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A Confession.
EAR little boy, with wondering
eyes
That for the light of know-
ledge yearn,
Who have such faith that T am wise
And know the things that you would
learn, . .
Though oft 1 shake my head and smild
. Tu hear your rhildish questions flow,
1 must not meet your faith with guile;
1 cannoi tell, I do not know,

Dear little boy, with eager heart,
Forever on the quest of truth,
Your riddles oft are past my art
To answer to your tender youth.

But rome day you will understand
The things that now I cannat say,
When life shall iake yon by the hand
And Imd Fou on ils \\omlmua way.

Dear ]ltﬂe boy, with hand in mine,
Together throngh the world we fnre,
Where much that I would. fain divine
[ bave not yet the strength to bear.
Like you with riddling words I ask,
Like you I hold another hand,
And haply when I do my task,
1, too, shall understand,

—P., McArthur..
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The Desert.
Now mark you, flod made II:m an Eden,
of cld, - N -

And made Flim & man aml a maid:

He gave them Lo live in Hli garden of
love, - -

To live with H:m there unafrmd.
They ‘ate of the fruita and the honey,

They took of the knowledge and Insk,
Then fled from the p\lmqhmont bitter

. And humbled themsclves in the dust

To pray and besesch Him for mercey,
Ax all of the penitent muat.

Then, mark you, God lmule Him =&
mountain,
And, mark you, He made Him a sea,
But life toock JLB roet on the topmost
crag,
Where it ueemed no ]1fe could be,
And life was aswarm in the decpmost

cave

v

That the ocean could Bl with Hia
tears,
And the cries and prayers and moins
arose .

From it all, to seek His ears—
The eries and pra)‘ers and moans of
things '
Alive and filled w:th fearg,

And God was hesneqhed from morn till
night,

And beseeched from night until day
By things that plead to save their lives
‘The white they fought for prey;
And nowhere peace from the wails and

moana -
Conlld Gad in His nn,zulsh know
Till He ma.de Him a place, a deso]'\te

\‘H\ﬂe nanght of Life may grow—
A desert a3 bare as the new-made ar,
To which He may sometimes go.

Then hark you, beware of the desert
Where only God may bide—
God all alone, and mothing of Life
Ta that desolate region wide.
XNo insect, bird or snake, is there,
No animal, grags or stune
And all of the man who ventured to
cTOEY
Ia a whitened and crumb]mg bone;
For this i3 the desert that God hns
made
An a place {o be a]nm-l

—Philip Verrill Mighels,

an]ancll Mail for May 18,

Heart's Desire.
1f I could speak, nml .show you all t!ut
. lies .
Within this hemt would your hurt.
leap and say, .
“Thou hast made fire this .'hvmg
mould of clay”?
CIr wourld you kil thuse fairies in )oul'
ceyen, -
Aml turn awny your face in cold sur-
-~ prise?
Would your hand tunl niy own, and
4 in that way
Teach me what I
to-day?

have told myuelf
—UC. Fred Kenyon.
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My Sweetheart in Japan,
A little fizure, quaintly dresscd,
In colours soft, of dove-like shale,
The' sinve I left you years have passed,
You do not from my memory fade.

I seem once nmiore to hear the soumld,
The clatter of your elogn of woud,

Ar you came gaily down the atreet,
Then stopped to eye me where I stood.

I smiled, and then you laughed aloud,
And bowed in quaintest foreign st}!r."
You wanted me to be your friend,
To stay and play with you awhile.

Soft almond eyes, so dark, yet bright,
To mine were raised with langhing
look;
I stocped beneath your parasol,
And from your lips one gly kina tonk,
S0 through those
doys
I lingered still in fair Japan,
While you played soft the samisen,
Ur stayed to cool me with your fan,

languorous  gummer

O, littie maid, I Rea you yet!
Heated on cus]uom at your rase,
Trying to lisp our English woris,
Ur teach me your queer .Jap.lnqu.e.

Sayonara now, and fare you well,
For aet me note (V-Buna san,

For some bright future sumumr time,
U'll romie onve more to fair Japan,

—B. H. Carey.
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A Banmer Sires,

We pwt-beside 4he ovean,
Iu bathing-suits attived;

.Kle smiled on my devotion.
I \\Il'hihlpnl.d and aspired,

My vup with joy was brimming
When she permitted me

To teach her fancy swinuning,
And thanked me grueluuul).

It did not stop at diving
© And sunning on the sand.
I dared to take her driving,
And even mjueezed Ler haud,
I dreamed that in the cily
- My love I might declare,
Am! look with scornfull pity
On all her suitors there,

Rut le! when Y intruded '
In her Manhattan set,

I might have been included
With these she'l never met,

The story needs no trimming—
L learned the difference Zrint

"Twist ])omll\y in swimming,
And Dorry “in the awim.”

‘—Frank Roe Batcheluer.
D & D
Dunk, '

Beyond the Lurning rhapsally of noon,
The wind's elusive hurp-note Ly rhe

trees,
Between the suunset and tie primrosa
moni
There ds a rapture all unknown of
these—
The harmony of twilight., Natnr's nute,
Prolonged, peHueid, subtler Far than
song,

Bearing the Tifted soul il it doth Moab
L'pon the heart of night and lind it

strong;
Against this bar the waves of twmnuib
fail

And tides slip back into a silent Qe op;

The worlt, beneath a white and windtess
apil,

Drift-: nutwnnl to the vaster sea of

sleep,
Aml I.hnu;,'hl, starlike, doth rise ahove
ve's sload
Ta find thee stil]

soul!

v — Yirginia Woaldward Cloud,

-thouw twilight of m]'.

