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“Who'll Put me Out?”
(Municipal Version, by pormission of W. Jok MURray.)

« T's going for re-clection

« And hav'nt any doubt;

« I'm cortain of & secoud term,
 Who'll'put me out ¢

“ They say my boasted square toes

« Have got the moral goul,

“ And that they’re goin’ to oust me—
* IV ho'll put me out ?

¢ McCorp and MorrisoN, my foes,

« I'll put them both to rout?

“ I shan’t give up the civie chair—
“ IWho'll put me out ?

it Ag for the Liccuse question,

+ I know what I'm abont;

" 11 not go back on whiskey votes—
s WWholt pat me out ?

« The cily needs more groggeries,

« 1Commodation, gin, and stout;

« The dence take your ¢ Petilioners “'--
“YWho'll put me out?

 So np and vote for SQUARE-TOES,
* Come, don’t you heur me shout !
# The Leader is my organ—now,

“ Whe'll put me out?”

(Grip, as o Porice Coyanrssioser, hercby joyfully licenses tho
Mayor to priut the foregoing verses on the back of his clection card
in the sane way that he printed onc of the Genial Raven's effusions
last year.

An Expervimoent in Political Chemistry.
DEMONSTRATOR~PROFESSOR McScaxnanouvs.

At o recent mecting of the Ontario Scientific Society, ai their rooms
on TFront street, an interesting lecture on politicul chemistry was
dclivered by this well-known savant and his talented assistants,
Messrs. Camenron and McKeivan. Roeports of the proceedings have
been given in the Globe nmd Mail. bui, as each of these journals has
somewhat impaired the lesson gained frowm the experiment by incor-
reet reporting, we think it as well to give that of our own steno-
grapher,

Tho Professor, on rising, was greeted with the usual cballition of
enthusiasm  which arks the proceedings of this learned body.
Crics of * pitel him to the divil!” *Yal I'? gallery whistles and inar-
tienlate howls resounded as far as the Union Station.  After thanking
his audience for this cnthusinstic reception, the DProfessor com-
meneed :—

Mn, SpraKEx, LapiEs axp GextLemrxy—We propose o vary a little

“the nsually dull routine of our lecbure by sliowing you one of the
most wonderful experituents in Chemistry the world has ever wit-
nessed ; one which may be (if people only have common sensc), one
of the most useful, morally, socially, politically, and every-other-ally,
Some of you may deubtless have been told in your infancy Ly the
oldest inhiubitants, that in their childhood people used to say « Two
blacks don't make & white,” This idea might have passod ewrent in
the dark ages. Now, I wmubout to demonstrate to you that this
antiquated idea is altogether unworthy of a progressive people in an
age where the light of science beams on us from Mimico to Guelph.
The experiment is very curions, so cuvious indeed that it may almost
be said to belong to the supernatural.  We proeeed thus. (Attention,
gantlemen, if you plense.) We take an artiele which is black and

lace it on the table. You perecive it is uniformly dwk all through.
o order the better to explain my subsequent vroceedings, we will eall
this C. P, R, (A titter in the gnllery.) Gentlemen, this is not a
cigar, I ean assure you. Smoking is prohibiled here. Itisin a dif-
ferent line altogether. Now, we take a smaller article. Suppose we
call this M. F.—what color is this gentlemen? You say—*' is it black
enough ?*  We ean easily manage that, T will reiove a little of the
dirt (the object was in a filthy condition), and with my brush I apply
afew strokes artistically—thus. Now, you pereeive it is of the re-
quired blackness, This is absolutcly necessary, as it will not be
effcetive unless dark enough. Now, [ place AL F. in juxtaposition
with C. P R, (Gentlemen, your undi\'idlcd attention, pleuse.) Look !
Behold! What o most wonderful vesnlt t 1t That which before was
black as night Lecomes suddenly white ns the driven snow, and, as if
by magic, our smpall specimen grows o such gigantic proportions

that it completeliy hides tlhe larger from the gazo of the beholder.
Now, my friends, I trust you will bear this lecture in wind, and show
your country that you have been cnlightened. Ior, indeed, this
discovery has cost me many a wenry hour, many a bottle of —— ink
and many a headache. But whut of that? Don’t unselfish philau-
thropists and heroes have headashes and use bottles of ——— ink, I
want to know ? Tor me, I rest assured my name will be henceforth
surrounded by a halo of glory, Lright as the burning flames of harley
on the fields of the Model I'arm.

The Chieftain’s Death Song.

Suxa 1N e ONTARlo Liorsvartore, Drc. 17, 1874,

« Aud hast thou, then, forgot,” she cried, forlorn,
And eyed the Right with half indignant air),
“ Oh! hast thou, Christian Chief, forgot the morn
When 1, with thee, the name of Grit did share ?
TLen stately was this head, and dark this haiv,
That now is whito ay Algomaninn snow;
But, if the weight of many years’ despaix
And age hath bowed me, and torturivg foe,
Ering nie to Oxford—it will its defeated kuow !
L - > L4 * - *

“And I could weep "—Niagara's chief

His deseent wildly thus began ;
* But that I should not stain with grief

The Qeath-sons of my father's son !

Or bow this head in woe;
For, by my wrongs, and by my wrath,
But two duys hence ’nuy’s Tory breath
(That fives yon henven with storms of deaih),

Shall light us to the foc:
And we shall shave, iny bully boys,
The foeman's scalp, the avenger’s joys!

‘- But thee, my flowor, whose breath was given
By wilder genii ruling here,
‘The spirits shat for thee have striven
Forbid not thee o tear ;—
Nor will thy father’s spirit grieve
L'o see thee on the battle's eve
Lamenting, take a mournfal leave
, Of him who loved thee most ;
He was the rainbow to thy sight !
Thy sun—ihy heaven—of lost delight !

¢ Yes, you ean nothing do but dje!
But when the bolt of death is hurled,
Al! whither than fhrom thee to fly,
Shall SrepieN Ricianws roam the world ?
Seck Ty once-loved home 72—
‘The seat is gone that once was ours I—
Unfriendly scowling, Lincoln lowers '—
(rrit e the votes !—"Theirs both the bhowers !
And should 1 thither roam,
Its cchoes and its cmpty tread,
Would sound like voices from tie dead !

“«Qr shall 1 join the Grits anew,
Whose views iy kindred soul once quaffed ;
Aad by oy side to party truoe,
Al gave the vote, however daft, ?
Al this my desolation cold,
Theiv action is and theirs alone,
Thro' them grass hides each moualdering bone,
Aund stoues themsclves Lo ruin grown
Like me, are death-like old,
Then scek T not their camp—for there
The author dwells the anthor of my despaiv !

¢ But, havk, Prus’s trnmp I—Niagara, thou
In glory’s fire shall dry thy tears;
Even from the land of shadows now
Jons SanvFIELD's awlul ghost appears;
Amidst the clouds that round me roll,
He bids my soul for battle thirst—
He bids me dry tho last—the first—
The ounly tears that cver burst—
TFrom Streary Ricuann’s soul ;
Beeause I may not stuin with grief
The death-song of a Lory chief."”




