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TURNING THE TABLES.
\TA';I>yiz Dxi Dusxy, our rising colored painter. makes a
seilty of! The \'bite Chicken'Thief - as a subject for bis

copper-stilied consoler. that '.\r. Weakteir's advisers sug-
gested the change.

So Mr-. Wcaktear 'vrote a nice little note to a budding
poet of his acquaintance. and requested Iimii to reel off a
few yards of soul-suds andtiheairt-foaxni for the next issue
of the Guide. 'Tle poet was a iiice young man. He
lookced somiething like a cross between a dissipated banik-
clerk anîd a basebail player wvith the Charlev Horse. He
loomed into the Gidie"s diîigy edîtorial rooni resplend-
ant in a neîv suit, and a dianiond ring.- lîke a mari wvho is
lost to shamie and the bil.collector.

" 1hlaven't got anyv tenmperance poeins on lîand just
now, and I ail*t vers' iell posted on1 the temiperance
question, anyhlowv," lie cxplained. 41Wlhat do you want ?
'T le saine old business-' Father, dear father,' and al
that sort of tlîing-or îvould voit like a new racket?
Hav-e a nice iittle coinic sn.-p. vi th -an acrobatic cnding
up hionie, tliat'll probably catch \ ou. It's not a tenîper-
ance poeni, but I cari fix it ul) for Vou withlt mnuch
trouble. I nîight wvind lier ul) sornehing like this for- yon

ISeer
\Vill makze you feel (]nicCr.

if
You drink it until voit are stiff

Drunk
You Nvill ]ose ail your lackbonc and spunk,

And
H-ave no cash on baud

W'ben
You are sorry and sober again.

]s apt to occur about the lime voit Nvakle ni.p and discox-er your-
self in the Ilich,

WVith the major portion of your inebriated anatorny inîmersed in
water, and your nev $mio plu- bat furniýshing7 recreàbion
and amusement to several sniall boys uhlo are just learn-
ing t0 play football. and I mighlt vrind up tbîs suggestive
and bîgbly philosophic -and also soniewlht bmorous la>',
by remarking that at this rate voit xili neyer get ricb.

Now, iîow does that strike vou ? Somcthing like that
xvhat you want ? Liglit amîd sparkling, and yet teaching
a healthy moral to the readers of > our valuable paper."

"What kind of an ending did you say that xvas ?"' asked
the editor, somewliat lîesitatingly.

It's what wve cal] an acroi)atic endiiîg, in the biz."
"lt seenîs to me to be rather uncertain in its nietricai

construction."
IlThat's one of the beauties of it. It attracts by rea-

son of its oddity. Poetic license aiiows us to do that
right along."

'i'lat don't go," said thc editor, quietly but deter-
iiedly.

W~hat don't ?
Poetic license. This paper 15 opposed to license,

high, low, jack or the gante. W~e can't have it at ail.
Any poct eniploycd on the Guide has got to have a good
mnoral character as well as whole leads of divine affiatus.
No, sir, poetic lîcense is barred out. If 1 let you gzct the
%:edc iii this va>', what's to ])reveflt you coming around
sortie miorning with a hicad like an ash-barrel and breath
strong enotigh to hang clothes on, and excuse yourself on
tie ground of poetic license ? No, sir. "-e iriust draiv
the linc somiewhcere, and right there is where ive draw it."

But I don't drink," said the poet, hastily.
in glad to hiear it. D)rink is a vice It is a hollow

miockery fui] of wild thynie and crceping things. Vou
must bury ail craving for it in the eternal rearness, like a
buttered mceniory that has slipped awav into the back
yard of the dead past and crawled under the canopy of
obhivion. It-

IlI didn't comnc herc to listen to that kindç of talk,"
interruptcd the poet. " I came here to talk biz. If I
hiappen to load up once in a while, that's niy oNvn affiair.
Everybody g-ets full sornetinics. Event the moon gets
fui]. My sou] is full right nowv. It is seething with
thoughits %vhich yearn for daylight. I must poet, and
poet pronîptly. If you'd like aniother sani)le »

ISpring nme one or two," said the editor. Vou don't
seeîn to grasp the idea quite right, yet, but M'I give you
another crack at it.")

1) o you want 'eni coriic or sentimental?" asked the
Poet.

"I don't care." said the editor, Ils'loîîg*s thev're good."
p''îe1rospects stack up beatutiftullv," nîurmnured the

poet to Iiniiseif. l'Pi take hirr into camp now for a
dead moral certainty. How'il this suit your refined
taste

A native of Saginaw, Miich..
Who liv'cd on potatocs and fich,

Has takzen t0 drink,
And %vit>, do you thinl, ?

Because the cool, su'gared the dicb.

"That's not exactly wîhat 1 wvant," said the editor,
dubiously. " Can't you fix up something a littie more
human and touching in sentiment ? Sorncrhing- that wvill
appeal to the hieart as w~ell as te the intellect? That is
very fwnny, I daresay, but this teniperance evii is too
grcat an evii to make fun of."

"Pathos, eh ? W~elI, if its pathos yeti want, iii your
bird. Get your intellectual forceps on this and yank the
subtie beauty out of it:

\Vhen littie Willie's pa got full-
Wbich often ivas the case-

Fls father's coat the boy would pull,
And say, IlLet's bave a race.

We'l run as biard as ive can go,
And see îvho gets home first.-

But Willic's pa just looked at him.
And cursed, and cursed, and cirst.

"1 don't call that poetry at ail," said 'the editor. Il I
could writC better i)oetry than that myseif, and 1 don't
profess to be a poet. I guess wve can't conte to an under-
standing. Ill hiave to bry sonieone else."

And the poet departed with a suilen counitenance.
CECIL STREET.

OUT OF PLACE.

JIMMY-" I dreanmt 1 was ainong angeis ]ast night."JSAMMby-".Didn't you feel mean?"


