TEHRE LITERARY TRANSCRIPT,

AND GENERAL INTELLIGENCER.

Vou. 1. No. 78.)

e

QUEBEC, SATURDAY, 25™ AUGUST, 1838,

=

[Price Oxe Pesyt.

POETRY.

(From Bentley's Miseellany.)
COUNT CASKO'WHISERY D s
THREE HOUSES,

A TEMPERANCE BALLAD.

Toene is a demon in the Ie~d,
A demon fierce and frisky,

Who steals the souls of mortal men,
His name is Casho Whiskeys

Lo! mounted on a fiery steed,
He rides through town and vilage,
And calls the workman from his shag,
The farmer rom hist

Cluteh’d in bis lankey red right hend
He holds a mighty bicker,

Whose polished sides run daly o'er,
With floods of burning liguor,

Around him press the elamorcus erowds,
o tas'e his liquor
But chiefly come the
The suffuri  and 1 s
All those oppressed by gricl ar 1 dcbts,
The dissolute—the lazy,
Draggle tail'd shuts, and

i men,
And young 2irls, lewd and ¢

12y,

o ! gin

apacions bicker.

“ Give ! sive usdrink to drown onr eare,
And make us light snd Gisk

Give ! give ! and we will bles
Thon good Count Caske’ Whiskey ¥

Aod when the demon hears them erg,
Right merrily he laagheth,

And holds the bicker out to ally
And each poor it quailiet's

The frst drop warms their shivering sliee,
And drives avay Ui sadness,

The second lights rsunken cyes
And fills their soul 1

with gl

The thir | drop inakes them shout aud roar,
nd play each furion
fouth drop hoi

The fifth drop makios the

And st they drink the burming drangh®y
Till 10 Count Cask " Whiskey

Hols Lis blufl sides with laaghter fiereey
To sec them ul kv,

blpod,

ih

o tmore ! they

f that right ¢

, eame give us @more !
l liquaor *

Fill up old bay, that we may drain
Down to the dregs your bicker!

“Tho demon spurs his flery stecd,
And laughs o taugh <o hollow,

Then waves his bieker in the air,
And beckons them to follow,

On ! on ! he rides, and onwards eush
The h-ell ss tho ands after,

While over hill and valiey wide,
Rescunds his fendlike laughtoe

On ! on! they rush throng!
On ! on ! they r oy

0 Casko"Whiskey, g
More of thy liguor fla t

At las! he siops Lis fovming steed,
Beside 1 rashing river,

Whoss waters ta e palate vty
Are poisor Lo the liver

Phere 1 says the domon, drivk your Bl=
Deink of these waters me low,

They'll make your bright eyes bicar and dalf,
And turn your whit: skins yellow,

They'll eause the titile sense you lave
By inclies to forsake you,

They'Il eause your limbs to frint and (il
And palsies dire 12 shake you !

They'll fill your hemes with eare and gricf,
And elrthe your back with tatters,

They Il fill yoir hearts with evil thoughts .
But never mind—what mateers ¥

Though virtue ~|nk>uvl reason fall,

mnd an tire,
Thiming,

1 more,
'

1 be your friend in hour of need,
And find you homes fofever !

For 1 have built thre: mansions high,
Three strong and g odly houses,

%o lodge st least each jolly srul
Who all his life earouses !

'
give 1" they ery, “ give, give us driak!

—

The first it s a goodly house,
Black are ite walls and high,

And full of dungeons deep and fasty
Where death-doomed felass lie.

The second i« a lazar-house,
Rank, fetid, and uubwoly 3

Where, fe'tered by disenscs foul
Aud hopeless mebaucholy,

The victims of potat
Pine on their

Bome ealling
And som

ion deep
ouch of sadness ;
ath 10 cnd their pain,
Iness,

yploring i o

ird hotise is a wpacious house,
N but sots appallingy
o by he parish Lounty fod,
Vil in the sunshine erawling,

ul driakard ¢

of uthy

Ia bis dags,

is stream,
4 tuin !t
wdly rush
loing.

nd strong,

y housce

hizh

'
B sure ta ‘
Who tothe droge

{laugh or.
; w, this demon o,
How vain was all |
w that r» !

Linge

vAm,

st ol frieads!
Myt
wous 3 threey
: 1w make ity
Mt gl these wator oant !
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TIHE DISPENSATION,
AN IRISH STORY,

|
i BY MR HALL.
l 6 ] e thim, not t

overlothe co
it the Lills
down to i

v tiinutes age,

er of the r d meadow, fore.

