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a le sat ticre on the floor, snicare1 with the vixen's blood, I shot hinm doxvn
as if he liad b-een a snake; how 1 inixcd soýme of their blood and tasted it, satiat-
inig the beast within me like a mniser playing with his gold. Then as they Iay
there, lie deaci an(] she l)leC(1110 I cae cunhevn' trse tpnteifr
cever. Anîd thus niy oatlî ias fulfild and niy nature satisficd. M\y chil( l ad
l)cen avcnged and outrage d friendship vindicated."

Il1ere are soine saniples of a mîodern advertis encnt for ncew musical coin-
pos~itions:

"Corne Wlierc _NIy Love, Lies l)rearinig" (withi ilhîmiiinated cover).
"Trust Iler Not" (for 50 cents).
"I WVould Not Live Alw'ays' (without accoiL)aninielt.)
"Sec, tie Conquering Hero Cornes" (withi full orchestra.)
"Wlien the Suni Shial Set No More" (in Q).
"'Flic Tale of the Swordfishi" (withi many scales).

\After thc Hall" (for seconid base).
'Il.onie, Sweet Ilomie' (in \,ý flat>

-Exchangc.

TILE: \Vji.OLET (Das T '"lihei).

A violet iii the fields alone,
In spring's creative hour,

Crouiche(l aIl unniioticed and alune:
It was a hecartsomne flower,

A youthful, slleI)hercl ilai(lel
Camne tripping there along,
So freely, so gaily,

And stirreci the fields with song.
thouight the violet, "If I were

But Natture's favorite flower,
Gifted with ail she hath. most rare.

Ah! for one littie hour!
So mnight the darling pluck nie

And set ime in her breast,
Just laid there, to fade there,

A moment there to rest.
But ah ! But ah ! the mnaideti carne,

Travelling in Beauity's lîower,
And recked not of the violet's pain,

But tranipled the poor flower.
It sank, it died, yet gladly:

"Yea, though I die," it cried,
"'Twas she there, I see there,

Hlath crtîshecl nie in her pride."


