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LAST REHEARSAL

FOR THE FARHEWEHLL TOUR
OF THEH

ROSS MINSTRELS

Positively the Last Appearance in Ontario of the
(reatest Aggregation of Talent ever
Combined under One Management

ADVANCE RAGENT
ALEXANDER SMITH

MASTER OF CEREMONIES

GEORGE WASHINGTON ROSS

Assisted by the Greatest Living
End Men Now on Earth

JOHNNIE DRYDEN JIMMIE STRATTON
-SEE THE ARRAY OF TALENT !'!!

AXE GRINDERS 7
MACHINE HUCCERS 7
JUCCLERS " g
LOC ROLLERS 7
BALLOT BURNERS 7
SURPLUS MELTERS 7
THIMBLE RICCERS 7

a9 ARTISTS a9

At each performance Professor Ross will perform his in.
imitable self-swallowing act, to slow Referendum
Music by the Company
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THE PATRIOT'S FAREWELL

They re going now to plant us,
No more we’ll spend the taxes;
They say they do not want us
To grind our little axes.

Of office we’re not weary;

But yet we're getting leary.
They 're going now to plant us,
And—we—must—go.

e A ——

We're going out o’ business,

| We're going out o’ business;
! We’'re going where the chilly winds do blow,
| Oh the other chaps are calling,

We can hear the ballots falling,
We’'re going out o’ business,
And—we—must—go.

We skinned them out o’ timber;
We took a surplus over-

We made our pledges limber
And lived in office clover.

But now the funds are busted,
We feel we won't be trusted;
They’'ll put us out o’ business,

And—we—must—go,




Loro, Jim?

(Applause from the Minstrels.)

Norf Toronto are like old pagan Roman persecutors?

from the minstrels.)

t

ey 're going now to plant us;

Kind people do not taunt us,

We're going where the chilly winds do blow.
We can hear the ballots falling—

The other chaps a calling

We’ll soon be out o’ business

For—we—must—go.
END MAN STRATTO Say, Professor, what vou let 'em sing that song for?
'ROF. RO We've got to sing something new, Jimmie, or 1 greatly fem \
\ g X 44 4 s

power is gone

I \ S ( (heer up, Professor, oul iw\u]'q all right
A
|
|
]
|

’ro¥, Ross—Aye man, nae doot it is, but we canna’ use your power.

IKND MAN DRYDE How many horse-power have you got down at Peter

END MA
Pror. Ross

AVTTON—You mean cow power out in Dakota, Johnnie,
Nae personal allusions, lads, steer clear o’ that kind o’ talk.

END MAN DrypEN—Say, Professor, kin you tell me why de electors of

Pror. Ross—Na, Johnnie, I ean see nae resemblance. Why is it?
END MAN DRYDEN Jecause they'll kill a Marter, sah! (Yah, yah, yah

ExD MAN STRATTON—Say, Professor, kin you tell me, kin you?
Pro¥. Ross—Can | tell ye what?







leebral principles

2e ;
verse out, for, as the guid

And 1’ve sold some eggs for cash.
I snap my fingers and swear, by jing,
That 1’ join again with a Yankee ring,
to gmash,

- () -

I show how to churn and butter to bring,

Though Ontario goes ‘
Ross—Noo, Dryden, lad that’ll no’ dae. I’'ll admit that ye hae

i’ your patriotism’s o’ a real leebral kind, but

» w1 Vo] ) ¢ e
! ( rd.  Ye'll hae to cut that last

! cnpql

book says (though the text is mae in my version)

£h

we must be wise as doves an’ as harmless as serpents till after the 29th, After \

{hat yo may sing onything ye like, but I misdoot some o

’

us will feel mair like

@ighin' than singin’. Gibson, man, ye’re the heid o’ the morality department
o* tho Ministry, pie us an edifyin’ sang aboot how we deal with evildoers,

) That’ll dae, Gibson. Its true leebral prineiple nae doot, but

s put rai her plan Ye should be mair n phe al I'm sure '\."“ no
kent or heard tell o’ any I daein’ ony “‘slippin’,”?

(Mpso ( } ever came under my

SoNG BY PROP, GIBSON—

Oh I'm a policeman bold,

Don’t you know.
And T do as T am told,

Don’t you know.
If a Tory plug a vote,
1 will make of it a note
And I'll take him by the throat

Don’t you know.

If a Grit should ‘“lead’’ his thumb, \
Don’t you know.

I'll be deaf and also dumb,
Don’t you know.

