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‘Oerse Old and New

‘Nirvana.

Nirmanu in not
all to me;
3 lace it in & summer isle, embraced by
4rTe ura. .
Kor mnst | follow Buddha's faith if 1
weulid have a chanee
reach his  highest  recompense, tha
tireal BDeliverancs,
1 tind that in my souy retreat, where
worldly hustlings cease; -
Whase ways are way= of pleasantness,
W here svery path is peace,

noihingness, wo, wat at

Ta

A clrm\u\, bowerad hermitage, whase
vintan mever tire;
A realm of Latophagi, the ILand of

Hewrt's Denire.
The South Sea sings its cradle-song my
Shure of Sleep around,

And warm winda, droning dreamily, this’

chorus seem to soumd:

“PMiere’s nothing half sa sweet In life, in
.‘“ltl[h a8 our lﬂ]lfﬁﬂ,

Iis perfume brings oblivion’s serene for-
petfuluess.

Conwe, rest you, alt you weary ones! oh,
sfumber, all you sad! |

Eo shall you quit disguietude, and, wak-
mg shatl be glud.”

For it is tixed that he who gains the gift

of Nature’s kiss

everlasting  peaesfulness,

‘ peacefulness is bliss,

Aud Lliss is but Nirvana, brwﬂv put, in
English phrase,

g I imay tind my Paradise before 1 end
y days.

I neeil not chanee Ebvsium, my Paradise
in where

‘The surf fuams white on coral walls that
frnce a garden Fair

And fruitfol as that fleral dream which
Milton's stanzan limit,

Where Man ghe First Unew happiness ere
Woman eame to him, i

Tta spell attends a sowe-duy’s ghd trans-
lation to bestaw

‘Appcasement own '3 yearning sout that
loved it long apo.

And, though its charted name ond site I
dou't precisely slate,

Le~l others Tush my Eden-nook uatil ita
eharms abate,

There is no ringed monepoly in rare and
radint gonls,

']'Imug.!'h seeing eyes nst seek for them,
and men are mostly moles:

Fur. somewherge siure waits Paradise on
earth for every man.

If only Lie can win to it; ah, it he only

Knows and

van!

Kirvamt is pot nothingness, nor need one
lie to fimd

The Lest of all beatitodes, tvanquility of
niind,

K.SAV. —Talafekan.
LI <K
Esocape,
Oh for space, sueet air, elean raing

How these strects He recking?
Fave, let’y v our owm again.
ITear our own seuly speaking.,
Bt us get these walls beyond,
To wave, and star, and hrather;
Feel once more the primal bhond
b aat hind« the workl {ngether,

Free white road sl wild free life,
What conld we win better?

Kever a tonel of town-bred «irife,
Never a feel of fetter,

¥et, full werviee still to pive
A oworld that Thawsand= xigh iy
Axe, with larger weape 1o hive,
Al bighter wir 1o dlie in,

Deop id in U ol grane kiees
Lestges ot tent-side fire,
Wiiile the western rome-lipghit wines,
A gl moun pliding Digher s
Blivkeap -ings out ~upper through,
Alatiug in llm willow,
Then twa Lrown aru-, s mate, for you,
A brown breast for ny pitlew,

*Ta ralling stobes ho toss shall come,”
Cronks the worhlliog ever:

Tell Wi, wweet, no clogging stwmn
Mar< the np tiver! -
ON! Jot wineacres wag the wead——-

I watth my wood+moke wreathing,
Happy in my ferny hed,
Ahewide Juur guiet breathing.

LUABRBERTON LULIAM,

Spring Shopping.

It was the busy hour of feur
When frem a ¢ity hardware stare
Eumerged a gentleman whe bore
#§ screens, 50 feet of parden.
bose, 1 rake, 1 wheelbarrow.

This gentleman with air Jdistraught
A big Jdepartment shop then soughl
Alul there invested in, or bought

40 yards mosquile Betiing,

1 hammeck, 1 croquet set,

His business next our hero leads .
Unto a place which retails seeds
1t takes to satisfy his needa
24 packapes assorted apuuals,
10 rose bushes, 1 peck mixed
builba.

The sup was low belind a hill
TWhen he got to Lnnulyulle
Ang they his wife in accents shrill
Pointed ot ibat he’d fargotten
the sprinkling can, the pruning
shears, and the Jawnmower,
“Louisville Courier Journal™

e e
The Spooners.

Together we sat in a tete-a-tete,
The prettiest givl and L
The light was out and the hour was late,
For time, you know, will iyt By Jave,
How vapidly time will y?

Together we sat in the welcome g]oom
Aloue, unheard, unseen,

Though hier mother was in the ¢ther roem
With g thin portiere between.

