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BE THE HOCKEY-POKEY 1
CASPY-"« Look, Sullivan 1 Get on ta the new stoyle av walkin' cane,

wud yez!"

She had made this remark for the fourteenth ture in
the course of the P. M. But artless utterances of this
sort, vapid though they may seern ta those who are flot
in it, sa to speak, fall with a patent thrillfulness upon the
ear of the true and soulful woaer. Repetition palîs flot
to the heart sustained and soothed by the assurance that
the bull-dog is chained up in the backyard, and the old
man laid up with the grip.

"lDo you really, Iuylove me, Algernon?"
"lOh my ange], do you, cati you, doubt my eternal

devotion P
And theri they trysted sorne more in low, faint gurgies,

tili the gate creaked on its hinges. Algernon, as lie paused
for a breatbing spell, thought of a pun about the h.injury
inflicted on the portal, but wisely refrained from ernitting
it. Nothing mars the sympathetic flow of feeling on such
occasions, like a crude and untimely jest. e

IlAnd yau are sure that you do love me more than
anything?' cooed Matilda.

And for reply he reached for another mouthful of pearl
powder.

IlI have but anc wish-to make you happy, my gentle
cherub. Oh, I would lavish ail the treasures of earth at
your feet. Let us flot linger, but grasp the bright future,
wvhich destiny has showered upon our pathway. FIy with
me this hour? "

"lNay, but Algernon, consider our poverty. Had I the
dower of a princess, al- aIl -should be yours-but alas,
we are penniless! "

IlNo," he cried triumphiantly, giving vent to his emo-
tions, "lSay> not sa. 1 arn no longer poar. I bave
wealth, ber-right glittering gold and you shaîl live ini
luxury.",

But what-howP
'List--I have succecded in a great venture. After

devoting weary days and nights to wrestling with a prob.
lemi, belore which sorne of the keenest intellects of the âge
have shrunk back baffied and.appalled, at Iast-at last I
have solved it and arquîred .famne and wealth. I have
-%on the first prize in the great' Weeklj' Sockdologer com-
petion, entitling me ta a Dominion senatorship, aliundrcd
acres or land, a mansion an Jarvis street and an untar-
nished escutcheon-and ail-all-is yours, for keeps, if
I rnay thus express myself."

"lBut, oh, Algernon," crîed Matilda, as she wept
tears of joy and convulsively carressed his north-
westerly ear Ilhow didst thou, at one bound achieve
that for which mien have struggled for weary
years? "

"rhus," replied Algernon, drawing himself up
with a flush of manly pride, IlI gave the first and
only correct answer to the question ' If my mother's
son is my sister's brother, what relation would I
be to my father's mother-in-law ?

"lAh 1 " exclaimed Matilda. IlThen, indeed, 1 amn
yours forever. 'Tis flot tîtie or land or wealth, that
lures me to your side. No 'tis admiration for the
intellect, the comprehensive, far-reaching mental
power, the dominant and subtie brain whicb could
solve that most intricate and perplexing of pro:-
blems. Oh, bow proud I amn of you, my hero 1 1
arn yours froin this hour."

And the deep baritone of the bull-dog lapsed
into silence, as the moon, emerging from the rum
of a fleecy cloud, smiled a benison upon the two
fond hearts thus linked for life's toilsome journey.

THE PLAIN PACTS.

w E rted in the twîlight
rV &u bde me "go,"

Your mather, I remember,
Had wish'd it Sa.

Isunmaon'd ai my.courage
And, feeling fiat,

I mutter'd, IIshe's a tartar,"
And grabb'd my hat.

You curlrd your littie rose-lips,
And look'd divine;

I pregs'd them, in a frcnzy,
Quite close ta mine.

Then came a sound of sweeping,
Throughout the room;

And, though I did some lcaping,
1 got the broom.

Then, gazing through the shadows,
Boyond her reach,

I hoard that queen of terrors,
Your mother-preach.

The mem'ry of that sermon
It haunts me Sa,

Methinks it was a foretaste
0f endless wae.

Your face ivas full of beauty,
Your temper sweet,

1 love yau stili and hope we
May some day meet;

But, love, l'Il neyer seek you
In this dark world,

For fear of that same broomstick
Vour mother twirled.

As patience is a virtue,
Let's wait awhile,

Until we reaeh the region
That's fiee from giile; -

And then, sweet love, wcll wander
White-rob'd, feet bare,

Upon a goldenpavement-
No "tartan " therc!

EItNEST E. LziGH.

THn Harnilton Herald complains that sorne of the
-policemen of that tawn are in the 'habit of loading Up.
The best tbing to do with a làaded policeman is ta,
fire himf.


