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“THE BGGGY”
2 Parm.
—

CAKNTO L,

L

APTED ¢xpericnen of my versio pomwors,

Ifnd I den't exeal in the sublime—
My mmze ix cowmle, and profusely showers

Her chaicest pifts, when ealled on, any tine—
True she can sing of love, and ladies’ bowers,

And when she does so, makes o pretty rhivme,
But still her forfe iz comedy.  The seriouz
Bhe shuns we something Wishly daletarions.

And so Lepe mocs, AL onee unon the Sen
OF Focey wy Fairy Veszol Boals—
Her mastz ereet, hev prond Qo yine free—
Toskim thre' Helleon {be bost of boaks
She'll prove hevzelf cre long tu all to he
As this, oy faney's Mishe seld donules—
An aecident T sine, which oace 1 wct witl
Whee ino5 Togry 1o friend wos set with,

111,

Beador, i thou Lust ever trarell’d fur,

Perhapy thouwst seen Tovonte's plensant eity—
Tia by thy waves, Colario, which are,

When by the sunbeams hsed, to gaze ony pretly—
Nor does Torenta’s Bay the lundseape maor

Nowrly qurrounded by n natoval jetly,.—
With just n narrow entrance wo the port,
OF many o ernft and steswer the resort.
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",
Well? fuowy youihfn) days, T there wad staying—
" ceoodd while youse dome truvel Lo enjoy—
1L el Dngroves e aoind 3 oo is Tk paying
The rice for knowledge—wiibeh like maiden coy—
Lequires mueh eonriship—unto none displaring
les ¢harms withonl he winning arl employ—
Disdructiow seeking, therefore, 1 lett hone,
A Lo de yewrs, o Western efimes to rom.
v,
Ligentons yoully feom this oue sen-rirt izle,
Make onee, ad Jeast, a Continental four—
I speak of thase who, Best with Fortune’s smile,
Bonw st the wmeaning of the words=* Um poor'—
Moy their aily o fow moaths tey beguile
L viewing Burupe [rom their earriage door,
Lictorning o s0 wmany travell'] zanies,
They prove bow stealye auoanimal o oo 3,
¥,
Dot T was ponrehiow clio were 1 2 poel P—
"Iz oulil that vslure pare me the desire
Tie v far lands and nodions sirange, althio® it
Custs miteh 1o thase whe travelling admire,
Hach wiz my passion—ior could 1 forego it—
Soozeraping wp what eash T wight require,
Toweend b Cunaden instead of Tlaly,
And s waz where Toroule's thriving city Iy,
Vit
I thatzeht Cwom]d nhml:lur b to trave]l whore
lafuant society wis not arrived
At thal perfeetion wlho it {2 L4 eare
As el Lo poekel, ag ean be derived,
OF coli—Trom trav’llers having it o spire—
By wlhiel menns Buropeans lave eontrived
O stont Johin Ball to make a protty penny
By of o'ercharges quite o wiscelliny.




Caxro 1] A I'OEM,

VILL
Btk to rezume—I was then af Tovoanto
Spemling my leisuee, eke a littde wmoney—
In seareh of reeveation [ liad gone Lo
Place: whose Indim-zeonling names would stun ye,
And alier wand'ring a mg fime hud geown (0
Require repose, and so0 in this good town 1
Took up my anarbera ab the beew Woce],
Where I was fed amd lods'd exieemely well,

Y.
And was aszembiled thers a jovous knot
OF voretlis, el old wen, sl of mididle aga
Sonte huanan specinens, with wany s plot
T improve thefr state ic Bfe and carn thew woge
With some whe, Hke wyseli) ca'd not o job
In the pursuil of luere 10 coFaegce—

S spenb Al dayz 1o pleasnre, zome in boziness—
Some sober were—aiue dimek themzelves to dizziness
ot

