
A GENUINE BREAKDOWN.

BRER RAsrus-"' Yau was at de dance last night, Julius. Did
you dance any brealz-downsl'"

JUi.î us-" Bet yo' life. Broke down dc-sha.nty, sah."

THE MONTREAI- MAYORALTY.
WHPN asked" iô l the other candidate %Mayar McShanc replied-

"'What other candidates? I arn the oniy caniididate I've heard o£."
- J4dr Witn-ss. IlWhat other candidates?" says he. "WNhich
other, don't you mean?' sys 1. " Shure %vhat or which is one to
nie. And mIles ofgrammarlIdefy. For P'm th1e Mayor of Mont-
real. Possession's nine points af the Iawv. l'il not retire ai ail, at
ail. Sa let (hem other ducks wihbdraw."-Aitidte.

S O spiake (lie Mayor of Montrcal,
As forth hie went to stump the town,

"Bring forth Plourde's horse," bis lordly caîl,
"Them other ducks l'il soan ride down. "
Chortis-For I'rn the Mayas af Montreal,

Possession's nine points of thc law,
l'il flot retire as ail, at aIl,
So let them other ducks withdraw.

But Rolland, too, bas found a stced,
The party horse lie well hestrides.

41Allons ,ns/reres. no rigbts we'ii cedle,
We'tl have our turn whate'er betides."

Cldoris-For I'i the Mayor, etc.

The mayor rides siawly down the bill,
His tliird territ baby sits belîind,

Tbe blayor je sausing sadly still
Upon tiat contract he*s flot signed.

Ckons-For P'm the Mayor, etc.

The electric car hie haies to Cee,
Yet there it flies Sa gailypast,

And poor man's carniage though it be,
The Mayor breathes curses tbick and fast.

Chaors-Far P'm the Mayor, etc.

Another car cornes clanging by,
jîrn tries ta sootli Plourde's prancing steed,

But as of oltl, Plourde's horse will shy,
And once again Plottrde rnay be feed.

Chorus-For l'in the Mayor, etc.

The (bird terni baby in despasir
Shouts '4 Father we'll be ianUthernud."

Ploutde's horse proceeds ta wildly rear,
White jirnny vows he'li have bis blood.

Cors-For I'm the Mayor, etc.

Roliand's French pony's farahend,
Plourde's horse is off, the Mai or is left.

MAsi the thirci terni haby's déad,
Hi-s father's nowv indeed beroft.

Ghonis-For inm the Mayor, c1c.

No more ho sings " «For irn the NMayor,"
«« I it (hem ducks?' no more he'il cry.

At home.be'Il sit Io storm and swear,
To hear l'tin street cars" clanging by.

THE PRIMEVAL FOREST.
ERObi TIF INTr.ODUCTION TO "aFVANGri.iNE"I (WITII A FEWV

CO2NI',%ON SENSIP RNIAItKS.)

T M-IS is the forest prirneval. The rnurmuring pines and the
hernlocks,

(What in the mischief, 1 wvonder, had trees to complain of in those
days?)

Bearded îvith mass and in garniicnts green, indistinct in the twi-
light.

Çl3arbarous lines those were, (oo, soi Ws strange that (bey didn't. get
shaved off)

Stand like Druids of cld, îvith voiccessad and prophotic,
(But they surely wvould noan a jokce off sornetimcs, I fancy),
Stand likc harpers hoar, with beards that rest on their bosorns.
(They wcere evidently ail of the masculine gender.)
Loud from its rocky caverns. the deep-vaîced neighboring ocean
(li bet they miade quite a racket between Uicrn, the trces and the

ocean),
Speaks, and in accents desconsolate answers the wail of the

forest.
(Somnething like cats in the night, when they start up a fence enter-

tainment.)
This is the forest primeval ; but ivhere are the hearis that beneath it
Leap llke tlhe roe when lie hears ini the îvoodland thc voice af the

huntenian.
(1learts that wouid juinp several fet must have been inconvenient:

for conifort).
GEo. M. L BRowN.

-- - DOWN ON THE BAY.
ASTE toa the ice, girls, and corne every boy

(00,
Ilere is fine wea(her, lets skate white we

nîay;
JCame, hurry up, ail the whole gang of you,

Dan't he fargetting the half holiday.
n Came Bertha, came jack, corne Minnie,

corne Mack,
Let's foilow the leader right dawn on the

1J1  Put by dry.as.dust, iuky old office hooks;1,Twelve o dlock sirikes, boys, and 'tis Saturday.
\\ Snatcl a lunch quickly, and dIon yaur gaad

\\ The sok ' bright bluc, the sleigh-bells are gay,
But ya&lil not be late ta fasten the skate,
Your best girls are waiting you down on the

Fling down your short.hand, girls, typc-writers caver,
Showv your tries boots thus for once in a way;

Bab, Fred and Harry- cach has a lover-
Look for you nawv an (bis bright winter day;

Talit Fl and fair Belle, sweet May and dear Nell,
Witt mect wi(h a long.hand squeeze down on the bay.

Came, hasté to the trys.-t girls, get there in a trice,
Encb lad awaits you, his bornage ta pay;

As gliding, in pairs, acrass the clear ice,
1 guess it hear Jess anîd ail of yau say:

"Toronto's learn'd Meds, have not got wise heads,
For Love-microbes only live down on the bay."

NoRA LAUGHBR.

jToiEs are liIce flannels. A man bas to be careful
how be gets -them off.


