- CARIBOO SONOS. S

. Againsta glance

I have no chance,

1 love the barley bree !
1 love to whirl

The dancing girl, . : IR
Ilove the Jonv spreel - ‘ 2T
I bet-the tin, : :
. But rarely win,’ ) _ oo
- taste the beer once more ; - : .
. My booes do ache :

'“fheu 1 awake ¥ ' cet
- Upon a‘bur-room floor! . ) w5
When 1 drink deep, -
And sink to sleep, ¢

R

It seems a happy trance—
- The drunken snore
Of balf a score. -
The music and the dance'? )
-1 wake and think, . -
Again I drink,
¥y droopmg thonghts to cheer.
h, I'love to snore | .
. On a bar-roomfloor, = - -
» Just once in twenty year! -

- Barp o;_Lom

THE OLD RED SHIRT.
? * — "’;‘
A Diner c;ﬁ‘e to my cabin doer;
His clothes they were covered with dirt i
Ee beld out a piecé he desired me to wash, 1
thehlfoundwasanoldwdahxrt. ’ I

S

4'

His cheeks were t!nn, and /fnrmw’d his: brow, :

~h - His eyes they were sank in hishead ;..

@ said that he had got work to do, }
Andbeabletomn)mbmtd.



