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THE FRENCH CHAUFFEUR.

A ,SMALL, party of gentlemen 'were once out for
an automobile ride in Quebec. They were

taking the river road froni Lower Town uip towards
Sillery. Naturally, they were anxious to know the
historic spots along their picturesque route. The
chief of thlese wvas Wolfe's Cove, where the general
started up the steep, rugged hill. One of the gentle-
men, leaning forward, asked lin French to have
Wolfe's Cove pointed out.

"Wolf e ?" said the surprised chauffeur, "Mon-
sieur Wolfe? I do not know hlm-Il n'est pas dans
mia paroisse (He is niot in miy parish). Perhaps he
is dead."

"Yes," said the iniquirer, "he is dead somie time."
With this, silence fell upoxi all, as the chauffeur
sped on his wvay, peaceftully ignorant of the turning-
poinits of history anid of the f ootseps of the mighty
v4xo, near that spot, had started up the hill on a

swered gently, "lWe are put *here to help others,
of course."

i'Um !" exclaimed the littie boy, after a moment's
thought, 1'then what are the others here for ?"

A LAY MATTER.
"Would Yeu like the floors in mnosaic?" asked the

architect.
The Springfield maxi looked dubious,
"Would you like the floors in mosaic patterns ?"
"I doi't no so mucli about that," he finally said.ý

"I ain't got any prejudice against Moses as a mnan,
and maybe he knew a lot about the law. As re-
gards laying floors, though, I kinder .think I'd ra-
ther have themi unsectariax."-Harper's Weeklj.

A SONGO0F COBALT.

Bv W. L. URQUHART.

v ou were what La Rose is,
And I' were Silver Leaf;

We'd plight our troth together,
And feel in such hig'h feather,

To think we'd got our noses,
'Bove poverty anid grief;

If you were what La Rose is,
And I were Silver Leaf.

smartest, cutest, best youngster I ever saw, I nev
brag about him."ý-Youth'.s Companian.

POOR ANIMAL.

"eL ITTLE, boy," asks the well-meaning reforme(
"is that your mamma over yonder with t]

beautiful set of furs ?"
".Yes, sir,"> answers the bright lad.
"Well, do you know what poor animal .it is th

had to suifer in order that your niamma might ha'
the furs with which she adorns lierseif so proudly

"Yes, sîr-my papa."-Chicago Evening Post.

A DUTCH PUZZLE,
L OUIE was plodding alongIlabouiring under t]

weigt o a ag wichwasqulte apparent
animated by some form. of animal life, when he in
his friend Hans.

"What haf you got lin dot bag ?" was the que
tion of Hans, as Loiie, puffing fromi lis exertic
and not in the best of humour, deposited the ha
which action caused more noticeable animation
the part of its contents, acconipanied by an audib
squeal.

"I haf pigs," was the cuirt reply.
",Howv manys haf yoti got?" continued Hans.
"Guess," said Louie. "'Guess how many I haf

dot bag anid I will gif you de whole tamn five."
J. W. T.
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