
The Poet's Corner.
Ravin'!

(Wîth apologgtes to tii' Original " Bavi to '

Once ou a nîid>tight dreary,
\Vhile poîîdered weak and weary
O'er ai cornplcated sw'itehboard
Meniîtoned, oft iii Signai lore,
Thiîg were in a beastly jrîmhie.
Aîîd hefure 1 ceased tu, grumbie,
tiîddeiy there camie a r omble.
Like P'd ofteît heard before--
.1 iî. a fai>tt myîsterious rumbit',

Srnewlbat louder than befure.
"r>5 the .C." I mt 1ttered,

"tialing up ilattalion Four"1
Siriipix titis, and nothiiig more.

Frrm the miass of piogs ai-liig.
1 s"le"téd une, auj trvîng
Ex ery l'ne thati I couui thînk of;
Sii,,I mosiirtwce la a sce.'

Bot -i nrîsvtr u, foî'thcuu>ilîg.
l'hIotîg tih,' dam nnd macine kept hunniig.

'libt, retrîîark( before;
'Tu. sid 1. pal oîud 'ta1Iîing,

.Xiitîot tlu mv dernaîî ,ding.ý
iraît Itattai iIi>i"o

Tii>" 'aij 1. aîd iiothiîg nîl(r('.

Now niv soul was seized %viti fî>ry,
Thiiigsý'I sail w'ould sîot'k a juiry.
As I raged, anrd stormed. and cutsseil,
As ruoriti seldum, cussed1 Ilfre
Aiuge-r ma, within me huiriiii>g,

Fi. 1, -17. 'phone' an sicd qspîir g,
.Jtimp1 d upoit my feet, and tîîî'nîng,
Srw fie ýS.O. at'the door:
ii lv I and nuthing mort'.

, aid 1, witit firni intention,
M-îu.uîi 1 shuok witiîaprhnsîn

'i t ie why this eurs,,d rî>veuktioît
E, ilIuzzîrîg mu-re alitt miore

Touîî peact' of mid destroying,
L.riuae îh 1 inricl tdepiîre

Laiguýage whieh tii> gods aL>ltur."

Fîîr a mioment be stood gazing
XVith1 expression muet amazîng;
Then tht' words poured in a torrent-
Huiy Smoke! how that main wore.
By the g ods of heathen nation,

11v ail things in God's creatiomi,Wîthout pause* or hesîtation-
Swore, he tili his throat grew sure,
Plairîly. ho cnnlj swear no more.

With a volces now quite bombaetic,
Witb a glance and smile sarcastie,

R1e directed my attention-
To a bug upon the floor.
There he sat, the table under,
While I gasped "Weii, what in thunder -
Is that four-legged wonder
Sending Morse or semnaphores
This I gasped, but nothing more.

'ÇQw ,x 1'>ialii you wýiII hie thurîkiîg
Tu us tri> i v 1,;,, i > dritikijiig,

d(til if \,n aI srpi'i,

li ru me aàiati ue
su) 1 rmmriii oncsin
'C'est le Guerre'; vs, 'tis the, war.'

A1. Vlsjux$sI

The French " PolIu's " Philosophy.
lu Frn elle r,, either iii the, Ari n or not.

I f lot,- therIie ils nu n'eed tu wuir !«x
If il, th1,eI Arnýy, unei' oiihvr îj the> fiirng litre or, îot.

If uli, hre is nu, 11-d t t w urrv!
If in the' 1iriugL iue, un is either wounded or ilut

If rit trr' sn îivd u o
If icu eit is ihrsronsýo rt

If lnot, ther>' 15n ne u o
If erulvwud 'j. ue I'it11I- die or dues liu.

If riot, thr> 1, rue need to wur
II i or ' , uIne IIiItw rrs

The Poem of Peace.

Ml I)Err Kaîs lI'I u s

VIiri t 11irî 1yui> cI thaniik ne fuor,

TI, Saint fIelInl;iMe,

And î>înuh ou ail f1ýeSiîlie

U>îdailtheut > rîîat uIl toi'

(reat Dentsciliarîdiue li,, i>u ail,
Oîîr filcs have )i:iId their fi

In lands wc gavýe theori baci, agaîn,
Our hrest1here are" 'stili.

Meinl rrwni do îe et the artir,
Aecordfiiîg tu) nii rlari;

The fini st Gem»vrctorî'
Since this, Liicmt îorld, began.

Su satîsfiéd mit vat I've dune.
I drew mine gunsi avay

From, Belgium, Rurisia and th>- rest,
Anîd ask them for, 1o pay.

True Germait hearte are (ver good,
And sn mit thome who live;

To ail these countries dat we beat
Much money did we give.

INcei Kuitur I did teach them, ail,
They know now vat it mas;

So having finished my iife's task,
I vent behind the seenes.
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