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EpiTen AND [LLusTRATED v J. W, BeNGOUGSH,

The gravest Beast is Lhe Ase; the grasest Bird is the 0wl ;
The gravest Figh is the Oysier; the gravest Man is the Fool.

A Romance of Leap Year.

Maraantke McGCirE McCarry
Was a youth of birth and vank,
Stylish he, and strong and heaty,
Kept the ledger ina bank ¢
Took his soda at the club, or
Flse perhaps at fricadly houae,
Made a point in friendly rubber.
Or whirled his girl to'waltz of Srracs.,

Maratan: ke MctGere MoCarty,
Ou New Year's day st vut to call
On her, who al an evening party
Stole away his et last fall,
Mansanui, althongh his passion
For the lady was most warm,
Kaew she was a belle of fashion
While all that he possessed was ~ forne,”

Marsanvee McGure McCanrty
Thought for sure beyond all douir,
Shouid he propose, old Moriarty
Would ““siton him™ or " fire him out:”
For her papa had oft been known to
‘I'ike a youth who did propose,
When at the door, where he'd been shown ta,
And bang the suitor on the noxe,

And with his form mop the verandal,
‘Then march him to the postern gate,
toot him till he could not staund, or
IMive him forth in the darkness straight.
And now it was that young MeCartv
With fear and trembling called at noon,
fnguired for Miss Mavoe Mokiaxty,
Whe fed him ints the drawing room.

He bowad his best, and Miss Mokiarty
Blushed, when he wished hin. “‘happy new year,”

Electrificd was the young McCarTy
When she smiled and said ** My dearest dear

“lour years ['ve waited for this £cfe a
“* Tede with you—'tis Leap Vear now,

“ A.D. One thousand cight hundred and eighty.”
And she rested her ear on his manly brow.

Aad the old man came in and caressed them,
And cordially gave his consent,

f3ehold how kind Leae VYEAk hus blessed then,
‘They'll married be Lefore it's Lent.

No Cakbs,

Mprs. Perkins on Buttons.

It was one of those charming and peaceful
interiors that the domestic artist so loves to
pourtray. The hour was evening. The
Iast-meal of the day was over, the music of
the children hushed in buliny repose. Mr.
PERKINS, on one side of the table, read his
paper by thelight of the glowing lamp. Mrs.
PERKINS, on the other, and by the aid of the
game luminary, worked an antimaccassar in
o new crewel stitch, The pleasing silence
had for some time remained unbroken, when,
upon lurning over a page of the evening
contemporary, Mr, PERRINS opened his
mouth.

" ¢“Those brown trowsers of mine, MaRI-
ANNE,” he began in a gentle, almost depre-
catory tone. .

“SAMUEL 1" interupted Mrs PERKINS S0

shrillv (hat her hushand gave a little jump
in his chair. ¢ Don't tell me that the buttons
a'e off those trowsers again! I declare to
goodness, I never in the whole course of my
fifc met « woman who was such a martyr to
buttons as Lam. 1 don’t say you cut them
off, I don’t say you do it on purpose, mind !
You'll never have it to repronch me with,
that 1 muke an accusation I can’t prove.
Not at all.  But I do say this, S8AMUET,, that
you're the unluckiest man with buttons

ever heard of. I believe its the way you
bounce into a chair- though that wouldn’t
account for your wristbands, I suppose.
Why can't you learn to walk differcatly,
then ? It must be the way you walk. I
was looking after you, the other day, as you
went down street trying to overlake that
Mrs. & raBlkeque. Horrid little flirt, don't
you suppos¢ she thought you a softy for
your pains ? And, I declare, the way you
swaggered along was something foo ridicu-
lous in a man of your age. 1 wish you could
have taken a lesson in walking from my
dear father, SaMueL. He stepped about so
sofly, I don’t believe he ever lost a button
in bis life.

*Oht Lam sure, my dear,” said Mr. Pir-
w(Ns politely, *if I had been married to
your motber I would have walked quite as
meekly, myself. DBut as to those brown—"

¢ That's right ! Sneer at your mother-in-
law every cbunce you get.  And youwll wear
a thing without ever taking it off your back
for three weeks at a time, and then blame
me for not sewing the buitons on ! I sup-
pose you've ot those identical trowsers on
at this moment, with your suspenders pinned
to them, and when the pin ran into vour
back just now, you thought it a fine oppor-
tugily to turn round and abuse me. I kope
I do my duty every Saturday, Sasmuvkr, in
the way of mending and darning, asa Chris-
tian woman should. But it's your buttons
on the other days of the week that upset me,
and [ don’t helieve the consolations of reli-
sion take buttons into account. There! I tell
you, SaMurL PERkins, il makes me feel
wicked 1o see you coming round, with an
injured air and a button off, at all times and
seasons, and expect me to sew it on. It's oo
matter what I bappen to be abou: oh, no!
Whetlicr my hands are in pie-crust, or I'm
dressing for a call, or—or—anything—I must
stop and scw it on !”

