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HE KNEW HIS BUSINESS.
SEEIv TRAVELLER (10 boy £*t/zflg- On le-«)-" S'y, sonny, can

you tel[ me wvhere Mr. Jellup lives?1"
BOY-,, Ves, i km.",
S. T.-«« Ah, thanks, my good little man! And wvhere did you

say the bouse was? "
Boy-"« 1 didn't say, Mister."
S. T.-"l W'eil, wili you do so?"
Boy-,' Not much. I live there myself 'n niy dog's there, 'n l'nt

a trainin' im dowvn to de fightin' pint, cause he's got ter fight J in
Bragg's (log termorrer. He's ez hungry cz er duck at daylight, 'n 1
wnnt 'im tomnake hi nEx' mcal.f 'n dog. Efyou go there he'Ilsee
yer 'n cf he secs yer he'il sail inter yer quickern dad's biessin' at
meai time, 'n tbere's enuff grease in themn togs o' yourn to feed 'irm
fer a week. Nop, T dobi' thinir I kmn tell ycr. Ef I did, jim's dog
would scrub de earth with Tige when de mili coines off."

A CONSISTENT PROTECTIONIST.
A TRUIL i'rotectionist arn 1,
And do not know the reason why
Those w~ho for irtcrensed tailfs shout
Should fear their vicws t0 carry out.

Home markets are the thines we need
To save ourseives frrnm foreign greed.
And native capital and labor
Thrive best by keeping out out neighbor.

Titis beirig so-as aIl agree
Except Frce Traders-don't you sec
'Twouid benefit Ont-trio
To give Quebec Do sort of showv.

So wve should raise a tariff wali,
Nor dicker witb Qucbec at aIl ;
The blue-nose provinces, likewi.5c,
Slsould pay a tax on ail supplies.

So far so good. but why stop there ?
For I can hardly think it fair
That places ricb by natute's bounty
Should flo<nd îvith goods a poorer county.

To strictiy carry out my view
We'd need a townshiîp tariff, too;
If each itseif could isolate
Ail must ere long grow rich and grcat.

Or, if they did not, it wvould bc
Bmea in each communit)y
One portion stili might make a raid
And carry off their neighbor's trade.

To fuly cary "ut protection,
W. must cmpower each schooi section
[t. market t. preserve intact
And rigid tariffiawa cnact.

end then, to mnake the sclseme compiete,
Draw lines -icross each village street
Or else seine greedy merchanîs may
SeIl goods to folks across the way.

But stili there wili be people there
Who wiii not get of trade their sharc
Until, to get the thing down fine,
Round each man's lot you ciraw the line.

No nced abroad for t rade to roarn,
Each finds bis market right at home,
And if the theory's correct,
Prosperity ail might expect.

And yet, and yet, I have my douht;
The thing I've clearly reaaoned cut,
My chain of logic shows no break,
But surely there is some mistake.

1 cannot tell, I oniy go
According to the facta I know,
For sureiy men coîîid hardiy live
WVishout the aid their neigbbora givc.

But if protective schemes are righr,
The facta must be remodelled quite
It's clear to me they do not fit-
Sorne wisrr brain must seutle il.

THE SHORT-HANDHR.

IN a nmoment of distracti on,
And an hour of fancy's flight,

WVith a thirst for higher knowlere
And aspiring for more iight-

1 determi.ed to icarn Shortlsand,
And dash it off with case,

WVien golden guincas wouid be sure
To grow as thick as pease.

So I started this dumb language
WVith a IlSystein " most complete;

With a tetnper quite iingrlic,
And a pencil stock replete,

Ail sharpened 10 a ilicetye
Alid my paper ail a-rule.

Now, my temper'a sharp, and pencils dulI,
And ['ve nearly grown a fool.

My spelling, which had ever
Been a source of grave delight,

Ilere indulged in fancy capeta
As ri-t Il rit " for Il right. ;"

And betimes the curves and accents
Rose and amote me on the brain;

Whie the ever chariging angles
Caused me long and bitter pain.

Such curves and sprawling rigures 1
Circles twisted 1 angles bent!

XVhy, a thing that stood for Ilduty"
\Vas the stay-pole of a lent

While " love " and "lkisses, " charming
lu tîseir native elcinent,

Look'd quite crooked and alarmin',,
Symbols dire of discontcnt.

The awvful hierogiyphics
That stood for « "charming man,"

Was a akeleton umbrella
And a battered oyster can.

While a *1Westeyan Society,"
That orthodox old clan,

Looked just like a ballet dancer
in a sort of mild "dcan-dan. "

Thus I floundercd through the stages
Of ibis IlSystem," tili nsy bones

Came poldng through the tissue,
And asleep I uttered groans.

Thus they plagued me, and perplexed nme
And unbalanced my poor brain-

Oh 1 1 wish I neyer started i
But alas. that now is vain.

For like thunc:'er cones the tidings,
Turning triun.7 b masa

"Shorthand ktas beei. supersrded
By Vais.Buffle's Chet-a-,dhone."


