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Qerse Old and New

| Rendenm

HE Jooked at hiui.- IEer exes we"o
pleely gray,
Wothing at all !.he woman had
to say;
No comment, B¢ abjection did che
delgn;
With perfect ealm ghe Jet the man
explain,

Mo anger—not the least—did she display.
He made & poor endeavour to be gay
Ap he proceeded, hiding his dismay,
Striving, his self-poscession to regaim,
She looked at him.

‘Ah, well he lmew that vain'y he would

pray
Forgivenesa for khis failure to obey.
Me wilted like a flower wanting rain,
He ebrivelled and collapsed boneath
the atrain. .
You wounld not wonder had you acen the
way
She laoked at him.
o8 o

The AMicted One. -

With angnish dire he seem'd to move—
He’q rearcely power to speak;

But t’was not unrequited love
‘Fhat made bhim suiet seek.

The gorzeeus foome, th” asscmbly gay,
Could yickt no joy to him;

Hin thoughis, alaat were far away,’
His eyes look'd sad and dim. .

*Twas not ambition’s thwarted schemes,
*I'was not a friend far gone,

Nor wemory sad of early dreams, -
That made hint 100k B0 W,

Tt wans not hate, or rage, or love,

Or jealousy, or seorp;

His anguish dintiest heart wonld maove,
A tight boot pinched hia cornt

Amor Imsumertalis,

‘Where are the koveras who long, long sgo
Mockad at Deaill’s wesace with o fine
. dindain,
. And loked beyomd the terror and the
; pain,
Beorning to erimge before the last dread
< woel

Hare their undaanied epirite passed

A
Juto a pilence where all loves are shain,
And weary epectres baunt a lonescine
plsin
Whence light has vanished and where
<hill winds blow?

Nay, sl who strove o echerich Love's
white fiower
llave woa <alm peave and frekdem
from distresn;
Tristraa and Iseult share a happy bower
Deep in the farikesi icle of Lyon-
nesse;
And on some ghoulder of God's holy &ill
lmmorial Dante loves hin Beatrice stiil.

Beopett Gould.
-] 0 @

The New Girl.

At Jast we have & brand new girly
Ehes atayed for three whole days,

While bher perfectiona we lehold
With wonder and amaze,

Fhe doean’t eare for eompany,
Nor want an evening ont—

In fact she quite prefers them in,
There isn't any doubi, -

Fuburban life she doesn’t mind,
An ect, we lhink, of grace;

Nor does sghe say a word to us
About her previoue place.

Bhe never anawers back to ue,
MNo maiter what we ray;

The jewel’s name? We'll gearce decide
Before Lhe chrstening day.

Teddy the Cemtamr.
Would you have & composite of humanm
endurasce,
Gallantry, deviltry, swiftoess, and
Kgrace,
Chivalry, poetry, dach, and sssurance,
Heaven-born  geniun for setting ihe

pace,
Take all the horsemen in falie and his-

tory,
Hemea who'se galoped aficld -r.d

And yon'll bhave & receipt for that popa—

lar mystery

Known to the world an Lhe peerlen

“T.R"

The heart of Quizote, the humom' ol’
Panea,
The wisdom of Odm. lhe )en'e of
Fitzjames,
{To whom might ke Aily devoled a

stanza
If fable and fact were not bureting
with names):-
The four sons of Aymon, Orlande, Lard
Marmion, -
Bouuny Tundee with hia bonnet a-toss,
The Ctd, Beabdil, Tam OShanler Princa

C‘mrmmn,
The Lady who eantered to Baﬂbury
Croas,
Eir Lancefot, Rinaldo, and Young Loch-
invar;—

Take and distill ero—the jsgue’s "T.R.”

The eye of an eagle, the voie of a
atentor,
Swifiness of Mereury,
Jove,

thunder - of

The seat of Tad Skwan, and the head

of a centaur,

AR are combined in the hero we love

Barbaric front of h:s nnn.ﬂkal\c Thao-
derti,

Wilduess of 'l.‘\lrpm wlio straddied -
Black Dess,
Daring "and dash of the Highlander

Roderick,
Buffalo Bill and the Pony Express;—
Rake all the past for the bold and
bigarre,
Tump ‘em together—the mass is “T.R.”

