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How they grab the land and timber
While their consciences, so limber

Always say they *
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when they steal

Oh, it’s pulp, pulp, pulp,

And it's d¢
And to sum it
It’s a steal,
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Hae yve nae regard for the feelins o’ our friends,
Marter, wha has made a very strang protest against
Wad ye mind sayin” a4 word
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Marter, just tae show that ye hevna taken offense,
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Then

I may say, gentlemen, that T am greatly pleased to be with yon to nighs,




