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jolly Jingles, by Blackie Daw.

THE BLAOKER.

I dreamed a dream the other nlight; it gave nie suli an awful

frigit! 1 dreamed that 1 was dead. Straiglit to the pearly gates

I went; to gain an entrance iny intent, but stern St. Peter said:

"What riglit have yen to enter here? Wliatever have you doue, my

dear yov.ng sir, to put sueli notions in your head?" 1 said: "I

neyer drank or swore, or turned a stranger from niy door; 1 paid

miy tithe as well. I went to churcecd Sabbath day and taughit

Mty ehildren hoew to pray, as ail My friends eau tel." Said lie:

"Far better had you swern and wern a khaJki uniformn, thougli not

a stauneli ehureli baeker; for while your brothers fenglit aud died

you sanctimoniously did hide; we've ne roomn for th~e 'slacker.'

Your place is way, way dewn belew;- the place that knows niot ice

er snow, as those now there kuow well;- yen and the slaekers littie

thouglit ef the lieul on earth of those who fouglit; so it's dlown yeu

-- bý 111 Il "RaPt nirqv" said I, "I'd been a duffer to go and let


