
R. MCBRIDF,'S POEMS.

These travel all Canada o'er;
They bad on beàst's tails with men's féatures,

I ne'er saw their equal before.

I thought that it might be that devil.
That John in his visions did isee;

I resoNed in m'y heart to be civil)
Least chance it might happen on me

1 saw this Beast practice and prosper,
I wonder'd, indeed, at the sight,

To see such g monster usurper
Destroying its victims outright.

I spoke to my august companion,
Being griev'd by the monster I saw;

I ask'd his advice and opinion,
His answer was serfdom. and law.

He said it Il bad been o'er the ocean
Somethousands of years. or more,

But now it bad taken a notion
To visit thié Western Shore.

Its a friend to all despote, in training
Their serfs to submit to the yoke,

And all that its r-ale are disdaining,
Will surely isoon meet with a stroke.

So take m advice. and bend to it
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'Twill give you a nod of its head


