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BOB MOODIE'S REFLECTIONS.

I'moft ! the bladder rikes high

luto the bluo and fuzsy slci;

Now amaller gro's the big Rovere,

& scorchin Feble somea moar near 3

T her tho valgar erowd praclaimo

‘That Capting Moodic’s bukod for fare,

1 1eol the uppor air moar clear

From fumes of accy pipos & beor ;

& Mes. Moodie's down below ;

* & thore's Georgo Brown as wislics woe ;

& thero'’s all sorts of people thar

Asg woulda't be In this hero car

For ol tho liquor in my bar.

And now the great big Rosin House

Looks nojmoar bigor than o mous ;

Aud now I see ne mea and wimmin,

Nor Firo-fly ovor tho waier skimuin,

But only this groat globe a swimmin

Through tho atr & clouds & vapors,

Liko o tom-cat cuttin capors.

But I'm gittin sick by japora !

Now you Stelaer, como down pleas,

For I'm beginatng for to frecz ;

1 boar tho stars begia to whistle,

& think wo'd betior mizle 3

. Oh1 ifyou don't, with this hoss pisilo
. 11 shuto you dcad thru bonoe & gristle.
Horo ko attompta to dischargo the pietol, bat tho air is so

ratifiod that the weapon refuses to do ila duty, and Bob Moodio
harlng, at the suggeation of tho * airiont,” laken a “swig” (cols
ro.antimated, aud fifly per cont re-oucoucaged.
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BOB MOODIE-HIS LOG.

Seein that the hole baloon asaensin is put down
rong in the papers, I have rote this akkount wich is
.the true statment-of wot bappened to Stiner and
me, and wot we diskuvered when we was a gaflin in
the Yarope, wich Stiner he was the skipper. Hav-
in sottled my effekts and made my last will "and
teatymint, wich af id it was published jn the
@rumbler & true copy thaivof, and havin took fare-
“well of my family, and beon fhortyfhide with o pis-
tol loaded to the muzzle, I started on the perlous
jouraey. Afore goiv, a3 my frends had kum down
to see mwe off, I maid a fairwel spech,wich in I
shewed as how we was'nt goin to beo behind Yan-
"kees in courage and pluck, and no maun as wot
wasn't thore, couldn’t eay that I dida’t egebibit my
‘mussoller orgau ise ashin, and say as I wasn’t afeird
"t0 go up in o baloon twice as big, and if the Gov-
erament, was willin, I wag, to inspekt the lite bouges
in 8 baloon, wich none of the government beiu pre-
gent didn't ausser, but can be swore to by Honibel
‘Garge Brown and Jno. Hilyard Kameron, who was
‘standing cloge thairto, helding on to the ropes and
tryin both of them 1o not let me go as a new eclexion
ia apectsd, and Bob is wanted to bee on sum eide;
‘but P'de maid up niy mind and wasa’t goiag to stay.
John Kemeron did offer me proffagsional advice
"whenéver I wonted it, and & Tavern license free
gratis for nothio, without any charge, and Goorge
“Brown esid he would inseit the Firefly advortise-
monts fres, ond take throo season tickets, but the
citizena of Toronto, no bob Moodie ia’nt to be bot,
and wen he had made up bis mind to soe -forrin
kountries, he knowed enuff to rot stay at home.
When Stiner and me got into the Baloon, Bob, ses
‘he to me, are’you all rite, all rite, ses I; steddy then
‘ges he, steddy. it is, ses T; let her go, ses be, and
‘off sho went ‘just liks & streak, Siiner he jumped
in the riggin with a flag, and I followed bim, and

down below thero was the crowd a hollerin and
yellili, wich we kould see & lookin over the basket,
and I kould here them biddin me good bys, and one
fellow shouted ont, Bob youw're giving the devil
another chance, and I krowed that was Garge
Brown who was mad cos J dida’t be bribed over.
Howdever, we left them all bebiod, and then won
the crowd was no moro iaferfeerin with usy the nat-
aral ot jocts wich presented themselvea to our ob-
servashun was gplendiferous. Ia the furst place,
we could see the noble Firell'y steamin slowly along
through the eastern channell arousin the water with
her powerfal wheols like s grand new patent ¢churn.
Her smoke-pipo did’nt much more than look like the
stam of & T. D, clay, though I node she was a puf-
fin off volumes. The balloon then yawed off to
gouthard, and we kould ses my saloon and the suck-
ors a hangin round it, aud two fellers inside havin

| cocktnles wich I notised they did’nt psy fur~

then we missed stays sumbow wich was to bo
xpectod as we didn’t heve no tiller abourd and kum
acroge toronto as we was passin over king Street I
kould see all peoplo starin and openin thair eyes
wich made look like star-}ight were there was many
ladies, snd I seon Apgus Horrison and Juno Duggan
and sum wmore standic at the Leader offie corner
aad kould hear them talkin all sbout the plow-
bow aud how thair karrage stood it wich may
be. all very well but noue of them was never
up in no balloon, and doesn’t no more of bra-
very tham & policoman ag can be testified,
then wo pagssed over the village of Brookses bush,
and kould see the inhsbitants drinkin whiskey,
which put me in mind of my pistol whick I drawed
the corlks from the mussel and took a swig likewise,
followed by Stiner who did the same and felt very
good, about fen minates more aed thers we kum
into & cloud, end we weat quicker than flyin, as
was geen by throwin paper out which flew up, and
then Stiner he ges to me~Bob ses he, lools out, and
I looked out and seen away down under water
forty feet, and there was o vessel lyin on the
bottom, nud ber apars all gone, which I disku-
vered by lookin through the teloscope to bo the

