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Verse Old and NeW
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The Gantlo Bulragetto {Londeon,
o 1913).
, HE genile suffragelte aLocul up
.~ . Amid @ erowd, man driven;
"Her eyes were eager. for tha
fray,
No quarter asked or given;
Bhe had three billies on her arm
And the atones in her hand were seven,

Her robe, wrought of some sambre’ stnﬂ’
No "broiuleries did adern, -

But “Vutes for women” at her hreast
Wag pinned securely onj; '

Her corn gold bair was tumbling downs,

.. 1t made her look forlorn, E

Her .seemied she had not been for Tong
Oue of those roisterers;

All sweetness was not }et quite gone
Frowm those blue eyes of hers;

Yot to the “Cavae™ her soul was pledged
For this and all the years,

fhe rmqed her little hxmd and’ then
A stone went hurtling by, e

It missed a man by half an ineh
But in another's eye ']

It 1odf'men!. found. ¥e gave a yell
That reached to heaven hight. .

And then she took her billy up

And jaid about her well; PR
Her seemed a very lusty. maid,

For leads began to swell; ..,
The uproar most terrifie “as,

he was raising merry

And "Tadies. ladiest” ened, ihe men,
“Deaizt—this fray, we fear
May damage do to life and limb,
And one to death is near
: The suffrarette she heeded nM—
She sneered (I saw her cneer),

. AXew York Times,
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Port of Holy Peter.:
The blue laguna yocks and quivers,
“Dun gurgling eddies twist and spin,
The climate does for people’s livers,
. It’s a nasty place to anchor in
1s Spanish “port,
Fever port, » R
I‘ort of Holy Peter.

The town ‘mgms an the sea-beaches,
And the town's mad with ihe stinging
flies,
The drinking water’s mmtly leeches,
It's a far remove from Paradise
fe Spanish port,
Fever port,
Port of Holy Peter.

There’s sand-hagging and thront-slitting,
And quiet graves in the sea slime,

Stabbing, of coume, and rum-hitting,
Dirt, and drink, and etink, and crime,

In Spanish port, . -

Fever port, !

Port of Holy Peter.

“ .

All the day the wind’s blowing
From the eick ewamp below the hills,
All the might the plague’s growing,
And the dawn hrings the fever chills,
In Spanish port, -
Fever port, .
FPort of Hﬂly 'P(_fer.

You get a thirst therews nr] elaking,
You get the ¢hills ami fever-shakes,
Tongue yellow and head aching,
And then the sleep that never wakes.
And all the year vhe heat’s baking,
The sea rots and the earth quakes,
In SBpanish port,
Fever port,
= Port of _Ho]y I'L-fer

—From “The Story of a Roumlﬂ]Iouse,
and other poems,” by John Masefield,

1913

Bweet Gontant.
Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden
slumbers?’ : A
O eweet conlent?
Ari thou rich, yet is t.hy mind pe:plrxd
- . ) punishwment!
Doat thow laugh to bee how fooks are
vex'd
To aidd to golden numbers golden num-
bere?
O aweet content?
content !
Work apace, apa.ce, Apare, apace;
Honest labour bears & lovely face;
Then. hey nonny nonny—hey nonny
honny! . .

O aweet, O aweet

Cangt drink {he.waters of the eriuped
spring?
0 eweet content!
Swim'st thou m wealth, }11. uink -ﬂ. in
thine own tears? ’
O punishiment!
Then be that patiently wmlt‘s burden
bears,
No burden beams, but w a hmg. a king!
O eweet content! O sweetl, O sweet
content? .
Work apace, apace, apave, apace;
Honesi labour bearn a lovely face;

Then 'he-y nonny nonny—hey nonny
nonny!
—Fronl “P‘lent Grisgel)”
. (Tlmmas Dekker).
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i‘luwers.

I will not have the mad Ulytie,
Ahose head s turned by the sung

The' tulip. i a eovurtly guean, ¢t
W hon, therefore I will shun;

The eowslip s a country weach,
The violet is a nung

But T will woa the dainty rose,

The queen of every one.

