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A MIIGHT AT OUR DlVAM4.

3Csr.-Somwhere in Notre Dame Street-.d room Ilook at Pencil; why he's asleep again. I vote we
rather amoey- Tables covered with glasses, tum. fine him.
blers, cigars, meerschaums, 4dc. 4£c. Pencil-Fine away ; I say I'm not asleep ! I'm

HOUS.-ELEVEN, P. M. meditating-I never sleep-I close my eyes when I

cOats-green coats-blue coats-yellow coats- go to bed and I ruminate all night between a pair of

p P~es (not ladies')-black coats-buffalo c sheets. l'm all day pondering-I'm always think-

multis alis. ngo If I ride, I think-If I walk, i think-If I
eat, I gulph down a thought with every mouthful.

Pregident-Darby Baxter, Esquire. Dr. Peplic-And if you are with a lady, Pencil ?
Bravo-capital song. Pencil-Why, she talks for us both, and I havePeter Pencil, Esquire-(After a pause of some all the time to myself to think.

q'at'rter of an hour)-Yes, that is rather' a good ir Barnaby-I say, Pencil, were you ever in

love 1
e8ident--Hallo ! Peheil, are you awake at last ? Penil-In love! ! l'im always in love: I'm never

Pencl--Awake ! why, do you intend to insinuate free from love; I'm cither falling in love, running
tht 1 have been asleep ? in love or catching love.

Peeident-Asleep ! 'I'l not swear that you were Peter-Yes ! Walter is the boy for falling in love.
5leP, but I intend to say that you have not spoken Pencil d'ye recollect the two girls in Bath ?t
s'rgle Word for an hour past. Pencil-Tush ; hold your tongue, Peter, none of

Pe"l--Wel, what of that! I was ruminating- your quiz.
thinking of the miscries of Lent being kept in Omnes-(Vociferously)-Out with it Peter! out

wondertf an act of parliament could not with it! Dont mind him!
' 5Poy I thinkia el ought to take legal advice tting upon the table)--Stop your

Pe innetr!ely. roaring, and pray be only fqir. If you will have the
%eansdt. Oh! certainly, legal advice by al story, let me tell it, at least, as being the party con-

br Icerned ; I am supposed to recollect it best.
4. Pepic-o; I bar that; no lawyers in the Prednt-Yes, that's nothing but fair. So,

t4rn hate lawyers. If I had my will, I'd abolsh Pencil, out with the story of your affections.
t I were in the Court i'd t Penc-(Coming off the table and replenishing

Mst !1oar his glass)-Why, I think it is the doctor, (the great

a a doctor! I dont agree with doctor, I mean,) who says that a man falls in loye
l Ier rseli 'em, as old Prosy says; as he falls down stairs, by accident-but as in nM

orhe Py useful at times, particularly when case, some of these little accidents are very far froa
the Police swears-ihat one's driving over agreeable. If i were to publish a tale of my fate,

lan bour!1
anru8 ip this instance, I should call it

asby-Ha! ha! Pencil can't bear B. 45.
tf I him too, and all the police. So help me Davy, "A LITTLE TOO MUCH LOVE."

t atch one of them drunk, lil scrag him and
him to the Station House. If I find one of I was just eighteen years of age when I wai Oral

in his beat, Pl'l forthwith to the great introduced to a young lady at Bath. She was pret.
De Iof Little Pedlington, and such a speech Pil ty, and had a very pretty name-Agnes Harcourt

that Ialways liked the name Agnes, and never liked il

n'e' -He'll laugh at you, and wake the more than when associated with ,Miss Harcourt
She had such a pretty little hand, «bd tuch a pretty

y x aby-No, I beg your pardon, Darby ; little foot and ankle, and s4e talked, walked anc
Sas a great regard for us all, for he picks us danced so prettily-I never seè a good female waltz.

p nles for others er, that i do not recall her to my mind, as I 1irst sa
-- Ha ! ha! not bad for Barnaby. But her at therooms, --. Miss Hareuvt's old go


