
CANADIAN COUIRIER

A WOMAN'S WAY.
Dainty Mrs. Muffet

At tlie bour of eiglit o'clock
ýPaid a little carfare,

Riding many a dusty block.

Weary Mrs. Muffet
At the hour of ten rode back,

With lier bat aIl sliattered
And the roses streaked witli black.

Yet lier face was smiling,
Fromt lier eyes did triumpli sliine;

For a dollar sliirt-waist
She liad bouglit for sixty-nine.

A STRIKING RESEMBLANCE.
0 N tlie street of a Canadian city, O'Brien metSlrnytli. "Do you know, Smytb," said the
former solemnly, "I met« a cliap in Ottawa last
-week wlio Iooked awfully like you. In fact lie
looked so mucli like you tihat lie bowed to me."

Tliis reminds us of tlie story regarding the
Englisli novelist, Mr. Hall Caine, wlio resembles tlie
late Mr. Sliakespeare of Stratford-on-Avon so
closely tliat wben tlie autbor of "Tlie Deemster"
first visited New York Mr. Ignatius Donnelly, autlior
of "Tlie Baconian Ciplier," stepped'briskly forward.
saying. "Lord Bacon, I believe."

A PROFITABLE StJMVMER.
"Did the Robinsons bave a good time, in the

A'dirondacks ?"
"Perfectly splendid. They lost two of their

trunks, but Gladys got engaged to a theological
student and Irene lias been invited to spend the
winter with some perfectly swell people in New
York."

WITH APOLOGIES.
In the Subway, ýoh, my, darling,

Wlien the lights are dîmn and low,
And the evening hordes of people

Wildly come and wildly go-
In the Subway, oh, my darling-

Thinik not bitterly of mie,
Thougli I slid into an end-seat,

Left you lonely-set you free.
For my bat was cruslied and battered-

My cravat a sight to see;
It was best to leave you thus, dear-

Best for you and best for mie.
-Latira Simmons in L-ife.

NOT THE FASHIONABLE DRINK.
AX~N Ontario citizen, of simple taste in the matter

of beverages, recently visited the Lake St. john
region in the Province of Quebec. At the dinner-
table, lie and some Frencli-Canadian friends were
waited on by a fair "leetie Canadienne," wlio asked
tliem wliat tliey would liave to, drink. Tlie Ontario
guest promptly- and proudly said: "Du lait beurre,"
flot doubting tliat a pitelier of ricli buttermilk would
be fortlicoming. But Marie Josepliine, after repeat-
ing the question more tliar once, went into peals of
laugliter and informed the Frencli Canadian guests
tliat tliis droîl "monsieur"~ wanted buttermilk but
alas ! tliey liadtlirown it aIl to the pigs tliat morning.
So, tlie Ontario citizen, wlio came from tlie city
called Hogtown by its enemies, was forced to content
himself with a liarmless cup of tea. For many a
day, said his Quebec friends, will tlie tale be told
of the strange Englisliman wlio asked for sucli
extraordinary fare.

MUST HAVE BEEN A DOUK.

A MAN wlio frequently took a côns titutional in bis

wlien lie awoke lie found liimself on tlie street in
the grasp of a policeman.

"Hold on," lie cried, "you mustn't arrest me. I'm
a somnambulist."

To wliicli the policeman replied: "I don't care
wliat your religion is-yer can't walk the streets
in yer iîgltsliirt."

A HATASTROPHE.
Mary ha7d a mammroth liat-

'Twas trimmed witli flowers and fruit;
And when lier lisband sat on it,

Slie slirieked: "You horrid brute !"

.NO9T THE FASHION.

A YOUNG lady desirous of buying a silk gown inSone of the new "shot" effects recently asked a
'dry-g-oods clerk to, sliow her sucli silks. Slie did not
see the colouring she, wisbed and said to the. clerk:
"Will you show me sometliing shot witb red ?"

Tlie man looked somnewhat disconcerted for a
moment and tlien placidly replied: 'Tliey ain't
shootin' tbem with red, this year, mia'aii."

THE TALE 0F A MOOSE.

M R. T. H. RACE, of Mitchell, %lio is iii chiarge
of the Canadian exhibit at the Edinburgh

Exposition, 110w going on, tells this: A Scottisli
woman came into the building with lier brood of
youngsters and was examining with interest tlie
stuffed figures of Canadian "big game." "Mither,"
said a Wee MýýacGregor of the party, "wbat's yoni
beastie ?" "It's a moose-a Canadiani mioose." "A
mloose !" echoed the astonislied youngster. "Losh!
if yon's a mnoose whit wouild a rat be like ?"

liad to go to see him about a piece of news. It was
a warm day in early june, but Mr. Choate had a
big fire burning in the grate in lis inner office.

As the interview was ending, the lawyer noticed
his visitor's discomfort.

"Do you thing it is warm liere ?" he inquired in
mild surprise.

"Warm ?" echoed the reporter, who liad got his
news and could now afford to be trutliful. "It's as
hot as an oven 1"

"Indeed !" said Mr. Choate. "But tlien," he
added, "it ought to be as hot as an oven, for, 'you
sec, I make rny bread here."ý-Saturday Eve'ning
post.

APT COMPARISON.
"When I sec what Barlow accomplishes I amn

forced to admiration,' said Bunting. "He lias great
physical endurance."

"Yes," replied Gargoyle. "That man has the
ponstitution of a debuitante."-London Telegraph.

HER LIBERALITY.
Mr. Hennypeck: "My wife lias neyer denied nie

a wîsh since we were married."
Friend: "But-ali-h'm-J thouglt-"
"No, indeed! She lets me wish ail I want to."

-Smart Set.

A Door Designed for thePealn tl fH
-Bohemnian Magazine. ePealn tl fHt

SAD!
Master: "I'sorry to bear, Pat, that your wife

isdead,"
Patrick: "Faîth ant' 'tis a sad day for us ail, sir!
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