- ORCHESTRAS ON THE BUN - .

By T-BONE SLIM

Some say human nature’s selfich,
lies| And they doubt men's brotherhood

Let me tell THE AUGUST JELL-FISH.
All is well—and to the good.

| are not so ill

¥3¥|As the FAMOUS YOKELS tell,
[Men are not so “wholly rotten”—.

°lls | Insofar as 1 ean smell.
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| Mkempt, soiled unlearned vand. frowsy—:

Still and all we must concede:

*te| People are not NEAR SO LOUSY
As the omes that with us plead,
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¥, no force has yet the power
is-|To destroy, demoralise,

ig | The pure, the sweet, the good that
le-In the minds of the unwise. 4
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ly. | Tho perchance “heart-breaks” ars aching,
o- Spirits steeped in bitter gall, 4
n- | Better worlds are in the
n-|Worlds of joy and peace for all.
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That you had
And throw up the blessed sponge?

No, The ship rides safe at ‘anchor—
You're by ecoarse illusion tricked—
In your heart of gall and rancor,
There's your “blasted derelict!”
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