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'V.V'.erse'" Old and New.

Te Daphne’s Feot.
AIR Daphne’s foot’s & dainty thing,
Like those the poets used to sing
So small, indeed, -you'd. Bardly
dream
It had suafticient breadth of heam
To bear the weight, however slight,.-. -
*Twas made to carry, day and night,

When out upon the ball-room Aoor
You see it tripping gaily o'er A
The polished surface in the dance
You wonder greatly if perchance

The elfin fairies of the moen

Have not prepared her dancing shoon,

When o'er the ecld, bleak pave it goes,
#3id hustling throngs and drifting snows,
You stand aghast that sueh & rare

And fragile thing should venture ikere,
And as it nears the crossing's edge -
You tremble at such sacrilege. .

Bu.l,‘Oh, that foot! What hava I said—

What thoughts unspeakable and dread—’

When to the opera I'm inclined,

And Daphue, sitting just belind, .
Inserts her toe, 'meath where 1 mt .
.Aml a2l unthinking, wiggles it! -
-—John Kendr]ck Banga,

L]

Summer Shadowr,-
Life i running fast away,
All ‘the wooda are yet to learn;
What did yonder squirrel say?
Aml I pever shall retare—

Not, hke had or bmhlmg bird,
Come when April comes againg

Bearcely have I learned a wérd
Of the language of the rain.

Bwift the summer glides awar,
Mot one lesson learned aright: - -

Soon ‘comes round- the longest day—i

* Ah!- how soon_the longest nightl .
e —By R:c-hard Ie (}aihenne.
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An Old Song Resmng.

When you think to yourself that you’ re
jnst all right,

A the banch Hocks up when you heave

in sight;

When you utnnd the touch for a drmk
and a amoke,

Whea *they Jaugh like mad’ at. your
punkest joke— E

You re flush, old man, you're flush!

When you t.hmk and leok and feel atl

WTIOl

And the bunech lnkes out when you come
along;

When they nod and wink when you turn
your back,

And don't give a hang for the jokes you
erack—

Yon're broke, you dub, you're brokel
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Love on High.
An aeroplane in sunny France
Was apreading through the air
And little thinking of romance,
.Until he was aware
{Though soaring safely ap above),
That he had fallen—deep in love.

For overhead, his vision met
A dove-like monoplane; .~
She moved in higher circles, yei
Did not evines disdain,
His motor throbbed mth nervous
haste. e
As after her he ﬂeetly raced.

And when an honr bad taken flight
In record-breaking time,
Bhe wigwagged with her wings of white,
Inviting him to chmb. -*-
His answer {an ucent) was rash!
He darted near, too near—a crash!

Fear not-—the ending comes ont right
{Or Wright, if you prefer);
- Much mechanism, pound and light,
Was left of hml &and ber; 4
Aerinl waves again they plow;’
Forei'er one—a b)plune now!
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- The Bame O0)ld Bummer-tims.

ra

The aame old summer-time’ in here, .
- The sume 0)d scene ba pet - ¢ -
Of dancing waters, shining wands,. -
Along the ahore 1 walk with heros
The same old tale repeat. .,
And rocks where high tiden fret
The same old golden mwon tomes up
To make the sene complete,

The sanie old mountaing stand to gnard
The little lake so blue;
We paddle ’mid the ity pads .
"The eamé old bark cance; "
The same old pine trees whinper low
As dreamily we float, :
And from the same old poets then
In thrilling tonen I quote.

The same old band invites to Jdanee,
And I at once make haste -
To place thia same old arm of mme
‘Around ber slender walst.
The sams “Blue Dunube” sets the pauo,
And in the giddy whirl
I thank my stars this same old Lime
Brings always m new girl!
—Ada Stewart Bhelton.
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A King of '.l‘ulg. R
The thought of this poem is peﬂmps
not novel, but that ghould not surprise
us in view of the fect that it waa writ-

ten by a Chinese poet who lived beiween
6848 and 678 of our present era. The

translator, L. Cranmer Byng—ihe mame
also sounds Oriental—has remdered, nobt

betrayed, his orlgmal. -
There looms a lordly pleasure-tower a'er
yon dim shore, . .
Raised by some ng of Tang.
Jade pendanis at his girdle claehed and
golden bells
Arvound his chariot rang.

