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All departed save Anyla, and she dwelt for
long years.in the eabin of Onca.

. LITERARY TRIFLES,
If vou transpose what iadies wear.— ¥edl.
'Twill show what faithless lovers ave:-—Vile.
Again, if you tratspose the same,
You'll see air ancient Hebrew name j~—ZLevi.
Changeii again, and'it will show
What all on earth desire to do:—Live.
Transpose the letiers yct onct more,
‘What bad men do, you'll then explore.~~Ewil,
A genileman for a long time paid his ad-
dresses 10 a lady ; and finally pressing her 1o
know what would be hisfate, and she wrotc
the word stripes, and told him to make what
- he could of it;and govern himself according-
ly.~Persist.
Why is a chronologist like a palm tree 2—
He can supply you with DATES.
Why is a tradesman like agood student-in
-divinity1—-Ile studies his profits~—proph-
el .

‘What net is the most certain to catch 2]

handsome wile ?2--4 coro-net.
Why isa docetor’s prescription a good thing

to feed pigs with 2-- They would find grains |

. - .

What is the difference between a good gov-
ernment and a bad one 2—A4 good one guides
113, and the other misGuiDES.

Converl the words new-door into one word.

—One word. .
Why is education like a (ailor 2—-J¢ forms
our habits. .

RN QARLAND,

NAMILTON, SATORDAY, MAROW 2, 1833,

This nwnber, which conclndes one half of onr ycur's
Iavor, is embellished with a beautiful vignette head.  ‘This
will be the enly iinprovement on our past, for this volume ;
unless we have “ocular demonstration’ of an improve.
menton the tpurt of our subscribers. 8o far,-we have ex-
erted onvsell to the utmost to please: we have wadeuse
of no fulse obduce, 10 oct the part of an inveigler; we
have wade nse of nonutation movement, to induce our sub.
scribers to inake advance payments,  Far froin it ; our
sale endeavor has been 1o convinee the pnblic that the Gav-
fand was got up for the purpuse ils molto jmports, “To
raise the genius and to mend the heart 1 Suticfied that
our subscribers wonld willingly assist us, if we requested.
‘Ihis is but an inklirg.

B A ibe earnost solic:tation of our (viends weo have
concluded all the articles in the numbers preceding, to ac-
_conunodate such a3 wish 1o patronize us, who were unable
to obtain the back numbers,  We request an early retarn
from our agents and fr.ends, s0 that we can ascertain the
size of the extra edition; to whicl, should the number be
:slumclc-nt (0 pay tho expense, there will be a separate in.
ex. B

——— .
Tt is with no small dexiee of pleasure that we ncknowl-
edge the receipt of, fiom the Eulitor of the Cobourg Star,
‘o Chart, showlng the interior navigation of the District
of Newecastle, U. ., and the propnsed imprvement on the
Otanabee river, &e.enzraved by T. Evans.,? -~

" We fear that muny ot our cocrespondents will be disop-
pointed at notseceing their i inour ¢col
®hould they, we assure them that we have at prosent nan-
uscript enongh to fill three numbers entire,  We have not
rooso to return thanksindividually, but mako ageneral bow
for post tavore, hoping to propitiate a prolongation.

Original. . .
EPITAFH ON A VICTIM OF A CANCER QUACK.
Here lieg a fon) flat on his back, E
The victim of a cancer quack ;

. Who lozt his moncey, and his life,

By plaister, caustic, und by.knife,
The cage was this, a pimple rose .
South-east a little of his nose, A
“Which daily redden'd, and grew higges,
As too much drivking gave it vigor;
A score of gossips sonn cnsure,
Full three scove different inodes of curd;
But yet the. full-fed pimple stitl,
Defied all petticoated skill §
When 1ed by fortane (0 perpse
A hand bill in the * Weekly News,"
Signed by six fools of different sorts,
All cured of cancers made of wartse
Tear wing’d his flight to find the quaele,
To prove lis cancer-curing knack :
Bui on his way he found another,
A gecond adverlising Lrother—
But as wuch Jike him as an owl
.Is unlikeevery handsome fowl,
AVhose fame bad raised as broad a fog,
Andof the two the greater hog;
Who used a still more magic plaister,
Which sweat forsooth, and env’d the faster.
This doctor view’d with momey eyes,
And scowl’d up face, the pimple’s size,
‘Then chirisien’d it in solemn unswer
And said, “T'his pimple’s name is concer ;
“But courage, friend, Isce you're pole,
“My swenting-plaisters never fail.
“Dye sweated huadreds out with case,
“ With roots as long as maple trers,
s And never Miled in ol my trials,
# fiehald these samples here in vials!
¢ Preserv’d to show my wand’rous nerits,
¢ Just ns my liveris, in spirits,
“Por twenty joos the enre is done’—
‘I'lic bargain’s strack, the plaister’s on,
Which gnaw’d the cancer ot its leisure,
And pain’d Liis face above all ncasure ;
But yetthe pimple spread the faster,
And'swelld Tike thad that meets disaster,
'Thus foiled the doctor gravely swore
That “1was a right rose cancer-sore ™
Then stuek bis probe beneath the heard,
Aud show’d thew where tho leaves appear’d s
‘Fhien: pais'd the patieuts droaping Sl)ll ils
By praising Lixh the plaister’s wicrits.
Quath he “the voats naw scurcely stick,
s fetehy itom like crab ov tick,
o« Aod make it rendezvous, next trisl,
“ With six more plagues in this ’ere vial
Then purs’d him pate with jalap drastic,
And next applied Uie infernal canstic,
Which gnawing on wilth eager puce,
Consum’d one broadside of his face;
“ Caurage, 'tis dane 1 the doctor cried,
And quick the incision-knife applied,
‘Fhat with thnee cuts made sneh a hole,
Out flew the patient’s tortar'd sonl.
Cone readers gentle, cke and simple,
If you have corn or wart or pimple,
To quack infatlible npply,
IHere's rom enovgh (o you to lie;
‘This skill trinmphant stl) prevails,
fIeath is a cure thas never fuils, .
PHILOMEDICUS,

Barton, Jun. 1833.

) Ovigiual,
GIVE ME A FRIEND,
- Give me a fviend whose tender hieart |
Can el another’s pain,
Wha ne’er will bid the poor depart,
Nov wroat thewm with disduin.
Give we a friend who is renown’d
For teoth and constaney;
Wieso mind in hnowledse is profound,
Who feels with cestusy.
Give mea friend wheee tongucis free
From slaader and from guile—
- Who ne’er will suitor e, to be
. Hurtby anather’s wile. .
Give me a frisnd whose heart is trne
‘To every oune; and 1
‘Will then bid this false world adiem,

Without a parting sigh. JOHN,



