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THE HOME SICK PUP.

Last might all night 1 Iny nwake
In & sad and weary suood

My heart was sad for (Lie old times’ sake,
And the tears my pillow bodew

What was the cause of my tear
That were wet till the sun was up ?

I listened all night to the plaintive eries,
The eries of a Lome-sick pup.

- - .

Ye puppe
is sad

ined eyes

I have been
there myself.

The poor little chap was shut in a shed,
Oh, lonely and sad was he;

And his mournful eries would stir the dead,
His mother—oh, where was she ?

He wept all night with a tearful eye,
The little, chap never let up ;

And I thought of the days long past when 1
Felt just like that home-sick pup.

1 sympathise 1 remember the time in by gone years,
with ye puppe.  When first I started to roam ;
I lay all night with the starting tears,
And longed for a breath of home.
s0 when 1 heard che orphan’s cries
~1 knew he was tasting the cup,
So 1 stole to the shed to sympathise
With that poor little home-sick pup.

- * -

On the
Dead,

I got a letter the other day from u wan in
Hamilton who wished he was dead. He
said that though he was a perfect stranger
to we he admived me very much, and red my ritings when
ever he got the chance. 1le wound up by saying that he
wisht he was dead. T don't know what he meant by this
except it was & broad hint for e to go up to Hamiiton
an®™ 1! Tim. This ambition to be dend is a charneteristic of
to0 1any people in this country. Your blood would ran cold
with horror i you knew how many people every hour of the day
most earnes.dy wish and pray that they were dead. Your wife
wishied she was deal when you eame Lome head first lust night,
and you yourself wishel yon were dead when you woke up this
morning. No live man shoul! wish he was dead. What guod
is a man o/ or he is dead—ouly a bill of expense and a trouble
to his £/ nds.  Peoplg who with they were dead never die, but
worry ) death better people thun they are.

The graveyards are fall of people who lost their health
taking care of people who wished they were dead.
rest assured that the man who wishes he was dead ig no good

on top of the earth.

Lou can

This is on the dead,

Bob Dandy. this town who

There are some papers 1u
wake a great fuss over the news-boys, not
frows any missionary wotive, I'il ve bound, but for purely
business reasons. *The chief fukir, and he is mean enough
to stenl buckwheat from o Liind game cock, is fast develop-
ing into a loeal preachior. He las got all the symptowms,
indigestion, impertinence and a whine, and I expect him to
stop me on the street sowic d ask me if I'm a follower
of the Lord. The movement in its self is a good one and
the glory of it is being reaped by everybody but the one who
mangurated the movement. I speak of Dob Dandy. There is
boy in the city-but knpws Bob Dandy, and for the

graeadi!y and fmthfully for

past ten years hie hins been worl
little friends and now when th
ever had in his mind's eye, we don't hesr a word about Bob
Dandy. Men who don't know a solitary news-boy in the city by
ame are wearing the laurels that Bob Dandy earned by good
uard missionary work. Ask the boys if they know Bob Dandy
and they will teli you he is the best friend they ever had.

et s formed, which hi

The Girl who e veurs ago 1 v cote versesentitled ¢ The
Giggles in  givl wh le th and those
the Choir r travolling around yet. It was

witted, however, that there was
" v i them as they dealt

say it auvisedly, s

) appear to think that they,

hecause they sit in the ehoir, have a license to grin, giggle,

cory enofle, gnoer, whisper smirk and make a holy show of
elves generally.

"ho way 1 eame to write thoze verses was this
sweetheart as pretty as a

in choir,”

wlely with a privileg ass, |

privitezed  class. A class wi

: I hed a dear
pech, with a face like a Johnny
-l'llfll“lp peeping up at you from the grase.  She pounded
type-writer for a living and the newspaper hog who empl

her gave ber four dollars ($14.00) a weelk for her services. Neve
theless she was a perfect little lady —and wy grandmother
approved of Lier very much,

Ittle

Indeed when grandwmother biought
me down my dinner when the whistles blew for noon, she alwvays
had a piece of pie or a dough nut concealed about Ler person
which she fed to the little type-writer girl in the secret reccsses
of the gun room. They became great friends, but they would
cease apeaking and look absently ont of the window when I cam
upon them suddenly. Now this little gi-rl,l will eall her Birdiv,
for convenience, sang in a choir.  Now she couldn't sing—none
of them can—she had n cracked china, bric-a-brae, egg beater
sort of a voice with a buzz in it as if it leaked some where, and
this accomplishment gained her admission to a big mixed choir.
In an evil moment I brought grandmother to that ehureh.
Birdie sat away up on a high seat behind the preacher, very
much in evidence. She was very much drossed, and all ghro’
the service or whatever they call it she kept up an animated
conversation behind her fan with a lanky galoot who sang bass.
He wore a low necked deess in order to.show his Adam's apple
which was as big as a hen's nest and looked like a tumor.
When he sang it moved up and down his neck like a doomed tat
in a bran bag, and he had a voice like a fog-horn. She wasn't the
dear little Birdie of the working duys«. Surely this girl with the
mirk and grin, the loud ribbons and the pietare hal, the con-
spicuous rings and locket, the mamfold bangs «nd erinps was
not the Birdie, the sweet, flower-faced Birdie of the week before.
Surely this ill-bred hussy in the cloir, who seowled down on the
congregation as if they were inferior cattle, and blossoned into
a smile when the yahoo with the Adam's appl
thing into her ear, was not my Birdie!
no!

gabbled Some-
No, o thousand times
And that is why my grandmother is still keeping house for
me, and that is why no listle Khan or Khanette carries me my
dinner pail when the whistle blows.

These painfal memorics were awakened in 1y mind on read-
ing the account of the snubbing that General Booth gave u gang
of gigglers in the choir gallery of Wesley church, Hamilton,
some days ago. He said he was not accustomed to such exhibi-
tion of vulgarity and low brecling in the slums of London, or
the purlieus of Glasgow or Belfast. To borrow » mixed choir
expression, he gave it to them in the neck. The ministerial
association of this city should get General Booth to come here
right away. A giggling alto, a smirking soprano, a grinning
tenor and a yahoo basso, detract from the dignity of the preacher,
distract attention fron his diseourse, lend a vaudeville and
variety show air to the proceedings and gives one the impression
that the next act will be a skirt dance « la Carmancita. Not
tiat the choir shiould be blamed for all this, for the preachers
themselves have borrowed largely from Barry Sallivan and Tony
I'ustor, and the ministerial clown and pantaloon, and the evan-
gelical contortionist and mountebank are not unknown to the
pulpit.

* " »*

actress Ada Gray to-night
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Aceademy of Musie, the grand old
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