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THE BUMMER'S WAIL.
I i.was a seedy, sad-eyed tramp

WVho stood beside the gate-
ho quavering tones hc spake to me:
'Now is there in tbis town," said he,

"A whlskey candidate?

1I take the elections in each ycnr,
And always take mine straight

1 go the party ticket blind,
l'ut vninly have I sought go find

The whiskey candidate.

"The temperance foiks are raving round
About tbe drunkard's fate;

Of trnps to catch unwary feet,
And fiends whose hidcous bowling grect

The ivhiskcy candidate.

And so your city up and down
V've walked [rom morn titi Iste,

To help himi down the temperance crev
(Perchance ta down some liquor ton),
But still nias be shuns my vietv-

Tihe whisk-ey candidate.

"The poison-jerkcrs ail refuse
To put it on the sltSe,

When I attempt a drink to get
By swearing we'll eiect, you bet,

The wbiskey candidate !

Now isn't it a trigle rougs
The would-be heeler's fate?

WVhose former usefuiness is gone,
As nobody wvill henceforth own

The whiskey candidate."

A QUEBEC MAN'S GOOD IDEA.
1Ir is a mistake to suppose that the unmanly persecu-

tion of NLr. Sheppard meets with the approval nf the
people.of Quebec outside of a narrow set in Mvontreal.
The following from a resident of that province sufficiently
attests this : "lAs a Quebecer I want to say that I amn
asharned that he (Sheppard) sbould have suffered such
persecution. Nor ought he to bear ail the cost of
the suit. Though a poor man myself, and needing
more rather than having anything to spare, I wilI gladly
give rny mite-say $x-towards a fund whicb wvill be at
once an appreciation and a protest. It would be quite
appropriate for Qllebec MEN to tnake it up."

THE LOST TEN TRIBES.

REv. DR. WVILD Was summoned thse other day by the
ringing of the telephone as he was in thse midst of the
task of composing a brilliant sermon on the question,
11 Vere the Ancestors of Cain's First Wife Cannibals? "
Hastily proceeding to the instrument the foliowing con-
versation ensued :

"Hello, doctor-hello !

Hello!"
Is that Dr. WVld ?

,lt is. ýVho is speaking?"
IlS'me-David Boyle, Ph.B.-I have just thought of

an important fact which conflrms the theory that the in-
habitants of the British Isles are the descendants of the
Lost Ten Tribes of Israel-"

IlDon't cati it a theory ; 'tis a dcmonstrated trutis.
Butt what is the point you have discovered? "

II I is this. Don't you k-now that the Highlanders cat
theinselves the ' Sons of the Mist'?

Well ?"'
"The Lost Ten Tribes were rnissed, weren't they ? and

haven't they been missing ever since. Don't you see ?-
mist-nissed. Now, if-"

At this point there was a sharp ring. The doctor had
shut off communication. But the joke is no wvorse thati
a good many he works off in bis able discourses.

PECKS.
"A DUR DEN that one chooses is not feit. " How about

your bat ?
I IN the deepest water is the best fishing." Not for

brook trout.
IlDE.Ays are dangerous." Not when an express train

is just at the crossing.
IlWHo neyer climbed, neyer felu." Except the fellow

that went down the well.
"lA CI.EAR conscience is a sure card." Not when a

foot plays with a sharper.
"CusT-oas makes everything easy.» txcept smiuggling

goods across the frontier.
IlTHE nearer the bonie, the sweeter tbe mneat." Not

on a chicken that has been cooked a week before.

COMMON FOLK STORIES.
JAC"' UJ1MON, ON BING AStCED COýNCRRIlN<; A WAtt.

I ANI oniy an aid jack Tar, my boys,
And my yarn it is short Io spin;

But ye ask mc about the Ivar, my boys,
And who as I think tyill win ;

And ail as I know l'il tel], îny boys,
Though it ain't v'ery inuch 1 know,

For 1 served when Lord Nelson fiel], niy boys,
Which is suany, many ycars ago.

'Ne used for to sal in wvood, nsy boys,
Not steam in your armor.plates;

And 1 reckon thcy were iust as good, mny boys,
For the 11k-es of me and sny mates;

We didn't think as much of the snîp, my boys,
And fighting of the French was fun,

Andi ditln't wve bip, hip, hip, tny boys,
When we malle the loreigners sun.

Let them tsIk of war as they 11k-e, îny boys,
And run out ail their guns for tight ;

13ut if Britain ever bas to strike, my boys,
She must do it with ail ber might;

She must do it with ail her inight, my boys,
As shc did an that day gosse by,

WVhen we fought front niorfi tili night, my boys,
On board of the Pi'ùtary.

I have ane dead eye, aud the other t nec, iny boys,
Is very near as blind ashec;

And I neyer know (laite what is dune, mly boys,
For no one ever Iatks In me;

And 1 don't k-now %vho's going ta fight, My boys,
Or %vhen they intend tu bcgin;

But 1 know God defends; the riglit, nsy boys,
And 1 think somehow tve shall win.

For the sanie flig flics
'Gainst the same bloc skies,

And the sme Britih tar,
WVith bis mates wifl stand

To protcct his ]and
Il ever w'c shouid go to unr.


