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THE SENSIBLE TRAVELLER.
CLEVk;LAN>-" No use your getting into this cart; I'm only going as far as the Milis bill."
HEN4RY GEORGz-" Ali right; in going ail the way, but Pin thankful for even a slight lift on the journey."'

THE UNSOLVED PROBLEM.
H-e sat him alone in his l'cr/ortoir-
The grim-faced sage and old ;
With the forces of Nature he'd been at war,
And no day for hics had been cold-
For through book and tbrougli scroll,
In a miserly dole,
The ]Dame hall reluctantly yielded the whole
That the Sage had been secking after.

He had worked at the vagaries of OId Probs
Till be liad 'emn ail down real fine;
The toughest old meteorological jobs,
He would hew at riglit close to the line-
And finish cach one,
Âlmost soon as begun,-
And you'd think hc hall simply unlimited fun,
If you heard his hearty laughier.

A bran new almanac he had made;
IIe'd dissected the mounts in the moon;
And scraped the sky thîn in spots as ho played
With bis telescope nights in June.
How to cross thse equator-
The bast ayes in a tater-
The puzzles that vexed whon with almsa mater,
Were unravelled as clean as a whistle.
But the sage Ibis niglit wore a Vloomy look,
And 11 sic gîora mundi traits,'
He muttercd, andi cast aside the book-
-'Twere a theme for fairy-tala fians!"
Though vast was his store
0f mystîcal lora-
He (lt that tbe reign of bis power was o'er,
It bcd vanished like down of tise thistie.

The probleni he vainly hald sougbt to solve
Was a something beyond bis ken,-
Or tome or brain could aver evolve
Thse why, or tbe how, or the when
Ha was sore distrest,
He could get no rcst,
He was slck of puzzles-bad lost tise zest
Ha used to have t0 gobble 'em.

'Twas a subtie tangle he vowed t' unwind,
Oh, the tasie was so fraught with pain !
IlWbat becomes of the blot-sheet you neyer can find
When you want to use it again ?"
« «An-idie -boast 1
Without-my-host-
I've-reckonc*d-give Up 1"He gave up thse ghost.
And 'tis still the V nsolved Problem. T. T.

THE EDITORIAL ALEMBIC.
IN thermal climos where man bas naught to do
But fan himsclf, and mope thse long day tbrougis;
Where slaves sasiduous mix thse cooling ice,
And minister with zeal to cacis caprice;
Where languid houris woo with lustrous eyes,
And valets brush away persistent flics ;
'Tis sweet t0 think on sublunary Ibing-
Each passing hour saine new daliverance brings;
Thse baated term no Sirius aspect wears ;
Life elces with case thse burden wbieh it baars.

But t0 the man wbom anxions cares distress,
Prepating Ilcapy " for th' insatiate press;
Whose duns are fierce, andi printers bills unpaid-
Therinoreter rull ninety <goe) in the shade,-
His work is one excruciating grind 1
Fuseti in the bot alembic o tbe mid,
Devilled andi grilted, like kidnays crisp encore,
lits tortureti brains the captions public core.
This plastic world secms but one torriti zona,
And Tophet weil may lam him as bis own.

CHiARLES HALLOCKC.

I HAD) an old pal, named Cholmondeley,
Whose Comm was unçommonly colmondcley;

He cut quite a dasis,
Made many a mash,

But now he's got spliccd and lives gîolmondeley.

WHY is the Sea Serpent always seen off the Part bow?


