Skyserapsrs and Land

Said the Empire State to the ground,
"I reslly don't need your arourd:
My roof is so high
My support is the sky,
Withouts you I'd stand just asg sound,

"On you I lock down with disdain,
Your claims of importsncs sre vein,
In this machine age
You're no longer the rages
The farm is your only domain,”

Said the LAND, "If thet really is brue,
why not farms on Fifth Avenue?

With your head in the alr .

You forget, I declars,
Hy support is worth miilions to yous"

Bovine Thilosophy

"I see,” smid the poor starving cow,
"Itts too late to help me by now;
Though a field guite nsarby
My wents could supply,
And the hay goss to waste anyhow,

"The owmer lives so far sway,

He nover will use it, they say,
But the tex is so low,
Theugh his land values grow,

Wy deeth is & smell price to payl”

z Py
# g At ?ﬁ’ g

L

&

Ed " P M
AleS ewew=e- Alock,

Quoth ths short-sighbed man to the poor,
"For poverty there is no wrsl
Ittg 811 right for me

In the wrich eclass to be,
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But your ills you just must emiure.