‘reck of the Olear Grit scow as was suuk, when

I left and went to be skipper of the goovment-
ship, poor old hulk she were a taut ship wunse
and safled" well, my feolins wag nigh overkomin
me, but wen I geen the pistil I reckuvered, Sti-
ner he wanted sum rekuverin too, and wen he
kum round we threw the pistil overboard as we wus
goiu down fast and the ballast was all gone, but we
kouldn’t stop her, down she wout then we peeled
off our kotes and Stiner ges Bob your a gone prigg,

got Stiner to blow up my life pregerver for { was a
loetle onsteady, then I jist kot hold of the riggin
and cried out let her rip and souse she came into the
water flippity flap 3 times Enockin the water all
round splashin us, till we wag wetter than cat-fish,
then up agaia sho goes, aud we went strate into
land, struck the anker oll serene, and out we jump-
ed, 3queezd her gag out, rolled up her up taut, then
we seed a peddlar’s waggin wich we boarded and
Kau rite to Toronto all gonnd in wind ard lim,
wich is o truo and unpartial statemeont.
(S'gned,)
Bon, Moopy,

-for & refined and respectable suditory.

down she kept & goin, no I atnt ses I, and thon 1{.

¢“AWFUL " GARDNER.

A drucken rowdy aud prizo-fighter named Orville
Gardaer, was, during a late religious revival in New
York, transformoed jnto a sober snd comparatively
respectable member of Society. The defection of
ono from the almost innumerable company of
Amerjcan soundrels, is certainly a matter for some
congratulation. The change, genuine a8 we have
oo right to doubt it was, must have been indeed
welcomo to the femily ard friends he outraged be-
fore. So far, sogood. But we must be excused if
weo capnot go further in our oxultation and sympa-
thy.
{Nefuil to seo, that tho reformation of Gardner
entitles bim to constituto bimself & moral teacher
of the rest of the commuanity. We distrust the
teachiogs of & man who yesterday lay with the
swine in the gutier, and to day occupies the pulpit
and the rostrum as the oracle whose messages are
all the more precious, because his life hag been im-
moral and vile. Nor can we understand how a
portion of the religious press even in our own
country, can lay before their readera the miserable
details of this man’s low life as fitling instraction
for the Christian people of America. No aooner
hag “awful” Gardaer, as he was styled, emerged
from tho filth of hig rowdyism, than he mounts the
platform to display the dirt in which be has wal-
lowed. “Look,” hejtella his hearers, * what a villian
I was,” and the blacker he can paint bimaself the
better, for, with every additional daub of darkness
he rigee proportionately in the eyes of a curioue
and delighted auditory. There is an utter abgsence
of shame in such a disgraceful narrative as that
we have before us, that we wonder it can delight
the readers of a religious press.

He used to walk about tho streets with bis hat
cocked on one side thiuking bo wae Mayor of the
city ; be once had to walk the city all night for
fear that in a fit of the “ tremens” he should fling
himeelf from iho window. He tclls us, “ I bave
been jocarcerated in prison, oh ! how many, times I
can’t toll. Jowr the corn. ¥'ve been locked up all
over the countey.” What interesting intelligence
It is the
way with all men of the class. Thoy bardly matri-
culato ia morality before they fancy themselves
graduates and even professors. Instead of hiding
their pbarae and cancelling a lifo of villainy by a
lifo of repentance, they, with skirts still befouled
with the mire and tongnes yet clogged with the
slang of the ring and pit-bouse, stand up before the
world to tcach what they have but barely learned
themselves.

‘ There is no use talking,” he says, in a hoasifal
air there is no mistaking; ¢ there ig mo uge talking,
¥ I've been through the mill.” Gin aud eugar were
necessary, ho thought to his existence ; rum was
his ruin; but now be is & mentor for the church
and the world, and be tells thoss who have been
taught to use 80 a9 not to abuso, that # no man ean
driak liquor and serve God.” How authoritative a
life of wickeduees makes o man ; a Harry Henry ro-
formed.is o sefer teacher than Joremy Taylor and
Orville Gardner s nobler guide than Richard Bax-
‘ter. Surely we hnve had enough of thoze wretched
gloryings in shamo, and of teachers whose vulga-

rity is only equalled by thcir: ignorance and. im-
pudeace. .




