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Anrexation !!
ADVANCE SHERTS OF ADDRESS TO BE DELIVERED BEFORE T11E AN—
NEXATION SOCHETY 70 BiE CONVENED AT BUFFALO.  PuBLISHED BY
SPECIAL PERMISSION oF J1is RerrpLicaN Mayrsty UNCLE SAM.

Fellur Citizens :—The momentus time hav cum.  The awesphisus
day hav dawned—'The glorious Burd uv fredum has gazed from his gi-
gantik roost on our delude:l naburs the Kanuks wallerin in the slimy
subwrbs uv 2 base monawky an pantin 1o bust their chanes an il their
lungs with the free air uv our graze Republik-—an he says tew us ¢ Jon-
athan giv em a Lift. "—

Iellur citizens let us kons=ider,

Fust.—Our Persishun.

SEKUND,—Our prospecks.

Turrp.—The Kanuks.
Fust~~Qur Persishun,

The United States av Ameriky diskivered by Kristoper Kerlumbus, sot
up by George Washington, has got to be in the wurdls vy the poit,

**The tip toppest Nashun
{0 all Creashun, ”

The hum uv freadom ! Qur atmosphere iz manufactered exprezsly to
sool nostrils which wood perish in uther kKlimes—our guvernment an in-
stitooshun iz uv the fust quatity—our president iz ’lected by the people;
konsequently az the people iz the soveren power the president uv the
U.S. AL iz gthe ““DBoss uy all Creashun™ our Institooshuns iz marvelus
tew behold—sich az our—Kongress an Senate—where you pays your
money an you takes your choice—our Bench where the longest purse an
the sharpest blade doose the biggest wittlin-—not tew menshun Sing Sing
—an sich resorts, whera we sond our aristocrasy fur a change uv air
an diel. Our Society’s maid tew order—we ain't stuck up—we're all
ladies an gentlemen—If yuu've got the dimes, we'll shew you round—an
if yow've got the diamonds we'll pass you thru all the cirkles in our land
—If you haint got neither you can o o hum !

Schund.—Our prospeks.

Our prospeks iz immanse an oo numerds to menshun.--In fact they
kant be scen with the naked 1. —"They kant he deseribed or circumeribest
We are jist begimnin for to roll up our sleeves an to shew the wurld
what we're maid uv.—The fact iz Creashun is'nt big enuf to cover with
our coat-tails an the immensity uv our desires iz fillin up space,  We've
got everything thats wanh havin,—an a good deal more an what we
Naint got we kan manufactes~-Ware's the ekul uv Tiltin an Decchur?
Ware'’s the ckul uv Boss Tweaxd? Ware's yor Tammany kombinashuns?
Ware'’s yer 4th uv Joly,-—an ware’s George Washingtun >—1 you ain’t
satished—send yer kard (post pade) tew P.T. DBarnun.—But, Fellur
Citizens, I'mz digressin—ltet’s kum tew the p'int—viz. : The Kanuks.
Thuyrd.—The Kanks.

These Kanuks in their present persishun air worse than useless,—They
air an eyesore tew this frez an enlightened nashun.—Ef we don’t amal-
gamate em the pesky kritters 'ull he gettin wuss and wuss—an bi’'meby
when their cheeks develup they'l amalgamate us. —They air a bad lot as
was their pergeniturs them cusses the ** UL Es, "—It makes our blood
bile tew (think vv em—how they hayanutted our aspirin forefathers on
Queenstun hites—an chased em like sheep off Kryslers” farm butcherin
them as would’eni run,—an histin many a lavin hart with grief at their
obstirnacy.—1Thz noble bard uv freedum stiks his akaline beck into his
rafllad buzum when he thinks uv ir,-—an the trubbled air seems o wisper
¢ Jonathan now’s yer oppertoonity. ?

Fellor Citizens we wu:f amaigamate em!!!
complete withoui em 31!

