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-J. Bathyate, P inter, 111 Parl Lim, Lm;r-t)c:m.

In all that 1 };u\w travelled, and much- T heve
0One tm'mgu
My folly escaped my detection ;
From Calcutta to Cabool, my fate to pursue,
And then to the house of correction.
The first oue 1 met. twas old Ring at the gate,

Who commenced wich a Lhorourrh nmp@at‘(m ;

Nays he, my poer man, you have Tnet a bad fate,
To come to the house of correction,

He searched me all over both stockings and chaoes
"Pou my soul 'twas a funny reception ;

Took my pipe and tobaceo, not ever a chew,
Teft he for the house of correction.

& Cooly’s old blauket, he then di-l me throw,
From cold it was all my proteciion;

With a tin poL and plate, and ofl 1 might go,
Complete for the house of eorreciion.

_Beef steaks and onions, we have cvery day,

“To them there is httle objection ;

Then at the old stones you can hanmcr away,
Till done with the house of correction.

“Tis all very fine, but the best of the joke,
VWith which we have any connection ;

Its there you may dle, for the want of 2 smoke,
There’s nene in the house of correction,

You may think yourself learned, and much you
may know,
But there VOJ 11 be brought to Lm
For not a sweil in Caleutta, musy unde g
A day m the house of sorreciion.

Boy in Blue.

Cheer up, cheer up, my mother dear,
Oh / why do you sit and weep ?
Do vou think that he who guards me
Forsalies me on the deep?  (here,
'nd faith illume the glance,
¢ bark set sail /' (dance,
at ber unow and see hir
da you turn so pale?
Ing ish ship & Bnglish crew,
So mathe rLepmmo‘ your boy in blue.

But westruggled besrt & hand. vor
And a fight with the sea m its o‘lr
Shames all your strife on land,
Thestorm was long but it found me tru
So mother be prondof yonr boy inhlu

And if the breakers ki'l our wmp
And yonr boy goes down i it foum)
| Be sure the last prayer on his lip,
Isa prayer for those at bome.
But come, cheer up / methinks i ie. ave
A voice in the anchor-chain
That whispered like u fairy bicd,
““The bark wiil come brck ag-in.”
God bless you mother ; ad'eu ! edjen !
Butnever weep for your bay i blue,

of coursers wiid and free,
A. nd only carries the brave s La‘lore,
It hize borne me nigh to the dark lee

Cealeutta House of Correction Continued.

Every evening at sundown, we have a parade,
{r's true we have a fann} collection ;

Old Kennedy, too, has the look of his ‘trade,
The stamp of the house of correction.

Every poor man has to work for his bread,
For here there’s little affeetion ;

What vou are dumg, vouw'll remember the shed,
And the stones in the house of correction.

For there in your cell, with a strong iron door,
A darkey outside for protection ;

The white man goes round, to see a.H secure,
At night in the house of correction.

The tern once passed, we'll begin on the new-—-
With the bottle we'll drop all connection ; ;

If you touch it again, as sure as you do,
Youll go back to the house of correctiow.

Go there for once, and you'll meet, bold Devine,
And gay fellows from every direction ;

After sparring the world, they have to keep tinie
With the stones of the house of eorrection.

We'll ride round the city with orders some day.
For ’twill then be a day of defection;

So the sooner the better, you make your own way
To be clear of the house of correction.

But ladies and gentlemen, pray lend a hand,
It’s true, with all my affection ;

[ hope you’ll be happy, througho ut all the land,
And be clear of the house of correction.
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