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« Nothing extenuate, nor set dowon auyht in malice,”— SHAKSPEARE,

Vor. I—No. 11

' HAMILTON, C.W., SATURDAY, JANUARY 1, 1850,
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COBRESPONDENCE:
Yot Bratigan®s Chronisles and Curidsitiss.
‘Mg, Bzaricsx,—1 hava taken the li-
berty to send the following lines to your
little paper for insertion. I think ‘the
ciﬁzelés of tHe “ smbitious little city"
shoitld do #ll i theirpower to patronise,
yoir Chronicles and give the sheet sup-
ort. ‘Toronto has its' Gwmbler and
oker, and ‘why should’ we not have a
witty ‘paper, too?- If these fow lines
will suit, I will guarautee others in the
same stylo sgain. The subjectis
. . . . PHRENOLOGY. ,
_Zast night, on logking o'er & b
' Befoxge 1 wgnt% b%(l. ,; . 0ok
1 gaw Fhat then a‘p&e’nreﬂ to me
v ' i ke picture of a Head;

And on the top, where should be hair,
‘Were num'rous_hilly apots,
.+t All lined and marked in various ways,
ZLaid ont Iiks village lots,

- " Not Like th? aforesaid lots, (for sale)
. "rhAuahMtfm:ilm)hlw iy 2k
ough, not. (a sale) I zen! ou .
o ,"I.‘w‘giia‘%ﬁ' S;_e yyl;o%e (‘é se%l.)" - t’-"’
. . Boeausg, said J, I think alleads,
Might bé described with less work; |
And then I thought *twas nothing bixt
'A'puzzle made By guess work.
. And then from.m'ox;e toles I got
. Intoatrain’of thinking,
Until: ] gwore thae inventar had
Beon given to hard drinking. .

For some Heads they are very large,
- And some extremely,smell; . . ..
‘But better have somo kind of Head,
#  .~Thid bave 1b Head at al1.” "7
. 3. [RRN Y LA o
For some lurg%heads have little.brains,.
- 7' And othérst }))(léx‘xty,
e

. e

¢y have braids in
. Onethingis true, asmsll hesd §l
; Tobetter than alarge ong empty.
Then 1e¥ us fil the heads we've gok, ~
"Cwill keep ourbrdins from otting Tukty,
1 Yodr, Ohrofiselaa’will meanwhile keopy'
.1 O1d Bachelors from geting exuatyy. .
1 For Jat Heads differds théy may, v o '
. %%I'ppo,&hingis_tgue;-,-oanoc»d) iand TrpRx
Will keop our features allone way, . . .=
***¥or, liko our hearts, they 1L i) be merry,
R I romain; &o., oo
o it Pomax Panz.
o, For ths, Chroalcles and Curlositied.
* Dsae Bir,—Calling upon ao ¢ld maid
<-a friénd of mine—a fow evenjngysince,
1 got myself into the following agreeablo
——cdnversdtion :— s
h “Good evening, Madam,” I said, to
or. ' ’
* "« @Good ‘ovening, Sir,” said sho to_me.
" « ] hope you'are quite woll;” 1 said.
tJqdeed T am niot,” * she veplied: “]
would Jikb'to know who could bo well 2
That heartless Editor' (that's you, air,)
6T'the Chroniclez ; lie's naking my life
in"et“gshéat. and fnisstable’” : ’
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[

«Jg it possible! How on earthis that?”
I enquired. oo .

#How?" she screamed, and made
preparations for getting desperats. Jdn
ono hand 1 held my hat, the other held
the door. * How, indead ; but just like
you ; all men eclike; over blind when
onr wrongs sre, put before youj all
equally heartless 3 at Jeast it. seams so,”
smid she, gradually getting cooler, so I
sat down. She continued : * You catch
all the young girls-you can in that out-
rageous net called Couriship ; get them
completely in your power; and all those
you cannot eateh, you throw your bitter
JOkes at.” o 2 .

