50

QVerse Old

The Weekly Graphic

ond New

and New

Fatloet's Soliloguny.

15ips mist wo.— Fashiwn Note.
Mr-. White wdjusted the corset witi 2

fow ddeft movenwents, and |l|’eﬁl0'.‘~l-ll\.‘l

model was hiplesa —News em.

Ao lace, vr nal to lace, that i3 the ques-
tion:

AWhethwr ‘tis nobler in the fesh to sutier

The pinch aml speczing of wltesgesns

faxhivn

Or it down upon 1his dire announce-
Tt

And. by oppo-ing end it? Te ga=p. 1o
[rnt

N mare. and heing fat, to say we em?

P heartache and the thousard nataeal
shocks

Twe Hesh is heir to—"tis a con-umma-
Tt

Tlevoutly to e wished.

T =queeze, perelines to pineh?
there’s the rub!

Far in this chase of style what frete
1=t eome

Fre wo may nullify

Mu-t give ux patse,
sleeves

That make calamity of Teac

For who wonlil bear the grnp

awl ateul,

stifing sleam

hath,

pibhing  of

lown

Of powders and of pills of anti-Tat,

Ahe  shilming  sweets and  farimaceaus
fuml,

When <he berself might her contentment
ninke

In a loose wrapper?
Wweir

That ueitber Lol her walk nor stamb nor

To tug, to pull,
Aye,

thi< wortal feah
There's the tight

z s
ot hune
Turkish

Tae within the

The masseurs, the guiping

Who would carssts

sit,

Tt that the dread of being out of style,

That heilge:whistiess exixtence,  Erom
whae baurne

N teavs ler perurns, puzzies the wil

And makes ns patiwer bear the illy we
=t i

Mhan dy to others that o kiow not of?

Phu~ fa<bivm doth ake cowanls of u3

all
‘Aml thue the native girth and size and
i pless -
I- -kimed e'er with hands ot crushing
wrip.

Faszy. nowr,
Nymph, in my

And bose the name of fatn

My zoail dprsmpmunhert
divect

el oy

fat forgotten !
@ B8

Why ?

Ahy i ir Lend, that we ~bi
And work the Lo, leng, w
MWhile thowe we lne =0 Lty
Are cilleld above lo el with Thee?
Why e wlie avems bt begun
Are called away aq thongh Stwere done,
While ol inetlicient stay.
Though 1o away?
Tl knowest alll atone
Can-t tell why flese strange thiug~ are
denes
Then vuleat. and with boandleas tove
Yrost mstishe 1~ atdl from Towven abovae,
We kiwow Thop doe=i what is best,
Al when we, tooe will e at vest,
Wi thenr will knesw, amd not till thin,
Why all our plans eomhd not have been,
When i that paline of Teavealy lizht,
W Chere <l =ve it all was Tight,
And wonder why we guestionsd =0
A whal —emeed strnnge Lo ws elow,

Il siny
day.

by Jobu Sterbing.
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The Legacy.

The et dieds and t
e Jefe Lis writi Le-k:

Arnother g his g iprs,

A thind Die pipe groteap

editar,” 20 ran s will,
Cilecrives the rodar chest

Wherein the fraits of afl my to'l
Tu tens aml twenties reat’”

The aditor  he  slreaighiway
Flis resignatinn in,

“par poew 1 need not owork,” e cried,
“I'Il loaf pad apend my tin®

Bu! when he jot the chest, behold?!
The legacy g.le foun:

Was but hia cwn rejeetion slips
da bundles nratly bound

a friend

1

went

S Whe knows?

Spring. .

Hyn of Snevess at the Governmens
Land Rullot,

Thets are wony chinges 17 the year
That naks up man's estate;

Samie come wit fune, an' some wi' gear,
Nogue by wit debadae.

Rut avize | left the muckle boat
Tae paud mia ain canoe,
The heat hae cam, let it be wroke;

For Umea cocaton?

Acera of vale an® Wil galere,
The leiter sy~ are mine,

Aml they muintain, ere T explore,
A’ gaid for an’ swine;

The nechours crack at sic n rate,
't alburee it maun be trues

Sae cheer up, lass, for Kate, oh, Kate,
1 am a covatoo!