If the party make a slip

And tl ballot box should tip,

"

my 1
Don’t you know

I'hen—my finger’s ox

[’1l leave it t IEh, Smith?

NCE AGENT SMITH—No, You never saw anything suspicious in
Yo ) rned. 1 never saw anything either,
ase. I never saw Pritehett, nor Lewis, nor Bolé, nor

r any of the fellows in my life I don’t believe

I never spoke to Pritchett; the last time he wanted




money I told him he ought to be ashamed of himself, and so he ought. When
I pay a man I expect him to do his work and if he gets caught not to squeal
and give us away. No, sir, I can say ‘‘eross my heart’’ and ‘“hope 1 may
die’” if I ever knew of any crooked work (except what was justified by party
necessity). In fact I never knew anything and don’t now.

Pror, Ross—There, there, that’ll dae, Alee, naebody wad accuse ye o’
kennin onything, an’ ye needna speak sae emphatic, man; ye’re no gein evi
dence afore the West Elgin Commission. But I see the Globe is represented
here the night, can ye no gie us a sang, Rowell? Cbme, tune up, mon, an’
dinna be bashful. Ye’re ne’er blate when ye’re askin’ for things.

BONG BY DIRECTOR ROWELL—

THE POLITICAL ROBIN-SON,

I'm monarch of all I survey, Oh law pleading where is the prize
My right there is none to dispute; Pettyfoggers have seen in the job?
On the Nipegon river and bay Better into good pulp to the eyes,
I am boss of the stuff—it’s a bute. Than citing old cases, begob.

Pror. Ross—That’s the true ring, Rowell, man. Noo let us sing & the-
gether about oor policy in general

CHORUS BY THE COMPANY—

MAKE HAY WHILE THE SUN SHINES,

Let us gather up the timber in the New Ontario,

Let us not forget the pulp wood—that belongs to Grits, you know,
Let us take our share of comfort in the blessings that we get,
For the day is surely coming when we’ll sorely need them yet.

Then gather up the timber,
Then gather up the timber,
Then gather up the timber,
For the chilly by-and-bye,

Let us collar all the pulp wood that will sell for ready cash,

Leaving just the rocks and brushwood for the dirty farmer trash.

Let us—

Pror, Ro Let us stop, lac 18 but a rehearsal, tae be sure,
an’ there’s nae harm where I | 0 I | ntr) 1 ng
like that wandna’ dae, Gin t fair esert us what’s « fated

Pror. Davi Well, Pr else is left to the farmer in New
Ontario?

Pror, Ros Right, Davis, lad. Ye did yon job like real new leebral,
but we mustna’ advertize it, Let us « r where we’r( ['ac be or no’
tae be. Th qu I Or in i r v E in’ Mabec

F’'m thinkin’ no’, he spoilt us., We'll | t mak’ a big push to win.
contractors an’ ithers we hae *‘built up’'’ are wi tae a man; sae are the
book publishing bodies, an’ wi’ good reason, we hae **vu It’” them up an’ may

fairly expee’ them tae come down handsomely, There’s funds enough, but I’'m
no feelin’ very cheerfu’ for a’ that,

Pror. DAvis—What more do we want than money and the support of the
corporations?
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Pror. Ross—Man Elilu, ye maun hae had the heid as well as the hide
tanned. We want votes man, votes. Whether they’re cast for us or meerly
| for us is no sae particular, but votes we maun hae, an’ gin the fairmers

workinmen bodies leave us we're lost, an’ I wadna’ gie the smell o’
ve sing sangs like that, What dae ve think,

a burnt ballot for our chances if
Marter? We ave had a deal o’ respec’ for your opeenion, an’ we think mair
0’t noo since ye've became, as it were, a brand snatched from the burning’

Ye must sing us a sang.
g 14

BoNG BY MBR, MARTER—
THE SONG OF THE NEWEST RECRUIT.

The way I got my title’s by a habit I have got
Of getting cheaply in the game while others pay the shot.

I tried to work my party, to play my little game,
But Whitney wouldn’t stand it, so to the Grits I came.
[’ve made my peace with Gibson, and a little deal with Ross,

80, Grits of North Toronto, in me behold your boss

I’ll work the ‘‘temperance’’ racket and the **independent’’ fake,
And if your machine’s in order we’ll make the Tories quake.

