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End Man Stratton—Kin ve tell me why de ( lectors et Soul' Ont irn. an 
like a hex of red herein

Prof. Ross—1 pie it up, Jimmie. Why f
End Man Stratton—Because y.e’re Dryden cured. Loud upph.uM. fmm 

nil the minstrels save one.)
Prof. Ross—Ne'er mind their bit jokes. Johnnie. Hie us a soup Jilin.
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Sonu by End Man Dkyden—

THE PAUMIX’ MAN.

I once took a trip from On ta ri o 
And tliv I't-ojilv kicked like- well 

’Twas my love* for the cuttle that made me go 
To a hotter land than On ta ri o;

"Twas thus that I slipped and fell.

1 *m a farmer good, as ;»nu all do kino*.
And I think It little harm 

To feather my nest while my herds do gum 
In a better land than On-ta-ri-o 

When winter drives the storm.

For the days will be cold at the end of May 
And chilly for more than mo;

If Stratton now thinks lie can hold his sway. 
.Inst because his water power will pay ;

Let him stick to his dam and see.


