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[For the Tonen.
DRUNKEN SOLILOQUY IN A 0.4,
CELLAR,
BY TAVER.
Al! lying on conl

Let's see, where mn 17
:? Yes, L mind, ‘twas down

How'd I get here
through a hole

In the sidewalk.  While comine up siroet

Adranken wheel-barvow | ppened to meot,

It fell over me-—1 foll over ity and one of us
fell in the cellar,

I'don’t mind now which, but think I'm llw’

fell-er.
I'm a nice young man ; tight, tore, drunk,
No money; won't work; and
sot,
Well, T really ean't help it—it
fault
Nor Jones', nor the wife's :

malt
Whiskey, whiskey

shot;
a drunken old

ain't my own

but too much of old

'who's whiskey? Has large

amily ‘spose—

Got a great many friends, and a
foes.

Any more I wont own him, his acquaintance
I'll eut,

Had that notion for years, and will
I

great many

do 50 now—

I conldn't for fear his nice feelin's I'd hart,
And oft” when T tried it, he was on the alert
To make friends.  And back to the old haunts

again

He'd bring me. Al! Yes, I'm tied with a
chain,

Sometimes I gets mad, beats Bets and the
brats;

I once ealled ‘em * Lizzie
but that's

A long time ago—"Things have changed so
since then

I once used to be the happiest of men,

When I'd come home she'd pat her dear arms
‘round my neck—

But that was before T turned ont such a wreck—

She'd eall me “dear William,” and imprint a

and the children,”

sweet Kiss
On my lips. Ah, to me those days were pure
bliss.

Yes, 1 m;’w l(‘alln her “ Bets,” and she calls me
“ Bill,”

I ain't n"good Gill meither. T'm counterfeit
still,

T won't pass—(a tavern withont taking a drink)

The slightest thing tempts we, 1 wait for o
wink.

I stay out pretty Inte—Sometimes all night,

When Bets bars the door. We're sure then to
fight.

Sometimes I'm in; I'm in-toxicated now,

Andin somebody’s cellar —there']] be a big

row,
If they find me down lere. At once out ']l

scoot,
Or I'll feel the hard toe of somebody’s oot
Wonder how I'll get out? | ain't able to

climb,
If 'd » drink I could do so, but 1 hain't got a
me,
I've got one good prineiple, T wes never in
debt,

Cause nobody'll trust me.  But here I am yet.
Thoy'll arrvest me for burglary, if T stay any
onger
Brace up William, Ah, I foel rather stronger,
It was not my fanlt, that down here I came,
"Twas that drunken old wheel-barrow that was
to blame,
T e -
GONE T0 TR DoGs.—A man near Man-
chester, who lost « fine little skye terrier a short
time ago, has had a tomb-stone erected, on
Which is inseribed the following epitaph, which
is equal to Geo. W. Child's breeziest :

Here lies a litte skye bitch Nell,

Whose master was Joe Curr the Farrier ;
She's gone with other dogs to -~ well

To be a good Sky Terrier.
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For the Tancn, [ * Right as a trivet, st INZer, tene as a bomh,
i NOFOUR OF THE WIDow Mewq11 10 4 x| *hells three o onti” amii) barywd
SERTES Losguint of tobaceo juiee on the lndsone
. » carpet,
e Fhis was too mnch fin LUV S sense of neat.
In the midst of (his decadfal conmmation Ness, Shey il ety Cspittoon placed
| Ay rashed ont the front door erying “CElp! i beside hing, - Fre's the spittoon, sie,” s
"Elp! Murder! “Elp sl
A man was passing with team, SNt times, oW il b, @ Pire awiy
“What's the row,” said e - —» Man Killing | then, 1 g fur moasie N of all sopts, frum Rule
his wife Brittany e o
y e hin Cere: come Lin
d A A Mo he wonld a w i o
Two to one on that™ say« hey vashing in Ul »ravs Rollye

Whether his
With his 12
18

wonld Tet bim o no,
boly, cabibg el spinnach
iwho says Anthony 1oy

whip in hand | LT
Iu the mesntime Honeycomb had vin ont 10
look at the scone of 1 catastrophe, it ope o

was aware he slipped on the soup, and fell fat

on his hack, the soup splashing all aver By, | SPoone i i']‘,' M o mo ";‘:“‘ ‘vi:\". ' hos “"
He sung out like a o tamoant, making frantie | 27055 or dneks l'- \I\ ||n-v“.| I,mn'-‘l nlh nm t "
efforts to rise, but each time slipped hack again | Plasguey n-Eilla, o tioy hold por.

tracted i 1 on the hanks oy
in the twilight, they vell wors than

Spoon Cy

into the flowl v hand of

Bounce observing that I'lilll‘.“ looked ratlier |

mixed, thought he would mix beef with hiv | SO0 on the way path, er nconntry singing
broth, so flew at Hone mb's flank, and ah. |~ hool when sOme s head's teyin® 1o hieat
stracted a juiey s \tid Honeyeom s | 108 ers and demi-semi-gquavers into the ¢ onn-
howls of prin and s the stranger and Aggy [0 bumphins’ heawls; twa to one on that,

. : wer to 8
arvived at the se \13 you ever to 8)

netion, | Creek Matam, Mys, o
\

“Here's n go,’ Be this hyar he ‘\If:‘l', he ”‘L'"'l' } IT“‘I-"‘_; l‘:.'l Nevtisiie hi
lnmatic, you all fire good lookine piece of dim- 0 ho," she replics " hanticipato hi
i ! - never was <o uppy

“ Lord,"” says b ver bonnd to come, Wiy
durn ! to durn! we've billet-duxe 1 all over the
aivthly fiemament out thar, Lol love ve, the
Spooners’ tents is spread ont thar like the
Children ov Tsrael on the Plains ov Shiner, op
tother plains: we aiv ekal to a hnndped thousand
lodges ov Mrs, Sittin’ Bulls, W, sprang up
like the willars by the waters: w stk root

“ Do something, ho!
I hevaporate, ™

Aggy wonld yse big words, whether she ot
them right or wrong.