Ground Floor Gri I8 my name
Ground Floor G

Who’s the man that turned his coat,
And has the gall to ask vour vote?

i Floor Grafter 18 hig name,

1§ My name,

roun«
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Pror. Ross—Weel done, Marter. The candor an’ frankness is maist better
than the music. Noo we’ll hear frae the sweet singer o’ New Ontario. Come,
tune up, Conmee, an’ pit Shakespeare tae shame,

SONG BY JIMMIE CONMEE

THE TRIUMPH OF SCRAP,

Oh, the only song I siug when my muse on the wing
Is the one that makes us ready for the fray,
Oh the trusts to us belor for hel hem to b 1
Aud they’ll help us in irn when comes the day
Seraj rap, scrap, as e
I'or the gangs who ¢ tl 1
B vn sh nt a plant
Lhey il quickly find ti can
I'i v the DI t por
Wild vt from tl ompal
Pro RO Canny, lads, canny ( mee ye're a great poet \
singer, but ye hae a bad habit o’ bein’ ower candid. Ye speak the trut in
an’ 1 dangerous habit tae get intae for a man o’ your age, ar fatal tae
your chances o’ poleetical promotion. I ecanna’ help reflectin’ what might hae

cal ] oh
been the consequence if I, myself, hadna’ broken off the habit in early lif
I certainly never wad hae attained tae my present high position. 1 wad im
press upon ye a’ that while a man may admire truth in the abstract, as I dae
mysel’, yet in practice there’s times when it will be fand expedient tae modify,
an’ qualify, an’ justify ye're statements. Speakin’ as a man o’ some experi
ence I may say that as a rule there should be nae greater proportion o’ truth
in an average political statement than there is o’ common sense in ane o’ Pat
tullo’s speeches, or originality in our friend Sam Clark’s jokes. Ye’'d be far
better tae deenounce the corporations an’ abuse the Trusts, Ye’'ll please the
silly votin’ bodies, an’ ye’ll no alarm the corporations a bit. If they dinna ken
you they ken me an’ Stratton, am’ Gibson, an’ Harcourt, an’ they’re no’ a
bit feared o’ us daein’ ony harm tae them. Noo we’ll hae a word or twa frae
ane that we’re proud tae hae wi’ us the night. I’'m meaning Maister Willison
o’ the Globe.

SPEECH BY EDITOR WILLISON—
Christian friends—that is to say, Fellow-workers in the cause of the—of

the—of the People. I mean, of course, the best interests of the Liberal Party.

ar vour leader counsel von with

It gives me great and unalloyed pleasure to

ce. I may say that the ip for the noble pric
ciples enunciated by your leader ¢ 18 the same that has
guided the whole political life of the great mar may I not say the truly greal
wnd good man who leads vo I'hese principles are to treat the truth with the
utmost reverence and respect 1 1L spa { 1 ch a precious commodity
ghould be used, and only upon rare s 1 it to the v 1 z¢ of

the common herd, which I hold with your leader, would be a veritable casting
of pearls before swine. In honor of our leader and his eminent colleagues I

to sing to you.

have composed a song which I shall be pl




Pro¥.

at the last?

BoNG BY EpITOR WILLISON—

THE GLOBE’S DAILY HYMN,

Who was it that builded Niagara I'alls?
Why, Ross and Stratton and Ross,

Who buys for the farmers their overalls$
Why, Ross and Dryden and Ross

ey

Association, for a sang.

Who spent all the surplus and has it yet? !
Why, Ross and Harcourt and Koss,
Who can conjure an asset out lebt ¥ |
Why, Ross and Harcourt and Ross, '
Who is it that makes the ecr rrow
Why, Ross and Dr nd Kos
Who was it di (
Why, |
\\ ( 1S t l mMaxe L L] ner y?
\\.“\,H» d 1
Who tells the e
Why, Ross and Latchford and Ross.
Who planted the forests of spruce and, pines?
Why, Ross and Davis and ¢
Who placed the metals down ir » mines?
Why, Ross and Davis and Ross,
Who was it that put the machine at play?
Why, Ross and Gibson and Ross.
Who helped the pluggers to get away? \
Why, Ross and Gibson and Ross. "
it
Who have fed the electors on buncombe and trash?
Why, Ross and his outfit and Ross.
Who 1s it the people are eager to smash{
Why, Ross, his machine and Ross, 4
R0ss—Weel done Willison, ye dae us but simple justice in the main; |
but do ye no’ think that some deil’s buckie o’ a Tory got haud o' your muse |
1’1l call, noo, on Maister Mowat, President of the Toronto Leebral
S0NG BY PRESIDENT MOWAT—
THEY WON'T DO A THING TO ONTARIO. ‘\
The grafter’s foot is on thy shore, |
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o, |
The ballot switcher’s at thy door, .\'
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o |
Conmee and Rowell and forty more,
Gibson and Barber, they rush to the fore—
An army of heelers to plunder thy store
Of pulp wood and timber limits galore, I‘

