Uncle Nick and I
By William Snead

My Uncle Nick and I were having the time of all times at Riverview.  Riverview was one of Chicago’s premier entertainment parks.
The day was sunny and I was four years old back in the year of 1944.  My uncle had just gotten in with leave from the Navy, and we are going from ride to ride at Riverview.  The last place we would visit was the Pony Farm.
As we arrived at the stable, my uncle noticed a beautiful black pony tied to a post.  He didn’t have a bridle or bit, but was tied there with a halter.  He also was saddled with a western saddle.  His halter had an extended line to be used for walking the pony along with the walker.
Uncle Nick and I chatted about his rugged beauty and then my uncle lifted me into that nice Western saddle, and then the little black pony bucked and I flew six feet up in the air.  Then down to the ground I fell.
My uncle started yelling at the startled little black pony.  He grabbed for the halter, but the pony with no bit, bit him.  My Uncle Nick picked me up and brushed me off and we’d soon be on our way
On the way back home, we stopped at Tony’s Tavern.  Tony’s was still on Archer Avenue; it had not yet moved to 55th and Kenneth Street.  Even with the bite on his right hand, he still picked me up and set me on the bar stool next to him.
Tony had three monkeys in his tavern.  One was named Inni, one was named Minni. And a third monkey was named Mo.  Mo took a shine to me and in an instant, he jumped up on the bar, grabbed my glasses, put the on himself, and then he was on his way.
Tony screamed at Mo, but Mo was up on the top of an inside of the bar telephone booth.  He went half way up the ladder, then fell off.  After getting up off the floor he went into the booth and called the police.
Tony looked one more time for Mo, and he was up on top of one of the unused ceiling fans looking down at me.  He, Mo, still had on him my red-rimmed glasses.  Inni and Minni started screaming at Mo, and Mo just sat staring at us.  He sat on the unused ceiling fan.  He still had my red-rimmed glasses on his face.
The police came with a catch net and a long, long ladder.  Up the long ladder went the officer as he also tried to talk to Mo.
The officer had a net with him, and he netted Mo.  He then brought Mo down and returned my red-rimmed glasses to me.
	We finally left Tony’s Tavern, and the last thing I’ll always remember about Tony’s is Mo with my red-rimmed glasses planted on his face.

