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PROBABLY BY REV. DR. PARKER, LONDON.

0 1 HAD I the wings of a cow,
To thce I would swin i n a year,

Tn hear thy moat eloquent brow
Fondly flashing its gaze in my car.

To lookc on thy beautiful voice
And list to thine eyelids sa blue,

XVhiIst rny liver might outward rejoice,
And my bahr ail turn inwardly truc.

To ask thce ta leave me alone,
And crawl with the speed of a fish,

That always for thee as his own
Anothar might crave what 1 wish.

O ! let us depart for the land
Of water, sa crystal and deep,

Where tlie higers by cork-trees aic fann'd,
Andi the short-neck'd girafl'c walks asleep.

OUR FIRST FIRE.

MX. MOLE had joined our village fire brigade; lie had
a dim. and shadowy idea that during some great confla-
gration he would astonish the natives by sorte act of
unparalleled heroism, and then gracefully retire from
active service in a blaze of glory. Mole described the
life of a fireman in such a piquant, graphic manner, that
I became quite interested, and, in a moment af mental
aberration, I joined the IlHogwash Fire Brigade also."

We attended our flrst fire last night. It was dark and
very muddy. When the alarrn was sounded, I sprang
ont of bed and found a table 1 didn't think was in the
room. Mole awoke with a mnort, and leaping out of bed
with a bound like a kangaroo, he thurnped aur inoffen-
sive stove îvith cheerful vigor and barked his shins. We
groaned, rubbed our lacerated limbs, and reached out for
our clothes. Being in a hurry our garmnents becanie
mixed. Mole squeezed into my new Iavender-colored
pants, and putting on one overshoe, he tare down the
street, yelling like a fog horn. I easily slipped into bis
roomny pants, and pulling on a pair of rubbers, I went
down the street on the keen jump, emitting sundry wild
war whoops on the way. We yanked oct aur mildewed
old hand-engine, and in less than seventeen minutes fromn
the time the alarm, rang out, we were at the fire. It %vas
in a private bouse. 1 assisted four other luniatics ta
smash in the front door ; then we turned the hose into the
drawing-room-the fire was located in the kitchen, but
we wanted ta prevent it spreading. XVe grabbed the
piano, knocked off the legs, and fired it into the street.
1 nearly bent my spine helping remove two large stone
images that stood on the verandah. We had just smashed
in the windows of the conservatory, and were carrying
out the iran flower-pots, when a wild cry of alarn attracted
aur attention to the front of the bouse, and an impressive
scene met aur gaze. At one of the front windows stood a
beautiful youing lady and one of the servants. A ladder
was at once raised by wîlling hands; the heroic spirit of
Mole was aroused ; be rushed forward, grabbed the
ladder, and began bis perilous ascent. The crowd looked
on witb bated breath. He reached the window. He
was nearly ten feet froni the ground; but lie was cool
and collected. With one blow he knocked the windowv
galley west ; tbrowing down bis axe, lie prepared ta assist
the fair young lady down the ladder, but the big fat cook
could be restrained no longer; she threw herself into
the arms of the astonished Mr. Mole, wba left the ladder
ratber hurriedly and landed with awful force in a large
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LITERARY PROGRESS AT OTTAWA,
BODINS (o//lie lî,avj, wýcehtsd)-," ly the way, 1 see Rivers has

written a book of îaetry. Howilait selling?"
S1.oB3KINS (of thec bread and butter ueau)-" Doing very well,

1 thinlc, for 1 saw Rivers yesterday coming out of Devlin's with a
new umbrellah 1

mcud puddle, where the cook at once went into hysterics,
and clawed wildly at Mole's unprotected head. l'le
unsympatbetic crowd laughed, and when Mole was hauled
oct of the mcd a baleful light shone in bis eyes, for lie
espied bis deadly rival, Jinkins, escorting the fair lady
down the ladder. The crowd cheered, and Jinkins was
the hera of the hour. We put the fire oct ; the inmates
gazed ruefully at their slaughtered furniture, and we
bauled aur wiezy oId engîne back ta the roamn.

WVe didn't talk niuch on the way home, but when we
arrived at aur rooni, Mole's long repressed ire burst forth :
IlI ami going ta send in my resignation,".saîd Mole, as he
stalked Up and down, "that Jinkins is an abandoned
ruffian of the lowest type; the chief favars him ; I won't
assaciate witli such a degraded villain," and Mole looked
fierce and disgusted. I gazed at my lavender-colored
pants and my heart ached, so I said there ivas nothing
avariciaus about me, I knew when I had enough. So this
evening Mole wrote an elaborate letter, full of fine lotir-
ishes and erratic spelling, in which Messrs. Mvuggins and
Mole begged to resign tlir positions as hosernen in the
Hogwash Fine Brigade. Our resignation was accepted,
and, strange ta say, they seemn ta struggle alang without
us, which is very surprising, for we were shining lights
in the brigade, especially Mole, who bas Ilauburn " hair.

E.A.C.

THE HIDDEN HAND.