On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o.
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Pror. Ross—Tut
It’s as bad as gin i
Adams. Canna’ ye g

S5 FoR \| &
o (\M‘\\q} (

SONG BY

RUE

Oh, there’s C«
And there’s
And

{

"3‘”' (X

PRESIDENT

! Tut! Mowat,
t had heen com

16 Us

I

FUR

MowAT—

LIBERAI

other clever

I

that 'l

ISM.

wever do. Tt's
hv

gomething mair cheerfu’ an’

that atonr

onn

(New } ely.)

nmee and there’s Marter,
Stratton—he’s a tartar
fellows in the deal.

How they grab the land and timber
While their consciences, so limber

Always say they *

"i'\"l“i'”

when they steal

Oh, it’s pulp, pulp, pulp,

And it's d¢
And to sum it
It’s a steal,

Pror, Ross—Man, man, Mowat,
though this is but a rehearsal, we shouldna

their right names.
there’s our new

calling certain very |

friend,

Hae yve nae regard for the feelins o’ our friends,
Marter, wha has made a very strang protest against
Wad ye mind sayin” a4 word

nrofitable tray

all up,

al, deal, deal.

steal, steal

that’s awfu’.

1etions steals

Marter, just tae show that ye hevna taken offense,

SPEECH BY MR. MARTER—

encourag

('an ye no’
’ be sae ready tae ca’ things hy

maist

heveticad
adin Daetny
n't

understan’ that

Then

I may say, gentlemen, that T am greatly pleased to be with yon to nighs,
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my only regret is that 1 did not know you sooner. I see now how greatly I
mu,!hl have profited by your acquaintance. You understand, of course, that 1
am independent, but true independence 1 have learned profiteth nothing unless
it be appreciated and understood by the leaders of the party that has the giving

not have been wasted.

4 Let us now so improve the time that in this vast Ontario of ours,—l say ours,
for who has made more of it than the gentlemen I see around me—there shall
not be left unturned a single stone that has a mine under it, Did 1 say mine?

f—out of the fulness of, ah, yes; out of

Yea, brethren, out of the tulness of—«
the heart and so on. But to begin where I started. Dare any

of things. 1 feel that the years in which I knew you

the fulness ot

man say that 1 was fixe n the pulp concessions? 1 defy any man to prove
that 1 g r a share—trusting in your discretion, gentlemen, and 1n
your honor or, ) t er to be honor among the beneficiaries
of pulp conc I s 1 ] ir diseretion and in your honor, gen
tlemen, 1 feel that 1 am entirely it i ing t lefiance Now that 1
understand what vou mean by it and how ( lo 1t, |1 in with y
most heartily in the grea rk of bu ng p Ontaric As an independent
Conservative you wil ndersta hat 1 1 vV be with ) / an
ndependent Independent | nl 1 ne, but as an endent
Liaberal | nu h | t 1 i ¢ o e great Ont: Bulide ocla
f1o1 More thar it, |  prepared to i re Untario when 1t shall be builded
up. 1t is true that by my ha 1 stealing ballots, steali
the franchises of the people, of steali place, | power, and office, but whe
it comes to dealing with our pulp territory there is in my bright political lexicon
no such word a | L told Whitney so to his face. 1 maintain that the
proper word | 1se i ‘ elop,”’ and 1 am prepared to ake my political life
upon that issue
Pror, Ro There, lads, there’s an example o’ manliness for ye tae

Marter, lad, gin ye’re Tory friends make a martyr o’ ye we’ll make a saint o’
t ye alane. Noo,

we’ll mak that man Adam

ye. Dinna be discouraged,
lae ye no think ye might favor us wi’ a political sang¥

SONG BY MR. MARTER

ON-TA-RI-O, ON-TA-RI-O

The fell usurper grips thy throat,
On-ta-re-o, Un-ta-re-o,

He tampers with thy sacred vote,
On-ta-re-o, Un-ta-re-o

He parcels off thy fair domain

His power and prestige to retain

And have thee in his coils again,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o

Oh thou, of provinces the queen,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o.
Shake off the bonds of the machine,
On-ta-re-o, Un-ta
Arouse thee from its luring
Beware its dark dgsigns and fell
Its coils are as the grip of hell,
On-ta-re-o,

On-te
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Shake off the shackles of the ‘‘boss,”’
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re

And, to this end, ‘‘* Remember Ross,”’
On-ta-re-o, Un-ta-re-o.

