a steed and the grace of a

ï leap c ver that postern like him- 
B Dobbin was saddled for mirth-mikmg trip, 

kSa quickly-pulled willow branch aesved for a
’hugging a»l h’fgi ; he’d et* ul for lie

(i I cliesed ou hie back from the old farm gate, 
ell to pass mortals where pleasure and fame 
—e winging our moments and gilding our

live me the joy and the freshness of mind ;
1 away on some sport—the old gate eUmm'd 

ihind—
ateaed to mueic, out none thst could speak 
h tones to my heart as the icetb-uttline creak 
broke on my ear when the night bid worn

^e dear ones came home through the old farm

ir is the harrier.tokingits place, 
larkeus a picture my soul lunged to trace,

t
to to behold the rough staple and hasp, 
te rails that my growing hand scarcely could

clasp
ow strangely thy warm spirit grudges to part 

‘he commonest relict once licked to llie|heart, 
e brightest of fortune -the kindliest fate—
4 banish my love for the old farm gate.

LAUGHABLE STORY, 
b following is » laughable account of the 

|lune which befel an American gentle- 
ii a visit to a lady in Paria to whom 
I lettera of in.roduction. After relating 

‘wr of ludicrous and amusing mistakes 
’• entrance into the presence of the lady, 

proceeds—
lordinary routine of a Frêne i dinner 

*"»ced. A regular aeries of set vants ap-

raclt instant at our elbows, inviting us to 
of a thousand different kinds of wine, 
rings of names which I no more un- 
than I understood their composition. 

Mid my gaucharin. Resolute to avoid 
lier opportunities for displaying my pre- 
knt trait, I eat in the most obstinate ei- 
Isaying oui to every tiling that was of- 
V me, and eating with the most devoted 
kion, till mv fair neighbour, tired with 
Mturnity and her own, at length herself 
■ conversation by enquiring how I waa 

I With the opera. 1 waa just raising a 
L“4al of potatoe to my mouth, and in or- 

D as quickly as i-oaeibje, 1 hastily 
■, intending to swallo*» it as hastily. 
I] It was aa hot as burning lava. 
Id I do ! The lady’s eyee were flx- j

ed upon me, waiting» reply to her question. 
But my mouth w as in a flame. 1 rolled) the 
burning morsel hither and thither, rocking my 
head from side to side, while my eyes, which 
involuntarily l fixed on her, were strained 
from their sockets, She regarded my grima», 
ces, of the cause of which she was ignorant, 
with an expression of amazement and surpii'e, 
at which I can laugh now when I think ol it.

‘ Monsieur is ill ! at length she gently and 
in an anxious tone inquired ; I could bear no 
more. My mouth was Hay in { with intolerable 
pain ; so quietly abandoning t, e point, 1 opened 
it lo the utmosl, and out dropped the infernal 
brand upon my plate. Not the slightest ten
dency to risibility railed Hie imperturbable po
liteness of the lady. 3he soothingly condoled 
with me • my misfortune, then gradually led 
the con .cr-ation lo a variety of topics, till 
the magic influence that true politeness al
ways exercises, led me to foiget even myown 
blunders. Gradually my cheeks burned less 
painfully, and 1 could juin in the conversation 
without the fear that every word I uttered 
shared the fate of the action I attempted ; I 
even vc lured to hope, nay, to congratulate 
myself, that the catalogue o‘ calamities was 
complete Î for the day.

“ Let no man call himself happy before 
death,’1 said Solon, and he said wisely. The 
Ides of March were not yet over. Before us 
stood a dish of cauliflowers, nicely dorr ir but
ter. This I natorally enough look fo' ustard 
pudding, which it sufficiently resembled. Un
fortunately my vocabulary was not yet exten
sive enough to embrace all the technicalities 
of the table, and when my fair neighbor in
quired if l was fond of chovjlcur, I verily took 
it to be the French for custard pudding, and 
so high waa my panegyric of it that my plate 
was bountifully laden with it. Alas, one sin
gle mouthful waa enough to dispel my illu-

Would to heaven that the chômeur had 
va-.la-'.cd with it. But that remained AoJily, 
and as I gazed deeponrfiugty on the large mass 
that loomed almost as large and burning as Ve
suvius, my heart died within me. Ashamed 
to confess my mistake, although 1 could as 
readily have swallowed an equal quantity of 
soft soap, I struggled manfully on against the 
mountainous heap at its base, and shutting 
my eyes and opening my mouth to inhale as 
large masses as I coul.1 without stopping to 
taste it. But my stomach soon began intelli
gibly enough to intimate its intention to admit 
no more of this nauseous stranger beneath its 
roof, if not even of expelling that which had 
gained an unwelcome admission.

