
THE CONS CONFESSION

The fai-rners hanked on Hilvcr pure,
Then the world got wine to the Keele\ Cxm.;
An ni wind arow, wuh the next wv heard,
And blew down the nest of another Bird.

We stayed down there and blew our wadr
And met with more tinanoial gods,
Until things oanie around to par;
Then took a chance, and here we are.

You've a land up north that can't bc' matched.
And the best of all. it's hardly scratched.
Then' are diamonds there (which is talkin-

some),
"

Including hints of radium.

We are always on for all big schemes,
And often make success of dreams.
We have connections around the worbl

;

Each page of our cable code is curled.
'

'Twas ever thus—that same old ruse-
Heads I win and tailings you lose.
It's true the world wouldn't go at all
If it wasn't for mining folderol.
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