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A Railway Wreck, .
E liey amil & railway wreck,
In calmi and smiling re<t,
Oue stranded «ar  agxinat lis
. ek, _
Flro engine on lnis,breanﬁt. Lo,

Ie «lecps the sleep that kens no cars,
No haunting dream of Jdread;

Re will unt wake, like 14, to shave
ju the Leree fight for bread,

Yer in Mt rare, eelestial sleep, - ¢
Ir, as waylap, he dreams, :

The worlil of his enchantment deep
With fairy fateies leehs,

Yi-tans more sheange than eyvor
Pranks in a poet’s brain

Withoug a laude af douht pervade
11y wowltpus lream domain,

playeld

1 cast on him an eavious glance,
Al that wreek sereno, -
Hi- beanty and his ealm enhance

i Lumour of tiw scene,

Ihemonr amil a wreck to see?
The vihablew easy read: a :
1o tonk--that <l who dwalls with me—

iz ehu-chu™ train to bed. .
o 99
Circnmstances. =

Men ntarvel af the poet™s sang
el Jyries seft, enchauting vine,
Xy dveaoe that onee, whra Jdays were
lange, . y y

Twas griel that tanght ber heart to
wing,

They wafched the painters canvas glow

yichl no hint of years ape-
Wihen poverly hay sped his bro

Yeu I, the shadow, Circumstanee,
Sl wait” wWithin my Jdarkened way
And prick men” with o testing laves
'gve thenm more Lhan comnon <lay.

e ey :
= —Eleanor Ralhina Wikson,
P
ey

runlit waters, dawn’s faiut Dlush -

Lave Affairs of An Office Boy.

It seems that everything is different
Nines she beggun atenwgraphyin® heves
I wned to hate my job, but now it's

qeer )

How ghul T am to come to work; the

weent

Of something sweet is in the air; T went
Paut where she sat  just now, anl

pretty vear
Stooped down 1o kivs er pn her little
car

When she was beedy, and her head was

bent, ’ -

she swebidonly looked up, aml T could Feel
My heart owp up and down, and then
the stuek
A lotter shut when she had licked the
seal; .
T woukin't ask for any better Juck
Than just to be the stamp that =he would
tivk '
Awl pross on with her thumb o make
it etick. -

My mother ast me.\\'h_nt wad wrong

last night,

And zail [ worked teo liavd, she was

ateaid;

1 cowddn’t hardly eat the pie she made,
Recause L sornpad to Jose my appetite.
“1ve notived Jately you're wot lookin’

vight,”

Ll told me, and my Slster erme il

evk againyt my shoubler, and T
wtayed .
And o, et neatly elioked on every bite,

1t’s ,.tml';ge that  when your si<toer
toethes ¥ou, : )
Or softly rups her
¥our lair,
It mever seams to thrill rou througl and
througl,
Yan hardy sven notice it or suve;

fingers  throngh

But when some other  fellow’s  sicler
takes
Ay interest. gee, what  a change it
" makes! ’ -
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The Crowd. - ’ FRL I

There™s nothing more amusing thauw-the
crowsl that passes by :

Wilh every persun thinking hew  the
focnn of vach eye— s ’
The tesby woman, ime

prizoned in her stays:
The <peenlator working out wew woney-
naking plays;
The maniy-lovk
nate youmngs
The busy bdler
i,

Lthe eifemi-

b

maidens;
et .
hurrying to be at play

The man whe doesn’t realise his bald
spot shows beliml;

Fhe one who struty @0 pompousty; the

- aleek aml somirking kinds

The dame whoze Touge in bokl sunkbight
{akes on a purple hae:

The mirl whose stocking has o hole ahove
her low-cut  shoe; -

The miltieneire with elothes unpreasel;
e “swell” clerks with cigars;
The folks wha dress in mator togs but

Iaxe no motor ears,

A deg roos By wHTL Thuman eyes, o man
all animal; '

A man with gold fn his false tecth to
make them “nateral™; o

A timid lady who's afraid
will lirt with bers

The chap who thinks Jia presence sets
all female hearts astir; 3

The honest rags of poverty at which we
ook axkanee; . '

The silken swish of faunting
folks who live by chwhed,

2

AOPIC  IHEN

vice; the

Wiih just two Jegs {0 carry cach, how
Cvarious the walks—

Thiz person leelers, this one stubsg, and
tliis one slowly stalk=.

