
At last it carne-a fearful splasb
Spectators held their breath;

Before their eyes, with demonish cries,
The m.idman sought bis death.

No. Look ! he's swimming for the shore
lIe's reached it. Hark 1 a shout,

With spit and spat, like drowning rat,
1He sheepishly crawls out.

And 0 ! the cheers that greeted bim,
As he lounged up the street,

And took bis way, far famed that day
For bis illustrious feat

"Ail rigbt, my cove, yer takes yer cbice,"
S tid cabby, driving on;

"Ver sees yn isle-stay there awbile,
Till this raýhbhile is gone."

And straigbt be dumped him in the mud,
And drove away in glee.

Then Bill was king of everyîbing
(Like Crusoe) be could see.

But soon he tired of reigning tbus
And, since the flood was rising,

I rather guess bis realm grew less
Wiib suddenness surprising.

Now Bill, tho' brave, becarne alarined
And as be sbivered there,

A one-borse back, with splasb and crack,
Was lrioking for a foare.

Bill bailed it, and tbe Jehu stopped
His nag, and grinned rigbt out.

" Comment dites-vous ? vat for you do
Make nuises, sare, about?"

" Ob, take me bence ! he cried in woo.
The jebu sbrugged bis sboulders
Me am engaged" , and wbile Bill raged
He drove round floating boulders

0f river ice. Anon he turned,
And asked, " How mucb me i?
Vou*lI git my throne, 'tis aIl my own,"
Said Bill, witb sudden wit.

"Ca ! trone be blowed 1 (zoo diollar, sare 1
Me drive you safe tu shore."
No, nul for fun !-l'Il give yOjU one,
But not a red sou more ! "

"Vell, velI, me amn engage," says he,
And straight bis nag be lasbes.

île burries off, witb jeering scoif,
And soaks poor Bi l witb splashes.

Stýp Stop! 'rWO DOLLIARS 1-here, cash do%% n."
The jebu took hlm in,

And off lbey went, as if îbey meant
A Derby race to win.

The one-borse back soon came 10 grief,
The waler reacbed t00 deep

Not far (rom shure, tbey could n )more
Their forward journey keý p.

Bill scrambled lu the carniage roof,
Surprised by laugbîer loud

From raft, and fluat, and barge, and boat,
And the assembled crowd.

In vain the Jehu lahed bis nag,
In vain Bill sat and cursed.

The mob laugbrd loud, Bill rose and bowed,
Resolved to dare the worst.

Tt.e flood bas fallen. Now no more
May sharpers play their tricks.

StilI neyer ]et Bill B. furget
The flood of eigbty-six.

VARIEVAS.

THE RULING PASSION.

(Scene-Hospital ;dramatis persornS, Doctor, Joe, a
drunken old ne'er-do-weel, who is dying of a compli-
cation of di-eases.)
L7ocor-Now is there anything more you would partic-

ularly hike ?
Joe-If a micht jist hae ae gless o' whusky.
Doctor-You know, Joe, that that's exactly what lias

I)rotlght voit to this.
7oe-Ye mnicht gie me yin, 'am awfu' wake.
Doctor (relenting aind filling out a glass from a bottle)

-Well, it's jist anuther nail in your coffin.
Joe (drinking and holding- out the empty glass)-Man,

Doctor, ye micht ca' anither yin in as lang's ye hae the
hammer in yer haun'.

A PROPER PRIDE.
jones.-Wbo in the world is tbat awfully conceited fellow?

Looks as if be owned the city.
lsoiinson. -That? Wby îbat's Rogers, the coal man ; contractor

(or the water works coal, you know.
jones.-Even so, I don'î see why-
Robinson.-0, perbaps you don't know that the authorities have

just testified publicly that as a cuntractor he bas been uprigbî and
bonest wiîb the ciîy.

Jones.-Ah ! Nuw I understand !The only case on record, bey
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