The Artst
2 phut his door, and misgled with
_',' ‘ the thrang. .
: . A gmile,s a  something vivid,
- - young, half-wild,
-A gleam of understanding in hia

eyes, '
All-tolerant; all-wike,

Diew & man ta hinn An they swung along,
A woman joined them; last, a child,

And to aH these that day was passing
aweot ;
For now, at jast, the man had found a
© friend, * '
©The wownn love, the child a fairy-
land 7

¥ach yearning, dumb demand
OF each hie heard, amd  could divinetior
. ~ meet i
Than any dream. The day had end.
%o through {he sunset came thry to his
door,
And he fel ajlent, smiling still, withal,
But looking past, amd through
them, “Let us come,”
They cried, “into your home!?
Frienduhip—the Fuiure—Love we hold in
store
For you, wha taught us of them alit”

But he, as one who marvelled, pail,
“What need
Have T of these, who dwell with them
apart? - o
Belold now, and farewell!™-- They
© looked and there ’
A room showal, wmall and bare;
Nought' eould. they see within il ., ..
T wgve; indeed,
The tovlg wherewith he shaped hia art,
— V. H. Friedlaender.
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The Burial of the Queen.:
They eaxried her down with singing,
With singing Aweet anl low, -
Elowly round the ¢urve they came,
Twenty torches dropping tlame,

-

. Verse OId and New.

Fhe heralds .that were bringing her
The way we all must go.

*I'wan manter William Dethick,
The Garter King of Arms,

Refore her royal coach did ridr,

With none te ace his Coat of Prile,

For peace was on the country-side,
And steep upon the farms;

Prace upon the red farm,

Peave upon the gray,
Peace on the heavy orchanl trecs,
And littls white-walled cottages,
Peace upon the wayside,

Aud skeep upon the way.
8¢ master William Dethick,

With forty lorse and mean,
Like any eonmon man and mesn

‘Ruodde on Defore the Queen, the Queen,

And—only a wandering peddler
Could tell the tale again.

How like g ¢lowd of darknesd,
Retween the torches moved
Your Bak steeds amd a velvet palt
trowned with the ('rown Imperiall
Aut-—an lher saliell—the lilies,
The lilicy thal she Joved.

Ah, stained and ever, stainiess,
Ah, white asg ber own hand,

White a4 the wonder of that brow,

Crowned with eolder lilies now,

- VWhite on the velvet darkness, '™

The liliea of Ler land!

The witel from aver the water, -
FThe fay from gver the foam,
The bride that rode thro’ Edinlno' town
With salin slioes and o silken gown,
A queen, anid a great king's danghter—
Fhus  they carried her home.

With torches and with acutrheons,

nhonoured anml unseen,

With the liliea of France

Aa-stir,

And the Lion of Reolland aver her,

Darkly, in the dead of night, -~
They carried the Queen, the Queent

B N —Alfred Noyes.

in the wind
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Museotte. . .
Yesterday,” walching the swwllows® flight
That briug’ the apring and the seasons
.. fair, : ._ -
A moment [ thought of the beauty bright
Who toved me, when she had time to

apare; e -
And dreamily, dreamily all the day,
' 1 mused on the calendar of the year,
The year so near amd so {ar away,
When you were hief,and when I was
© dear, - .

" Your memory haa not had time to pass;

My youth las daya of its life-time yet;
¥ you only knovked at the daor, alas ,
My heart would open the door, Mus-
ettel
Htill at your name must my sad heart
bheat; .
AR Muse, ah meiden of faithfulness!
Return for a wmonent, and deign to eat
The hread that pleasuve was wont to

Iiless,
The {ables aml ecurtains, the chairs  and
all, Cie
Friends of eur pleasure that Juoked on
our pain, .

Arve plud with the gladness of festival,
Hoping to see you at hopwe again;

{'ome, let the days of their moarning pass,
The silent friends that ave sad for

»you yet; v .

The little sofu, the great wins-glass—

For know you had often my share,
Musette. .

