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ENGLISH AS SHE I8 WROTE.

HEEwas à Gernian poet who in
\, English tried to rhyme,
And with the dictionary big he wrest-

led ail the tirne.
SAnd tbougb he chose with extra cure
X-t the words spelled ail alike,

-A, He spoiled bis little pccm, for a
- ' hyme he couldn't strike.

The girl THled PhoEM. a lwasnead
With her fairhban3s thedou h,

1r o --- . ecause the stunf calec~ t~7' la ard to est and tc

She sbould have leacncd in early youtb
Home duties old and new,

And neyer peut her pretty mouth
When bclpîng mnother sew.

Her temper she tmuat sweetly mould,
So notbing is a plague,

And flot desert me if I should
Be striclcen with the ague.

1 could enjoy n cup of tes,
If sweetened witb ber laugbter,

And neyer let a false idea
Our happy home-life shaugbtcr.

At evening, when work is donc,
Beside ber I shali linger,

And bear the sweet pisno'a tone,
And her's-if abc'a a singer.

Ibakelabreacl
>ugh.

H. C. DODGE.

RETALIATION.
Ou R Grover, be'd got an axe to grind,

And he says te himself, says he :
1 must hostle îny brain sonie fad to find,
That will tickle the whnle countree.

I must offset this anti-English biz," says ho.
" I have it I as sure as fate 1

Theni lisb must be bonded in Canada free,
Or, by jing, we'll retaliate

Retaiate 1 Retaliste I
That's the racket ! I struck ki " says be,

"Retaliate 1 Retaliate I
By gum 1 what a brigbt idee I

"Anyway, theni Canucks are too mighty freab
Wîth their three-mule fisherie,

And they've got te give in about theni there fisb,
Or we'Il take theon down a peg, you'îî sec.

l'Il nail up a board 'cross theni three rsilrosds;
'Ne' thoaougkfare.' I Ihink I sec

Old John Macdonald's face when be knows bis loads
He can't tote no more te the ses.

Retaliate 1 Retaliate I
Tip 'enm upon the baunch,"sa-ys be;

"Retallatel Retaliatel
By gum 1 wbat a rare idee 1

So he sot op a bil, and he g ave a 7ink-
" Witb Canucka on their hnees," says ho,

"And the old lion growling. 1 kinder rather tbink
The Irish vote won't any burt me."

But Sir John be sat in bis easy chair
As blitbe as any bunble.bee;

" Close your thoroughfares, then, not a wbit we care,
We've our own baclc door," says he.

Retaliate! Retahiate 1
'Tis a boomerang policec;

Retaliate I Retaliate 1
]Ry gum I what a runi idee I

"War ? Pshaw I-tut!1 tut 1 " says wise Sir John,
"Oh, cock-a-doodle-doo 1 " say7s he,

"What's about a littie bill-tbeylIl neyer try IL on,
Net mucb, Mary Ann,» says be,

«'There-there-upon my word, I can sympathize with Grover,
Elections were a.looming, don't you sec,

And V've been there myself-tut ! the tbing will soon blow over.
Ah!1 ha can't corne Paddy over me.

Retaliate 1 Retaliatel1
Get there, Ehi ! " says he.

"Retaliate 1 Retallate 1
By gum !'tic a great idee'l"JY

THE LAND MONOPOLIST'S SONG.
"Lord save the phools an' don't let 'cm run out, fur ef it wan't

fur themn wise men coulda't git a Iivin'."-osh Bilings.

AI] day my pleasure 1 pursue,
Or Jol on couch of casec;

No sort of work have 1 to do
Except my whlms to please.

Let others strain and sweat to live,
I claim by rigbt divine

That ail which art and wealth can give
Shahl be fnot theirs but mine.

CHORUS-For me the farmer ploughs the land,
The sailor ploughs the sea,

And aIl who toil by brain or band-
Hurrah 1 They toil for me.

Why should 1 work? On every hand
The fertile soul I own ;

I tax the produce of the land
Like monarcb on his throne.

My daim la first, my hand 1 lay
On corn, and wine, and ci],

The workers ail must tribute pay
To hM who owns the soit.

CusORUS-For me the farmer plougbs the land, etc.

Wbile habor fccds on scanty fare
And walks in mean array,

For me are gold and jewels rare
And garments fine and gay.

For me choice fruit and costhy wine-
The fruit of others' toil,-

Gond tumes or bad-come ramn or shine,
Because I own the soli.

CHORUS-For me the fanmer ploughs the land, etc.

'Tis I who win the richeat gains
Where stately cihies risc ;

1 profit b>r the laborer's pain.
The builder's crîterprise.

There swarms of men in alleys pent,
I reckon as my slaves;

They labor bard to psy me rent,
And sink to nameless graves.

CHORus-For nme the fanmcr ploughs the land, etc.

Hurrah for land monopolyl1
Hurrah for the spoiler's rigbt

Hurrah for the unearneci incremnict
Whlch grows by day and night 1

Hurrah for thefolly of ail the fools,
The slaves wbo crouch and toil,

Content to be the servile tools
0f those wbo own the soil.

CHORus-The bold highwayman robs by land,
The pirate roba by ses,

But pirate horde and robber band
Are paltry thieves to me!1

PHILLIrs THoms'SON.

TUE BOOK-BORROWER.
Two young ladies meet. After first greetings:
ast YOUNG LADY-"« Oh, Muriel, papa's got Ecthyma 1)y
2 nd YOUNG LAD j (eagerly)-" Oh, bas bel !I'm so glad ;

please ask him to let me bave it when be gets tbrougb
witb it."1


