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HELPING HlM OUT.

11t pa3io~a!dy-" nd, istessPatience, is il] my love to be booiless?"
Stir-" Not necessatrily. II li ýlpa!

IlTHE OL.D CIIIMNEE."

T HEY call tbis anold.time %%inter, lads,
That whistles and whiuls in blinding sheets.

As it did in the long ago.
But 'tisn't the saie at ail, my lads,

It lacks what, nt least, to me,
WVas the strangest, wvierdcst, shiv'riet part,

The vrincl in the old chimrnce.
Ah, n'an), a night I've fainwkc

As the hours solsped,
And cojured visions of ghosts and things
A. iyng .1round my bed.

And, whcw how i've buried my eyes and earsz,
And shivered with agony,

When the storni-fiends set up a louder screech
In the depths of the Ild cinc.

And many a time in the fire's glowý,
I've sat at my old dad's feet'

While 'round us snioked the ncighboring dads,
AIl mixing it bot nnd sweet.

And oh 1 how they'd grumble and groin and swear
WVhen Boreas sbrieked with glec.

And buried them ail ini srnolze and soot
Wiha bis down the old chinae.

Then et Christmias ti-ne, ini the dear oid honte,
WVhen the snowv lay, deep for miles,

And the mistletoc lîung 'ncath the oki oak, beais,
And the girls subiied -wilh smîles;

What fun 'twas bo sit in the fire's red glow,'
'MNidst stories of ghostly spree,

And try flot to jump Nvhen thse phantoins sent
A groin <lown the old chimnet.
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COMPARATIVELY ABSTEMIIOUS.
Paderew ski dlaims that he has frequently spent an hout over one

bar. No %vonder lie did flot have time to get his hair cut.-
1vorh.

H E mnust be very différent fromn-bany of the m isicians

ai a ni over a bar.

COULD RISE TO THE OCCASION.
HE-" Do you young nien ever think?

''CHAPPIE-" Deah tue, ya-as. Yeu sbouid sec nie
twying to decide what tie to weah of an evening."