The pea is but a wanton witch,

- In too anueh -haste to wed,

And ¢lasps her rings.on every hand;
The wolfighane 1 3Imuhl dreqst;

Nor will 1 idreary roscemarye,
- That always mowrns the dead;

But T will woir the dainty rose,
With her eleeks: of tender red.

n

‘The lily a all in white, like o salnt,
And so ia no mate for me,

. And the dainy's cheeks is 1ipp’'d wilkh a

1Humh,
.. She m of surh low degree;
Jasmine ia sweet, and has many loves,
And the broom's betroth'd to the bee;
But I wilk plight with ihe dainty rose,
For the fairest of all_ s she.

—Thomaa Hood.
0D

Spring Bweeitneas.

I stood tiploe upon a little hild,

The air was cooling, and ea very atill,

That the sweet buds which with a mods
et pride

* Pull droopingly, in slanting curve anide,
_Their'scantly leaved, .md inely tapering

siems,

Had pot yet lcst their umrry diadems

tCaught from the early sobbing of the
morn. -

The clouds were pure and white am
flockr mew-shorn,

And freah from the clear brook; sweetly
they slepé

On the blue fickda of heaven, and then
ihere crept

A liltle noiseless noie among the leaves,

Born of the very algh that wilence

heaves;

For not the .famtmt motiun could be
peen

Of all the nha,d(-e that alanted o'er 1hn
green.

There wan wide wandermg fer Lhe greed-
ieet eye, :

To peer about wpon variety:
Far round the horizen's crysial air to

kim,

Alu.l trace the dwindling elgings of' :tﬂ
brim;

To plcture out the quaint and,.curmus
bending

"Of a fresh woodland alley never-ending:

Or by the bowery wlefte, and leafy,
slielves,

€iuess where the jauuiy streamﬂ refresh
themaelves.

To where the hurrying frnahncsécs aye
preach

A natural semmon o'er their pebbly beds,
—TFrom “Dedication” (John Keata)
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Anecdotes and Sketchés;

GRAVE, GAY,

No Need for a Fence. .
ARK TWAIN waa spending &
summer in a small town while
a subscripfion was
raised by the citizena for the
building of a new fence around a very
ald and  dilapidated- cemetery. Mark
Twain was asked several times for a
coutribution, but refused.

Upon beivgr asked for an explanation
he repbied: *I see no teason for it. Those
wha are in the cemetery can't get out,
amd those that are ount dnnt want to
get in

,oo_a‘

He Hept Hin Reputation. - .

An Anwricun  judge, who lad the
reputation of mever saying an ill word
of any one, was once tackled by =
Tawyer friend who hoped to get him to
admit wrong In somebody,  Tle tried
every collceivable subject in wvain, and
then, eoming 1o a notorieusly. trouble
+gme character, he jnquired: "By the
wiy, judge, what da you_think of this
man Hlank, anyhow?” The judge con-
sidered 8 moment, *T think he has
the finest whiskers I ever saw gru_wn
in Missonti,” “he finally declaved, with
#o much animation that his 1llterl'ﬂ"'-ltﬂl'
wan utterly batfied.

LK 28 4 !

A Gentle Hint.

They had been talking as they ‘walked.
#he fiad remurked pathetically:
must be terrible to a man to be rejected
by & woman!” “Indeed it must” was his
response.  Then, after o while, with
bymipathetic  ingenuoueucen, =slie  ex-
claimed: “It doesn't aeem that I could
+ver have the heart to do it." And
there came p silence between them as he
umlluht i( over; ' - - -

being -

0, it -

EPIGRAMMATIO AND OTHERWISE,

Who “)Tould Fay? -

The taxicab driver was about o o~
ceive his sentence, “Prisoner,” anid the
judge, I am satisfied there is no reagson~
able doubt of your guilt., The evidence
shows that you drove the deceaged about
the c¢ity in your taxjcab for two hours,
then drove him to a secluded place,
strangled him, and stole his wateh, lHave
You anything to say before seatence is
};ronn\meed'f’ “¥Yes, your honor,” “What
8 it%% ~I'd like tu know, your honor,

who is poing to pay the cab hire I
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Not Washed, but Dry-Cleaned.