With just two eyes, a nose, a moulh,
wherewith to mould aaeh favce,
How different the fuves are Lhat pass our
viewing place
no twa persona
their egoz for a Criee.
Heve is the greatest show on carth, and

mure than warth the peice.

RV enuhl  oachange

e ailenes hears the

Wow all-imporiant cach one thinks his
ownl winule atfairs;
With what philosophy ke

MAEhBOUT'S Yexing eLres.
Your parden! Was L grinning? No of-
Tenee! T meant it noti;

views his

1912 Tt

But, oh, these humans padafng by, they
+ ure a fuuny jot?
And yet, alas! the thonght will come
©ola elewk eomplucriny ~
That nraybe some folhy smile a bit when
viewing you aml me!
- Walier ol
@ D @

Doty

t'The incident in from the Love Rtories
of Partheniuz, who pn w fragmenia
of & bost ppie on the expedition of Achilles
ik Leabos, an dslamd  allied with

The deelter of the Lesbian hing
n hier Bower she walvhaed the war;
Far off sl Teard fhe arraws ring,

“The smilten hares ring afar:
And, w from {he Loremost var.
where

e hat smeode alt amn-t
Heos . .
Atere fair than the T
e zermeal to fair NHE
Xhe saw, shie Tove:d him, amd her beart
Before Achilles, Pelens’ son,
Threw all its guarded ptes apart. -
A maiden Tortress lightly won?
Al, ere that day of heht was dona
-No more of Jaml or Laith recknl he,
But joyed in her new life |
fo of Jove, 1Msidi
She took a gift into e
As one that had a boon 1a stne;
sMhe siole across the ywined Jaml
Whore lay ihe dead withent a grave.
And to Achiles’ bawl =he ve :
Hor gift, the seeret posiern’s key.
“Pomorrow et me e thy slave!™
Moaned to her love Pisldize.
Ere dawn the Ar w clarion eadl
Rang down Meth) )
They slew the sleaping warf|
They drove e women (9 the
save one, that to Achilles’ feet
Clung, but, in swiden wrath,
“For her no Jdootn bug sleath i3 )
And Alere men stoned Pisidies,
In hawvens of that lannted enast,
Amid the myrtles of the shore,
The wonn sees many & mailden gho<t -
Lmwi'y outeast row and evennore,
shades deplore
ir hour of dear-bought  Jove;
ERINL]
The wives Juil. neath hine olives hoar,
Fo dveamless rest, Pisidice! .

Haw

¥ Tt

¥ Andrew Lang.
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GRAVE, GAIY, FPrIGRAMMATIC AND OTHERWISE,

A Vieid Picture.

F all "n]:tit\l<l<-u"’ the nwc;!f:mi-
@ cal i loaxt likely to manifest
visil (0 e loeomiotive works is deseribed
i Y oungs Magazine,” was doubtless iu-
1in what she v, b, hey aeeount
¢ processes observed T leaves il
yoater Ly doubt hew entire understanding
ol thent,

Sraw poiny” she Aold @ frivid, “a Mot
e saml into g et of boses, and you
firow oll stove ligs anl things inte o
iurses, and then you Lavn the rest-lint
slregin inte w Tole in the sand, and every-
bty yells and ghouts, -

“Then ¥ou pour it ok, 1ot it cool n_n«l
ot i, and cher you pnt in it a thing
il hares haoles in it., Then you screw
it Logether, and paint it. and put steam
in it, and it goes splendilly, and  they
ke it o o draftingroom and miake &
Wuepring of " - N

Bt omae thing 1 fx)rgut—lhoy Tave 1o
ke w Goiler, Ome man gets inside amt
wbwe ety uutside, and they ol frighi-
folty. aml they tie it to the oiber
thing, and you nught Lo see it gol”

Cdwelf in @ fesIsoie hrain.
The  youung  Wwoman whose

Bcif Restraint.’

