
DMI15o-TAS S E
Jîst a siP of darkest Mot ha,4

As the lazy moments pass,
And a murmur of soft voices,

O'er thse fragrant Demi-Tasse.

INGRATITUDE.
JT was miidnight and a dr1771e was falling steadily.

A man shuffled along Oxford Street, Manches-
ter, England, hugging the watts for shetter.
Presently, he spoke to a passer-by:

"Could you give me a copper, sir, towards mny
night's lodgings ?"

".How 'much have you got already ?"
"Twopence, sir; and if I had another twopence-""You can get a comfortable bed in a warm room11at the Salvation Army shelter in Shepston Street

for twopence."
"Salvation Army ?" This, with a decided sniff."Thank you, sir, I haven't corne to that yet !"
It was an experience which recalîs General

Booth's story of the drunken woman who was
carried into a Salvatio 'n Army shelter. When she
r.ecovered consciousness and was told where she
was, she exclaimed in horror-stricken tonles:

"Salvation Army! Goodness graclous, I mustget out of this or I shall lose rny reputation."

TI-i DAY AFTER.
Fromn thousands of ouf' happy homes

Where Santa lives in ctover
There cornes the louid and grateful cry-

"Thank goodness, it is over."

HE HAD.
Nervous Lady Passenger (to deck hand):- "Haveyou ever seen any worse weather than this, Mister

Saitor ?"
Deck Hand: "Take a word from an old sait,mnm. The weather's neyer very bad while there's

any females on deck a-making inquiries about it."

RED TAPE.
T HE widow of a German officer presented herseifat the office in Berlin for the purpose of draw-
ing the pension due bier. She handed in the neces-
sary certificate from, the mayor of the village in
which she lived to the effect that she was stili alive.
-This certificate is itot correct," said the officer in
charge. "What is the matter with it ?" asked the
lady. "It bears the date of September 21," was the
steru reply, *'and your pension was due on September
1.5." "What kind of a certificate do youwish ?"
asked the disappointed applicant. "We must have a
certificate stating that you were alive on September
15," said the officer with great firmness.

ONE 0F OUR WRITERS.
AN Englîish weekly makes kindly reference to "Mr.
lus recent explorations. Atas for Our. owni Ernest!
le would change his namne and now the public is

SO rnixed that it hardly knows the writer of "Wild
Animnais I Have Ktiown" fromi plain John Buir-
rO1.ighs or Theodore Roosevelt.

RATHER PERSONAL.
A PARISH minister when visiting his congrega-

tion felt tired and hungry, and called upon an
01(l mlaiden lady hie feit sure hie could have a cup
Of tea from. After making his request known and
after taking a seat, he observed three cats lapping
Illilk under the table, and exctaimed, "Miss Morris,
'rJethese ahl your cats ?"

on'MY cats 1" replied the old lady, "na, faith, na,
Ianc o' thenu' but I tbink a' the hungry brutes
te parish corne to me when they want ainything

MIXED METAPHORS.
E]WIN MARKHAM, at a dinner, said of mnixed

A 1etaphors: "When I was teaching in Los
81ee I tised to rcad every week a littie countryaerwhose editor's metaphors were an unfailing

loy to 'le. Once, I reniember, this editor wroteof a contemporary: 'Thus, the black lie, issuing frombis base tbroat, becomes a boomerang in his hand,and, hoisting him by bis own petard, leaves him am-arked man for life.' He said in an article on homelife: 'The faith fut watchdog or bis goo(I wife, stand-ing at the door, weIcOmeý the master home with anhonest bark.' In an obituary of a farmer hie wrote:'The race was run at last. Like a tired steed, hiecrossed tbe barbour bar, and, casting aside whip andspur, lay down upon that boumne from which notraveller returns.'"

