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Wh~ here, Tell Me Whtre, H
M-% 'st reptocolccus (;oine?"

;isi tht I)aze,'' lr "Thle Nig
ikfter 'rhe Marning aftcr The Nig

oîkng<f j udgitîg Stock) -B
l ie% V -N ie, if all Thiose En<ltariîîg Vout
(lî,rîîî, WVere ta Faîde,''('îî<

~Iîîtht Lights Bîtri Lom'
ý'ieîe t y.i he.îr t his dit ty h. i(

1.ilt er nieliol is gi<il.

'lh uArt thle I'Iîw er of NI y Heatrt
(*iii<.tpailoois, P'eîtaiîîrouîs, Epigý

Bllst lie the Tics that Bjîîd' (esj>et
i.iil'V if theY do sia wlîcîî thoi car is (In
ini t hree mîinutes).

'iaLite" (the cais just gont..)

J ttst A'wcaryin' for N'tu- (spcakini
î>f a certain cat which pays îîîwturna
visi t, to a (ub Allcy.)

"\\lies) (ares; My Heart Bis1,eît'
(a '.ery rnaurnful clirgc, sung only or
special occasions by the MWaldo-Skinnei

A~ peculiar thing about bachelors is
that they refuse to change their quarteri
for a lietter half.

0
Mr. Unwein (English lecture)--' Wc

find rnany of the t:aiadian authors on
the -bang thc trumpet, blow the drum
style."

XWill the Jltrsal w ha fatnnî l castoîr

as cewenhre ai "Mac" Hall ki 11(1v
relurn thle s;i me Iii ite. %WJ j. B. K.

hit %'V ill lnit ice lia lîranmit a h -
hit ittit-s bave lîet'olic silicee h( training

tabîle %%a insliti lted.

e- I îî'stalle ks Mr. M îmlîr
ig litret.-la
'oi

le G IE

r. Mr, Sullivan anid M rs. I .vîh % Cre
.fritîîds aîîîi eigltiiîîrsanvl îl e
It Caitle ta) expiitî.ting on tht liierit,

îîf thliir resti.te s tsals. M rs.Stî lis .il1 ',
lîîîY m*iis Oile <if thte clealer (liwn. îi f il

ut rea s.
NIrs. 1.vîic' hiijeful Wd an 1 i tiller.

alit t unter. iith ]llies carefully con.l
tt thi lest' facts.

si "()i j ist hall a let ther froîî nt l hiiiv
Mrs. Stlivatki,' saisi MrS. Lynchl umne
inariîg. -He',. gettin' toi îe a greaiu
nia"i, %o hie is.* He v.rote nie that hie
was cîlither as' a papcr away <)lit licvant

z Milmatike- ormewherc. Qi fergit .th'
I tane av, th' llae liut Jimmy is a

woîiulhcr; saone dlay, like as not, he'll lie
Prisidinit.''

'Ayah!- responded Mrs. Sullivan.
t"Sure, it's only this mornin' Qi got a
letther front me own lihoy. Hc's away
off in Riome, (;orgia."'

"%%'bat ssould hie lic duîin' in Romse?",
tnterrogated Mrs. Lynch with sorte

iacidity in bier torse.
'What would hie be doin' in Romie, is

it?" respondcd Mrs. Sullivan proudly.
"It's me that's the happy woman, Mrs.
Lynch. Oi suppose he's down there
playin' cassino wid th' Pope ivery
as'enin'."


