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"«CONDEMNED 1"
Bate,.dowei.-That's the new steamer IlCibola." Fine craft,

isn't she?
Our Poe.-Er-I don't care for ber. She won't rhyme te any-

thing, doncher know.

A FRESH AIR DREAM.

ILLY RAGTAG, a
littie boy who lives
in a stuffy ally-way

- in one of our crowd-
ed districts, was told
about tbe Fresh Air
Fund by tbe Kind
Lady who distributes
tracts in that vicj-

bow ail tbe good

are contributing money to send the poor littie girls and
boys wbo live in the midst of squalor to the beautiful
green fields of the country for some holidays wben the
bot weather cornes on. Need it be said littie Billy was
d eligbted-enraptured ? He couldn't think of anything
else ail that day, and wben at night he crept into bis
miserabie and dirty bed, be kept on thinking of it, and
wben he feIl asleep hie had a queer dream about it. He
dreamed that, aiong witb a great crowd ol littie pale-faced
children like himself, he was carried off in the grand rail-
way train to a wonderful place, the like of whicb bie bad
neyer seen. He thought it must be fairy land, with its
trees, and flowers, and green field, and brigbt blue sky.
"IThis," said the Kind Lady wbo was in charge of the
party, "lis wbere you are to spend your holiday. Now,
my little dears, take your fi11 of tbe delicious fresh air-it
is free, free! " But just then a terrible voice bellowed
out, IlNet rnuch it ain't!1" and a great big Demon carne
forth and stood in their path. IlWhere die you pick up
sucb a cranky notion as that ?" bie went on, glaring
fiercely at tbe Kind Lady. "The airfree I ho, ho, ho."'
and he laugbed borribly. IlWhy," said the Kind Lady,
Ildo you inean to say it îsn't free ? 1 neyer heard of sucb
a thing before." "IDidn't, bey ? Where die you corne
from-the earth l'Il bet." IlWhy, isn't this the earth? "
asked tbe Kind Lady, still more astonisbed. III thougbt
so," mused the Demon. "INo, ma'am, tbis is Saturn. The
earth is off tbere,» and he pointed up at the sky. IlI see
how it ià, and l'Il excuse you under the circutnstances,"

hie proceeded, "but the sooner you go back the better
it will be for you, as at present you are trespassing."
IlBut we're on the public road, aren't we ?" the Kind Lady
asked, witb alarm. IIYes ; but you're breatbing air that
belongs to Bungaloo Bugaloop, Esq. He owns tbirty-
six acres of it just bere. Got it in a straight deed from
the king, and I'm bis overseer. Take my advice, now,
and get out." "IBut-but, I don'tunderstand it at ail 1 "
sighed the kind lady, looking very much puzzled, while al
the frigbtened little boys and girls put their bauds over
tbeir nîouths, so that they shouldu't steal the air. "INo;
coming from the earth, you wouldn't," said the Demon ;
Ilthey're a little slow on that planet, 1 believe. But
wbat is there strange about it ?"»I "Wy, it seenis
such a queer thing that anybody sbould dlaim to
own the air, wbich tbe Creator made for al," said the
Kiud Lady. "lBut wby not air as welI as water ?" queried
the Demon. "lOr water eitber," she replied. Ilnever
beard of anybody ciaiming to own water."1 IlDidn't,
bey ?" said be, Ilwby Mr Bugaloop owns 2,38o acres of
that ocean there," and he pointed to tbe sea. IlDear,
dean 1I neyer heard of such a thing 1 " said the Kind
Lady. "IAir and water me regard as two elements of
divine creation wbîch are essential to hurnan life, and not
for a moment to be looked upon as private property. It
is simply monstrous, sir! " and the Kind Lady looked in-
dignant. IIWell, wbat do you say about land; do you
permit pnivate property in M/ai, which is just as much an
essential element as air or water ?" »"Oh, land is differ-
ent," said the Kind Lady with some besitation. IlNot
at al]," said the Demon. IlYour landlords, what do they
do? Siniply charge you rent for using land. Here, our
air-lords charge for tbe use of air, and our water-lords for
the use of water. Where's the difféerence? But my time
is precious. Air in this vicinity isat present bringing $25
per foot, If you like to buy enough for your picnic you
can go abead ; or l'Il rent you enough for the day at fifty
cents per breath, counting sixty breaths to the minute."

Just then little Billy woke up in a cold sweat, and
began thinking out his dreamn. We bope some bigger
people will think it out, too.

THE MIMOCO BOYS.

HEY had a glorious time up at the
Victoria Industrial Scbool at Mimico
on tbe Queen's Birthday. A train-
load of city teachers and pupils went, out on a visit to the happy boys who
are rapidly being transformed froni
gutter-snipes into brigbt, intelligent
and useful members of society in
that excellent institution. The littie
fellows were delighted to greet their

* visîtors, and sbow tbemn ail the clever
work tbey are doing under the guid-
ance of Mn. Hendry-and it was\ etil somgh e o pe the tfoswhbaeeno
coeil ofh to fopes he a eeo
victims of the popular tbeory that*
thene isn't much good in tbe average

street Arab. We know of uothing more refreshing, physi-
cally and intellectually, bereabouts, than a visit to this
school, which is easily reacbed by train or horse. The
only thing likely to qualify tbe visitor's pleasure is the
tbought tbat tbe rich Governmeut of Ontario treats the
Institution in a disgracefully niggardly manner.


