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I mproved
Service.

NEW TRAIN BETWEEN

Toronto, Montreal
and Ottawa

Canadian Pacific
Rai lway

Coaches and Sleepers
The most complete, finest and fastest

service between these points.

C.P.R. Sleeping
spacious berths,

Cars are noted for
beautif ul interiors

their
and

every convenience.
TIME TABLE FROM TORONTO:

Leave North Parkdale - . 9.15 p. m.
Leave West Toronto - - - 930 p. m.
Arrive North Toronto - - 9.40 P.m.i
Leave NORTH TORONTO - 10.00 p.m.
Ar. Montreal 7.00 a.m. Ar. Ottawa 6.50 a. m

Daily except Sunday, stops nt Wcstmount
Tbrough Sleepers for both points. Passengers niay remain

in sanie until 8 a.m.
Leave Montreal . - - 10.45 p.m.
Leave Ottawa -- -11.10 p.M.
Ar. N. Toronto 7.50 a. m. Ar. W. Toronto 8.05 a. m.

ALL, PARTICULAR PEOPLE
BY THE C. P. R.

TRAVEL

TORON TO CITY
TICKET OFFICE

16 King Street East

R. L. THOMPSON, D. P. A.

TORONTO

Seed Com
BY CLIVE PEILLIPPS-W0LLEY

It's but for a ycar or two, sweethcart!
A year-at the utmost, twain,

And then, rich with the gold of our get-
ting, we'll sali back home again.

Jt's six days over the ocean, and six
over mountain and plain,

And wbo that had courage to venture,
ever yet ventured in vain?

The May will be sweet in the meadows,
and welcoming hands will wait

To cling to our hands, my darling, when
we drive to the old white gate;

t is oniy a twelve days' journey; it's
only a twelve months' play-It 's May and the Hope time, Mary !-
t will surely be always May.

The waves sang t'bem "Westward to
Fortune," but somewhere a seamew
cried:

"Farewell to ye seed corn of England"
-Closer she clung to bis side-

Through gloom of forests gigantic, by

She.answered their "Neyer, Neyer" witb
"Only a year for bis sake."

Wîth a laugh at the first she labored,
making pretence to play

At the "chores" that withered her beau-
ty, and wore ber young beart away.

Until Hope crept into the forest, and
Due Whbo lurked at the door

I-leard a wife to a busyband whisper-
"Only a year or two more."

The years stole by whilst they labored,
unnoticed on mocassined feet,

And, one by one, to tbe Silence passed
tbe comrades tbey longed to meecl

Till the lad and lass, who started witbi
a cbeer frosu the old wbite gate,

Had tbey come borne crowned as vic-
tors, would bave won tbeir crowns
toclate.

Tbe lines came intobis forebead, and
the spring went out of bis stride,

Tbe blue was wasbed f rom a woman 's
eyes; the laugh of a young heart
(ied-

If yon fix your eyes on the sky Uîne, you
âee flot the road you roam-

These saw but the fields of England;
tbey beard but tbe songs of borne.

There's a farta wbere tbe buffaloes pas-
tured; a patcb from bbhe forest tomn,

Where bhe flag of bis motber-country
waves over tbe rip'ning corn-

Tbere's a piece in tbc world's mosaic;
a tbought in a new world's brain,

A baunitinig presence of.England in city,
alnd forest, and ýplain.

Men bave bult success on bis failures-
wbere sbe lies under the. sod -

Tbe love tbat sbe bore for ber mother-
land; ber faitb in that land's God

Still linger. The seed corn sees not tbe
wealtb of the waving field,

The Sower alone at His harvest shall
measure the cost and yield.

The Poke Bonnet
Sbie drew it frot its resting-place,
Amid old lavender and lace,

And laughed ID rnerry scorn-
The faded bow and sprays of blue
Forget-mm-nots the border knew-

The featber crushed and torn.

Tbe bonnet on ber brow she drew,
And tucked a wilful curl or two

That ruant played, withîn;
Then witb a.shy, coquettish pout
She smoothed the crumpled ribbons out

And tied them 'neatb ber chin.

His eyes ber mirrors were, and bers
Were soft as rippling water stirs

In dreamland's garden closes.
Forgetful of rny presence there,
He kissed ber cheeks, her brow, ber

11cr lips, twin scarlet roses.

I thought of 4sow ber niother wore
I h t0oThat bnnet, long, long years before-.

A vel wng coy yon lb.
I Z tho gofho I tore the mist

0f lace aside, andI boldly kissed
The face within the bonnet.

How bistory repeats! For me
The poke a halo used to be,

Her mother's brow entwining;
And now, I sce, lie in bis dreamis
Has wrought tbe sanie ideal; it seems,

On ber, an aureole shining.
-New Orleans Times-Demnocrat.

Everywhere
Where have you been, Miss Goldenhair?
And she silverly answers: "Every-

wbere !"
Evcrywbere is the place, you know,
Wbere ever so mnany cbjîdren go,

When over tbhebuIs and the dales tbhey
skcip

On twîlight shores of the drealand
trîp.

Everywhere is a place to bide]3y bhe moony foarn of bbe rolling tide,
A place far over the sea to sail
When tired of rnunain and tired of

vale, .
And off on a butterfly wing of ligbt
Miss Goldenhair Îs a fairy sigbt
Everywbere is a cbild's own land
By a castle taîl and a silver strand

Where princes live and a palfrey
white

Comies down with a princcss on at
nightTo bravel wibh ber on journeys far

Beyond the moon and sun and star.
Ev erywberc is the place you see

Wbeneer you clinih upon my kcee
And we sing and sway to tbe hittle

tunle
0f roses red in the lanes of jun,

And just as you tbinc you are there,
instead,

Jt's mother and mue and bhe tmundle hed'l
-Baltimoare Sun.

For Every, Day
BY MARY DICKINSON

We sheuld fill tbe hours with sweetest
thimgs

If wke bad but a day;
We sbould drink alone at the purc,ý,

springs
In our upward way;

We &bould love with a lifetime's lovt
in an hour,

If our bours were few;
We should rest, not for dreais, but

for fresher power
To be and to do.

We sbould bind our weary and wanton
wills

To clearest light;
We sbould keep our cyes on tbe beaven-

ly buIs
If they lay in sight;

We sbould traniple tbe pride and the
discontent,
Beneath our f cet;

We sbould take whabever a good God
sent

With a trust complete,
Wc should waste no moments in weak

regret
If the day were but one;

If wbat we rememiber and wbat we for-
g Went out with the sun;

We should be from our clamorous
selves set free

To work or pray,
'And bo be what our Pather would have

us be,
If we had but a day,

Ason
*Good-bye: nay, do flot grieve that ib is

over-
The perfect boum-

That the winged joy, sweet, honey-lov-
ing rover,

Flits f romn the flower.
fGnieve not. It is the law. Love wilI

be flying-
Yea, love and al!

Glad was the living, blessed be the
dying,

Let the leaves fal!
-Century Magazine.
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