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"IBIDE A WRE."

N AE dont ye've heard yon auld Scotch sang,
A tender ballad o' the heart,

Ca'd botter bide a wee.
It's o' a bonny Ias, ye mind,

Wha WouLa married be,
But àpit er lover off wi' saymn':

We'd better bide a wee; *
A.bit o' Scottish caution yon- ..

We'd better bide a wee.

The burden o' yon auld Scots sang
It bas occurred to me,

To mony things may weel apply-
It fits malst senibly-

This fuious lige that gangs by steaus
An' electrrcitcc,

I'dg;arit think the motto o'er
We'd better bide a wce-

Tbere's little senve in sic like haste,
We'd better bide a wce.

Just tak a glance at Ottawa,
Observe the pooers that bel

They're pilin' up the kintra's debt,
In fact prodijiously;

Fin sore afraid if things gang on
We'll lose our last bawbee;

So m' advice to Abbott is
Yod bottei bide a wee-

Put on the brakes, put in tbe:peg,
Ye'd botter bide a wee.

Thon yon chie!, Mercier, lit Quebc
(I think o'er previously),

Is calculatin' that he'II hae
A big majoritee.

l'in tauld hc's bus>' pickin' oot
1-lis comin' mfinistree,

But, eir0 the eg s are fairi>' hatched,
Hod botter bide a wee;

The best laid schemes o' mice and mon-
He'd botter bide a wee!

MR. MOWAT says the Reforrn Party is "not avowedly
a Prohibition Party." No ; it isti't. It is onl>' pretend-
edly for Prohibition.

OVERHEARO AT SCROOL 0F SCIENCE
OPENING.

(A FACT.)
SHEt-" O boitthis! I wonder what place it is."
Har funtain of ktwwledge)-"' Wby, that's the Fýrum."

Sî~"The Forum 1 Where h it?"
HE-" le Rome."
SIza-" Wel-but-(enittuly)-It's not finished yet, thon,

iit?" -

A FIGGRR 0F SPEECH.
Mr. Meredith throughout bis wbole life has nover manifestod

cither dignit>' or courage when a battie bas beon goingç agaînst him,
and bis appeal to be allowed tao ab~out the wards like sonte waxr-
work lady crowpned soith rose-Jeaves, is wbat in ordina>' parlance
would be termed squealing in advaece.-Lotidon Advertîser.

SEVERED IN SORROW, OR THE LOST LOVER.

T HEY stood in the porch conversing in 10w, deep tones,

could do to catch a few words here and there of the in-
terview. Ris countenance wore a profound air of
dejection, while her pale, sad features displayed a look of
serene resignation as of one wbo bad made up lier mind
bravely t0 face the worst.

IlAnd sol i is aIl over, Amelia," said the youth, as lie
convulsivel>' wrung her hand, obliviaus of the fact that it
bad several rings on it aiready. She gravely nodded-
just a littie nod for as-sent, as it were.

"lAlas, then our dreamu of love is o'er, and the bright
sunlight which formerly seemed to illume our path of
destiny is shadowed witb a pail of gloom."

IlIt cannot be otherwise," she said in a wailing sob,
which seemed t0 well up from the depths of *her being.
"I'Tis a destiny stron-ger than -our will, which cornes
athwart our cherisbed purposes, and bids us sever."

"lAlas, 'tis sever tbus," ho murrnured in hall suppressed
tonies. "lBut why, oh why, have you corne to this
sudden and unexpected conclusion? Why thus blight
the cherished bopes of one who bas long and ardently
enshrined your image in bis heaut?

IlAsk me not,» she cried, swallowing her wad of chew-
ing gum in the intensity of ber over-wrought feelings.
IlSeek not to know the secret sorrow, the blighting cause
which has refît asunder the tie whicb erstwhile linked us
in bonds that we deemed indissoluble. Oh, 1 beselech of
you, do flot press me furtber."

IIAha 1" le exclaimed, as a baleful light glowed in
bis eye. "I see it aIl. Fool 1 dupe! that I have been.
The plaything of a wily coquette, the to>' to while away
the ennui of a passing hour. False one 1 you love
another-it nmay he several others.'

And be ground the cuspador to fragments 'neath bis
heel to conceal the impetuons feelings wbich ravaged bis
tortured bosom.

",'But neyer mind,» he went on.