I'm thinking they're
ch Ground.” °

e wed a

wuiry bad elicited the

on from the ol villag

eross

Molly

who,

Sullivan, and her

stionzy and some.
ere’s no getling sigl
s since that one ¢

ut what sl

m

slip of
) 0T own
The youn

+*s a ni

wian smiled, and withont further
passed on the * round meadow,"

“ % be there nfore ye. my
boy," said the woman, as she leancd her with-
ered arm across the half-hateh door and re-
placed her pipe in het mouth--% and one that
| 'ilt make you look «imln il ye're after th
L same sport. Och hane '= Och hene 1 she
‘.ul-!w 1, after a long pause, % it’s sorrowful

i's one

thinking what's afore the young,"”
I rhust now brielly explaiu who were the
| parties that excited even ‘the sympathy of
Matty Flinn, :
l y brothers of the name of Sullivan, some
years previous to the time at which my story
cominences, had quitted the Nozth of Treland
to reside in the South. They were skiltul,
honest, and indastrions § and the work of their
hands naturally prospered.  After (he lapse
of afew years they were universally looked
‘u}mn asamong the most substantial yeomen

of the country, and were respected alike hy
rich and poor.  Cornelins, the younger of the
| two, had established a bloach " green, on the

observation |

banks of the strean that turned the elder

brother’s mill. The bleacher’s dwelling stood

~always neatly white-washcd, and surround-

el by wild roses—at the bottom of a little

delly shrongh which the clear water murmured

and sparkled on its course § while the cottage

of the miller was built by the will-side. Cor-

ney had been blessed with only ene child §

and without the aid of poetic inagination in

any way, Mary might traly be pronoanced a

mostinteresting if not a beantiful girl 5 but her

father saw wo recson why she should be wmore

accomplished then her w thery, who was, to

use his own phrase, ¢ us clean-skinned-—as

rizh ed--as honest, and as pretty a wo.

¢ see in the country side.”  Ha!

'n for the miller’s sony her eousin

y think she never would have

Vo tead ; bat Aliek proved hime

self the very model of a tu ‘The boy woald

sit, bour aiter hour, pointing with a erow-

quili to the Lalf-legible woids and letters of

6 the readegemadesasy,"—coaxing, explain

ing, entreating-=hut never reproving his rene

tie httle pupils It was, however, »

¢ rapid'y Mary improved whe

] get through « book 3 she soon

i her tume= would read alowd

votons, and the adventuies of

vy with so much effoet, when

Aliek who was

ee yeass
ran to deliherd

whether
beecome

w1y ohsolutely
e, in his own’
cighth chonpi
Alick badonly one |
a wiser yoully § for poor
was usually called, Watty
so devord afiutellecty as to
e to his fatherin any way ; he was
tient of contioly idley, and restless 3 but
and olten keen ol specehi—
st as severe in his remarks
nesty and  full of tinth § he
nd submitted to the res.
rate quantity of clothes with
had » de |
‘\’“n.l’ ade !" hatre
1, however, by a sim-
strong as affeetion,
iths were passing through a distant
where Alick had been sent to transa
business for his father; strange hoys
athered ronnd end mocked at Walter, whao,
with a wreots of scatlt poppies in his black
and flowinz curls, presented to their nnholy
tior mirthtul scorn § the colour
I on th the insulted lad, but,
could retanate, Alck turacdont @
rmentors, and wi I a shillila with eo
rnch spitity, that they fled inall diections ;
however——a vowardly, l-conditioned
suddenly turned, and  directing a
# at the hero, felled him to the earth; in
er moment Walte? was bending over his
wother, uttering the most { i
wringing his hand: in
tie eflects of the blow
ningt but the afflicted youth never forgot
Alick's interference on his behall he became
troublesomely officious and affectionate, and
| would weep like an infant if reproved by him,
ot prevented from following wherever he

cond,
» elder butnot
Calter—ory as he
~Was considered
he unable to render
assist
- imj

withial,

p; melodions
ndyin early ¢

chang

tance into

twoy
villa

feelings anobje

deepen
h:fore
It

ing shrieks,
bitter azony ;
were  merely stun-

nt.

