— 19—

We'll sing our gran’ old battle hymn.
no’ Preston’s favorite I’'m meanin’,

Noo, Stratton, ye needna laugh. 1t’s
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Ho, my comrades, see the signal

Waving in the sky;

‘‘ Pluggers, switchers, now are needed

For election’s nigh.

‘Hold to office for we want it,”’

Ross he signals still,

Wave the answer, ‘“Tap the barr’l

Then, by jinks, we w
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Mighty publie iss
Timber almost gon
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But what for did you quit, Strat-
00'" and ‘‘rumble,”’ and Dryaen was