Come, you whall wear the raiment white
You wore of ald, when the world waa
LY. e
We will wander in wonds of the heart’s
detight - .
* The whole of the Sunday leliday.
Conme, we will sit . by the wayside inn,
Come, and your song will gain force tn
dy, - i
]')ipping}iln wing in-the clear aml 1hin
Wine, as uf Wld, ere it weale the shy.

‘Musette, whe had ‘scarcely. forgotien
withal . .
Die beautiful Jdawn of the mew year’a
best, N

Returned at e end of the carnival,
A down bird to a forsaken nest.
Al fuithless fairt T embrace her yef,
With 0% heart-bent, and with never a
nigh; s e

1912 n

And Musette, no longer we o1 Musetle, ,
Declares that I am no lunger L

Farewell, my déar that was once so
dear, "
Desd with the death of our latest love;
Yur youth in Inid in s sepulelre,
The calendar standa for a stouwe nbove.
'Tis only in wearching the dust of the
. days,
e ashea of al] old memaries,
That we ftind the key of the woodland
wiuys .
That lead to the place of our paradise.

—Tranalation Ly Andrew Taung from
Henri Murgers * La Bohemne.”
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My Prond Paps.
1 g'pose the big head Lomlin' over iy

crib :
Tu my pa.
I «'puae that wisgacre whose talk is so
#lib
Is my pa.

Fye not beeu here long now— my days arve
but three,
But there's something lat sven o baby
can Ree,
Ar’ the man wha {akes all the credit for
me
In my pa.

I w'pose that the man with 1he hat ilat
won't it
Ta wy pa.
I s'pose that that feliow who thinks he's .
wigh

Ts my pa.
He's n liltle guy, too, but as proud as
ran be
An’ that wonderful lady an' T hoth agree
That-the vne who takes all the credit for
mn
Is my pa.

I vpose that the man with that fave-
stretehing grin

fs my pa.
I s'pose that that short chap, so terrivly
_ Lk,
In my pa.

My ma is that wonderful lady in white,
Her voico is as sweet a3 an angel at night,
Now I'm next to that prowl little geezer,
all right!
Ile’s my pa.

Anecdotes

and ‘Sketches.

GRAVE, GAY, EPIGRAMMATIO AND OTHERWISE

Something Serisua.

NR the purpose vf advertising tish-
ing-rods, o shopkeeper hung n
tnrge rod outside his shop, with
an  artiticial fixh at ihe end

it. 7 Lata  ono . might Ierking,
whe had Been dining a bit too well, Lap-
prued to mee the fish. Cioing cautiounsly
tn the deor, he knoeked gently. “Who's
thore?™ demanded tha shopkeeper from
an upper window, “&h-h! Don't make
2 moise, but come down As quielly as
you can,” whispered Perkina. Thinking
something scrious was the maiter, tho
man dressed and stolo Jownataira. “Now,
what ia itt he inquired. “Hist1” ad-
monished Perkins. ™ Pull in your line
yuick; you've got a bite”
e D3

Thim Barkeepers. R

Thirly-five years syn Mulenhy dis-
Prused both liguors and politivs in the
Fourth " Ward, New Yurk. A visitor
found him eivil bLut doleful, Lis very
roul rent avith grief over tha peeula-
Lioma af his barkeepe ¥ Faith, and T'va
tried all anvta of thim; Usatholivs, Llack
Trutestanta, wml Jews; divil & it end L
veer tell’ which shisle the wost; but X
have thim pow. 1w nfier buyin’ this
New dnvinginn; ‘Lis called wocash reogise
ter, aud divil burret the man who can
shibeal” frane - that thing” 1L was mora
L two wecka heforo the visitor ealled
again. e found him tending itho har
hinsel £ vsing Tia pockels for o till, while
the enmh register stood forlorn and ne-
klevtod o ita shelf. 1% wan ealin, bud
Liers wan that in hin air that told of
Hightcd hopes and the full of an ideal,
llowover, the Celtie vivarity of exprea-
alan awoke at some vague referenen to
Lhe casbh regintar, " ALt he exclnimod,

af

“ The curse o Crumme! be on it, on thim
that made it, and on thim that told me
it would prevint shtealing. Thim bar-
keepers had it bate tho firrsht week;
they wint t'rough it like the divil wint
trowgh Athlope: in shtanding leps,”
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Selentiic Managemsont,