The beauty of Riegfried the wmythical
Norgenian,
Swagger of Gilpin, the devil mny care,

n

The valour of Roland, the horm-blowing
horseinan,
Gru-e oi Godiva, Iho rod¢ im her

The Nnble 8ix llnndml ithe Valkyrie
ladties,
The Ghenl. to Aix riders, the Freoch
ecuirasaicrs,
The trio who'd gallop from Pariz te
Haden
Ta rescue a damsel,—iba Three Mus
keteers;— .
Aral and Mameluke, comsack, vaquere,
Riding cap, hehinet, fez, shako, sombrero,
UHero and jockey highwayman, hussar—
Al of them Jive m our peerlesa “T.R™

My Machine.
Rich men are tooling arouad to-day
In their machines;
Bix-cylindered demons of Ted and gray
Are their machines.
Mine is smaller and not mso fast,
Rut it n'ways gefs me thera at last,
Aud perhaps eeme day it will take me
pact
The lug machmeu-

Many's i'hr: lmul ¥ hnve travelled through
Op my machine,

Y¥ith many o atelwart man and iruve
On my wmacl:ine.

Lovars m-many, in serry plight,

I roughest r0ad and darkest night

e carricd nnfel_v through gtorm and

fight

Un my ma.ulm.o,

T've speealed em Afric’s randy shoro

On my mackioe,
T've heard the Arclic breakers yoar

O'n miy machina.
The Alps and Andes heights I've sealod;
‘Thyomgh every gontinent I've zailed; -2
At ucver an obstacle have 1 quailed

On my machine,

Time aml labour are eary 1o save

On my machine,
rhe work is piain (and the errora grave)

On my machine;
But just tha same T hammer aleng,
Futting the R's where the E's belonp—-
Pleane, Mr. Edifor, boy the song

. ¥rom my machine.

Anecdotes and- Sheiches

A Legal Matter,”

NULE -MOSE, acedimg money, sold
his pig to the wealthy lawyer,
who bhad just bought ihe meigh-
banring  plamtatiom. After &

time, needing more money, he stole tie
pig and resoly it, this time to Judge
Pickene, who lived “dowa Uie road a
piece’ Soon afterwanl the iwo geatle-
men met, aml, vpon comparing Doles,
ruspeeted what had happemed. They
eonfronted Uncle Moae. The old darky
cheerfully admsitted hia guilt. “Well,?
demanded Fudge Pickens, “what are you
going to do abont it77 “Blessed of 1
know, Jedze,” replied Uncle Mote with
& bread mrin.  “I's no lanyer. I reck-
on 1Y lave to ket y0' two gen'men
sellle it Between yo'selves”

+ +

The Profeasor’s Joke,

A good story of Presideni Roosevelt's
ecllege daym i mow going the rounds of
the daily papers of England. On one oc-
cation he was eafled upon to wieite am
ald poem, beginning,

#At midnight, in hia guarded tont,
‘The Turk lay dreaming of the hour
Mhen Greece, her koce in ulpph.\nca

gl
Ehowld treml»]c at big power.”

He anly got as far an the third lize,
»bin be began to hesitate, and  then
atopped. Twice he repeated, “Qreeces
Ber kaoer,” and them mtopped. The ald
profeazor beamed on  him over his
glassen, and then dryly remarked,
“Greece bér knte once more, Theodare
Ferkape shell go then”

A Sensation That Failed.

Newn wan woree than dul), an8 the
editor, calling the husiling reporter to
Lim, said:—

1 wan{ you to write me a good siory
about the trials and disconragement of
wmen who are Jogking for work in a big
wity. Get vp early to-morrow, put on
old clothen, and visil all the places that
advertise far male help in the morning
paper. Give an account of the mumber
of applicanis and the kiml of men they
are, and deseribe vividly {he feclings of
those who perhaps have had no break-
fant and bave walked miles because Lhey
have 2o money to ride, and then meet
disappointment. Draw it goot and
atrong on the pathos. People like to
read that sort of thing”

At noon the next day the reporier ap-
peared at the office crestfallen. “Fm
afraid I can’t make anything out of {hat
etory,” he said to Lhe editor.

“Whaat's the tronblet”

“I've got ikree jobs alieady, and a
promise of two more™

* + ¥

Quick Dictation,

“Afy dear,” eaid ihe Bueiness man’ to
hin wile, as Be was starting fur the
eflice, “don't expect me home very early
fonight, an 1 hdve lo dictate twenly-
pix Jottora™

“All right,” was Lhe responre:
I with you wouldn't work se hanl”

He leit Bm oflice at the uwe<ual honr
and went to the club and sat down ot
the eard talle with three others.