The seiiousness of the task 1 had underta
ken, and the resolution necessary U execute it, 
had given an earnestness and rapidity to my 
exertions which appetite could not have in
spired, when my plate, having got somewhat 
over the edge of the table, upon my leaning 
forward, tilted up, and down slid the dis
gusting mass into my lap. My handkerchief, 
unable to hear so weighty a load, bent under 
in its turn, and a great proportion of it lauded 
safely in my hat. The plate righted itself— 
as I raised my person and saw as I glan
ced my eye around the table that no one had 
noticed my disaster. I inwardly congratulated 
myself that the nausepus deception was so hap
pily disposed of. Resolved not to be detect
ed, I instantly rolled my handkerchief to
gether, with its remaining contents, and whip
ped it into my pocket.

The dinner table was at length deserted I 
for the drawing room, where coffee and li
queurs were served round. Meantime I had 
sought out what 1 considered a safe hiding 
place for my hat, beneath a chair in the 
dining room, for I dared not carry it any 
longer in my hand ; having first thrown a 
morsel of peper, to hide the cauliflower, 
should any one chance in seeking for bis 
own hat to look into mine.

On my return to the drawing room, I chan
ced to be again seated by the lady by whom I 
had sat at the table. Our conversation waa 
resumed, ftid we were in the midet of an ani
mated discussion, when a hup spider mi 
running up her arm,

“Take it off— take i: oiT,” ahe ejaculated 
in a leriilic voice.

I was always afraid c, spiders ; so, to avoid 
touching him with m; band, 1 caught my 
pocket band kerchief from my pocket and 
clapp’d it at one? upon the miscreant, who was 
already mounting over her temple with rapid 
strides. Gracious heavens ! I had forgotten 
the cauliflower which was now plastered over 
her face like an emollient poultice, fairly kil
ling ‘.he apidi • and blinding an eye of the 
lady, w.iile lit! i streamlets of soft butterglidcd 
gently down her neck and bosom.

Mon dieu ! Mon Dieu!” exclaimed the as
tonished fair.

Mou dieu!’ wasrc-ecohed from every per
son’s mouth.

“ Hive you cut your hand !” inquired one.
“ No ! no '.—the snider—monsieur is killing 

the spi ler.”
“Whitt a quantity or entrails!” ejaculated 

an as*furnished Frenchman, unconsciously to 
himself.

Well might he be astonished, the spray of 
the .xcciatle vegetable had spattered her 
dress from head to foot. For mv*' 'f, the mo
ment the accident occurred, I liad mechani
cally returned my handkerchief into my poc
ket, but its contents remained.

“ What a monster it must have been,” ob
served h young lady, as she helped to relieve 
my victim from her cruel position. “ I declare 
I should tnink he bad been living on cauli
flower.”

At thet moment 1 felt seme one touch me ; 
and turning, I saw my companion who had 
come with me.

“ Loo1; at your pantaloons,” he whispered.
_ Aire .dy half dead with the confusion and 

disaster I had caused, 1 cast my eyes upon my 
once white dress, and saw at a glance the hor
rible extent of my dilemma. I had been sitting 
on the luted pocket, and nad crushed out the 
liquid butter, and the soft, par’e like vegetable, 
wl.idh hud bedanbed and dripped down 
till it seemed as if it were actually dissolving 
my pantaloons.

DdHing from the spot, I sprang to the place 
wheie I hail left my hat ; but before I could 
reach it, a sudden storm of wrath was heard at 
the dour.
“Sacré! hôte! sacré!” the first syllable 

being made to roll like a watchman's rattle, 
mingled with another epithet and name that 
an angry Frenchman never spares, was 
heard rising like a fierce tempest without the 
doors. Suddenly there was a pause ; a gurg
ling sound, as ol one swallowing involuntarily 
—and the storm of wrath again broke out with 
redoubled furv. I seized my hat and opened 
the door, and the whole matter was at once 
explained : we had exchanged hats— and there 
he stood, the soft cauliflower gushing down his 
cheeks blinding his eyes, filling his mouth, bgir, 
mustaches, ears and whiskers. Never shall 1 
forget that spectacle. There he stood astride, 
like Colossus, and stooping gently forward, his 
eyes forcibly closed, his arms drooping out 
from his body, and dripping cauliflower and 
butter from every pore.

I staid no longer ; but retaining his hat, I 
rushed from the house, juSped into a “ fiacre,” 
and arrived safely home, heartily resolving, 
that to my latest hour, I would never again 
deliver a letter of introduction.

LONDON CORRESPONDENCE 
TRAVESTIED.

From our London Correrunden\.—No. 5.
Lond< n, July 12, 1839.

