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LIMER1CKS OF THE HOUR.

Poet Kipling, who also writes prose,
Once breathed a few words about snows.

But he found us so nice
That he said: "There's no ice

ln the land where the mnaple tree grow.s."

'Ihere once was a bold Registrar
Whose speeches were read near and far.

Hie said: "If I choose,
l'Il give you some news."

Said Whitney in baste: "Don't y~ou dar!

A Minister went for a moose
To tbe North where they roam about loose.

He took a big gun
And had lots of fun,

And Beattie ma>' go to tbe doose.
J. G.

A SAFE PLACE.
l)uring a certain battle tbe colonel of

an Irish regiment noticed that one of the
men was extremely devoted to him, and
followed him everywhere. At length be
remarked :

"Well, my man, you have stuck h)y nie
well to-day."

"VYes, sorr," replied Pat. "Shure it was
me mother said to me, says she, 'Just you
stick to, tbe colonel, Pat, me bhoy, and
you'll be aIl roigbt. Them colonels neyer
gets hgrted."'

DEPRAVITY 0F INANIMATE
THINGS.

Sometimes tbere are nigbts when the
blanket

Goes crooked, however you yank it,
Till you're forced to exclaimt,
"Oh, bother and blame

T1his blanket>', blanket>' blanket !"
-Windsor Record.

METAPHORICAL.
Hamilton Sport: "TI at Lusitaiîas a

greatboat. Beaten aIl records."
Toronto Sport: "Yes-a kind of Long-

boat of the Atlantic."
Hamilton Sport goes to the Ensergency

- iospital.

TIIRILLING.

First Citizen: ."Are you ýgoing t0 bear
Mark Hambourg?"

Second Citizen: "No. I'ma saving up for
Paderewski."

First Citizen: "Ob, I suppose you prefer
to make a dash for the Pole."

WHAT'S IN A NAME?
There was a taîl Russian namned Muski-
Wumiskiliviskivitcbnski.

Von ma>' sa>' bis name twice,
If you tbink it sounds niee,

But I bet it will make your voice husky.

FAME IN CERTAIN QUARTERS.ý

Edwin Markham was one of the guests
of honor at a receptiongiven b>' a wealthy
New York woman. During a conversation
sbe said:

"My dear Mr. Markham, I'vc wanted for
years to meet you and tell yon how 1 just
love that adorable picture of yours-tbe
one with the man boeing, you know-and
be is taking off his cap, aind that poor wife
of his-at least I suppose it's bis wife-
bowing ber bead, and the>' both look so
tired, poor tbings! 1 have a copy of it
in my own den', and the cbildrcn have

anotber in their playroom, and it's-it's-
simply exquisite !"

'The Angelus,' I presume you mean?"ý
replied the poet gravely.

"Yes," doubtfnlly, "but we always caîl it
'The Hoe Man!"'

*"I am glad you like it, madam," said Mr.
Markham. And he took an early oppor-
tunity of eseaping from bis sincere but
mistaken admirer.-Success Magazine. .

A, DESCRIPTION.

Seaside Hotel Guest: "How big was that
sea serpent, and what did he look like?"

Seaside Journalist (dreamil>') : "Oh, be
was about a column long and had a fierce
looking displa>' head."-Illustrated Bits.

A GOOD MOVE.

"Ouf of a job?"
'Ves-and the>' put a woman in my

place."$
"Gee! ýWell, l'Il tell you-wby don't you

inarry the woman ?"-Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

The Answer Unfortunate.
What are these cigars eatied. Collins ?"

"Ail sorts of things. sir 11"-The Bystander.

HIS PRAYER.-
A minister acccpted a caîl to a new

ehurcb in a town wbcre many of the memt-
bers bred horses and sometimes raccd them.
A few weeks later he was asked to invite
the prayers of the congregation for Lucy
Grey,. Willingly and gladly he did s0 for
thrce Sundays. On the fonrtb, one of tbe
deacons told tbe minister he necd not do
it an>' more. "Wby?" askcd the gç9od man,
witb an anxious look, "is sbe dead?"

"Oh, no," said the deacon, "she's won
tbe steeplechase"-Tbe Belîman.

EVERYTHING IN PROPORTION.

For man>' weeks the irritable mercbant,
had been riveted to, bis bcd b>' typhoid
fever. Now he was convalescing. He
clamonred for somnetbing 'to eat, declaring
tbat lie was starving,

"To-morrow you ma>' have sometbing
to cat," promised the doctor.- The mer-
chant realised that there would 'be a re-
straint to bis appetite;ý yet bc saw, in vision,

a modest, steaming meal placed at bis
bedside.

"Here is your dinner," said the nurse
next day, as she gave the glowering patient
a spoonful of tapioca pudding, "and the
doctor ernphasises that everything else you
do must be in the same proportion."

Two hours later the nurse heard a fran-
tic cail fromt the hed-chamber.

"Nurse," breathed the man, heavil>', "I
want to do some reading; bring me a
postage stamp."-Harper's Weekly.

USED TO IT.
Mrs. Wickwire: "If you die first, you'Il

wait for me on the other shore, won't you,
dear ?"

Mr. Wickwire: "I suppose so. I never
went anywhere yet without having to wait
for you."

TROUBLE FOR THE EDITOR.

«'I can't keep the visitors from coming
up," said the office boy, dejected>'. "Wben
1 say you're out they don't believe me.
i bey say they must see you."

"Well," said the editor, "j ust tell them
that's what they ail say. I don't care if
you cheek them, but I must have quiet-
ness."

That afternoon there called at the office
a lady with hard features and an acid ex-
pression. She wanted to see the editor,
and the boy assured ber that it was im-
possible.

"But I must see him !" she protcsted.
"I'm bis wife !"

"That's what tbey ail say," replied the
boy.

That is why he found himself on the
floor, with the lady sîttîng on bis neck and
smacking bis bead witb a ruler, and that
is why there imp a new boy wanted there.-
Ans wers.

AN INTRODUCTION TO BARRIE.

Miss Grace Lane, an English actress,
who achicvcd ber first success as "Bab-
bic" in "The Little Minister," tells an inter-
esting stor>' in M. A. P. of her introduc-
tirn to the author of that charming novel
and play. One night at a Stoke Ncwington
theatre the manager told ber tbat Mr. B-
was coming round to see ber at the end
of the act. She did not catch the rinme, and
thought that a representative of the local
paper was seekîng a chat with her. "Ver,,
well," she answered, and gave tbe matter
no more thought. At the end of the act
sbe found the manager and a small, 'dcl-
catc-looking man awaitîng ber; and with-
out stopping for an introduction, Miss
Lane started talking nineteen to, the dozen,
that sbe migbt get the interview over and
take a littie rcst in ber dressing-roomt be-
fore tbe next act.

"I bope you are enjoying the play," she
said, when she had finished giving the
astonisbed young man a long account of
ber private history and ber early 'profes-
sional career.

$Oîh, yes," he answered.
"Don't you tbink it is a pretty play'?"

site asked.
"Qnite a pretty play'," was the repi>'.
"Did you sec it at the Hayrnarket ?"
"Ob, yes, I saw quite a lot of it. You

see, 1 wrote it," said Mr. James Barrie.

HARD HIT.
Gwendolen Gush: "What glorions sun-

sets yon bave bere 1"
Tom Doughead: "Yes; aw-especially in

tbe evcnings."

"I wondoe' what queer Irish bird laid ths,
green eggsl"-LïIe,


