6

LE TRIBOULET.

SUBSCRIPTIOIN.

One Jeare.viiniiansnssceeesed.$ 100
Six months. . 50
Threo months. .o .. .o.e.. 2b

R TR W Y T NI WY

Cess e

INVARIABLY PAYABLE IN ADVANCE,

A free subscription fora year is granted
to any one getting us six yearly subscribers.

Le Tripovvrert ispublished every Satwday.

LE TRIBOULET.

Ottawa,’Saturday, 1stNovember, 1879.!

SQUIBS.

Thero are many reasons why Siv John
Macdonald should be entertiined at a
banguet by the Consetvatives of Ottawa,
The Globe only gives fifteen, but therd are
at leagt three times that number—if they
could only be ascerfnined. The principle
reason, is not herctofore meontioned, that
as ho “stuffed” Beaconsfield, his friends
in Canada should in turn ¢ stuff him, and
the Capital should not be bebind hand in
the good work. "Who knows but Sir John
mzy be really hungry —or thirsty !

The members of the City Council forgot
to sing * Auld Lang Syne” at the close of
their Pinafore performance the other night.

Why did Ald., Lang write such a feeling
Jetter to Ald. McCrae officially? Tor a
cod.

It is strange that scarcely anything is
now heard of Sir Alexauder Diackenzie
and Sir Richard Cartwright. Perhapsthe
“cart” containing iheir, panoramic ex-
hibition of the country in ruins has got
“wrong” side up in some diteh.

Tro Hon. Mr. Tilley would liko to have
a Reciprocity Treaty. Ho dropped in to
see Uncle Sam about it the other day.
Uncle Saw told him to wait Tilley’s ready
to negotinte such a thing, and then to call
in again,  Samuel Leonard said he would,
and sinco then he has been busying himself
examining ¢ the hum ” in Western On-
tario, where he has found the business
boom rolling nlong all right,

£n agent who had sold a Dutchman
somo goods was to deliver them in the
afternoon at the residenco of the purchaser.
The Dutchman gave him the following
directions: ¢ You shoost goes behind the
church, den you twns up do right for
awhile, till you sees o house mit a big hog
in de yard.  Dot’s me.”

Floor Oil Cloth from 35 cents per yard
up, at H, . Pieeox & Co., 551 Sussex
Street.

OBITUARY POETRY.

4 Those who have tears to shed, prepare
to shed em now.”

GONE TO A WARMER CLIME,

Old Si Mulligan \
Will ne'er get {ull-a-vaixt N
For ho's kicked the hucket over,

And now resides where clover
Is nover supposed to arow,
And whero nuemployed laborors
Can get no shovel to rnow,
P. 8.—S3i's address can bo surmised.

DFATIL OF WILLIAM JONER,

Tho mule staod on tho Market Square,

So mante, and ealm, and quiet,
That William Jones, with carmine hair,

Tho't he couldn't raise a rivt;
But he tickled up the “animile”

With a litéle bircheun sivitch,
Aund in Jess’en two second after

He lay maugled in the ditch.

Verdict of the jury ; *¢Struck by lightning—

mule exonerated from all blame,”

CLIMEED THE GOLDEN STAIR.

Gather up his playthivgs

That are scattered o'er tho floor
For little Willie Wangler

Will never need thom more—
Ho clambered up the stairs

From hottom to tho top,

And then from the bannister ]
Ho took a sudden drop.
- L 3 «* - » L -

Willis was a lovely child, -
With green oyes and yellow hiair;
In spirit very meck and mild— |
But kie's “climbed the golden stair.”

DEATHI OF & DECK HAND,

Tho coal-heaver atood on the barges deck,
With ghovel in his hand;

But he had «0 much ¢ benzine” on board
That e could scarcely stand.

He cast a look around the barge,
Then hove a glance ashore,

And lifting high his grimy haud
Sworo *‘ hiv'd shovel cval no more !

But ho lost his equilibrium,
Which, of course, ho didun't orter,
And fell ker-chuck, ker-wack, ker-plump,
Right down into the water.

The hole he made 8o quickly closed
That howas lost to sight,

And no trace of him could be foand
Although thoy fished all night.

And when tho question now is asked,
 Where did Red Herring go ¥

The ‘[mrgemen sliako their hiead, aud say,
*“Down ~Down ! to shovel coal below!”

THE 'LAST VICTIM.

Drinkwater was a temperance man
Who abhorred the flowing bowl,

And hated liquor in all its forms
From his very inmost soul,

But by trade he was a mason man,
Who worked on scaffolds high,

And oue fine day the poles mave way
And ho most suddenly did die.

A jury was cmpanclled -~
Of honest men and such,

And the venlict they rendescd was,
That ¢ He took a drop o much 2

Skins dyed and made over at H. L.
CotE's, Ridean Street. :

TN,
LACONIC BUT ELEGANT

“ John Jennings, you're drank ! said
Mr. O'Garn, J. . ton gay-looking por-
sonage in tho Polico Court.

“ 1 acknowledgo the corn, your Honor;
"twas old xye”

* You admit the allegation "

“'Po gnve yor Honor trouble, I do.”

“ How long will it take you to evapor-

Jatel You're stecped in alcohol.”

 About ono hour, on my own biack door
stoop,”

“ Elsowhere?”

“ I should he stoopid yor IHonor.”

“ Often this way?” .

“ Jamais { nunquam ! nimmer ! nevey ¢’

¢ What, never {”

“Well, hardly ever.”

“ Go home and dry up.”

“ X' a limekiln, yor Honor.

Go to H. H. Piaeox & Co. for the
cheapest Dry Goods in the city.

“ It scems to me,” said a customer to
his barber, “that in these hard times you
ought to lower prices forshaving.” *Can’t
do it,” veplied the barber. “Now-a.days
overybody wears such a long face that we
have a groat deal more surface to shave
over.”

People cannot go down from the bridge
straight to Ridean Street. Thero is no
use talking they can not do it. And
why? DBecsuso they must stop at the
Metropulitan Restaurant and have a glass
of Patsoy’s good liquor.

Lawyers are nover more carnest th.an
when they work with a will—that is, if the
estato is valuable,

What an effect climato has on natursd -
dovelopment! In Culifornin, they make
alcoho} out of beets.  Here wo make Leats
out of alecohol.

Tapestry Crarpots very cheap, at H. H.
Pigrox & Co.

Which are the lightest men—Irishmen,
Scotchmen or Englishmen? In Ireland
there are, men of Cork, in Scotland there
are men of Ay, but on the Thames there
aro Lightermen.

Blankets, Flannels, Dress Goods, and
Tweeds, at the lowest prices, at H. H.
Piaeoxn & Co. *

It was a funny but expensive way the
five year-old had of describing the decorat
cd nailitary ofticer, ho pointed out to his
mother, as “ The soldier with «)V tha
baggago chiecks on his coat.”

We call tho attention of our readers t0
Mr. J. B. Braxyey's advertisement.