Tt was a very hot
whe wanted Lhe 1
Gur e at just
ieag was watel W
Tieeth fromn e tewin and the station plat-
At its econvlusion the breathiess
| peTapisify ome weatily tenk Hwe baek
trail, ainl w vacwnt-faced youth catie w1t

relicve hime of in grip. -

“Mister? he Twaniresd, “wag yon iryin®
o keteh that tl‘ﬁil}?" ' o

“No, my won,” pepliad the patient men,

9; L wi ing i
AR ws mevely chusing it out of the

A Modest Tribute.

In an equat suffrage parade in England,
Tanmers wers carried bearing porlrails of
women of aceomplishenis throngh the
agrs. At the very ewl of the proces-
sion iwhers, of course, the women could
Nt aee him} came a Jowe wan with a
gonse of humeour.  This indivilual bere
a pike, from which Lung ac-loge figlead,
framed, amd ag ihe 1op ol which: was an
apple—a maolest tribute tn Eve, who hal
Leecn fuite’ pverlooked  in this brilliaut
aalaxy. .

Waller: AI..‘H‘-lqur In Ilke el
gonel

A FRLLOW FEELING,

wilter! A groy Tale I the monp! "
Msleyr regret sise ge leeile biowds ook wle 18

Leading Question.

Sio: 1§ you eould lave only ene wish,
shut wanlid it he? o

Je: [6 wouhl e that—thal-oh, if T
anly dared o tell you whint it would be!

Bhe: Well, go oo, Why dy ¥ Hlp-
s | hrought up the wishing subject?

€ 5 b
Too Candid.
tirown old i the servien of his masier
Al anistress, James was o privileged re-
lainer. Mle was waiti ai table  one

Strangely enengh, tle vequest was
wored.  Fhen the hostess notived the
sile, and renmrked in o wost perenp-
{owy manner: ™ Tames, Ars Jones basn®
A fish furk, Gt Ler one at onhee!
Ll = eanpr b
wlast ot i
a hsh fork® .
gutlwd to the

mre bax naw been yele-
1.

'
It Trid Not Matter.

Thiy were on their haneymoen and
were =panding it amid:l the nmountaing of
{zertand,  Nearly every day they ats
1tenmpied Lo ¢liwb to a Tresh height.

Flushed  with iriwmph, parched  and
seant of breath, they had al Jusg gained
1he summit of a lofiy peak,  Then they

wd the wilfe when she
UWe hve frampe
wive s eaati-
{en 1he glas<es!”
T “replied the bus-
tahing 4 s=nadl Nask

eee 1% wx b

lmu-.!‘ ot of s
pockei. There’s wa one aboo! We
can shinh as oacil ont of the dmntet

& & A

True Hospitality.

They were slrolling players
that’s what 1 alled themaelyes,
alent wis as -mall as their ¥
a To add Lo Lhis, )
the Iiitle country {own minus their cos:
{umes and rather bazy as 10 tarir Jipes,
periornuines ook ple
= frosi ool Ui worst Jde-
enpechind a fearin! voast-
urier of 1ie paper, and
there was rusi 1 wnrning for
Lhe Joeal o, Buot, with Uy i
Sy Lo strangzers, the Jollawi
appearel ¢ 0 The - - oy
ed lasl night at the Town 1k
Lynnet  The veudilation o the 1he
wax perfiel ra rendered a
nanbher of :

at Teaslt
‘l‘hn'::‘

seription. I
ing Frome thee

Never Batisfied.
Catgme mon,”? writes sl eofrespendent,
arn never nalistied 1 was talking 1o
ol dapmer abont hie bunyper vrop of
Bay.
Soyan'ye roken all reeords, haven'd
1 oraid

v he answersd 1 Uve brohen
atl tevgrds for hay, and 1o mistahe!

Toaignd U owaid 1 CGood P AmE el ma
tell you s a pleasure to mest inr er'e
w perineily atisfied farmer!

The obl man chewwd o straw medilas
tively, - . .

=Wl T dan't o w0 fur an {0 say T'm
periectly . matisied,”  De yoplied, ‘Yom
see, L ain't got a bale of bad lay this
Jeur Lo feed the dry cows on' ¥



