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in theold world, and ‘with whét had
beon affirmed and enforced by the
Grand Tiodges ‘of Virginis, Massa-
chusetts, Penneylvania -and other
Grand Lodges on this' Continent.”

Aillthere quotations wd make from
the Annual Address-of Grand Mester
Graham, Quebeo, 1881.

We take it that these undeniable
historical facts completely demolish
the main proposition of Bro. Brom-
well,—which has been so triumph-
antly reproduoed by The (London)
Freemuson, as upholding their “prior-
ity of lodge existence” theory, (for it
ig nothing more) and leave it li'te the
late lamented Bro, Gouley’s famous
snti-Quebge “Pyramid”’ without even
an “apex” to stand upon.

‘We reproduce for their edification,
the vulgar ‘‘chestnutty™ story repeat-
ed by both Bro’s B. and W.:—*They
may take courage from theassurance
of the venerable enloured apostle o
his parishioners, that in the worst
condition, ‘dereis always ope place
whar dey (they) kin find consolation,
for shuah and that i in de Diction.
ary.””  Requiescat in pace.”

“I'HE GRAND BUMPER DEGREE.”

“Say are you a Mason or & nod-
fellow, or anything?” asked the bad
boy of the groceryman, “Why yes;
of course ‘I am.” “Well, do the
goats bunt when you nishiate a fresh
candidate?” <«“No; of course nof.
The goats are cheap ongs, that have
no life, and we muzzle them and
put pillows over their heads,
so they can't hurk anybody,” said
the groceryman, as he winked af
a fellow nodfellow, who was seated on
a sugar barrel, looking mysterious.
<But why do you ask?” 0 nothin,
only I wish me.and my «chum had
mugzled our goat with a'pillow. Pa
would have enjoyed his becoming a
member of owr lodge better. You
s¢e, Pa Had' been ‘tolling “How mich
£ood the Magons and 'Oddfellows-did,

and said ‘we ought to try and growup
good go as wé could jinethe lodges
when we got big, and I asked Pa 3¢ it
would do any bhurt for ‘us to have a
play lodge in my room and pretend
to nishiate, and Pa said it wouldn’t
do any hurt. He said it wonld im- ~

prove our minds and learn us to be

men, So my chnm and me borried 2
goat that lives in the livery stables.
You see, my chum and me had to
carry the goat up to my room when
pa and ma was oub riding, and he
blatted so we had to tie a handker-
chief around his nose, and his feet
made so much noise on the floor that
we put somebaby’s socks on its feet.
Gosh, how frowsy a goat smells dons
it? I should think you Masons must
have strong stummix. Well, sir, my
¢hum and me practised with that goat
until he could bunt a pictareofa goak
every time. 'We borried a bock beer
sign from & saloon man, and hung i
on the back of & chair, and the goat
would hit it every time. That night

pa wanted to kmow what we were do-

ingup in my voom, and I told him
we were playing lodge and improving
ow minds, and pa said that was
right, there was nothing that did boys
half so much good as to imitate men
and store by usefulknowledge. Then
my chum asked pa if he didn't want
to come up snd take the grend bump-
er degree, and pa laffed and said he
didn’t care if he did, jestto enconrage -
the boys in innocent pastime that wag
go improving to our infellect, We
had shut the goat up in a closetin
my room, and he had got . over blit-
ting, s0 we took off the handkerchief,
and he was eating some of my pa
collars and skate straps. We went
upstairs and told pa to come up
pretty soon and give three distinet
raps, and when we ask him who'wag
there he must say, *A pilgaric whe
waiits £o join your Ancient Order and
ride the gout.” Well, we got-all
fixed, and pa rapped, and we I2t him
in, and 'told hifn he must be blind-
folded, and He got ‘6n hiz knees a-

luffing, and T tied a tow el eround his
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