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VIOLETS.

RESpcrreLLy pEoicaTen 10 TiE “ WeAKLY " SEk-
ANUS 1N The Week ov Dic. 1311,

You read in green,
Aund in blue;
Again I dream
You're sipping cream
Upon a beam.
Isipt Do you?
Since you like cream,
“You bet " I do.

t,

Pecause 1've nothing else to send,

. This ring of thyme I aend you 3
FFor rhyme is casier far than sense,
Aad yet it's just the sane expouse,
And <o, while in the present tense,

You sce, my dear, I'll make it do.
Because 1 have no sense 10 send,
I'his ring of rhyme 1 send yon.

g/' J' ,((iv )
e

) N
B

N \\\
"HY
"' 2141 \
L[l-‘l' T

N
AL
AN

I

A LESSON IN NATURAL HISTORY.
THE CAMPAIGN ROOSTER

The Campaign Rooster belongs to the genus
Avis, and is one of the most peculiar members
of that extensive family. Iic inbabits the
arid wastes of priuting ollice vacks, and feeds
chiefly on dust. As u general rule, he is ex-
ceedingly shy, and although ranking amongst
game birds, be is never scen during a fight.
He has, however, a keen instinet for Right aud
Virtue, and never makes a mistake in foiow-
ing this instinct. He is rarcly seen by man,
cxcepting on the day alter a political contest,
when he comes forth in vast flocks and perches
upon the topmost branches of triumpliaut edi-
torials, inviuiably appearing in the journal
which represents Right and ‘f’irl,m’. and never,
by any accident, favoring thervival sheet with
his presence. Our illustration is engraved from
a drawing of o Campaign Rooster Jately cap-
tured in the columns of the London Adver-
tiser, where ho had strayed just after the West
Middlescx campaign. My, Piper, of the Zoo,
is understood to be negotiating for a live speci-
men, but it is doubtful if he will sweceed in
sceuring onc. :

Dagonet, in the Referee, gets off this :—The
Dean of Bangor's French motto—sansthe, sante
(without teu—health).

THE FATAL RING.
A CHRISTAMAS STORV
BY FLORA FERNFINDER.
Cuae. 1.

Perhaps not in Toronto, nay in the whole
broad Province of Ontario, were ever scen two
prettier or brighter girls than Lillian McMur-
do and Gwendoline Gertrude O'Flynan, her
cousin, nor in the wide Dominion stands to-
day;a more statcly town residence than ‘‘Me-
Murdo villa,” which rears its massive facade
overlooking a small tributavy of the mighty
Don river, adding its small quota of water to
that prond and ightv, current which,
cspectally in the apt.. . ..ne, rolls down
fiercely to Ontavio and Ashbridge’s Bay, de-
positing therein its wealth of flotsam and jes-
sam and other things, which,together with the
avomatic ollerings from Gooderham's distillery
makes the mouth of that river so popular
with pleasure scckers and lovers of the beau-
tiful.

But enough of the Don and its bewitching
surreundings.  Let us to our story.

It was in the glorious joyful season of
Christmas, and all was gay in MeMurdo villa.
The diawing rooms were redolent of hya-
cinths and precious exoties, wax candles shone
from their sconces on the frescoed walls, the
gas chandeliers glistened in their dimnond-like
pendants, and 2 huge electrie light suspended
 the great hall made the scene fairy like in
the extreme.

Lillian McMutdo was a blonde of the most
prononnced type, no canary iu all her father's
aviary could show a plumage to rival the color
of her luxuriant bair.  Her eyes were as hlue
as the skies of fair [taliz. or the new tunic of
the police oilicer who walked the beat on
which the villa was situated, Her form, though
inclined slightly to embonpoint,was to most ob-
scrvers perfection, and as she sat in graceful
reposc. with priceless pearls in her glowing
hair, on one of the magnificent ottomans that
bedecked the room, she looked, as indeed she
was, a dalsy.

She had invited her cousin and whilome
schoolinate, Gwendoline Gertrade O'Flynn, to
stay with her during the holidays. Al, could
she have forescen the consequence—but we an-
ticipate. Gwendoline Gertrude was a bru-
nette. Her raven hair wasas dark as the vis-
ageof an unsuccessful agent on his return
from Algoma. She had the clear complexion
of her father’s race, and her charming nez 7e-
troussez also indicated her Celtic blood. She
was o lady susceptible of great emotions either
for love or hate, could love you half to death
or blow you up with dynamite, just according
to circumstances ov the state of her somewhat
wayward mind. She likewise was a daisy,
but a daisy of (uite another order.

