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¢ Yes, said Smith, * it will bear you.’—( Roars of laughter, )—
¢ Upon my soul, said Jones, ‘I cannot cut into it—my hands
are so tender.” This sct the ladies giggling, and then he threw
down the knife and fork in a pet. *Ilere, hand the pie to me,’
said Smith ; and, oh, monstrous! he made no more ado, but
jobbed his elbow upon the cone’ of the erust, which broke it in
sure enough, but at the same time sent half the gravy with a
apirt into our eyes, all over Wilson’s white waistcoat, and down
Miss Simpson’s black satin spencer. ¢ You awkward fellow !
exclaimed his sisters ; and they blushed as beautifully as Anro-
ra. *Oh, never mind my spencer, said Miss Simpson: ¢I
don’t care about my waistcoat,” said ‘Wilson, ¢ since we have
got al the giblets, which [ had given up in despair”  We then
laughed heartily, and heartily we eat. I never saw, ata Guild-
hall dinner, such appetites and such expedition.” As for Jones,
he might cat his way up to the civic ¢hair, with any man in the
city who has not yet arrived at that honor : for a young livery-
man, his performance was wonderful, and his promise more.
In ten minutes the catables were hors du combat 5 and one bot-
tle of porter, and three of sherry, were all that was left of the
drinkables. Tilling a bumper of sherry, I then gave from the
chair (the stump.:a[' a treed—" The Ludies, our fair compa-
gnons de voyagre V'—/( Drank with three times thrce, und one cheer
more—a missfire of Wilsow's.)—Jones was then called upon lor
a song : he complied, and struck up—
¢ Oh, nothing in life can sadden us,
Whilst we have wine and good-humor in store—'

* Hollon, there, yousirs! who gave you leave to land here, I
should very much like to know 7 roared out a fellow six feet high,
brawny as Hercules, as he jumped over the hedge, and alight-
ed with onc foot in the pic-dish, and the other in Jones’ new
white beaver. ¢ Nobody,” said Jones, hurla(lmving his hat injur-
ed. ‘Well, then, I warn you ofl'these grounds,’ continued the out-
of-town barbarian, and laid hold of Jones by the collar: ¢ Stop,
my good friend,” said 1, * no violence, it you please: we are