* Bet ye two to one I'll do something,” he ro-
plied, “but there's been “ eavin' o nigh by the
looks of things an the ‘looney's' all right.
Dog's got Don’t you be seart, My,

Mrs., er Miss, I, B 1y Spooner 'l stand by ye | downard like coneh grass: we've driv ot the
Melllinum: “het three to five o', | Crananites, the Gir <hites and the Tubisites,
there, hold "im fast.” an’ enlarged our horders like the Muscovites,

B that's so, ten toone on't how air ve, sty neey

‘ked Honeycomb, * or he'll Kill me,™ And he drove another s mirt of tobaceo juice
*S'hoy! ied Spooner, * hold *im fa t," cl aerass the honse, and gave a cat of the
In this eme weney |, Penclope Fow ler, flew [horse whip in Honeycomb's divection.
to the pantry, and, seizing the rolling-pin, 1| “He won't bite now,"
belhoured Bounce till he was glad to let o, | what a heap of eity fixins: talk abont cloth,
and retired howling, whe dridget's ns- steanger, look hyar,” and e tlung one of the
sistan I wiped the gr * oft Honeycomb's | ¢ nilting frames neross the room, ** ye seo that

t which the uncivil brate pever thank- IL e cloth, Mother Spooner spon throe hundred

ed me, but stood scowling and lowering, as mad | an’ sixty-five yards of it in one day, Snakes
ive at Aggy and * pooner, who were seated on [ and Centipedeérs! Marm Spooner beats all |l
the sofa billing and cooing like a pair of turtle lar that thar Seriptuy gal who ‘e day an’
doves in spring time, lit "er candle an® made cizht to

* He's a leetle tonched here eighteen on that,’ frame
Spooner, tapping his forehead, * the other,

o yes,” veplied Agay, getting closer, e Areah now thin," said Biddy, putting her
eried hout, no mad, no mad. han dashed down ad in the door. *that there erense s sot in
hall those yer flow pots han hink, han that— | the g as solid as Biddy Finnigan's tomb.
ho don’t leave me, please don’t,” stone.”

Agey wound P most of her periods witl ’ Aggy ran out to look and ret iwrned wring
“han th Iy waving her hand as 1o her hands. 1o my, that there rnt ear-
S0me invis son or thing. s hi bronght from ||il|;:|.||n|l\\‘~-nl.\' vears

“Not mueh, if T know it,” sai o, han hit just has good has new, lian so
“How do ye now, Miste 4 -tiful han " waving her hand, what
*looks leetle rous, but don't von vapor- d twas impossible to tell,
ate an' that, Billy Spooner's the boy to take " commenced Honeycomb,
keer of youn.” me she eried, @

*You noodle! A hundred dollars won't cover
Honeycomb, “ yoir'd Letter not try me,
find me dangerons.”

“Ha, by ha by yah, hat
stranger, his vast month opening
ear, like a barn door,

or the Lovd's sake take the brate off,”

says he.  Golly

lively;
"launching one quilti

you think," said

you pumpkin head ! snayled

won't "ay
You'd | damag
* Wha

laughed the | Nick,

from enr to| Avent yon hanything has you ‘ave ‘ad

slinging out a pai of logs | twenty years that's ns wood as new,” she in-

on the carpet, resembling quilting frames more l terrogated

than anything else. * [ Billy Spooner, ul’ O ifyou you put it in that

yer sarvice, from Spoon Creek, ten mile tother | Honeyconih,

side Beaver Dam  Hearn tel] o' the Spooners, |+ ook hyar, von wilted clothes bag, you

in course. They're as multitudinous as the | harrel of swill,” shouted Spooncr.,

steers of heaven fur numbers, broadeast as the Honeyeomb made s drive at him, erving out,

Colorado Beetle er the whoo ping congh. Bet [T don't eave acent forall the lying Spooners

?‘a three to one on that, They Kin™ whistle | hetween this and Jerico, ont you go, ten feot

higher, run faster, swear Iy ler, an’ eat more, | eleven of bragging bushwhacker,”

than any other critters on thi terra-quarions [ Ton to one on that," roared Spooner, langl)-

globe, an’ they kin lick all crention; ten tone | jng.”

on that.  How nir ye, stranger?” *“Elp! *elp! murde
I twasn't for the cloth,” rejoined Honey- | hof a quiver,” said Ag

clnml». *“I'should say they can out lie all eren- | self between the hellig

tion,”

ler twenty years wear,” put in

way,” says

o

elp ' ho my, hi'm hall
cand she threw liep-
rents,

Grow Wonw,
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