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OBVIOUS.

DiSINTERESTicLD FRisrND-" Well, Chappie, how are you gel-
Ing on?"

EQIIESTRiAN-«" Use your blessed eyes 1 "-Sydneys Brilletin.

A SEASONABLE SIGN.T HIE winter's ruthless rage is spent,
jWith joy I hail each vernal sign,

Though close wqitbin the city pent
Few pleasures of the spring are mine.

And yet methiriks yestrecn I scanned
A forerunner ot blithesome days,

I culled it with a careful hand,
Quick as it met my raptured gaze.

For to my draperies there clung
A tiny, tender feeble thing,

A rallow bed-bug pin k and young,
Blail, gentle harbinger of spring!

DISILLUSIONIZED.

M ISS ISABEL LA PEAVICK was one of
the numerous Toronto ladies wbo re-

joiced at the prospect of the formation of a
genuine Highland Regiment.. Naturally of a
romantic turn of mind, she bad derived from
the reading of Scott's novels and similar works
of fiction an exalted idea of the Highland
character and an entbusiasni for the Celtic
*garb and ail its associations. She was dis-
posed to see in every Ïvearcr of the kilts a
Roderick Dhu or a Lochiel, and mentally in-
vested the average Highlandman with ail the

semi-barbaric virtues 'and chivalric graces so' ably por-
trayed by the wizard of the North.

Naturally, therefore,.Isabella was all entbusiasm wben
it was proposed tô organize a corps of boira fide High-
landers with -ail the fascinating accompaniments of tar-
tans,. claymoreÉ, philabegs, sporrans and'the rest of the
historic 'outfit. *As she told ber dearest chuns and confi-
dant, Dora Milbank, it was "1just too lovely for any-
thing.I" When the Highlanders. paraded in al[ the fan-
tptic glory of th-eir attire she was cornpletely captivated,
anàd prepared to fàil ini love with any one of the noble
"fellows at a moment's notice. She stole out at evenings

*and watched tbemn as they returned from their exercises
in the hope that by some chance or other sbe migbt
malte the acquaintance of on *e of the objects of ber admir-
ation. Isabella was by ne means of a flirtatious :dispe-
sition and would bave indignantly repelled the informaI
advances of any ordinary maie. 'eut the chivaîrous,
heroic sons of the heather were of course in an entirely
different category.

She did. not have long te wait. Soldiers in any uni-
form are never slow in catchirig on wben lovely woman
evinces evident admiration and rnanifests a desire for
dloser acquaintance. One evening as Miss Peavick was

*walking along Queen St. West she was overtaicen by a
âine looking Highlander, whose brisk and martial mien
at once aroused ail ber entbusiasm. Involuntarily she
slackened her pace as he passed. Hie stopped,. qave a
quick glance and remarked:

-ccAh, there, Birdie ! l"
Miss Peavickwas rather staggered by this novel and

familiat style of address, but not being up in the collo-
quialisms of the street she supposed it to be some pecu-
liar Gaelic expression, and merely gave a smile of encour-
agement in reply.

"lBegob, ye're a daisy," continued the soldier.
"Fwhat's the matter wid us takin' a bit av a walk down

Vorrulc street, I dunno. I gev me last mash .the. dead
shake, so I did, fur she tbried te toucb me for a V., but
nixey 1 Ocb, come an," he continued, as she staied at
hlm in amazement. IlW&ll go inte One-eyed Lunrimux's
place and l'Il stand the eysters "-and to empbasize the
cordiality of bis invitation he laid bis hand on ber
shoulder.

"IGo away," cried Isabella, now tborougbly disillusion-
ized. "lYou're not a Hlighlander at al! You nasty, lowi
common Irishman! I neyer was so insulted in my
life 1 I

The Highlander, equally staggered by this unexpected
repulse, desisted from further advances and went off mut-
tering IlSure if's crazy as a loon that she is. First she
will an' thin she won't, bad cess to the likes of ber!" I

Isabella made the best of ber way homne and bas quite
recovered from ber pro-Gaelic; mania. She says it's a
downrigbt shame to deceive the public by dressing up a
lot of Irisbmen and commen Canadiaris in kilts and call-
ing them Highlanders.

THE LIS IS ENDED 1E NOUGH I the lie is cnded. God ouly owns the land;
j_No parchment deed bath virtue unsigned by Ilis own band;

Out on the bold blaspheuTers who. would eject the Lord,
And pauperize Bis childreni and trample 'on Bis word!

Behold this gloriaus temple, with dome of stanry sky,
And floor of greensward scented, and trees for pilIers high;
And song of birds for music, and bleat of lambs for prayer,
And incense of sweet vapors uprising everywhere.

Behold Bis table bounteous spread over land and sea,
The sure reward of labor, to every mortal free;
And harkI! through Naturc's anthem there rises the réfrain,
"God owns the world, but giveth il uto the sons of men."

*But sec, wirhin the temple, as in Sotomon's of old,
The moaey-changers haggle, and souls are bought and sold,
And that is called au owvver's which can onty be the Lord's,
And Christ is not remcmenbercd, nor Bis whip of _kncttcd cords.

*But Christ bas flot forgotten, and wolfish human greed
*Shahl be driven front our heritage; God's bounties shahi be frccd;

And froui out our hoary, statutes shaîl be torn the crime-staincd
leaves.

Which have turned the world, God's temple, int a den of tbieves I