As the “ Queen” did not sail as per adver
tisement, I am enabled contrary to my expec
tations, to forward you a letter filled full ol the 
most delightful reading, gleaned from the 
Court Journâi, which was loaned to my wife by 
Miss Julia DeClouta, a nursery maid in the fa
mily of Sir Crupper Stirrups, a retired saddler, 
living at Pentorrflle.

But before I your numerous readers
with one iyllabU'Wore,gn newgf j mu,t ciaim 
the privilege of ftWinff a few moral observa
tions. vjW

Tutth I conaiu* a very desirable ingre
dient even in the Utters of a London cones- 
pc*™* i «4dthou,h some m«l.m

[PRICE ONE PENNY.

phers may esteem a matter offact well enough 
in an oath, or a heavy, lumbering scientific c - 
course, but quite out of place, in an agreeable, 
light, and merely instructive evening paper, I 
must, even at the risk of being considered dull 
and prosy, confine myself to what, if I do not 
know ii to be true, at least bears some tesem- 
blance to the truth ; for even in matters of scan
dal, where great freedom is allowed as well as in 
pourmandtnef a bonne bouche should never be 
so highly seasoned as to prevent a mere mortal 
threat from swallowing it ; and as in eating a 
made dish we mu t ncvtiisarily have great con- 
li 'ence in the cook, soin reading trumpery let- 
teis—if we have not confidence in the writer, 
half the pleasure, or more, which the perusal 
gives, is destroyed ; and as we should mistrust 
a cook who had been convicted of poisoning his 
dishes, so we could never enjoy the facts of a 
correspondent who had hern convicted of un
conscionable bouncing. I trust these remarks 
will not be thought at nil impertinent ; for I 
conr/ler them very l.•■''essary as an explana
tion of the unusual course I nad taken in my 
tetters, of confining my remarks wholly to sub
jects on which 1 am well informed.

In my next I shall devote my whole time 
and talent in slandering the Queen, which 1 
presume will be highly gratifying to your 
readers, as I understand the Americans take 
a great interest in Her Majesty, from the fact 
of her being a lovely young lady, bom a Prin- 
Cf'“, educated for a throne, and called by the 
dispensations of Providence to rule over the 
most powerful and enlightened naf.on of 
Europe, while yet in her teens. I shall take 
peculiar pride in doing this through the medium 
of your paper, because I could not do it in my 
own country without subjecting myself to a si
tuation in the pillory, and that, you must he 
aware, is by no means a gratifying appoint
ment to a gentleman of education and refined 
principles, because the nnnandsome custom 
prevails of saluting those gentlemen, who may 
chan-e to be so circumstance, with addled 
eggs and other disagreeable missiles.

The information which I gave you in my 
lnst,iespecting the cotton market and the Bank, 
you will perceive, has been fully confirmed by 
subsequent advices. Among the passengers 
by the Queen, I am told by ■ po:’-r m the em
ploy of the British and American . .ansportatioa 
Company, is the celebrated Junius, author of 
«orne very clever letters. Lady Flora Hastings 
is at last dead. Her father was, or is, Gover
nor General of Calcutta. Her ladyship died of 
a white swelling, caused by a severe blow 
which the youthful Queen of these realms 
inflicted with her own hands. Immediately 
on hearing of the death of poor Lady Flora, 
whom I knew intimately, her Majesty called 
for Lord Melbourne, and danced a Scotch reel 
with the premier. Mi*s Davys, the Duchess 
of Kent, and the Archbishop of Canteibury, 
very pruprrly refused to join in the revelry, 
but the Baroness Lehzen and Lady Normanby 
Hayed “ offshe goes” on the court piano. This

know to be a fact. The Queen Dowager is 
very pious and very much beloved ; stayed at 
the Opera last Saturday night until 2 o’clock 
in the morning.

Ducrow and Duvernay are both engaged for 
the Bowery ; they will leave here in August,— 
Bunn is used up. The grand llama in the Zoo
logical Gardens was yesterday morning safely 
delivered of twins ; the sensation it has caused 
in the fashionable world is immense; theie 
were thirteen shillings and three pence taken 
at the collector’s gate, the day on which the 
event occurred. Mr. Webster icceives consi
derable attention.—I have not yet called upon 
him, but my Lord Brougham has very kindly 
taken him to see the lions in the Towti, and 
he has also loaned the learned Senator hie fa
vorite wig to wear at Court. The Queen told 
the Marchioness of Mincing Lane if she invited 
Mr. Peel to her soirée she would scratch her 
eves out; comment is unnecessary. The 
Grand Duke vu not at all gratified with his 
visit to England, and I have it from good au
thority, that the Emperor, his father, intends 
to demand from the British Government the

ZZL'I*
Aa foreign news hu become very essential