Qur Centennial ain't

A lay oi" the Times,

The mul, the mul, oh the heautiful mu:l

Pro-ucing the flowrets out of the bud,

Bearing along in your sumbre train

The tic-doloreus, and the toe aching pain:
Siipping an:d siiding, and gmccfuﬁy wlidding
Off the roum kerbstones upon the soft mul,

The wad, the mul, oh! black slimy mud,

1low it raises the feelings and heats up the Llowl,

i es around on the high and low,

The otfspring that’s born of the *‘ Beautiful Snow;”
‘The long trailing garments the ladies il wear
Lisspattered enough o make a saint swear.

How the lords of Creation will bluster and fret
When they think of the damage that’s caused by the wet;
‘Their faces with frowns will be black as the night,
When the **litile bills”’ come, 1o be paid for *‘at sight;”
And the Jadies al} wish to be out of the way,
For they dread as the plague that most ill-fated day. .

The mud, the mud, oh ! the beautiful mud,

Much betier on pastures where kine chew the cud,

Than gatheved tolie in a little vound heap,

As soft as a cushion, “Twould make a pig weep
That a couch that was oft as the famous ¢‘ Canoe”
Should bz ampty except (o the “all-faviored few.”

Ode to “ye National Club. "

Ho ! Canadians one and all,

Ho! ye Natives great and small ;
Whate'er betide from every side
Attend y¢ 1o my ¢all!?

. Who dave despise our native worth @
Our genius, honor, freedom, birth,
Usher him bold,—to the magic fold,
Ye minions who wait on the lords of the earth !

There in Elysian pastures new,

We'll lave his soul in ambrosial dew :
From our Bill of fave, both rich and rare,
We'll give him a roast if ke scorns a stew.

‘Than our company I'm sure there’s none finer

From the dead head to the vegular diner,—

IPwould surprise you to look, in our membership book,
At art, science, law, dry-goods an:d physic,

"Way down to the penny a liner.

Nurtured and led by a FosreriNe hand,

Polished by Syiri, o’erlooked by HowLaxn ;
With Billiavds, an‘l waiters, an<d no crusty maters,
I'm stre upon carth there’s nothing so grantl,

“lis true that quite social are we,

But, we shunt round a corner d'ye see
By good use of our wits, both Tovic; anlt
We'll engraft on our national I'ree.

Success 10 the juvenile Cluh,
Enshrined in its national Taub,
With its social broth for political v
And sandpapzr, coarse manners to rub

May its influence be noble and gooll,
{ts honor be well understood ;
And let no snobbish varnish it
e smeared on our true native w

face to tarish

|8

May its faiv reputation ne’er pale,
Buu sparkle and gleam like its ale:
And bright wit abound at its tah!
When the members its cours

A Transformation Scene.
To captivate South Simcae and its votes
‘Two candidates veverse their fovmer coats,
In the pusuit of legislative glory
WirLraM McDotacaLy, changes to a Tory!
DiNwoonsi: finds his Yory cuat not fi
"or further use-~the inside shows—"tis Grit !
T'he puzzled voters piteously moan,
**What are theiv politics? What are our own 2™

A Paean on one Boll.
Election eourts each day a sad talegtell,
How few can prove themselves clear as a BEL)L !
No guile was m our RopERrTs’ record found,
Aun:l'in the [House we know he'll bo—all sound !

. '
Groaks and Jechs
S he Mail,™ speaking of M. WiLKES' retivement from public life,
ays :
y\\)\'c no of know event whizh wauld be hailed with moare delight by e MHouse of
Commons.

The editor of the ¢ Mail” is one of those self-sufficient cynics who
scoff at spelling-matches, but we really **no of know” boy at any of the
city schools who would have written that sentence so badly. By the way,
we quite endlorse the sentiment conveyed, and one of the principal in-
gredients in our joy at My, WiLkes® disappearance, is a hope of immu-
nity in future from the columms of Mailicious abuse of which he has so
long formed the subject.

SHOULD a fowl take to music what pians should he'use? Whya
¢ Chick-e-ring” of course.

Ir a person desired a new outtit for Spring driving what Mart should
he patronise ? Why a second-hand store, he could surely findd a ¢ buggy
suit, ”’

Wiry is a gonly person like a favorite Canadian vegetable? Ans, Be-
cause he is a to(eymartyr. )

IN what respect did ArisTorLE differ from an inebriate? Ohe wasa
Stagger-right, the other a stagger-wrong,




