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Come with me, Sweet Marie, beats
the old time soiree,

Not because it’s very grand, love to
hear,

But because it's all tue rage, we'll
at least two seats engage,

Ax(ald thistalent thirstassuage, Marie

ear,

I have certain crude ideas, Sweet
Marie,

How from this fad to free us, you
and me,

There's the nickel slot machine, it's
the best scheme I have seen,

Beatsthe talent concertclean, Sweet
Marie.

But the plan I think the best, is the
one I now sugyest,

To raise money for the Churches,
Sweet Marie,

Just you give a small per cent, of
vour income that’s unspent,

Fromyour purse 'tisonly lent, Sweet
Marie.

P’raps you'llnotside with me, Sweet
Marie,

Offence I may have given unto thee,

But you know down in your heart,
it's the truth I now impart,

Tho’ my words are somewhat tart,
Sweet Marie.
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My son banished the Town Spar-
rows from our farm buildings this
summer by firing *‘blank cartridge”
at them frequently. on account of
their pugnacity to the Pheebes and
Swallows,

One day about the last of Sep-
tember, when the buckwheat crop
was drawn to the barn, a jovial
looking old Cock Sparrow came
prospecting into the barn, throngh
the port holes left for other bird
¢ nvenience. In a day or so sub-
s -quent, four or five others came in

company.

Was the first comer a delegate
or merely an explorer? At any
rate, our buckwheat was needed for
other purposes, and more ‘“blank
cartridge” was exploded, and the
intrudiug but chirrupy presence of
the passerin:e trouble({ us no more,

We have during the past ten years
been visited by small flocksof Doves,
generally about a dozen in a flock.
These frequent the corn and buck-
wheat fields, and during deepsnows
in winter show their socialistic ten-
dencies, by coming into the farm
barns for food and shelter. Even
when the American Wild Pigeons
were abundunt here, these so called
‘‘mourning” Doves (from their dole-
ful, despairing, sounding, ‘‘coo-
ing,”) were not unfrequently met
with, but are now much more num-
erous all over south western Ont-
ario. We noticed their frequent
presence when, about a year ago,
we rambled in the woods in the
County of Haldimand. The Kill-
deer Plovers-~like thé Woodcocks
—also leave hLere at the full moon
in November.

Our terrier Nipper has some very
eccentric ways and notions, Itis
his custom, when we are hauling
loads of hay or sheaves of grain to
the barn, to make a rush and get
under the barn bridge, and howl
and bark with all his might, during
the time that the horses and wagon
are passing over the planked ap-
proach to the barn doorway! “This
caper he invariably performs as
many times a day as the-team and
wagon go in o1 back out.of the
barn! Even if he is up in the hay
mow or loft and perceives indica-
tions of the team moving out, it is
dangerous to attempt to-hold him,
such is his cagerness. to be-in posi-
tion and rehearse his canine mon-
ologue, when the accompaniments
are in what he thinks.right shape.
We are told that there 1is another