Ilorses an' couts, an’® droves o' sheep,
An’ nout vot vn the gress:

The finest corn, & Hrst-rate neep—
Uiy furtune's maide nae less:

A Blithe, biithe blink o' fortune’s smile,
O fanr argont ma due;

'l drive ye vot in richt fine style,
Syne 'ma covatoo!

st ddays hae heon froubled, tass,
Like Rotorua’s sel’;

Though auuny ~howers wil often pass
An' cast a welcome spell: .

Hut now, oh Kate, we're leavin® a'y
cear time 7 trial’s theough,

O puatures green aur fitsteps fa7,
Syne 5omoa cocaten!

A fairer hame, 8 peacefu’ life,
“Loil kens a warmer hlanket.
An', wifie TKate, oh Kate, ma wite,
The Ciovermment he thaokit.
An’ whaw our friens the tidings find-=-"
What visions HH the view— :
1t wud etnploy the besg yin's mind
Tue think a cocatoo! -
—Heather Lintie
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Dreams of Youth.

The long, green bLlades of waving corn

I wmy futher's field, so long agn, -

Stirred by the winds of the dewy morn,
Fluttering, =waying to and {ro,

Whispersd to ne a story sweet,

of life when youth and manhood meed.

Sometimes ip ihe tesiful eventide,
CAd T watched the slow-rising moon -
Climb up the ol earth’s eastern aide,
And weatter its vaye in a gay festoon,
e tasks of the tiekd were then forgot,
And 1 was chained with a happy thought.

Al bright were those “castles in the air™ i

1 wove in the milst of Natwee™s heart:

They came, bright hopes, and still are

ey,
Al 1 weuld not have them depart:
They are sweet as songs of the hunter’s

horn,

Those dreams T ilreamed “mid the fields
af corn.

A lLappy flond of light and thoaght -

\Would il me with enchantment wilds
Tt~ promise as I totled and wrought,

W foml for me, fell Faney's child,
As =lhaabows playeil heneath the rows
And [ a king and with no foca.

- dews of nigiit came gently down
ing= vich on corn hlades lung:

e 2l sonnd would drown
Mave sune fowd-buzzing inseet™s song:
Nright hopes af yonth, like fullen leaves,
Ftuse: llawn wa Time bas rveaped  his
shnives, - -

Sonetitnes nry hurdened beart o'eriiows,
In musing o'wf Lhe weenes of life;
Goud i His perfect wisdom knews
The purpo-e of the stresa and strife,
The yewrs have Jonger paths resealed
Shan  were the rows ig my father’s
fivld, .

And wet, ik may be after all,
A crown will come for all my foil,
Fuor Fame's rvich prizes often fnll
T thise whoe burn the midoieht il
Az the years unfold, for-
© spoth,
They may coe true, those “dreams of
Juuth”
By Willis George Emerson.

Zealand Mail for February 17, 1909

«‘Having held a position as field umpire to the South’
Australian Football Association, and having to go under
e rather severe training, my con-

stitution had a very severe
ptrain. The tonics I took did
not benefit me. I then tried
Ayer's Sarsaparills, and can
faithfully say that it did me a
wonderful amoun$ of good. In
faet, it built my system up so
that I could go through my
training without an effort.
PHIL A. BLACKMAN, -

Now of Pencla, 8. A.”

AYER’S Sarsaparilla-

imparts force and vigor, and builds up the whole gystem
to withstand the severe trials and tests which sooner or
later come to all of us.

As now made, Ayer’s Sarsaparilla contains no alcohol. Be

sure you get the old reliable Ayers Sarsaparilla, not some
_ other kind that will only disappoint you.

FPrepared by Dr. J. Q. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mans,, U. B. A.

‘ FI1SH has an exquisite delicacy imparted
- :¢ . to it by the addition-of B

LEA & PERRINS
SAUCE

This celebrated Sauce is also an ~
excellent flavouring for

. SOUPS, STEWS, HASHES, &
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