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Now of course you ail knowv
Thiat Old Lizz Is the K. P. goat,

And a buoking old lady l'Il show
Before I get through wlth thîs note.

The meeting wvas opened decorous
WVýithi our genial C. C. ia the chair,

And Hobby le-d off with a chorus,
Whii±- Bru. Myers beat time tu the air.

At last there wvas a rap of the gavel,
And Mallery looked solemn and wvise,

And the Mastor-at-Arms ceasod, his babblo
While Prelate Godfrey appealed to the skies.

The Chancellor then said "My brothors,
1 believo wve're met here to tal-k

And to arrange some wvay or other
To Increïase our niee little fiock."

At this, Up juI1ips old Pobby,
And said: "Noo. that's the v'ara thing;

It's time we're beginning, to fash
Hoo to maltz' the old welkin ring-."

Brownio sat still wvith a grin,
Calm as a julep, in May,

And said ho knew 'twvas a sin,
-But ho could not agree with MeKay.

Dune, arose, thon as if to the rescue,
Wlth a terrible gleam in his eye,

And said: "Chancellor Commander, of course
you know

The roason we-'ve met hore, and why.

When I look around me and see
Young men wvho are going to* waste

In this land of the brave and the free,
I move, wo do business with haste."

'hn he old war-horso arose,
The battlo-scarred -vetoran, Jinm,

And he stroked his aquilino nose.
As he displayed that well-known grin.

"'Chancellor Commander, and brothers," ho said;
"This tal-k's gotting docidely long,

li admit that we'ro practically dead,
And our Lame has not reached Hong Kong,

But 1 think it can be easily fixod
By an appeal to our, Grand Inky Dink-

QŽuit your barking, you fool-dog, 'Rix,'
'While your Master's trying to think-

Ah, I see It aIl now,
We'll appeal to have olir charter re-opened,

And the boy's 'Il conte then, I vow~,
Without making the kick that we broke 'omll"

So the Keeper of Records and Seal w'as told
To proparo In his very best style,

This pet little scheine of J. L. to unfold
To the Grand Inky DLnk, axzd be placed on file.

Thon the word wvas soon fiashed
O'er the wvlres from Vancouver,

To groom up old Lizz
For, the grand-stand manoeuvre.

And thon, with a blare of bugle and trumpet,
The knilghts gathiered round ini their glory and

glittor,
Old Lizz was turned out wvith tho injunictlon 10

hunip it,
And givo tho poor divel wvho rode hor a

sp.litter.

The Mastor-at-Armns thon led in the strangers-
'Phore w~as Jack Podroif, Proddie Buse,

Billy Knight and Tom Granges,
And a dozon mure boys for all of which we ba

use.

Old Lizz, i-rho wvas champing hier bit la the
corner,

Was led forth by the boys In stately domoanor,'
And Freddlo Buse wvas the first to do her the

honor
By getting astri-de with a "get-up, you old

scroainor."

Now~, Fred is a boy of the very flist wator,
So ho -spurred pour old Lizz

Until she was foaing -%vith lathor
And bucking. She buckod-ask Fred; weg

rather!

Nowv, Big Bill, who wvas driving,
Swore ho wou.ld luif 'or

If she didn't buck Fred
Until ho hollored -onough tUlere!"

"Toots, mon," said Bob, "but yo'll have to gang
right;

Or, by the shadeo f tho revered old Robby
And Tamn o'Shantor's r:de

Yc'hl have to hawl1 yor crack lad, or make aD
awfu' flght."1


