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TO COL. R. G. INGERSOLL.

YTES, Colonel, you're an orator,
jYour %vords have powrer mcn's mincis to sway,

They listcn spellbound b>' your power
WVhen yen youx eloquence display.

You inake us laugh and weep by turnS,
As wit or pathos you invoke,

Vour sarcasm and invective burns
Like lightning-flash that rends the oak.

You speak of freedoin, justice, right,
Men hang upion your every word,

And, rising to a loftier height,
They feel their inmost being stirreci.

If words were everthing indccc
Aniong ihe grand andi noble-souleci.

Regardless of tine, race or creeci,
Vour name would ever be enrolleci.

But "«talk is cheap," althougha your fee
For each discourse is far froni small;

Unless by deecis enforceci they be,
WVords have slight value after ail.

VTain are your glowving periocis grand
To urge manlcind to nobler lite,

Unless you take a manly stand
To nid the weaker in the strife.

Ilow reands your record ? Have yota stooci
For right andi justice 'gainst the throng?

lkîsked rce andi wealth-not mcntioning blooc--
To fight entrencheci, triumphant wrong?

Garlancis of rhetoric on the tomb
Of freedom's martyrs you bestow;

'Tis easy, for they met their doomn
Froni tyrannies of long ago.

But when Chicago's howl for blood
Clamoreci for victituse and you saw

Wherc, frowning griin, the galows stooci,
A lynching under fornis of Iaw,

BUSINESS PROPOSITION.
CHOLLY-" Is your sister in ?"I
JOHNr4I-«" Ves. Sir. 3a>',MiStet?"
CmoLLY-" What is it, my littie man?
JoHmNNiI-« If you make it worth my> while I'11 bide pa's boots

and take the dog up to my zoom where pa can't find him. Is it a
go ?"I

MISTAKEN IDENTITY.
SCIINI'rZE.-" W\ho vas <lot man MlcCa.rthy, cnnerhow? Id

don't vas Jusdin McCarthy, I dinks, eh? "
GROoAN-"« No, begorra ; he's just out wvid everybody>. IS that

thief Dalton."
SCHNlIITEL-" Oh, dlot vas id-von auf dose Dalton vellers vat

holcits you up yen dey knocks you down. I don'd bat mie nix to do
mit dot growd. Dcy vashno goot."

Where %vere you then? Ancidid you throw
Vour influence (o stem the tide,

Denounce the wvrorg, avert the blow ?
No! you kept silence, andi the>' dieci.

And wvhen the Homestead wvorkmcn tought
Against Carnegie's cut-throat crcw,

Andi were in deadly peril brought,
Say', sleck phrasc-nmonger, where wcre you ?I

They risked their lives-such never can
The lesson lean you tench se well,

That f« reedorn," "justice," Il' rightîs-of nian,'l
Are sîmpl>' phrases coineci to sell.

Against the tyranny of golci
Trhe toilers strive, thus far in vain,

B>' scheming tricksters bought sud solci,
You help to for ge, not break their chiin.

A henchman of the millionaire,
The corporations' willing toul,

Vou've ever donc a dastard's share
To prop a rotten party's rule.

At your untaith let others rail,
I have no care for formas or creecis:

Thse point at %vhich you always fait
Is iyhen you pass frons words to deccis.

I mcte you b>' no Christian test,
But b>' the standard of your choice;

Vour sympsthy for the oppressed
Extencis no farther than your voice.

l't{LLIt's Tirc»lpsoN.

TOO PLY.

BO USO-XW He wSaIa myhoogca young mnan who
was drowned because he got too fiy."