Anecdotes and Sketches.
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¢RAVYE, GAY,

EPIGEAMMATIC AND OTHERWISE.

The Canse.
CREAM upon seream issued from
' the tiny eottage, to br_eak the
" peaceful quict of the Saturdsy
afternoon. In haste, Police-
conutable 129 daslied upon the seene.
A little boy in cricketing attire opened
the door,
“What's up bhere?’ Jdomanded Police-
constable 129
“That's my brother Bill,” said the boy.
“He's erying becawse ma has guch bad
eyesight, and she’s deaf, too!™ )
CWell, well”” said the daring officer, aa
visiona of a case and promotion vanished
into air; “what a kind, fectin® little clnp
he must bei™
+ “Yes, he's feelin’,” paid the youngster;
“Mn's mendin® his ericketin’ trousers, aml
be's got themr on!™
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The Ome Esn:ntial. *

One of the queerest clection addresses
of which we have any konowledge was
published by a purveyor of beer, way up
m Rarraw. "Fellow Satlerees,” zaid he,
“what is the lssue now before you? Un:-
gays the Budget: avother says the ousn
of Lovds; ancther Votes for \Womenj
angther Home Rule for Iteland; and su
on, ad nausgeam, Do noet be mislead.
The real guestivn before the country is
Pure Heer. . . . You could do with-
out thie House nf Lords; you eculd da
without votea for women; you coull
do  without skating = rinks, football
matches, flying machines, or. Dread-
noughta; you could even dao without
Lloyd George; mbt you could not do
without—Houuty’s Beautiful Beer.” Une
Gopes it isn't ali froth, anyway,

A Yaluahle Signatnre.

Az ia well known, Whistler's profes-
wional as well as lepal signature was 4
butterity, If appearcd on his paintings,
2ml wns the only signature recomuised ag
the bank. - Autograph fiends schemed in
vaiu, and would have paid handsowely
for Whistler's autograph in seript,

e day the puinter.was visitad in his
sludip by a Jew, wha appeaved to be very
angry. tle had reeeived YWhistler's cheque
for £1 5/, and wrathfully demanded a
proper mgature that woulld draw the
money at ihe bank.

Whintler, genuinely l‘lu.l"?{l at tho
thought that thers could be anyone ko
Jgmorant as wet to know aboug the Fam-
ous buttertly, wrote his name on the
chequa, knowing that the bank weuld re-
furse it, and plLturmﬂ to himself with joy
the Jew's punishment in forfeiting the
£1 5/ owing to hin.

The next d:ly the painter was furions
on Tearwing that within an hour the
Jew had sold tie rare signature for €42,
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A man whn had been conviel'sd of steal-
ing was bronght hefore a eertain judge,
wrll- kuonn Iur hia temdev-heartoiness, to
be sentenced,

"llave ym ever been sentenced to im-
privonment ?” askml the judge, not un-
Kindly.

“Nuover!” exclaimed the prizoner, aud-
denly hursting into tears.
“Weil, “r-ll, don't Ty, my man,” rail

his Hnnm , ennsolingly,

“yau're going {o
be yow, -

“Ia thwt all you've killedt*
" Yaun

-COI'I:IE for a ride with me

- of annauncing 47

Truly Pollte.

As n truly polite anfion the Frenel un-
doubledly Jeml the world.  the other
day a fumous Pavis Jentists  servané
epenel the dowr te r worlkegone patient,
“And whom. quericd with
temder vegard, “shall € ]nu- the misery,

m'sien,t e
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Why He Gouldn't.
“T ean read you like a bork, Lord
Dohusted,” saill the haugrhly fatber, a

wenlthy poblisher, who had
the propesal for the bhand of Uw
anghter,

“Like a bouk, sirt  What lo you

nrean 7

on've gob an atiractive title, bt I
dan’t ke the way you seem to be bound.
Your type is bl aoud your development
i poor. Your prin iw nub
well dlefined, awb the best pl for yowu
waulil Be o a shelf—aml a ek ane at
that.”
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The Folitician BHird,
Wile (reading:
e ?

" lawl this Tanny, my

Here's
el A new  species o Lirids in
Austealin which bave four degs Now,
whatever du you sippece they want Lour
legs ford?

au article which says Lhey

have

Hushawlh (yawningj: * They are prob
ably pelitivians, wy love, and by thia
hequlitnl dispensation of ti Vreator

lh«-y nve enableil to «taml Loth kg
ul the fence ol the same {ime”
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“Hreal Carsar?! obl manl” excliomeng

the ner g he apened the door and
Inuml Lis Iriend™s house willianily alla-
Ll at noorday. U What does tTiw

Why I e blashets over
coarmd whiy ia the s burnngg
.y

in Lhe dayt
SRR wlispered
it scheme ol o
" What kind of
" Why, my wil

thuyer cuttionsly;

selieme ¥

ia in the eountry, nmy
T tell her | penin hoime every night and
reral, 'vo gob tn gt ik of the paw
semvhow, so il will gu en I.hl‘ Wil at vbe
end of the month,”




