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ENCORE! A BOTTLE MORE!

ALLEGRO MODERATO.
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1.\ long time in  one house had lived The
2 He stoppdanddrink out all  the folks As
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CTill he  toplease his new made wifle One morn_ing moved a

mer . ry Mis _ ter CLI;.
And then cried Waiter  bring my hat_ not that, that isnt

well as lightsand  wine
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way That ve _ vy day  he was engaged Th dine at “The Blue. Boar.  And
mina!™ “It must ho your's no o thoek left” Oh, Wait_er youre a  sad  ome It
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theee ‘he went  and deank his fill - Be_sides “a Bot_tle  more”—  Encore; en_core!“a
does_nt fit, and what is worse Ttk such a shock_ing had  one It does_n't fit  and
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bot _ tle more”"En_core a hot_tle more_
what s worse It’s such a shock_ing bad :
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Police was called, and Cliy was eharged
And put into the cage;

I vain he swore it was his }musp
Ane hmmvd with jealous rage,
At last o'er powered he fell asleep

And that revived reflection,
And T awiolte-not much céfraahed
Except in recollection,
And he awolie not mueh refreshed
wapl in rei"o]h-!rﬂnrl,
7T

3.
At last he toddled of f, by wine
Almost hereft of sense,
And naturally his legs took him
Tuhilg olil Pesidence,
Where un that day as he moved aut
Some uther fllks maved in,
Who mueh fatigued, sTept sound 1l Cly
A knveking did hegin.
Singing wlde rol de elddle 1ol
Riful de rol de ray.
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Hv rapped and rong and said, surprised, When taken to the Mugistrate

Pacore ! 2 hottle more?

“Why dunt they vpen the duur?
My wilt's asleep, T wish Td stopped
And had o lottle more!™
He hnveked werain a man looked ot
Al saidl, Pray who are you?"
And Clay wp]u.-d It's Ty dear,
The duor, vume, upen do!
Encore! encore! a buttle mure!
The door come open do.
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“OhTil my dear yousaid the man
“While Clay, for fear he'd fall,
The knaeker held fast, tilla voice

“Come,let it gol'did havl,
Said Ll.vy {that’s very ensy spoke,
But Thave studivd cocker,
And this Tknow, that down Igo
If Flet go the, knocker!
And this Tlnow, that down T Zo
T Tlet gothe knocker!”

Clay pardon did implire;

“Fir Warshin 1 was forced Lo stop
And take a hottle more

Which stole niy memory, and made
Me to my old house stray,

And male s fuss, for T furgot
That T had moved away

And minke a Tuss, for Td urgot
That Lhad moved away

8

The Justice shook his head and snid
Because you choose to soak

And clic an extrea bottle erack
The puace must not he drake

You shall he fined for being drunk
And knocking ot the deor,

Five shilling's you must pay and 1 hat
Is just a hottle more,

Sa pay, encore a bettle more
Yex just one bottle more,