For sure 'ts plain as any pike

That Grit and Tory, both alike,

For honest government should strike

4

On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re

Ontario—old as well as new

On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re
Ontario honest, bold and true,

On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o
Break up the demonizin band
That inketing, rides o'er the land;
Now thy redemption 18 at han

On-ta-re )

A government maimntained Wwoira 1,
on-ta-r On A-T )

Write o’er its portals Ichabod,”’

What can a people’s wrongs col done
With justice, truth and honor gone
Oh my Ontario! Och hone!

On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re

Who is this man, G. W, Ross,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re

Who seeks thy destiny to boss,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o,

By baleful trickery and ‘‘skill’’

To force thee ’gainst thy sacred will

And hold thee in vile bondage still?
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re

Are these the men to build thee up,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re
Ross and the gang who with him sup,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re
Who, while there are machines to hug,
Boxes to burn, and votes to "[vl\:; 4
Will hold their places, calm and snug?

®

On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o,

It surely would be passing stramge,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re

Dids’t thou not now demand a change,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o,

Even now they totter to their fall

And soon thou’lt end this Grit cabal,

And Whitney thou wilt then ir stal,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o.
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Yes, Whitney, honest, bold and brave,
On-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o,
Thine honor to conserve and save,
On-ta-re-o, Un-ta-re-o.
He’s true and manly to the core;
He comes with amplitude ot lore
I'by varied interests to explore,
Co-ta-re-o, On-ta-re-o.

With moral turpitude and fraud,
On-ta-re-o, Un-ta-re-o,

[hy franchise they have rudely clawed,
On-ta-re On-ta-re-o.
\rA'i, Nee cans’t thou forget,
Ll g, | t burr ¢
Oh v 1 '* Kemember R bet
N re O 1-T¢
I'ror, R Nov, Marter, just p ther I can stand nae mair o’ that
I'hat’'s, nae doot, ane of ¢ nitish melodies ye used to sing afore ye cam
tae us, and while ye were yet in the gall ¢ Toryism and bonds o’ political in

iquity. If ye expec’ tae share wi’ Stratton, an’ Rowell, an’ Conmee, an’ the
ithers in the profits o’ developin’ an’ buildin’ up, ye¢ maun learn ither tunes
an’ sangs. Lads, ye might gie us a guid inspirin’ sang a’thegither, ane that’ll

illustrate the real genius o’ Leebralism as ye understan’ it,

SONG BY THE COMPAN
SONG OF THE BUILDERS.

Build up, build up the Party
We call On-ta-ri-o,

We’ll share the stuff quite hearty
As far as it will go,

Build up with pulp and timber,
With water-power and ore.

Use up the New Ontario
Then seek fresh fields for more,

Build up the corporations,
The Railway Magnates, too,

Build up the school book ringsters—
There’s a slice for me and you.

Pror. Ross—Na’, na’, lads, that'll no dae. Ye’ll no’ build up the pairty
wi’ that kind o’ a sang. Stratton, man, bottle that bazoo o’ yours and try
tae get yerself’ into a pious an’ sober frame o’ mind. It’s fair poleetical blas
pheemy tae hint that we get our campaign siller oot o’ the price of the weans’

books.




. lS___

END MAN STRATTON—Oh, rats! Why the very crows in the trees and
‘he woodchucks in the fields know that we get the stuff from the school-book

erowd. You may bunco Brother Dewart, and Brother Spencer, and other easy

marks with your referendum guff. They're easy and are willing to believe that
forty rod whiskey is water from the well, if you show them that party
necessities require it, but it’s different with the average voter. You can’t make
them believe that our machine is one of them roller-bearing ones that run with
out oil, or that our ‘‘Cap’’ ;

Why, everybody knows tne rings and g
for being a government of good level-headed business men in consequence

| m w " " Fom 41 ith
Sullivans and Tom Lewises work for their health

fters divy with us, and we get credit

Pror. RosS—I wasna’ referrin’ tae the fact, Jimmie, but tae the inad
visability o’ proclaimin’ it sae loudly. Man, it wad dam us mair-—if | may
be allowed the expression—tae tell aboot our doings wi’ the school-book fowlk
than if we were tae make a clean breast o’ a’ our dealings wi the grocers an
pulpwood chaps, an’ a’ the ithers. | v care that muckle if we let
a friend, like Rowell noo, grab a few huuner miles o’ timber that they never
saw an’ ken naething aboot, but they’ll no stan’ robbin’ the school weans, for

wlks dinn:
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that’s takin’ the bawbees oot o’ their ain pockets. Buat I’m sure a man o’
rumption could make it plain that there's nae robbery aboot it. What think
Harcourt, lad?

e ———

RECITATION BY PRrOF. R, SLIPPERY HARCOURT—
PHILANTHROPY UP-TO-DATE.

