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CHAIR.

MY Grandmother she at theage
I8 of eighty three.
©One day in May was taken ill
and died,
And after she was dead, the will of
course was read,
By a lawyer as we all stood by
his side;
To my brother it was fourd, she
bad left a hundred pounds,
Thesame unto mv sister [ declare
But when it came to me. the lawyer
said [ see,
8he has left to you her % Old
arm chair.”
Chorus.
And how they titter'd, how they
chafi"d,
How my brother aud sister langh’d,
When they heard thelawyer declare
‘Granny had only left to me her Old
arm ohair.

thought it hardly fair, atill [ suid
{ did not care,
And in theevening took the chair
away, :
The neighbours they me chaff'd, my
brother at me laughed.
And said it will be nseful John
some day ;
When you settle down in life, find
some girl to be your wife,
You'ilfind it very kandy [declare
‘On a ¢ d and frosty night, when
the fire is burning bright,
You can then »it in your old arm
chair.

What my brother said came true,

for in a year or two,

Strange to say | settled down in
wmarried life.

first a girl did court. and then
the ring [ bought,

Took her to church and when
she was my wife

Th: old girland me, were as happy
as could be,

For when my work was over [
declare,

I ne’er abroad wonld roam, but
each night would stay at
home,

And boseated in my old arm chair

FLAHERTY.

70U may talk about sour clever
men.
Your politician crow, [ men,
You're great Y Donuoel’s, and vour
of mighb\- knowledze too:
But I'm the man the world should
For fifty times a day. [know
If T go walkipg down the street
Somebody’s sure to say.
Cnoruas.
‘There goes Flaherty that’s Misther
Flaher y. ,
The gintleman that’s np to evry
move-ment on the board,
That's Misther Fisherty Misthre
Barney Flaherty,
A man that's edgeicetrd well
enongh to bea iord.

At all tte public mestings, sure
I'm always to the fore,
To arguefy and speechify,
And tell the public more ;
Than what [ know myself, and

more i
Than ever they conld feil,
And when ! show my face 10

I'be aujence #11 do yell. Tthem

The ladies too, are fond of me.
Excepting my ould wife.
Though shouted up in public
I'm kept down in private life;
Sut what is that ? a wan like me,
For thrifles desen’t cwe,
For if 1 enly write me name,
The veople u'l declave.
One night the chair felldown when
I pick’d it up I found,
The seat had fzllen outupon the
floor,
and there to my surprisge, I saw
Lefore my eyes
A lot of notes—two thousand
pounds or more ; .
When my brother heard of this,
the fellow I confess,
Went nearly mad wish rage and
tore his hatr, .
But | only laugh’d at him, then ©
said unto him Jem.
Don t you wish yeu had the ¢ld /
arm chair.