A SCENE IN THE HOUSE.
A SCENE that was more than farcical occurredin the British House of Commons last session,says M.A.P. Two of tbe most respectable membersof the House were seen with their coats off andwith a staid otd policeman standing between them.The two bad been downstairs to wash theirhands,' and by some miscliance bad cbanged coats.They went into the Ilouse together. One'of tbem,puttîng bis hand into bis coat pocket, pulled ontan old briar pipe ,oi: very strong flav'Our. It wasflot bis. He lootked at the coat, also that of bisneighbour, and, turning to bis friend, said:1"Excuse me, but I think you have put on mycoat."

"I beg your pardon; I have done notbing of tbekind."
"I think," replied the other Parliamentarian,"thîs is your pipe; and if you put your band into therigbt-hand pocket of the coat you are wearing you

witl flnd a cigar-case,"
"Ibar me!1" was the reply, "you certainty arerigbt. What shall we do?1"
"WeL cannot change in the House," observed thefirst member. "l'et us go into the Division Lobby'."
Here is where the policeman came in. Seeing

Blography at a Penny Waxworks
-That's Dickens 1"
"No, 'tain't, 'tis Gladstone."
"Ah, well, they're ail alike-them actor johnzîiE

the tw> facing one another, and, as the saine tinie,taking off their coats, the policeman feared theworst. He rusbed op, and t)tacing a band on the
shoulder of each. ,said:

"Gentlemen! Gentlemen! Not here, please!"

THE WORTH 0F 1-UIS MONEY.

A THREE-CENT rate bas lately been establisbedon the railways running ont of Edmonton. Ifthere were any farmers in tbis vicinity answeringthe description of the subject of this story, I wouldsay that tbe incident took place in Alberta:
"The venerable farmer with the tobaccto-staînedwbiskers and furrowed brow climbed aboard the

lîmited and sbambled into the smoker.
"Mister,'" bie drawled, when the coductor haltedbefore bim, "is that tbar two-cent-a-mite rate good

on this train ?"

"is is," rele the conductor brusquely. 'Where
Teold man fumbted in the depths of an ancient

shot bag.
"Aiti't got no ticket, mister," hie said, -slowly,

"but here bie the two cents. I neyer rode on one ofthese pesky flyers, and 1 just want to feel the sensa-tion. Put me off after I've rode one mnile."-Edmon-
ton Saturday News.

JUST THE PLACE.

T HE Reverend Doctor Newman Smyth of NewHaven was'asked by the representative of oneof the worst of modern newspapers for " a brigbht,terse interview about bell," for its Sunday edition.Doctor Smyth very kindty comptied with the request;bis article was as follows: "Heil, in my opinion, isthe place wbere the Sunday edition of your papershould be publisbhed and circulated."

ALL SHE WANTED.

to thrnuble you, but cnd yez blan me the yokt;
an egg."

A *RGI SUGSIN

AT mlj a lia"tHoe"gve ya oitA T a bila ian is"At of wortld-wide rebputation w asasked to performn. Whien bie bad 1inishied, the lady'syouing daughiter was made to sit down and play berniew piece.
"Now, tell me, Herr -"said the fussy miother,to the great artist, "what do you tbink of my daugh-

ter's execuition ?"
"Madam," he reptied deliberately, "I think itwoutd be a capital idlea."

NOT COMIMITTING HIMSELF.
JN a Scottish court recenitly au important witness

failed to put in an appearance, and the judgeindignantty demianded to know why lie was notpresent. "It's bis duty to be here. Where is hie?"demnanded his honour. The offl.cer with true Scotchicanniness replied: "Weet, l'Il no say that-but he's
dead."-Lawý Notes.

NO FEAR.

"e T HERE is one thing I dread," remnarked John-
soni aha premiature hurial."1Don't worry about that," replied Brown; 'ýthe thingis impossible; there's no danger of your beîng buried

too soon."

SOMETHING SUITABLE.
y OUNO lady (entering tobacconist's)-l. want

to look at sorne cigars, please. Suitable for a
tati young man with brown hair t-Sloper's Haîf-

- -