Cheer up my friends, we won’t get lost,
I’ll prove the books sell less than cost.

The author should always get a third,
Because of the labor his brain has stirred;
And then the people who books retail

Twenty-five per cent., or they 're sure to fail

Then there's the people who job them out,

Should have thirt cent, or thereabout !
- And there 18 US, who slave and toil |

To keep the machine supplied with oil; |

It’s understood we should get a touch,
And forty per centum is not too much.




I'hen for paper, and printing, and binding, toc
Not less than five per cent, will

If you count these up it will show }
I'hirty-three per cent. is the school books
Or in other words, and 10 make 1t plain
['hirty-three per cent, is the children’
Now these are the facts
\1.\ case 11 1s | roven, and ‘§ ¢ o,
We must j

juggle the figures, or 1 tell you

We'll have to vacate, and that |

PrO¥., RO Man, Richard, that'’s grand; Ye may
a’ tak pattern from Dick If ye'll y
gie ye my picture, Dick. I’m want hat sur
plus for the benefit 0o’ the ratepayvers; n buildin
asylums an’ the like; that we Anang
the municipalities; an’ that not rt the Commis Wt
hae got 1 ' gate an’ snug i1 I our or five mill 1
forby. be the mar prove tl Jick \ L ‘
ample o’ the re practic 176 ’ I icational svsten A
muthematical part o’t, an’ th ssical part, tae, for thae letter e sta
for Latin I’m thinki: N le hie I 1 [ I s
Rowell, lad, tak the bass 1 Steady S t
never learn that noise 1sna’ just exactl) ¢ same thing as n \ 1 ’th
gither,
CHORUS BY THE COMPANY—
THERE'S A LAND
['here’s [ ¢
Up wl for th
[here the 1 get then ¢
Giving ple to hel
In this wulp-ulp Ip, by (
We will guly 1 !
Let us gulp-ulp-ulp all this pulp-ulp-ulj
For 1 \ ch r
Pror. R Ye're daeir cal wi Noo try anither sang. (ie the
Tories something that’l } r lugs |
SONG HE COMI X
TROUBLESOME OPPOSITION
There’s a lot of pesky fellows who alway int know
Why we spend the public money as we
They keep poking in their noses and asking show
What we’ve done with the that hlew
When ve some f LS
We did—a little something, ir r turn,

It was hard hav
In our tale of how t i I
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When we give a grocery order to a friend at double price
To get for the Machine a little oil,

We hold it isn’t pleasant, and it’s very far from nice,
To be worried by the questionings of Hoyle.

When we give a friend a contract so he’ll make a little pile
And be able for to help us in his turn,

It’s hard to see Carscallen try the little game to spoil,
And all the whys and wherefores ask to learn.

When with the corporations we have fixed a little deal,
And thus secured a rake-off for the boys,

We are very much discouraged, and sad it makes us feel
To be questioned by the Whitneys and the Foys.

ProOF. Ross—That’s real fine an’ appropriate, but ye might hae said some-
Miscampbell, an’ Matheson, an’ Pyne, hey're just as bad as the

18 something., Yon concession

thing about
lave o’ them. Noo, Rowell, man, ye might g
re you tae sing sangs in praise o’ leebralism,

ught to insj

SoNg BY N. W, RowELL—
PATRIOTIC SENTIMENTS.

Palsied the hand that forzes jokes
At our fat contr juimnting ;
And withered be the nose that pokes

Into the school book printing.

Pror. Ross—Stop, man, stop. Your sentiments are sound enough, and I
cordially agree wi’ them, but they dinna dae for publie expression. Ye’re ower
candid man. Iarcourt, ye maun tak the lad in hand an’ gie him lessons in

metapheesics. Noo for a change, let us hae something elevating an’ inspiring,
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We'll sing our gran’ old battle hymn.
no’ Preston’s favorite I’'m meanin’,

Noo, Stratton, ye needna laugh. 1t’s

Boxe BY THE COMPANY—

HOLD TH

E PORK.

Ho, my comrades, see the signal

Waving in the sky;

‘‘ Pluggers, switchers, now are needed

For election’s nigh.