“Yes, MARIANNE," said Mr. PERKINS who
bad caught a word here and there. ‘‘ What
you say has some clements of justiceinit, I
admit. But what I was about to remark
Was—"

“ Some justice, indeed!” burst out Mrs,
Periins afresh.  ““Is it to be expected that
I should always have the exact button, the
exact thread, and the cxact needle at hand to
suit all emergoncies ? 'Why, if you'd ¢ven
pick up your coat and waistcoat buttons
when you see them drop off, it would be a
great point gained. But I suppose now you
wouldn't take fifty dollars and run along the
sidewalk on King street after a button you
saw rolling away ? ch, SAMUEL ?"

““ Well,” said Mr. PERKINS slowly, "I
don’t know—-"

Whereupon his wifc burst into a triumph-
ant laugh, exclaiming, “now isn't that too
like a man ? But you'd let me leave my
work next day and go tramping a mile and
a half into town looking in a dozen shops
for a match to the button.”

*“The shops are very s&y at this scason, 1
belieye,”" observed Mr, PEREINS.

« Very! DButisn't ita curious thing that
a woman doesn’t lose her buttons so ? You
see this shabby old gown of mine 1 thisis the
third seagon for it, you know—and not one
button gone!”

; lutiops, FRANKY.

‘“Look here, MARIANNE, suppose you
come down town with me to-morrow, and
buy yourself a new one. It is a long time
since we went sbopping together, my dear,
isn’t it 7 About those trousers I—"

‘“As to those brown trowsers, SAMUEL,
you know how I have always hated them.
I see you haven’t got them on after all, and
while I think ofit, I believe Tl go and
make them into a buadle, and lay them
aside for Joe in the morning. He's kept
the sidewalk so beautifully. Sew buttons
on them again I wont, not for—"

*“Why, MARIANNT, that’s just what I've
done myself,” exclaimed Mr. PERkINs. “‘['ve
been trying to tell you all evening that Joz—

‘“SaMUEL, 1 don’t believe you !” said his
wife promptly ; but after a few minutes she
took occasion to leave the room, or was for
some time absent, examining the wardrohe
upstairs. The conversation did not run on
buttons after her return,

New Yoar Resolutions.

Mamma to sizyear-old son: You know,
FRrANKY dear, when the New Year comes,
everybody makes new resolutions ; and now,
I want my little boy to tell me what he has
resolved to do, or 0 keep from doing, all
through this new year.

FRrANKY, 0ith o large piece of butter-toglee
tn his mouth:  What are reallutions,

amma ?

Masara, more distinctly : New Year reso-
Whatcever naughty things
you did last year, you will determine to try
and not do, thisyear. Now, dear, think ol
one.

Frayky : I can't think, Tell me again.

MaxMa ¢ Why, you see, good people want
to gel better every year they live. And on
New Year’s day, they begin to remember
how much better they might have been in
the pas!, and so resolve to be different in the
future, and this is what is called making
good resolutions. Now, Fraxkv, [ want
you to muke some,

Fraxky : T don't understand it yet, mam-
ma. Say it some other way.

Marxata @ Why, dear, think of something
you used to do last year that I wouldn't like
you 1o do, and then make up your mind,
very earnestly, that you won't do it this
year. Now, darling, think hard ! What is
it you're not going to do ?

Fraxxy @ Aln’t butter toffec awfully
sticky ?

Mayyma . Why, yes, dear, it seems to e,
but I want you to think about what T'm
saying to you uow, Franky, Aren't you
goingto be very much better than you ever
have becn next year ?

FRranky : Ob, mamma, you said this yenr
the other time—you know you did !

MamMa : Well, of course, dear, I mean
this new year that we have just entered
upon, and which we may speak of a3 next
year, as so little of it has yet elapsed. So,
tell mo darling, are you going to try and he
a good boy thig year, or next year ?

RANKY : I don’t care, that’s not fair.
That’s two years, mamma, and you said only
one year, at first, and FREDDY JACKSON'S
waiting for me on the sidewalk, all this time,
and if you make me be good for two years,
he'll go home, and then I can’t show bim my
new sleigh, and you s2id I might, 3o may
I go now ?

(Ezit FRANKY, while mamma’s face assumes
a thoughiful expression.)

A fashion magazine says: ‘ Ulsters will
be worn somewhat longer this winter.”
Well, then, by George, the men who wear
them have got to wear stilts, that's all.—
Burlington Huwkeye.




