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TRE FLOOD ON THE CREEKt APML 1891.

Almost. broken was the lyre
In the hands of bard Melntyre,
Who long had mused beside the stream,

.Till rudely wakened -from his*"dream.

The waters high in each dam pent,
Ruàhed furious when they found vent
Through the flood gates opened. wide

Madly raged the foaming tide.

He heard the waters awf ul duh9
And lie h-eard- his warehouse crash,
And saw the waves in wild commotion
Bearing his stock to the ocean.

Now thanks he giveii.-unto each friend,'
Who a helpiÉg hand did lend ;

With gratitude they did inspire
The heart-felt thanks of Mcfntyre.

Old friends and new hé'll. gladly'meet
On-the west side of Thames street,

Where he has a feundation sure,
And a good stock of furniture.

BIG CROPS OF 18910

Eighteen hundred arid ninety-one
For good crops it leads the van ;
As land had.blesged showers-of rain,,

Which brought abundant crops of grain.

Not scorched wità beat, the airwag cool,
And the ears wers large and full
Forty busbel to, the acre

Makes flour that dtdighta the baker.

None ever saw such crops aa these
So great the yield of oats ind pease
Fifty bushels to the acre
Makes us grateful to, our make.r.