"Strange guests through sounding halls
at dawn go trailing by—
Gray mists and mocking winds;
And sullen breoding twilights break in
rain “on’ fain
To lash the ragged blinds.

The slow au_lfdnppled ¢louds lean down
© o’er waters blue, .

"

Clear mirrored oae by one.
Then drift as s the world shan Jrift
The wery siars .
" Their limpelesa couraes TunR,

How many sutamn moons bhave steepod
those paiace walls!
And paled the shatlered beams?
‘What is their royal builder now!. A
lord of dust? .
An emperor al dremma? -
—By Wang Po.
L
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After a Thoeusand Yonrs.
A thousand years ago
From all the natinus rose one bitter ery—
“The world is old, 26 old, ’tis time to
die'":
Men with few wordd and slow
Gaw the great comet blazing in the sky,
While priest and frinr preached the
judgment nigh,
‘There wns no serl so low
But he had right and privilege to fly
‘Fo Mother Chorek in penitentinl woes
There was no prince bore haughty crest
80 high
Bub with his “mae culpa,” he must He
. Prostrate beneath the altar-scourge’s
. Mow .
A thousand years ago.

Another thousand years
God given to the nationa, almost sped;
And still we say the world js old and
dead; .
Held by the olden feara.
Still whaspermgn of signs and omens

Fammp a.ml war, and blazing death o'er-

head,

Shall we do penance, fast and wecp
wild tears,

Anocther thowsand years?

No, as this thousand years
{Which in God's sight is but as yester-

day) :
T= ebbing from time’s silent shore away,
Thank God for hope and joy that lifts
and eheers, -
For sll the ]]ght that ﬁlls the world
to-day.
Took up, take courage, for the gonl
appenrs,
After a thousand years,

GRAVE, GAY,

More Up to Date. ; -
OU may tell me the names of the
- twelve Apostles, Sami” said the
pretty Sundey el teaclier

one morning. "

Sam’s face fell, and he phifted his
weight from one foot to the other.

“{an't do it, ma’am,” he said, serrow.
fully, and then hiy eyes bnghtenpd “hut
1 can tell off all the forwards in the
Rugby teamal
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The Way of a HuﬂumlL

watch with lmpntnence) Pardon me,
madam, but my time ia not my own. You
have given me all ‘your symptoms in
suflicient . detail,
will kindly—er—ah
- Husband (ot so considerate): Marla,
he deesnw’'t want to hear your tongue
any more; he wants to lovk at it.

! ¢ @ @

“ Chovk Me In Again.”

Iayor Lagee, of Pittsburg, was talk.
ing about an obatinate man.

“He is a ‘soig in his ways,” said the
Mayor, *“He is as bad a8 t!le old pla.nt.-
er of hislory.

“an old planter, In the palmy days he-
fore tha war, was blown up in a steam-
boat accident on the Misaicsippl. . They
fished him out wnconseivus. At the end
of an hour’s manipuiztion he came to.'

“Where am I?" he asked, ]utmg ]hls
head feebly. B 5

#"‘Bafe on shore,” t'he doctor tn'l.l Kim,

“'Which side of the river?” he in-

quired.
.***The 'l'ovm aulo,' the doctor rep!u:d.
Mhe old planter took a look »f

the turbid, yellow siream. Then he sail:
4 'Just my luck to land in_a jrohibi-
tion State, Chuck me in sgain’®

Anecdofes | and Skctches :

‘and mow perhaps you '

EPFIGRAMMATIC AND OTHERWISE.

