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would take the pet, and cease to swell the sub-
seription list of the Anglo American !

Latnp.—XNever fash your thumb about that,
auld forceps! wi & their faults and back-
shidings, my brethren in the farming line are
no' sae thin skinned that they cannn’ thele to
hear the trath,  Desides, 1 hae a firm and
abiding presentiment, that @’ the furmers wha
support Hayu, mak’ it 2 poiut ¢’ conscience to
supplement the steepends o their mivisters, in
proportion to the rise o’ the markets!

Ducror.—Nay then, let your strictures go
forth, on the far-stretching wings of typography,
and shawme every churlin the Provinee, into the
semblancee, at least, of Christianity !

Latro.—Frae the bottom of my soul I pity
puir ministers, in times when corn and high
prices abound!  The son o Crispin mak’s the
cost o' his bools, and brogans Keep pace wi' the
exaltation o’ flour. It tripe the butcher in-
creases therate of chops to bodkin the tailor, the
latter tak’s his revenge, when tripe comes to
lack a pair o new decencies.  But Mess John
canna’ stop short when he has propounded his
text, and iasist upon an addition to his income
betore he delivereth himselt o’ his prelection.
Nu, na! e maun dree his weird in sorrowlul
silence, and drink the bitter, cauld cup o’ poor-
tith, without protest or remonstrance. 1f, at
an orra time be should venture to enunciate a
remonstrance, some o' the serious and devout
members o his flock will tell him with an une-
tious whine, to live upon the promises o’ the
Gospel ! Yes! within the last three weeks, 1
heard a sordid wreteh, wha had twa stockings
hanging ut bis bed herd, dropsical wi' bank
notes, 1 heard wi' my own lugs, gie the above
heartless, and internally profane respounse when
supplicated on bebalf o° his pastor !

Magdor.—We are a great, and & good people !

Lairp.—Are weno'?

Magor.—+¢ Live on the promises of the Gos-
pel!” L cannot get that yare, and most suvoury
morsel of piety, vut of my psychological taste!

Laiwn.—Did ye ever hear ony thing like it?
The vagabond spoke as if the reverend gentle-
wan could bwil his study Bible like o’ dumpling,
and serve it up, for the nourishment o’ his wite
and ten bairns, the auldest o’ them being hardly
turned o’ saxteen!

Docror.—l1lappy, in sach obdurate times,
are illuminati like us, who have kept our wrists
free from the cramping durbics of matrimony,

Magor.—the axiom which you have just
propounded, remindcth we of u very respectable

ode commendatory of single blessedness, which
my scissors excinded not long ago from tho
Wingston Chronicle and News.  Here it is:—
T BACHELOR'S S0NG.
‘The day is past, my labor’s o'er,
Lo rest and peace 1 ilys
When care, tormentor, dare not cone,
Ay bosom: to annoy:
Though wifi: nor children mo await,
‘To greet me with « smile,
Content 1live i singh: state,
Nor commiurt lose the white.

Whate'er the times, plenty or seant,
Its al) the same to my;

My hostess griuts me all Lwang,
For a suflicient fee.

Her board is daily thrice supplied,
With good and wheolesome five,

Where bunger Keen is sttisfied,
And plenty yet to spare.

In my neat chamber, lone, I find
A respite from y teil,

Where to improve my Lirren mind,
1 burn the midaight uils

No naisy brats my braias confuse,
My busy thoughts perplex,

For I have courted but ths muse,
And always shunned = the sex.”

Sometimes, indeed, my heart releats,
And pants for Hymen's joys;

Aund then I think of the nigh rents,—
The little girls and boys,

And find my carnings won't maintain
A wife and children ton;

And so my passions I restrain,
Whene'er inclined to woo.

Thug, sulitary T pursus
My unobtrusive w

Nordread * harit times™ as others du,
Who've bowed to I1ymen's sway,

Then let all those who'd wish to live
A calm, contented lide,

Enjoy whate'er the world can givo,
But ue'er enjoy a wife.

Lamn.—No sae bad!  Are the lines by
the editor of the aforesaid print ?

Magor.—Oh no! My excelient and clever
fiiend Sam, can vy no claim to the beatitude
of unital existence. Ile is qualified to sing
with Sandie in the play:—

« 1 have a wee house, and a canty wee fire,
And a bonuie wee Wife, to pet and admire,
And a2 smiling wee Wairn on ika kueg,
To cry papa and daddy to me!

Lainp.~—Its a’ vera fine to rani about the
pleasures o celibacy, when we are convened
here wi' our pipes, and tumblers, and quart
pots, and what not, Lat the medal, I trow, bas
ot a dark and gousty reverse!  When ye aro
sitting alane, on a cauld, blustering winter’'s
night, wi' nanc but the dowyg, and the auld,

doited, crabbed cat to keep yc company—and
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