“Dear tiwendoline,” said the fair Lillian
the aftornoon before the eve of Christmas, “‘try
and look your best to-night, and be asamiable
as possible, and wmerry for my sake (in good
sooth it must be confessed that during the day
Gwendoline had given some cvidence of her
latent temper), ‘* for,” continued Lillian, *‘let
there be no secrots between us dearest, young
Fitz-Percy Smygthe is coming, and you know
he sceks my hund. He is a most eligible young
man—and as papa says bas ¢ lots of hoodle.’
So L intend to-night toallow him av appor-
tunity to pop the question. There, dear Gwen,
you see it all now, 80 you must help me dear,
won't you ¥

¢ Yes,” said the dark-browed uvaughter of
the O'Flynns, with a sardonic smile, “I'll help
you,” adding, sotlo voce, ** over the left.”
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¢ I'll put up three balls if you like and give
you a chance,” was the remark made by an
exquisitcly dressed young gentleman to an-
other clegantly dressed young gentlemen.

Both were in full dress,each had a bouguet in
his button hole.

The scene was in the Rossin billiard room,
and the ¢ putting up ” referved to the fascin-
ating game of pool.

¢ Cawn't do i, me boy !’ answered the party
addressed. ‘¢ Cawn’t stand playing with those
wretched Canadian balls, besides ye know, we
have to go to old McMurdo’s to dinner, and be
jove it's near 7 o’clock.”

¢ Haw, be jove, forgot all about it ; waita
moment and I’ll telephone fora coupe.”

“ Do ” said the other, ‘ If youcauntgeta
coupe get an 'ack.”

The two gentlemen were the Hon, Fitz-Percy
Smygthe,of Smygthe Hall, Hants, and Captain
‘Irevalyn Tomaskyns, of HL.M, 140th Regt. of
Foot, late from that part of the Kingdom of
Great Britain and Ircland known as Jingland.
Both werc aristocratic in the extreme, as be-
came their high lincage, both tempovarily im-
brecunious,and both ‘* waiting for a remittance
rom ’ome ye kmow.” However, the Hon.
Smygthe condescended 1o borrow a dollar of
Bobh the ‘*barkeeper,” a coupe was ordered,
and soon the twain arrived at the scenc of the
Xmas festivitics,
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Such an array of beauty, Lrilliancy, and
brightness, seldom is seen as that which daz-
zleﬁ the eyes of the young English gentlemen,
as they werc ushercd by the bediz ned luckey
into the best dvawing room.

¢ Delighted to see you,” said McMurdo
pere to Yitz, as he entered.

“Bame to you and many of ’em,” replied
that gentleman. *“’L.ow me to interjuice friend,
Captain Tomaskyns. 'Avin' a good time I
sce.”

Lillian then approached, and was at once
taken possession of hy the Hon, Fitz. He
promenaded the rooms with her, He viewed
the oil paintings, he ins; ected the aviary, the
aquarium, and the conscrvatory ; ncever was
2 more deveted slave than the Hon, Fitz
Perey Smygthe.

What is that dark form hidden behind the
Peruvian Gooseberry plant in the conserva-
tory ? .

1t is the form and eye of Gwendoline Ger-
trade O'Flymn,

“What, why, wherefore,” she hoarscly
muttered between her clenched teeth of pearls,
¢ does this proud cousin of mine, the daughter
of a vulgar tho’ Plutocratic old retired Scotch
soap man, take up the attentions of these
young fools, those hated scions of the detest.
ed Saxon, why 7 I give it up, no I won’t give
it up cither.  Slathershin na bocklish Ylatherin
aroo,” she excluimed in the language of the
down-trodden Gael (which being interpreted.
meaneth, * I'll sarve ye out’) ** Why should
shetake precedence of a daughter of a long
line of Irish Kings. Ah,ha ! ha'! Arrak
na poyue shin fune, no surrender, but 1 must
dissciuble.”

Ltz P’erey Smygthe led the fair Lillian to a
seat, his cup of happiness filled.  He had pro-
posed, was accepted, and he now thought of
depleting ina small degrec the clavet cup in an
ad joining room.

Gwendoline approached the fair daughter
of the house, ‘*‘Lillian,” said she, ** I know
all, you have captured the Saxon, got him
dead to rights, now I know, though yuu don’t,
deavest, the ways and customs of socicty on
such occasions as this. lorgive we, dear, I've
been to yourip and you halut (the fuir Gwen.
doline in her excitement was getting a little
off in herlangnage). ‘It is tho custom there
on Christmas eve to put a wedding ring in
the plum pudding, and whoever gets the por-
tion containing it is supposed to be the hrst
one of the company to be married. 1t is an
old and perhaps foolish custom, but aristocra-
tic, very arvistocratic, Youwr lover will no