‘Hold to office for we want it,”’

Ross he signals still,

Wave the answer, ‘“Tap the barr’l

Then, by jinks, we w

See the Tory host a
Whitney leading on

Mighty publie iss
Timber almost gon

‘Slick to temperanc
Ross, he rmals
Wave the er, ]

\

\ r wWe v
Hea {

\‘ ]
On leader WOl

1 1t I

C Daild i r o

Ross he sigr |
Wave the ;i I

With their help v v

ton?
END MAN STRATTON—The
laughing. 1’1l be if 1'1

|

vaneing,;

ling
, 1dy, "’

he barr’l

)

r
Wi 1
O 1
( I ors,
|

But what for did you quit, Strat-
00'" and ‘‘rumble,”’ and Dryaen was




down Peterborough way,

J1w,
END MAN B Well 1 never caught roping Yankee steers any
W [ eeper than the lde
END MAN Dgy RECITE
Foc n prate of love of country
| neer at horns and | :
I t the poor man’s mecea;
I 1 I'be other side.’’
W hie ey 're through with pulp and timber
| be but fit 1 1 y and geese;

uns unlimber,

Greatest si th-bore, Pettypeice.
p )
o 11 i A i ¢-hye €'ve had naething I I heur you
1 im hac MpPOst v duet between ve, John Let us }
i i \ | ) A | EX
I COW-BOY STATESMAN
Cow 1 v choer W r'e « Jock?’
| ¢ o see to myv floek
Herd 1 lerd 1 ! d you go
1 1 ¢ ¢ hat no one would know
H¢ | t il nt y r p le?
) Lhe 1le
Herd L ( \ it of your poorly paid plowman !
1 I | L wman ¥’ j
he I [ not ms whole time t 1t
W fir { rt 1 1 ¢
He Laddie - r dut he me ¥
\ \ £ 1he y

Herd Laddie { &
Cow I/ v ' \"} \1,”y here ‘1'
i\ r de her k’s carel
[ love 1 I I see
Some t ind ch ming to me.”’
PrOF. RO ( 1 Stratton, man, as [ intimate ifor
your voice 18 miil than t but ve maght sing u erse or twa



N. W
COUTSt typewriters and friend vou ki L \ singr, mee, you were in
1t, too.
PrO¥F., CONMEE—In what,
N. W. Rowgl Oh fudge, nlay .
lay School. You know what they mean, Sing about the only thing that’s left

Row ¥ Oh, no, Jim; you were in it up to the eyes, by proxy, of

n't pl nnocent I'his 18 no Sa

to sing about,

Pror. Ross—Ye are a’ bashfu’ an’ ye were a’ in it. Sing aboot Spanish
River, or Montreal River, or Blanche River, or Nipigon River, or any o' the
ther spots whaur ye got graft \ a'thegither Kasy wi’' vour cowbell

Dryden; loud on the cornet, Davi o quite sae high wi’ your horn, Gibson
tak’ ver time frae M er, |
o H { oM ¥

Way uj 1 l
Far, fa
| 4 ( ri (
( I'e
AL uy | |
Hun roan
3till lool tio8
Al the 1 | (
erywhere we roan
Oh Y { 1 |

All the country’s well culle WOT
I

werywhere we roam

Oh! brothers don’t vou twi iroer
More swag carry |
Provr., Ross—Weel, lads, that’ll dae for this time We haena’ spoken o’
a’ the beauties an’ virtues o’ leeberalism, tac he sure; neither hae we said a’

abominations o’ Torvism, for on baith these topic
vritten an’ 'said If we had the time I’ve nae doot
t comprehension that it wasna’

t be said o’ the

that mg
whole volumes might he
we might be able to mak it plain tac the meane
Tories that did the personatin’ an’ pluggin’, an’ switchin’, an’

us but the
spoilin’ o’ ballots in Elgin i’ Waterloo an’ ither places, an' that it was a
Tory emissary that burned the ballots up in the park. we've done very

weel: though | maun again eaution youn again
ony o' ye are every tempted to mak

an’ inadvisability
o’ bein’ ower candid an' outspoken, 11
allusions tae deals an' grafts in which ithers o’ ve are interested, my advice
is tae ‘“lot that flee stick tae the wa'.'” An’ if onybody taunts ye wi’ bein’
intae ony o' thae things just “Cjouk an’ let the jaw gang by'” as the old
Ye're a’ in glass houses an’ its far better no’ tae get intae the

sayin’ has it.