T s SUTAIOSY—2UMDLET thare 13 past 5 joke—
Mot like onr English imitatinn faind,
OF summerz—in whose Dograluys coal or ¢loak
Is oft-times felt by no woeans a restreint
Bt summer wiiel with thivst nizh makez you choke,
Parches your lips, and ~ives the meat o teint.
Mot Paradize 1tzelf ean give o nobler
Lmzury then—than is g Sherrs-Colibler,

X1

Oft when my thivsiiog ps hove fel6 to Le

Like leathern fenees to prezerve my teeth—
When my fuee’] tomgue and month conld scarce agres

T allow g Jungs thro” et to draw a breath—
Oft liave T deem’d tlat ne felivity

Fither in Heav'n above or Earth beneath,
Could b eompar’l lo sueking thee' thas straw,
By which the Qubbler to your lips you draw.
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=11,
Ob ! Yaukoe-lund, O Yapkee-lagd!  Wa smile
At Uiy coecentrie men mnd corious wiys—
Thy evstoms would Le Inngh’d at in our iale;
Nor wonld Uiy mnnners oiu the meed of praise.
But one may ravel woary aeile onoanile,
Moy iirst and Luwger masy, many days
In Fnglawd, (01 exbawsted natore shrink,
Wor find thy sweet variety of drink.

X,

Thy Cobbler, Julep, and thy Cockinil are

Tu hivaty sonls perfection in thele way;
And Le may Lless indeed lis Tucky siar

Wio ean refresli Lim with them every day—
When Lhe sen scorcles b, thoere 35 the bar

MEarding menny of meolstening his clay—
And i by Temperases le's rendered niee
He enn biave waler there sublio'd witl ee.

b L
Each climee affovds to man 3 rrand produoction—
Holband its Taquor, Pronee s laughing wine,
These Toth are deend delivivus o the suetion—
Lioth Lo cheir malors give of wealth o ming
Whey withont thew, would Gud a greal reduction
Of riches which do in their coffers =hiue,
Ammericn ean alae pleass the ihrottle
With drinks as zlorons as Anti-teefotal.
L
A now, Ty e, let we vesuwe our slory,
Or men will tisink we bibulows Lave grown g
Aad that thy fnspivation is w ghovy
By takiug stimulants upou wme ihrown
And thal my zlass makes me thas dilatory
In writing fuicly out whiat should be shown,
Lzt any such a fulae iwpeeszion tike,
finow, -lri'L]{[hg wabor, I ihese voraps make.



CaxTa L] A POLA,
EVT,
A Beanteous morning dawa’dl upon the world,

The sue shome brighitly mnd the sky was blue,
The wory mists which on the Jake wers carl'd,

Melted in wreaths as the day onwvard deew.
Full many » bark, with canvaz zeatly furl'd,

Lay by the quay where loung®] their motlay erew:
The lake’s elewr walers, wivree of tha sky,
Erxposed their scerels w the gaver's ove,

EVIL
It was the Balbath iz, Xo busy lum

Thaturb’d the silence—the dezertel strects
Confess™d 1he day of reat to man wis oo 3

Tlat day he toll-worn leb™rer gladly prects,
For then eejoleing f bis guoier bope

His lyve-Teapghe sbance his wife awd children moets,
For on that day awone of ail the weels,

He may repoze and pecyention seelk,
NV,
The tinkling hells, 5 jubiles o man,

From many o Low'r soncously nooclaimd g
Aund now oo erowd the observors ove miahe seon,

Oo holy crrand, uor of it azham/'d,

As well-attir'd they their walle besou

Ta chureh or chapel az his erecd cach fram'd.
The ztreets that lately were p aalitnde
Again recedv'd a thronging motitude,

ETE
Which multitude all calmly wall®d and =low,
Bave whete o morving loitrer hueried by,
Haviog ab home remain’d til? foreid to oo,
By warning Bell, to valze biz pray'r on high;
Or where another, soorning ovtward sliow
Of Pioty, prepar’] the town to iy,
And i the woods and by the stremus to zeck,
One day of rural pleasure in the weck.