Their Only Ohnee.

A party of Territorials were taken i
the shooting range for, the first time,
The men fired at a t.nrget ﬁooydn AWAY,
and not one hit it, They were next tried
at a target 200yds away, and still every-
one missed. They were at last tried at
one just 100yde nm}, but no one Int

it.

“Attention!” thu__ndered ‘the drill ser-
geant. “Fix bayonets! ~Chargel It's
your only chance!™ .
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Doctor (politely, but looking- st his ~ Ome Better,

“When I was & young girl,” titters the
firat old lady, “one of my beauns hugged
we po hard he broke ome of my riba.”

- “Humph!” replies the second old lady,
adjusting ler glasses and amoothmg
back her hair in conaciona pride, “when

I was & young girl one of my beaus hug-
one of his

Red ma s0 hard he broke
arma,” b .

“EBmall Brother (undu- |ofal- Gread Seotdd

A Husband's Fourteen Errors fin
Life.
AS BEEN BY HIM.

To tell how to rum her club.
. To bank his money in her name.

To expect her to like his femnle re-
latives.

‘Fo forget to praise her.. -

To expect her to be grown up.

To expeet to have the last word.

To take her opiniona too aeriously.

To forget that she wl]l clm.nge.her
mind. -

To let hor open “hia ]et.terq.

To borrow her umbrella.

To get mad beeause. his Ded
tucked in at the foot.

To tell her how hia mother used to
cook,

To hesitats to tell her where he ia
going and where he has been,

To work for her so hard ihat he ]las
no time to devote to her.

ia not

A Wﬂo’l l'ourteen Errors in Life,
AS BEEN BY HER.

To ack & man where he is going when
he goes out. -

To ask him Jﬂlele he has been when
he comes back.

To tell him what she would do i she
weré In his place,
. To tell him everything, and thus re-
veal her limitations,

To ask him to put on her rubbers.

1 sce mv finish if be sils down

beside Simg

“and n Wle of hn .

To aHow his stock of handkerchiefs
and socks to get low.

. To buy bargnin neektics, .
To tell lim that be is good looking.
To expeet to have the last word. .
To et him know how old she is.
To tell him what her mother BRYE,
To allow him to cdit her letters. -
To economise ot the expense of hel'

. personal appurnnce

Ta expeet him  to

friend's husband.

like her best

. AR

Partioular, '

"What woe the matber with that
lady who just went cut of the -torc"’
asked the grover, .

“She foond fault with the potatoes,”
replied the elerk,

"What was the matter with themp”

“She didn’t like the colour uf their

eyen!™ . 7
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The Waiters Flueont Tongu..

The waiter who bawls out his ordera
to tive eook in the kitchen may soon belas
extinet as the dodo, Lut his cries showk|
Jive forever.

“Mutton both in & hurry,” sava a cus-
tomer. “Ban-baa in the rain! Muke him
Tun” shonts the faiter. -

“Beefsteak and onions,” says & custom-
er. *John Bulll  Make him a giony!”
shouln the waiter.

“Whete™s my baked polnto!" nsks &
Tuatomer.  “Mrs, Murphy in s semd<kin
Jocket” im the waiter's versjon, “Two
fried ogge, llghtly cookéd,” from another
custonker.  YAdam nnd }‘VP in {he gar-
denl’ Leavd’ their eyes open!”
ihe waitor, -

"+ "Chicken erofjucties,” raya a enstomer,
nwl ballt™ shenis the wailer, .

"Hash” says a customer.  “Gentle-
man wants to take a chaneet™ shonts
the wailer.  “I'Nl have hash tos,” says
the nexi enstomer. - *“*Anothey hle’l’.l'
shoats the waiter. ~ -

"l";.ml-l'urh-rs and  saverkrnut,
anit ot mays & customer,

2houls

gool

“Fidn, Shep,
shouin the waiiery

“let 'em pizzlel!® i