T kncw that her ‘mother in ambush lay—
As methers do, it seema—

Ta carry the prettiest girl away,

Away to the land of dreams. . By Jove!
Tu the wonderful Jand of dreamns. -

But the cherry - llke ]Ip-s of the preity
miss, |
> Alas, wore a t.emptmg sight,’
And I ventured to bég for a tmy kisf—=
Just oue, before “(iood-night.”

But the prettiest pirl resented tlmt
Tn a way 14 nevey dresmed,
For she airily sprang from where we sat
And, what o Fou think? HShe sereamed!
By Jove!
She certainly did, she sereamed?.

1 caught the coquette in my arms—Alack,
For such is the way of men—

And gruffly demanded of her & smack,
Any thep—and then—and then

Yier mother came eracily in with a light
Amt—what do you think she said?
“On, come littie lady, kiss dmldy good-

night,”
A carvied ler off to bhed. by Jove!
Al garried the babe 1o Led!

—The Bohemian Magnzize.
[ <)
The Man With the Spade.

“What are the ehickens laughing for?”
said Suburbs, with a =pade.

“Tg see Fou dig, to sec you dig,” the
City ()nm aaid.

“YWhat makes ‘e wait, what makes em
walt ¥7 said Kuburbs with a aparde.
*They’re waiting for the seed ¥ou plant,”

the City Urnic waid.

For tley love o country garr!oﬂ, with
room to scrateh and play;

Ther hope ¥ou'll keep an digyin’ and a-
rakin® clods *WaF,

A when you start to plantine® veget-
ables they’ll he gay.

For they're rvally to start seratehin’
i the marpin’!

“What are the pormber< erowin’ Ear?” soid
Nutarhs with a apade,
*Aml hear the hwn: necacklin™™ “Oh,

yeu!™ the Cyiie auids

“They're glud to see those packnges of

seeq] yen brought from towm,
Au' o they're wendin® tidings of the pood
timrea up and Jdown!™
For they know youll never see ‘cm
when aneother sum shall vise,
Atthough it's growin® weather and ihe
Rummer's in the skiecs
1% buving feed for chickens every arod
a feHow huys,
T For they're ready ‘to slart seratchin®
in the mornin’i
Eroiziown Vard
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Gomplainte,

1 would have been a poet of the sun,
Hinging day's bononx in decp summer’s
green;
But with the dawn (the day bour scarce

")
Dusk elnued around with twnhght
Wcreen.
And yet a singer of the sun.
1 would have been.

¥ would have been a poet of grest joy,
Binging joy’s aweetnesn and ber grace
serene;
But throngh the prelude notes, I, joy's
envOY,
Henwd the slow tears that fel! between.
And yet a ainger of preat joy
I would have been,

¥ wouldi inve been a poet of love’s erown,
Singing within his aurente unseen;
But in love’s spring life trod love down,
Bayleaf nor myrtle mine to glean.
Aad yet a singer of love's crowi
T would have been,

A duak forforn at daybresk for my light,
Ang for great joy a sorrow swift and
keens
Between my song and e, in love’s May-
night
A barren hope did intervene.
Ang yet a singer of life’s light
I would have been,
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The two sons of . Me)
Chas. A. Pinch, Ph. @.'
M.P.8.,, “Kuranda,”
Boyce 8t., Glebe Point,
Sydney, N.SW., were
both cured of a very
gevere cough and cold

" with one .bottle of Dr,

Bheldon's New Discovery.

A good example is set .}
by those who use 1

Calvert's.
Carbolic Tooth Powder

Evidently they udém;d hﬂe 1
ygienic  import,
their teeth regulrr‘f; e
Obviouly, tao, they are well
satisfied with the n:-ull of nmg

this :
Of Ghemiets mne Btaren thromghont Aust 4
Mabers: &, @, Calvart & Co., Mm;.,_ :

By Royal Warrant to

- When you ask for
do not take a cheap imitation.

standardised strength-giving food.
Always have BOVRIL handy,“

BOVRIL is all beef and is a

_His Majesty the King.

" attribute my: present good health to the use of -
Ayers Sa.rsa.panlla It is now three years since I first

-used it.
was in very bad health.

no appetite, could not sleep,
always felt tired. It has built’
me up and I feel like another
woman.
women in delicate health to
take Ayer's Sarsaparilla, as I
am sure it will do them good.”

Previous to that I-
Had

I strongly advisa

Mzs. E. HARRISON,
Gawler, 8. A.

When tired and du‘bxli.w. with

weak snd irritable nerves, you zeed

AYER’S SarsaEarllla

As now made, it contamu no alcohol. Be sure that you ars |
not persuaded to take some other Sarsapam"a ctaimed to be i
“just as good.” See that you get *AYER'S.”

Ayer's Pilla are Sugar-Coated. A Mild and Gentle Laxative |
Prepsred by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mamw., u.8 A

NATURAL

EINO*S

HEALTH-GIVING .

E‘.’RUIT-

REFRESHING
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INVIGORATING




