4 CHRONICLES OF CLIVEDEN.,

Santy Clause’'s Wife.

“Say, Elise, do you know Roland ?”
“Roland who? Be more precise, please.”
“Roll and butter, yah, got yer honey.”
“Oh, how feeble. Have you seen the hoe?”
“What hoe?”

“She bumps—now we're square.”’

“Oh, mean! 1 don’t know all your weird
places in England.”

“How should you? I don’t know any of
your weird places in Canada. Anyway, do you
know Lena?”

“Tena?”

“Lean agin me.”

“Oh, stop, Angus, we can be just as funny
if we want to, you know.”

“(Oh no you can’t, you can’t put one original
over me.”

Elise thought hard; she had England’s
reputation for fun to uphold. In despair she
laughed out at him, Do you know Isaac?”

“No, no,” doubtfully.

«T sick, get a doctor!”

“ Hah, ain’t that awful; any more?”

“No, I can’t think of anything else.”

«“Well, here’s one for you. Do you know
Michael ?” :

“ Michael who?” amiably.

“My calling card. Wow, wow !”

“Help, help!”

“0o was saying ’elp?
m’selle ¢

“Qui, m’sieu, you can. Please drown
Canada there, he’s boring me” (this very non-
chalantly).

“Boring how ? you say boring. Was
m’sieu Canada rude to m’selle?”” (very ﬁercely),

“ He only pulled my leg.”

Horrorstruck, M’sieu Alphonse looked
fiercely at Angus. Anyone even mentioning
a lady’s leg in France—

“Say, now don’t let that cut any ice with
you, Frenchy, she’s only jollying you.”

«“Joli, joliing; what's that? Moi je ne
comprends pas. Pretty? Oui, mon dieu, she’s
pretty,” and M’sien Alphonse howed deeply
from the waist to Elise. Elise flushed. She
never could get used to the Frenchman’s suave
politeness; she understood the Canadian’s Jolly-
ing”’ better.
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