« Oh! It's those wonderful sales, yout
mc:ian,”, said ], laughing, “ of bachelors
an —_— DI ,

«Yes, and o0ld moids,” she added,
spitefully. .“That's it—that's what 1
can’t get out of my mind.”,

“Remember the motto,” said I—
« ¢ Nothing extenuate nor set down
faught in, malice ;' -and, Desides, whue of
the poor bachelors %’

$0,” said she,
did'nt, think of that—that makes a differ-
oheoe to.be suve; and as to the bidchelors,
there's not half enough of them sold :
they would be, glad to get off st any
price;,eyen-for: less than fifly cehls, .and
the sooher they -are. krocked down the
bétter, That's-my opinion ; but when I
t married—aa 1 will . most sssuredly,

A}

-} Justito. spife those fellows— .

-« ¥ '}l see that Ino husband obeyy
_ Bucertainlyhayomy oWR Way,
1

wn way—
e ‘Bdgc_'éi'giq;} ka{e my bwn way." "
et thoughtd, "~ * 0
g wifa likg ¢ should ss
{ eeﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁy it o h’if%ay, ‘ ‘3 il
Voo Herwey—
o Gei@mc’?{i out of ho? way.

But ths ‘convarsatidn’ now drew to a
close,’dnd I iwas’ glad ito " leave her with
a much more favorable opinion of mat-
ters and ‘thingy in genersl, and of the
Chronicles end Editor in particular; but
stil with the rash determination to
marry. immediately,  wiligh she seems
bound to carry out.’ :

*Now, Sir, hoping that you will do
sonethivg or other in the way of givieg
advice; orsorfie plan to provent so fear-
Sful p consummation,

c -1 remain yours, &e. H.

P, S.—O0n leaving, I was requested
particularly to bring the next Chronicles
onmy néxt visit: Just think of that. H.

+

sy o ;
Why is R. McKinstry like a horse?

Betause his brother iea mare, (Mayor.)

i
1

“as to the-motto, L |

«THOSE AWFUL SALES.”

*Tis something quars, and something rave,
To got a good fellow like you, sir,

Who makes us jolly, and quit sll our folly,
Toread the quser, things you do, sir

There's batchglors sold, with silvor and gold,
S Aund some without. monay at all, sir,
And some, somewhat fair, and some, some-
what gpare,
And some, somewhat ehort, and some tall sir,

And then, bye sud bye, if Idon't chance to die,
I would like you to scll mysalf, air,

(Butnow you must know, 1 don't. want togo
To sell myself tor pelf, eir)

Butin ri:'cuent“ hard times,”Iread all your
rhymés,
Aund overything clse I ace, sir,

Next from {Ee fair you've old maids there,
Now that’s tha tickst for mo, sir.

But some there sre, who would sooner by far
Divide thelr thoughts with their glasscs, sir,
Not so with ma, for I like to see
Your compliments paid to the lasses, sir.
Of course, now aad then, we sca s fow men
Who profess to be woman-haters, sir,
But those fellows’ foolings, are shallow, like

peelings, .
With hearts like small polaters, sir,
Yours in fon,

_ ‘ SCRIBLER'S SORAPS,
Haxuerox, Jan'y. 1858, )

Mr. Braxigax, .

'1 send you the following scrap, which
was written in the phrenzy of despera-
tiop, inspired by the uncomfortable state
of circumstances described below. I.
hope you will give it a_place in your
spioy little paper, as 1 wish.to draw
attention to this midnight ruisance, and
as o friend has suggested, see what has
became of the police, for aint they paid
to put down all sorts of rows, and sure
the divil himself could not bate a brace
of cats ingaged ib a midnight squabble.
Hopi % that you may never be disturbed
by thelike, | S L
. - ,. Iremain, &c, G.M, M.

THE CAT-ASTROPHE

QF ol the ills thet round us hover,
Protooted byjthe night's black cover,
There's not, L'il taks my oath on that,
An ovil like a squalling cat!

Just when one's dozing off to sleep,
Bohold he comes with stealthy creep,,
And underncath my window sill—
When everything is hushed and still,
Piﬁea‘foﬂh the war-cry of his race,
Who issnes from each hiding place,
To join their most unearthly notes—
Poured from o crow of feline throats
First one ealls Joudly to his fellow—
In tones pitched anything but mellowr,
And ho replies in accents shrill—
Anothoer answers slitiller still,

While, nuterons ggmu join the choir—
Pitobing their notes'an octave higher,