Scientifie managers wlhould nof go as
far an Mussler went. IIussler was the
proprictor of a tremendoud factory
wlhere scientific management had reduced
the mnotiona of every hand fromn 800 to
17. lusdler attended a very fashienabls
widding one day, a welding where the
ceremony was perforined by a bishop, as-

sisted by é: ean and a canon, and in the
most impigssive part of the writ 1Wuss-
lev, svereome by lis scientific manage-
ment idens, rushed up to the allar and
puehed  the  bishop and eanon rudely
back, * liere, boys” he aaid, “one’s
nuite enough for a little job like {his”

@ & @

None to Give Away.
A mayor of ihe old American sclhioul

was a8 eymical as he was corrupt. A
schoolmante  visited him one day aml
asked for @ jub.  “Wall, Joe,” the
mayor wiswered Leartily, “lthe  verp

next job I have to give away yun shall
et Juo waited nhout a year, then he
ventured to endl on the mayor again.
“ 1Jow alwout that job!? lhe said, re-
proachfolly. = You told me a year ago
that T waa io get the very next job you
had 1o give away.” The mayor, with a
rynival sntle, replied: “But I've had
none to give awny, Joe. L've gold them
all!?

IN DONDATATL

1 anppore you ave an 014 "F" Prnaten, Mr Ko
0L wnbin't tonel
at the pumber of culd-age poasloners bes dyin' tyarp 3

Uuld-age Pengion?  Faith an

», tha bad luck they Tutmg, Luk
i .

Expects Too Much. -

During o, discussion of Lhe fitness of
things in general, someone asked: “If a
Young man takes his best girl to the
pramd opera, spends 20/ on A Bupper
ufter the performanee, and thep takes
Lher home in n taxi-cab, should he kiss
her gnol-night?” An old bachelor who
was present growled: “ T don’t think she
vupht to expeet it. Seems to me ho lias
doue ennngh fur her™

e & B
Poor Alfred.

Tennysan, who hated prying publivity,
would have shuddered nt n passage iu
" Mrs Brookfield and ler Chrele”  Te
was troubled by the fitting of his hrir,
and we read: “Poor Alfred brooded
over this, till, on hia return, he put
himself under & Mrs Parker .., really
liis hair is such an integral part of his
appearance it would Lbe n great pity il
he should lose it; and {hey may this
woman really dees restore lair, and aha
is patronised by royulty itself. Can I
‘apy move in her favour, nr in exlenua-
tion of A, T.¥" ‘This revelation is now
bring used as an ndverlisement for a
preparation for the hair. Lut the rost
familinr portrait shows him bald on top,
after all

e ¢ &

Two Great Evils.

Un one oecavion (Eleanar A, Towle
Lelln this story in “ A Poet's Chibiren”},
Leing asked to meet an Irish enthuslast
wlo went about the country enlightening
peaple’s minds on the subjeet of Popish
vrrors, Tlurtley Colvtidgo after dinoer
anked to Lo presenied to the lecturer ;
nnd, taking his arm while the guesis were
gathered round, he adidressed him with
solemnity ; Y Bir, there nre two great
cvila In Ireland”  “There are indeed,”
replied thae Irigh gucst, *but pleass to
name them,” * The firat” llartley re-
anued, * iz Popery.” "1t " cried the
gtler, in stiphatic  equicscence § * how
wonderful you ki, 1d have discovared 121
Naw, what s the accond great evil 17
" I'rotestmntism,” wgre 1lurtley’a reply in
& voice of thunder, as he Tan aAwag
screaming with laughten



