
D EMI -lT'ASS E
Iust a sip of darkest Mocha,j

As the iazy moments pass,

O'er the fragra&t Demi-Tasse.

THE LENTEN LADY.
In other days fair Ethel would

My humble gifts admire,
Devouring chocolates whîle we sat

Before a rosy fixre.
But now upon nîy bon-bon box

Reproachful looks are benht;»
"Oh, no, I couldn't touch them yet,

Because, you see, it's Lent."

rond Phyllis has artistic miood4,
And loves the daisies mieek;

She thinks it is so sweet of me
To offer flowers each week.

But when to her bright daffodils
And mignoniette 1 sent,

She said: "The violet's the flower
I care to have in Lent."

And Margaret is of romance fond,
She Weymnan likes and Hope,

And can discourse of heroes bold
Who just escaped the rope;
But when last week a thrilling tale

AIl bound in red I sent,
She looked on me in pained surprise:

"I niayn't read that in Lent.'

Sweet Helen brought mie deepest woe,
And turned my skies to grey;

Since lier 1 deem the best of ail
And gave my heart away;

But when some sweetness from her lips
To steal I surely meant,

She sternly shook her golden head-
"04i, no, Dear Boy. It's Lent."

J. G.

THE PRICE 0F HIS FRINCIPLES.

nerve and he actually button-holed the Minister on
the steps of a parliamentary 1building. He presented
his case with plaintive eloquence, stating that his
own loss from the new rates was nine dollars a year,
and hopefully awaited a reply.

"You are a Canadian by birth, Mr. 'H-"
asked the Postmaster-General, with piquant French
accent,

"Certainly," replied Mr. H-, with expanding
chest.

"ýAnd British ?" inquired the Minister blandly.
"0f course I am," was the prompt response of

Mr. H-.
"Well," said the Honourable Gentleman with an

eloquent sbrug, "I am of.French blood and of Cana-
dian birth. But I would lose more than nine dollars
a year in order to keep that flag waving above me."
The Minister glanced towards the staff from which
the Union jack was unf 'urled and for the space of
twenty seconds the Ontario editor felt almost as
small as he really is.*

AN APOLOGY.

MR. JAMES CONMeE, member from the Rainy
River district, is invariably a source of liveli-

ness when given committee duties. Last week Mr.
fHenderson, of Halton, speaking on the Railway
Committee, aroused Mr. Conmee's ire and the Haîton
man found himself described as a "coward and a
liar," Mr. Conmee afterwards apologised for lis
impetuosity and ail was smiling once more. In the
days when Mr. Conmee had not yet aspired to
Ottawa hýpnouirs but was content with a seat in the
Ontario Legisiature, hie and the late J. W. St. John
tised to make the meetings of the Public Accouints
Committee of 190,3 decidedly eventful for the chair-
man, now Uon. G. P. Graham. On one occasion,
Mr. Conmee actually chalienged the staiwart Mem-
ber for West York to personal combat "outside"

t and brightenled the mnorning session for weary com-
r rnittee members. But the physical argument was

. not practicable and the opposîng members had to
r content themnselves with throwing paper bullets. In

ithe afternoon, following this stormy scene, Mr.
t St. Tohn met Mr. Conmee at the head of the qtair-

want to
ilorninig."

"Eh ?" exclaimed tbe other, wbo could bardly
believe his ears.

"Straight goods," continued the genial St. John,
you see, Conmee, I didn't know that you are over

seventy years old." The disgust of the mîddle-aged
member f rom the west then became unconcealed
and vehement.

INFORMATION.
O NE day a well-known politîcian was enjoying

a chat with a friend at a London hotel, when
a strange young man came up and said:

"Can I see you for a moment, Mr. Dash ?"
"Certainly," answered Mr. Dash, rising.
The young man led, him across the room and

seemed to have something important to say to him.
Arrived in a corner, the stranger whîspered in the
politician's ear:

"I am on the staff of an evening paper and I
should like you to tell me what, you think of the
situation in the East."

Mr. Dash looked a little puzzled at first, then
he 'said:-

"ýFoliow me."
And leading the way, he walked through the

reading-room down somne cteps into the drawing-
roomn, throngh a long passage into the dining-room,
and drawing his visitor into the corner behind the
hatrack hie whispered:

"I really don't know anything about it."-Chris-
tian Observer.

QUITE CRUSHING.

NO other Canadian statesman lias possessed quitc
so keen a sense of anecdotal itness as Sie John

Macdonald, whose memory nearly always produced
a story to suit the occasion. Duririg a sumnmer in
the eighties, a great Conservative picnic was held
at Lucan and Sir Tohn was secured as orator for
the afternoon. The place of assenibly was densely
crowded and a part of the gallery gave way, witbi
no serious results, however.

"Ah, xny friemnds," said Sir John, beaming on the
crowd, which was largely Roman Catholic in re-
ligious belief, "this slight accident reminds me of a
friend of mine, an Orangemnan, who was going along
the road o~ne day when he came upon a Cathlic


