
IHB MAN BRHIND TIIR 8KRDRU.

Thu pring wind U n hlowin'
And tn« fleldit i« dry n* fnst;

The teed grHin'M cleaned nnd i-^Hdy
And )U seedhr tin.t< iit Unt.

Hn hump yei-twlvfn, you fttrrn hundii.

Ain't nc) innrf time to rvnt;

Ff*r the man hehind Ihu HPeder,

U the h(iy that ul<»tt thn W«flt.

Yea, the aprlng's been ruther backward.
But tt ittn't no odds, nohow;

Fer wt>! did so much full plowin'
Thev afn't nothin* Mt to plow.

Jeit git busy with the hKriow,
Git the i«i>edc!r down to biz.

And the gruinMl Ik' h sproutln* ^
'Fui-e n iiiiin linnwa wher' he li.

Yt*ti. the Hpring wind is a blowin'
And the Ki-ound ia dryin* faat;

Feein likf>apriiig, 'titt HprinR I'm thinking;
Hertid Che wild geese honkin' pant

Latf Ifist night; and uaw a ri>hin

Hittin' on a tree to-di.y,

Lookin' kindo cold and chilly,

But n» if he'u come to stay.

And the ice in the Vermilion
Is agoin* out, they Ai;y;

And you'll see the Jnckflsh comin*
Up the stream most any day,

80 iHiys; Jt'st git yer spears out,
F«tr we're gittin' tired of meat,

And I thiiiK a jackHsh dinner
Would be somethin' of .: treat.

Its agin the law to spear 'em
Ho yun want ter cut and lun,

ht you see the Hsh inspector
Acomin* with a gun;

Hut I shouldn't be a mite surprised,
Ef he should take a crack

At them hisaelf, jest on the sly,

Ef you shud turn yer back.

Well, I gotter git aworkin;
Ain t no joke, long seedin* tim«,

'Pears to me, to be a farmer.
Guess the crops this yeur'H be prime;

L stwaya everbi>i3y'a sayin'
Indercations point tnat way;

"Sure to be a bumper harvest"
All the Western papers say.
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