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THE LVING MACHINE.

Tif E lying machine is again
Abr<îad and ail, eady fur wotl<

IIp spins out bis littie refrair.
\Vith a countenance grave as a Turk.

He tells how he fished in " Muskoke,"
And caught a trout big as a %vhale,

Then, adds this degenerate soak-
"I had iust put my hand on its tail

"When the blanîed thing flopped off my fly,
And the water flew so whcn lie flcd,

TIsat, without a bit of a lie,
1 was soaked from nsy feet to iny head."

He tells us how, one day, he spied
A bear as he travelled along;

Ilow it stood on its hind feet and cried
Wbilc he sang it a fisherman's song.

Fact wvas, the man threw down bis gun
And ran for five miles ere he siopped;

He would likecly be still un the run
Il he hadin't with weauitlCss dropped.

Yes, the lying machine is in trim,
So beware of his fancitul tales;

If you'd get ai the verity dim,
J uss. weigh it in common-sense scaies. WAI.T.

ARFQUAKES.

15V PROF. ASTRONOMIÇAL TO'MSON.
To niy sîeemed scientîfic breddren an' de public

gen'IIy. WVhereas-It hab curn to rny knowiedge dat dcre
arnl a certain cullud pusson callin' hîsseif by dis chicken's
given narnc an'purteniding to be a 'strornoner onarfquakes,
and whereas, dis yer cullud pusson arn an impersition an'
a fraud and a quack, case lie goes quackin round de
kentry about arfquacks wvhich be don't know nothing
about ; darfüre, be it dissolved, dat de public get shet of
dis cullud puIsson on shawt notice, an' undercurnstand
orice for all, dat dis chile arn de only fust original pur-
(essor Tomson, author of de celebrated article on de
IlSun do i\.Iove, " an' bcware of basc irnertations. Dis yah
article on arf<îuakes arn de only genotvine article, case de
oder arn a fraud.

Arfquakes rny breddren, arn a thing dat is approached
wif great fcar an' tremiblin'. De geography oh de %vord
amn peculiar. Af-de world we live on-and quake-a
fit oh de agur. De world we iib on rny breddren ast
notîtîn' more nor less den a great big aniniile an' we amn
de fleas a crawlin' up an' down its back. It arn a kind ob
carnel to carry us cross de desert ob Timie orn our jorney
'twen de twvo 'ternities. Dat ar what dis yer %world arn,
an' nothing else. It amn square, wid four corners an' ;t
sits squat on its base an' neyer nioves ; fixed as fate,
an' doan you forget it. An' wc po' mortals sit on de top
oh dat yar box\, an' like joseph watch the sun, de nioon
an' de 'leben stars go saîlin' round an' round it ail day
long, an' de greater part ob de nighr, 'cept wlien its rainin'
an' den dey doan corne eut case dey niight get wet an'
blow out an' dey couldn't shinc no mo'. An' yet in de
face oh ail dis okier dernonstration dare arn people so
ignorant an' pig-headed as to deny dat de sun do move.

Now dis yer camel a-journeying through de desert oh
life, amn very apt to cat sornething tîtat doan agree wid his
stomach, an' hie gets a great ruinlification in his innards,
an' bie roars an' tears an' doubles up an' shakes de folks
ofT'n his back, an' dey get frightened an' cry "lOh Lor' !
de arfquake :" Dat arn one theory oh arfquakes; an' if
it doan suit yo' taste, here amn anoder jest as good. Dis

yarf, rny brcddren, ain a great witch's cauldron, de bery
sarne.as arn prescribed by de great playactor Macbeth.
Nature, deah breddren, arn de witch, an' she puts ail sorts
into dat ar cauidron an' den she rarns on de lid, an' lays
on five or six rocks on top ob de lid to keep it down.
Dose rocks arn what folks cali de mountains. Den nature
she says, step up ladies an' gen'leman, its ail right ; an'
de folks step up, an dey build bouses an' churches on top
of dat ar witch's cauldron, though ail de time it arn a-
fizzin' an' a sizzirn fro' de cracks in de Iid-till some fine
day-plunk! down goes de Iid an' de whole caboose amn
landed into the belly of de cauldron, an' de people wvay
off on de edge what didn't cave in say IlIt arn a terrible
arfquake ober dar, golly!1" But nature, de great witch,
she laif sofly, an' fixes on de lid tili de nex tirne, an' s0
de story goes on. Dis arn de true full an' particular bis-
tory ob arfquakes an' doan you go to believe no oder, case
why, you'Il get left an' when de big carnel takes a fit ob de
agur he'll shake you off'n bis back right into de witch's
caidron dat arn a sputterin' an' a sizzin' right below. Dere
arn anoder view oh arfquakes. Dis arf arn a rnighty long-
sufferin' anirnile, an' doan mind de hurnan fleas cuttin'
Up rough once in a while, but when it cornes to cuttin' up
an' rollin' ober an' ober in sin an' niquity ail de fine, an'
givin' out dat yo' arn a purfesser ob 'stromony when you
ain't nothin' but an old fraud, den oie mother arf ain't
agoin' to stand no sîch goings on no longer, she jist
quakes wid ondignation, ad' opens ber mouf an' her faise
teeth falis out, an' you po' sinners fall into de open jaws
an' get cbawed up fo'ever tro'.

Dis arn de only old reliable an' fust original explana-
tion oh de fenosnenon oh arfquakes, which arn de secret
place of thunder, an' de oncontrivertable proof dat de sun
do move, also, (wbich arn ob more impawtance) dat yo'
bumble servant arn de only genowine purfesser.

ASTROatoNtCAL ToMtSON.

OUR JUBILER GIFT.
THE Queen she Sat at %Vindsor

Rýeading J ihilee addresses,
Tîsat came mn such profuision

TItat the v'ery tlsought distresses.

At length the one from Canada
She read %vith greatest pleasure,

And to the Starndard mars she said,
"lThis does their loyalty measure.

"'Tis clegant and cloquent,
An d full of subtie beauties;"

"But not so cloquent," quoth lie,
As Tupper's iron dtities."

HIS DEGREE.

THr, cablegrarn didn't give particulars of the honorary
degree conferred by Cambridge University upon Sir
D)onald A. Srnith. WVe understand it was a B.Sc. (Syn.
dicate Bargain.)

DURING a lesson in natural history to a prirnary class,
the teacher asked for the narnes of animaIs with scales;
after a little hesitation two or three bands went up in
token tbat tbeir owncrs had answers ready, and a littie
fellow, the son of a butcher, piped out, IlPlease, miss,
butchers have scales ! " WVben the teacher had sufi-
ciently recovered, she calIed on a littie girl, wbo eagerly
cried out, "lPlease, miss, pianos have scales!1"