“Jurt & mement, you fellows, before
we deal the eards. Fve got to keep my
word with my wifr, Ouo of you must
take dawn win!. 1 dictate: ‘A, b, e, 4,
a,l’,g,h,l,j,k,l m.n,otl: q,r_a,t,
w v, wx ¥ 2 Thae, thdre Jelters
are of my mind™

Yt

Strennons Fataliss.

Commander Peary was taiking, in New
York, sbout the Juek jie would have jn
reachinyg the Poie with the Rovzevell,

“¥ney say you are a falalist,” enid o
reporter. “They say ihat yon believe
you are fated to find the Fole befare you
die.”

-The explorer launghed

“1f 1 am a fatalist,” he mid, "1 assure
you my fatalisn is of the working and
strenuous kind—like that of Old Abe
Lruger,

O Abe lived in Xew England in the
daya of Indian warfare. e was a fatal-
ist of a pranounced ilype; mnevertheless,
e wouldl not venture forih withouwti his
Phinderhusa.

“One day he had an imporiant errand,
but the blunderboss, when he eame {o
get it, was missing from the rack mnde
ot antlers where it had always hung
fomeona of his family had iaken it, Alo

rat down to wait till it was breught
back,
“But. Abe, T thought yon werc a

fatalist1? said a friend,

“‘So I am,’ the old man answerel.

“Then why botier abouf yonr biun-
derbuse ' taunted the friend. 'You are
in no danger from the Indians, since yox
canuot possibly die till your Lime eomes’

“Yea! gail the olg man. 'But sup-
pose T wan {0 meet an Indian, and kis
time had ecome. Tt woukldn't do for me
act to have any blunderbuse, wouhl it1"' ™

+ + 4+

Lhe Mixed the Names Up.

Amoeng the ealiers {o the houwe of »
charming old lady was a Mre, Farvel, wha
afler mome years of widowhool, aga.n
wiarried, this time Beenming the wife of A
Mr. Megga, I you Fove ua, mother,”
sail one of the daughters, viea the nowly
married Jady'’s cart had heen bronght
in one aficrnoon ehorily alter the ecom-
pleticn of the honcymeon, " don't maka
ihe mi~take of calling het Mra. Farreil?
The mother solemunly promisrd tn eonumif
no faux pas, and as sire went dewnstairy
she was heard to repeat to hermelf,
“Magps—Megra —  Mergs—DNerga-—not
F.\rn‘d At the conglusion of the <all,
the ofd lndy was mrt ai the head of the
stairs by the daunghter, who at ouce ob-

- % epnuet bear te Ieok at it?

gerved an ominons expression of Jdespoml-
eney on the old lady™ face. ** Oh, mother,”
sba exclaimed, *surely you didp't—"
" No Clawa,” replied the wolher, empha-
tically, “ T didn’t. 1 was so carelul to
rall her M. Meggs all the time,” “Welr,
what'a the trouble, then§” * Oh, dear!’”
mprmured the kimtiy old lady, as she
sank inte & ehair, it was awlul of me,
3 kncw! When I grected ber 1ogaid,
am glad to see you, Mre. Megzs. How ia
Mr. Farrell? ™
+ +

A Litilc Mintake,

Lady fon the Metsopalitaa Hailway,
Londun}—"Please, sir, will jou help me
get oul at the next stationt?

{ientleman—"\Why, cerlainly ma'am.”

Lady—* You see, sir, it’s this way.
Being rather stout, 1 have to turn
arounud and get oul backward, and the
perters always Lhink 1} amn getting in,
wo they push me bLack into the earriapo
and say, ‘Hurry up, ma’am’? I've pake-
ed four siotions that way already.”

+* + +
Making Goasd Frogrew,

Tbhry were skating.

"earge,” she asked, as thry renodaed
ibe bend? ‘9 your watch sorrect?”

hhY .-,” veplicd (irorge, with a merry
Taugh: it I8 keeping beltey {ime minmce
1 put yeur pictnre bacide the cage”

“Oh, you flatlerert Tow could that

et

“WiM, wou ree, when 1 placed your
piclure juslde ike case 1 added ancther
Jrwell®

And the wise bl meon man winked,

+ + +

Blood, Aches, and Groans.

They paseed o mognpificent building
during their travele.  “That'a & fine
hoies,™ kaid Brown {a Jones, “and yet
Why
ned 7 acked Junees, “Whyi” repeated
Broun. “Hecanse the owner huilt it
out of 1land, the achen, the groans of his
fellow-tmen: out of the gilef of ehilidren

and 1ls wails  of womwn't "Qreat
Heotl}” exclaimed Jones; *'the broirt
What is he—a money lendert” “Oh,

re, dear irienil; he ie a dentist!™



