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SEDERUNT NIL i Majonr.—TLet us have it hy all means, or our
. ., 'sede il be arren qei i
[Scest:—The Shanty.  Major and Laird sit- | S((]}l:\!l)t.\\!n be most barren there is nothing,
ting crooning over the jire.] positively nothing going on at this unhappy
. g R . {scason of the year, when the wind and rain
W?{ wJor.—What wc:xthcrl ! rain, rain, Tain. l:uull fog and dimp combine to render man
were is it to end?  Did you ever see any-1  Ducton.—Stop, Major, for pty’s sake. I
thing like it, Laird? Oh! there is another havebeen delighted at Tately witnessing anoth-
twinge. 1lang it, man, throw on another fog. er instance of the liberality of owr publishers
a I..]\\u:;).-t—\\’lnsht, whisht, .\g:g,1<;_r, 31\0 wad | in {urm.shing the public at a moderate rate,
ink that ye're 'na ower gratefi’ for the meer- | with specimens of : ‘hich a few vears ¢
cies o' Providence, o'l'ir'aﬂfl. weather, though ' w :'-\}"Lflml‘t'n'; iy f] l'r : ¥ ‘ht‘-:l- . :}\'\ \ Q:“:ql 'llg?
e Jrovidence.  The s : y thoug cre exclusively the property of the wealthy.
a wee bit cauld, will bring on the grain noo Thave been fnspecting a painting which blends
b:mcd in the carth, and the grass and flower  the listorical with the poetical, and while in-
o' the forcst}wnll rejoice m—f a , tently exawmining the work, T fancied 1 conld
Masor.—Drat the grass and forest flowers! [ read the whole tale the canvas w QY.
A week's fair weather and eenial stmshinvi L.\n:n.—-.\n(: t\:]]?'ntt lxtu?.:;:;. 1:;51)1'?"]‘1 pOPLray:
would do more for the ficlds, and man, t00,} Docror—It is a painting Mustrative of
than all last month’s storm, and wind, and | fashionable life. To the right may be seen a
rain, and frost, and large and handsome house, decorated exter-
Lamn.—Haud now,—frost ? ’ nally with unusual magniticence.  This house,
Masor.—Frost, as T live! and Jay mere inow, T would suppose to e ocenpivd hy some
than half gone.  [Enicr Doctor.] VU leave it vich” personage, who, after serving, for many
to the Doctor. | yearshis kingand country, retires,on the death
Doctor.— And what ave you two 01,(1 fozics " of his wife, to this Lis habitation, accompanied
fighting about, now.  The weather, I'd bet @ by his secretary, who assists bim in winding
pound, 1o judge from your positions over the p his public allairs.  The statesman, for so I
tirce. N . will call him, has a young and beautiful daugh-
Masor.—Yes, this inferual, cold, (]:lm]'\, W ter of “sweet seventeen,” as all heroines of
and blustering waither, We had frost l:\>t;t:xlcs are; the sceretary, whoisalso good-look-
m;ir;xl, had \\'lc nat, Doctor § I . mgi ;l(;]\'cr, \\iitty, l)lll( poor, mccl:nm' }u:roimi
vetok.—I cannot say, consideringTamnot and falls in love. Tt is not to be suppose
an carly riser, but an application to the Obser- that the father would countenance any such
vatory praceedings, cither on the part of the secre-
Mazor.—[ canohserve well enoush for my- tary or of his danghter, and to avoid the pos-
selfl 1 was up at day break, and the puddles sibility of such a catastrophe he dismisses the
were covered with ice. Tt seeretary on the completion of his duties. But
Docror.—Then, Major, vou are, donbtless | it is too late, they have seen each other and
right ; hut the \\'c:'llhc‘!“ i a St:llc’.\'ll!'j\'ct to] declared their mutual passion.
talk upon, and 1 havea little story that Thope:  Lamp.—Puir things!
will interest you while supp vis preparing. © Dector—But, befure going further, ' des-




