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MEAN THING.
SPLUNKETV plunked on niy IlFairbanks and Cole,"
jTill my fingers were blistered and sorc,

1lwrestled wich " Comra.des," " The Darkies' Patrol,"
IlAnnie RZooney," ind jigs by the score.

1 told her jusi howv a good banjo is made,
Explained all aboit Il bridlges " and Il frets,"
Hlarmonies "and Ildruni cýhordIs," and how they are played,
Anci how tu get pretty Il cfects."

I tuned ttp the strin.gs so they woildn't sourid false,
And dashed off an " essence " or twvo,

A Ilu, twvo Ilreels,"e a '- gavotte " and a Il wvltz,"
IlSweet VTiolots," and then IlPeek-a-Roo."

1 wvorked in a scries of rich Ilflor]d chords,"
Th-nt made the old banjo ring.

then played 1 "Home, Swcet Homne," escaping discords,
And linalIy breaking a string.

It was then she Iooked up' cute, ctnnin' and coy,
And said, in a voice blithe and gay,
If you are so fond of the banjo, dear boy,
I wonder yeu don't Iearn to play."

M,\A\WELL DRtEw.

A TROTTING HORSE AT A RIFLE MATCH.
Q OME Years ago a rifle match was being hetd at a

SCanadian frontier town on the batiks of the St.
Lawrence, at wvhich an amusing incident occurred.

A heavy storm came up about noon, and drove ail the
competitors into a large refreshment marquee, where
they were soon sampling the sandwiches and beer. The
tent was roomy, and an American gentleman, a ver>i
horsey-appearing man, had driven his handsomne trotter
under the canvas for shelter. The animal soon attracted
the attention and admiration of aIl present, and particu-
larly of a certain captaîn of rifle volunteers known among
bis firîends as a bit of a wag, and whose soubriquet was
the Dark Captain.

The conversation naturally turncd upon the subject of
fast trotters and fast time generally on the turf, and the
D.C. stated to bis companions that hie had seen soîne
very fast time made by trotting horses, and once lie had
been presenit when a mile ivas muade in r.95.

"Where was that ?" askcd some one of bis friends.
"On the road between Troy and Albany, N.Y.,"

quoth the D.C., who liad kepýt bis eye on the owner of
the handsome trotter, and observed that hie was listen-
ing attentively to the conversation.

Il'il bet $ioo no such time bas ever been muade!
shoutcd the horse owner, coming Up to the D.C. with
blood in bis eye and a big roll of bis in bis hand. The
friends of the captain here whispered to hlmi to be Icare-
fui, as this man would probably know more on that sub-
ject than hie would, and above ail flot to risk any nioney ;
but hie would flot be warned, and. çaid to the excitcd
horse owner:

IlI don't care to bet so miuch as that, but 1 don't mind
a sniall amounit on it."

IlWeIl, I just bet you $ro to $î on this thing, if you
like," said the horse owner.

IlDone with you," said the other, and then divers of
the bystanders intimated their willingness to put up $io,
and very soon sorte haif' a dozen bets were made, and
the nioney deposited with the barkeepcr.

INow, Colonel," said the horsenian, Il will you tell us
when that mile you speak of "'as made in less than two
minutes? "

Il 1 bet," raid the D.C. quietly, Il that the mile 'vas done
in1.95."

Ilell 1 thunderl 1j Ain't [that less than two min-
utes ? »

IlIf you ask niy caudid opinion," quoth the captain,
"I should say it is not, but you can figure it up for your-

self; in the meantime 1 claimi those stakes."
And then a sozzething seemed to strike that horse

owner, and hie looked round at bis friends, who in turn
looked at hlm, and then at each other, and fina]ly at the
ont>' open eye of the horse, the other being closed in.
honor of the African hie h-id discovered in the fence.

IlSold 1 by thunder 1 " he roared ; Il r.95 takes the
bun. Colonel, what ivili you and att yourniilitary friends
take ? Set 'cmi up, barkeep 1

And then there were

Little drops of liquor,,
Little lumps of ice,«

Little grains of sugar,
Little lemion slice.

Little clash of bitters,
Little shakze and strong,

Little silver taken,
Nod! Gulp! So long!

F.C.D.

LL

THE ENGAGED ONES.

SHE-«" No, birdie, no! Do flot ask your own petsy-wetsy to
climb over this stone fence. Let us go home by thc mill. I have
my reasons, birdie 1 "-.Ufe.