gtane throwin' habit, Latehford, my man, ve've beer u-l;,‘zpvw, which isna’
ver ordinary, for though ye sel ay onything, ve dae a great deal o’ talkin’,
I'm no askin’ onything original. ['m no’ unreasonable an’ never ask a man

tue dae what nature never fitted him for, but maybe ye’ve a poem or something

yve hae

learned an’ can recite

ANKIE LATCHFORD RECITI

HOW THEY PLANNED TO BE SAVED

| pi eared defea nd held consultati
\ e b met fortificatior
0 H rt, the | n¢ the school-l ring
\‘\ | [ FYT) ‘ I

Gl 1 \tt ¢ I 1 ( hi 1
't lox 1 run but 11l 1 1 1
Wil 1 ‘ n v | ¢ key 1 1
S he blanked fir en 1711 notl ha
Sa Dakota John D el Il 1 n the rock
here 1 1 to 1 \ 1 it | you t
[l sell my spring calves, hay erop and ’
\1 I ! P e en he I'ory il
| ke Georgie | he Oh | Premier
\ ng as 1'm boss, there's nothing to fea
I'here's big lumber tips:; there’s Ontario Ne
\ni t publie | invented the
I'here are railway rebates fror ipproporiation
And then a few dollars from my favored relation
I'he trust and combing will ¢come into line,
For they ean’t get away from this string of mine
says W, T R reston, who stood in the lobby
Don’t forget my good friends, there’s my box-stuffing hobby
lhere’s heaps of new schemes you’ll all have to learn, i
And, don’t you forget, there’ll be ballots to burn
If the people do find in vour doings a flaw
Possession ’'s nine points in the eves of the law,

'hat’s the ticket, quoth Ross, we’ll pull every string
And, fair play or foul play, we’ll sweep everything,

IFor to carry the day we’ll all have rle

Though our bubbles are bursting we’ll give them stru
If things do look muddy and start scandal to rise,

We’ll look, oh, so innocent, and all shut our eyes,

We want a full pocket to live at our ease;

If a dust is kicked up, don’t anyone sneeze,

So

iz the machine with vigor and zest,

If we hold to our seats we can brazen the rest;

Swear the treasurv’s full: swear we’ve money lent out;
Swear any old thing t» save us from rout,

We’'ve had thirty years, but that’s not enough,

We'll need thirty more for to bank all the stuff
Though seandals come out and frauds round us fly
While we’ve ballots to burn we'll never say die.

So hail to Dakota and hail to the Soo;

Hail to any old thing that will help us get through

Curtawn,
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FOLLOWING TESTIMONIALS GIVEN UNSOLICITED BY

READ THE

EMINENT MEN OF ALL CLASSES.

Office of the W—stm—n—st—r.

l'oroNTO, April 1st, 1902

I can cheerfully bear testimony to the high and edifying character of the
entertainments of the Ross Minstrels, The If-swallowing act of Professo
Ross | regard as really educational in its character and entirely in aceord with

the eternal fitness of thiungs,

J. A, MCD—N-— D..

loroNTO, April 1st, 19

I'o raise the ne of T s, to add to their att tiveness and
o ) their pa I know thing more effective than a performance by
he Minstrels I'heir rer of the creaming Reterendum farce is
urivalled as a thirst provoker,
F. 8. SP—N—CI
Colborne Street,

[oroNTO, April 1st, 1902,
I cordially eommend the performances of the Ross Minstrels to the enter
inment committees of Temperance Societies,  Kven one rendering of the Ret
erendum eomedy will eause the 1 fic to quake and flee, Yours in faith,

hope and charity.

Globe Office.

ToroNTO, April 1st, 1902,

Nothing better has been offered those ot ir eitizens who it to
ymbine amusement with instrueti than the entertainments of Ross
Vinstrels, which have v consecutive run of thirty nights in the Queen’s
I'ark Variety Theatre. 'l pulp concessi gift enterprize feature which the
mit (:-n‘-ll.' e i led 18 ol reatly ‘;r“:w‘_ ot the show

THE G——BE.

-

ctuallers’ Association.

Oflice of Licen

RONTO, April 1st, 1902,
The entertainments of the Ross Minstrels are as exhilarating as a bottle of
'83, LLX.L. or Club., The racy humor of the Referendum extravaganza was

keenly appreciated.
EDWIN D—K—IE, Sécretary.

The val\ilx;_ mstructive and ulxl'_\m: entertainments given ],.\ the Ross
\linstrels are, to my mind, better than as many temperance lectures, As |
listened to the Referendum comedy 1 felt myself raised to a very high pinnacle
of temperance enthusiasm, The accursed traffic must tremble before this latest

and greatest power for good,

EV. D, SP—)