I Such are a few early passages in the Listory
Lol these nearly-related families § they seemed
more clo+ly knit intoune by time and cir-
cumstar A few years passed—Mary wes
about cizhtecn—when anotier cousin, an
annt’s danghery came from Dublin to visit hep

no trifling event, when we consider that
Miss Jessie had gone day pupil to a haording-
school in Stephen’s Green—and informed hey
consin, ina letter whieh though ¢ ilizantly
wiitten” wes yery difficnlt to read, thot she
would bring her all the bran new fashions,
and a sky-blue muslio dress ! She anived at
the appointed time, an cerlainly dazgled the
whole village hy her finery § a legharn bon-
net, spick and span new, with green bunches
of ribhon under the brim, while from outof the
middle of cach prrlml forth a red, red flower,
like » ross blossoming in a ful- grown cabbage 3
then her hair l—such curls 1—=French cutls,
infulkfrizy bound up beh'nd in the cockatoo-
fashiony and oiled 1o the =struction f clean-

liness and white caps j sandalled shoes—-
tortoise-shell coubs—=fi sured band,: nd a black
silk cloak, Jessie was a pretty, gool-tempore
ed girly but purtoo of the Dublin manic fe
finery 5 and sullivan declaiedy thei bp
the first week'the Lassie was in ey Louscy e
could setti* ©» nothing, from the shoss of
tpeople that came from fur and near to get one
look at the fishions, as exhibited on the pers
son of Jessie Armotions.

The young man who had irquired of the
village gossip, Matty Flinn @
two damsels had wan!
recreation, it may be u
neither % cousin Alick,” 1
Walter,”’—but the uephew an
of little Father Neddy Cormacl,
of Killane, and licentiate of the
Salamanca, Sieplien Cormaek proc
a good pacey i scarch o the
sooth to sa 7, in ¢
reasons he hope
as Mrs, Stephen
whose features
i H i n an
the round and joyous ¢x; ol e more
recent settlers § upon tuis oce son e cidnot
scem in a particulatly bappy moo , Lo he
swung his stick from side to ’ most
industriously decapitited every plantavd little
shrub within his reach,  As he passed under
the branches of w lof ¥ eak, aid raised his
arm fer the purpose of d streying ¢ scores
of juvenile acorcs that clustered above bis
head, his weapoa of dest-uction was wrested
from his hands, itthe s ety
a wild and singniar figur: dropt from the brane
ches, The man of the cak nught have served

the model ol a Herca'es s he bad on neithes
shoes nor stockinrg, and his pantaloois herdly
descended below his kiess ort, tight
jacke! was girded yound his waist by o broad
helt of untanned leather j his shict eollar was
tirown openy dis; azinga 'tovn ut v
moulded throat, cn which a fine head wes
well and firmly s:t 3 he wore no bai, kut his
hair was bound with a sca-ied kerel ief, that,
tied at the side in alarge knot, adied: o his
picturesque appeirance,  ‘Though there was
much of wildness, there was o indication of
poverty about this wayward being 3 aid as he
langhed and bowed in mimic humi'ity to the
priest’s neplew, a go | of heen satirie
humour play «d around his well-formied n.outh,
and danced i s large brown ¢ves, which
in general were peinfully lusticless to look
uvon. % Aud had ye 1o better amusement *
this fine sumuner evening, Saint Stephen,™
—Nhe said 2t last, efter wany extraordinary
contortions, und having celiberately broken
the thick stick with Lis fingers, as if it were
a hazel twig—¢ had y y better amuscment
than mooking atont like .1 il-contrived spitit,
smashing and killingz the sweet fiowers, that
the moonheams kiss and te merry bees brea
faston! Andthen ye must attack the holy
tree that the birds—the wond-queest,
and my spotted lady-thrush—nestle in, end
“ (he added in a lower tone) ¢ the good
people thimselves dance under, u!l the long
sammer nights ! Go home, youny war § keep
the holy fath r’s books, and atad to your
duties ; an Lishian shoul! scorn to strike
any thing that couldn’t strike agin, Come,
wirn back, my tight chup, for 1 was just go'ng
to visit madaim wood-queest’s_ youarg family,
when ye stopt me.”

“ Is there a nest i the tice, in carncst,
Watty 1" inquired Stephen, looking up amid
the oranches ; 1 con’t seo it!?

“ Ye gawking gomersal I "said Watty,
“ (’ye think the old poreats, that to my
knowledge have brougiht up honestly mine
nest-fulls of as pretty birds as ever stretehed
wing, would make a show of'their ciildre’ to
lase you? The longer the wild enivals
ive inthe world the wiser they get—-and
that’s more nor ean be said of you or [, Saint
Stephen.?

Stephen did not much relish the eompli-
ment: but he puthis hand into his pocket,
and extracting sixpence held it up before
Watty, who he supposed had all the love
of money that frequently characterites those
who, alihough ::ﬂowtd with quickoess and
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