A revival was being held at a small
coloured  Baptist chureh .in  southern
Georgia, At one of the meetings the
evangelist, after an earnmst but fruitless
exhortation, requested ail of the con-
gregation who wanted their souls washed
white as snoew to =ztaml np. One oll
darky remained sitting, “Don’ yo' wank
¥o' soul washed w'ite a» snow, Brudder
Jonesy? “Mah eoub dong heen washed
wite as snow, pahson™ “¥Whah wuz yo
soul washed wlite ay snow. Dradder
Jonest”  “Over yander to de Methodiy
chu'eh acrost de railrond.” "Ll God.
Brudder Jones. yo. »oul wa'nt washed—-
Wit were dry<leaned” | -

v o @
Olnghtl

Tlu-'y were talkmg of tilp vanity of
wonielt And oue of the few Aadien prmput
underiack a defence;: “Of course,” she
saul A} admit that women aré vain, and
men are not.”’ “ln,. shie “added, with
&' glante around, -“the” pecktie of the
hahdsdnest man in e room: is even
now tp the back “of Lis eollat." And
then alie -m.le‘lvﬂt’or Hvery man prewnt
bad put bie band up behind bis neck!

\

"Honk !

Honk ! ' Cr

A man of the inventive turn ealled on
a capitalist who was always on tlu' fonk-
out for new schemes that wern hkely to
prove monev-makers. U have lere?
eaid the would-he-inventor. produeing
dia model, “an improved ularm cloek

“Itelp!- Help! There'sa a mondtoer <plder In

here—— Oh, pel yor musp't cowre o'’

' Lo :
that will muke you jump, no malies
how asund a<leep you may be” "What
in* the improvempent abgub. iLY*  “You
will obuerve that 1 huve, ju place of the
usual gong, sulwtituted an woto horo.”

The Canny Scot.

It was in a west eml  vesiaurant,
where Namdy went for a drink, anl a0
ordered a whisky and roda, for whichk
they vhiirged him a whole shilling, e
vomplained of the price and said that
le was only aceusiomed to pay threa
pence for a nip of whisky. “Yes, that's
ali well enough.” =nid the barman, "buak
yon've got to pay something here for
the surroundings-ihe velvet seats aal
the mirrors and the beautiful’ pictures
on the wall, and all that” Next day
Sandy went inte Ahe sane place agawm,
ordered a dzink and put down thrre pence
it waa a different barman, but he pre-
teated, * No, ) saud Samdy. TN,
no, mon; thata all right., 1 saw yet
pivtures yesterday.”

N
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Who Lied? - .

Two Seots met in an cighteen-hols
mateh. On one side of the course thera
was & high milway embankment. Over
this railway it happened Jock drove hia
hall.  ‘They huated for it a long time,
Pt counld not find it. Nandy waniled
Joek to give it up, but Jork wouldaa,
for a lost bail means a lost hole, And
finally Jock took a mnew ball frae his
poke, dirtied it, and pretended to tind
it. “Here ‘Lin, ®amiy!” lie called, “Ye'ra
& leear, Jock!" respomled Sandy. '"1I'm
no lecar,  ere 7t ‘re n leear.
For Tve laul it in ma pocket for Juf-
tern minutes!™
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Didn't Dﬂnd His DYealing.

. Appropriate to the home rule question,
& newly published volume of biography
Egiven & story of Mr. Giladstone and tho
then Bishop of Peterborough, the famous
Pr. Magee, The two wera dining to-
gether, and Dr. Magree, in the courde of
conversalion, made it  plam that he
thought the government was not acling
atraightiorwardly, "1 am afrajd, br,
Magee,” Mr. Gladelone vemarked, “that,
Lrisliman an you are, you do not approve
of our methed of dealing with Jreland.”
"1t*'a not your dealing that I don't like,”
the bishop relorted, “so much se youp
ahuﬂhngl" St




