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EXCELSIOR

“ Tl trick you now, oid chap,” thought I,
So I made up a fabrication *

About a wealthy near relation

In Boston, where, said I, I go

To spend with him a month or so.

Now Neil, I'm just a poor frail creature
Fair sample of weak human nature—
But no; defence I will not try;

There’s no excuse supports a lie,

So foul are lies their sooty hue,

Though whitewashed over still show through,

Besides, who Jabors to efface
A fault commnuts one far more base.

No doubt you ridicule this luw,

But cousin, tis withouta Haw !

Myself at first did rantand vapour,

But since 1 got to read the paper

And mark whag strides in legislation
They’ve madein this enlwhtmed n.mon,
I see my ervor and allow

Che justice of the prevept now,

Your see the erime and superstition
That surges round us for adinission,

1f suffered to adulterate

This limped, erystal flowing State,

In time folks here as bad would be

As their rade cousins ‘cross the sea.
Why Paris, man, and London too,

Is each a place of rendezvous

For thieves and rogues, and by the way,
There’s Rome, where, ¢’'en in light of day,
If one but ventwies in the street,

Heis like to find beneath his feet

A bomb, or some machine infernal

To Yaunch him 1nto }ife eternal.

But here, with their progressive system
Of laws, there’s lewer to resist vm,

Of course, a country where the wasses
Ewbrace all nations, creeds, and classes,
‘There’ll naturally vecurat tunes,

Some tritling, unimportant crimes.

I’ve heard a wicked act s vexes

The good aud pious foiks of Texaus,
That oft, for foul offences given,

To hang some negroe: they've been driven,
But Neil, the people well aware

That man’s ancestors menkeys were,



