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PENETANGUISHENE.T iRword Peeagihn"in the
Chippeway language signifies the
failing or rolling of the santi, liter-

aily, "ileholti how the santi rolîs !" ln the
early haîf of the last century Penetangni-
shene was a sinall miliiary frontier post on
the south shore of Georgian Bay in Can-
ada, in a wild andi almost uninbabited part
of the country. Now it is a Rlourishing
town, a popular sumnmer resort, witb a name
sbortencti to "Pencetang." lu i84o a luck-
less s ubaltern stationeti tbere wrote a
poemi on tbe post. The verses have been
preserved, and were publisheti by tbe Wo-
men's Canadian 1-istorical Society of To-
ronto. The 'Tommy" referreti to in the
fifth stan/a is a kind of pudding which was
occasionally serveti without sauce.

To ye, who, tireti of war's alarmas,
Iu garrison or camp,

Are sighîng for the many cbarms
Of march, route, or a *tramp-

Or who, on board batteaux or ship,
Deliih to vent your spleen,

I herehy recommend a trip
To Penetanguishene.

Oh ! 'tis the place for youthful sprigs
Whose epaulettes groxv dim

With city wear, wbose rosc-oil'd wigs
Want combing into trim,

Wbose elbows are a little ot-
Sncb things have often been-

Tbey will be bettered by a bout
0f Penetanguishene.

'Tis bere you learu truc jollity,
Anti scorn tise march of mmnd,

Anti live lu fond equality
With beasts of every kinti;

The Indian with bis scalping knife
Diversifies the scene-

Oh! 'tis a migbty pleasant place
At Penetanguisbene.

You shake a wild-cat by tbe fist
Wben in your path be baîts,

With beavers take a banti at whist,
Anti gallopade andi waltz-

Witb shaggy bears, who, whcn yon roain
Afan in torest green,

Reminti you, that your nearest horne
Is Penetanguishene.

Upon the article of gnub
You must lay litIle stress,

For here with grief the starving sulb
Bemoans heatiquarters' mess.

Ilîs pounti of junk anti "i omrny" bare
But makes tbe timer lean;

For surfeits they are vcry rare
At Penetanguisbene.

Anti tben for swipes, poor d-1, lic
Must look anti feel quite glumi,

Since now a soher l'reasury
lias docked the ration rum;

L'nless il be witb maple juice,
A drink that's thin anti mean,

i-le cannot shake a top-screw loose
At Penetanguishene.

CARELESS T H ODORE.

Prtsitient Roosevelt ou bis last trip
South stoppeti at Charlottesville, Virginia,
anti a negro approacheti tbe President's car
ant passeti ahoard a big basket of fine fruit,
to wbich was attacheti the card of a promi-
nent grower. lu course of time the onchard
owner neceiveti a letter of acknowledgment
from tbe Wbite House, expressiug tbe
President's appreciation of the gift anti
complimentiug tbe tionor Ppon bis fruit.
The recipient of the letter was, of course,
greatly pleaseti, andi feeling sure that his
beati gartiener would be much interesteti in

the lutter, lie ricat it to bim. The tiarky,
who servuti in the capacity mentioneti, lis-
teneti graveiy, but bis only comment was<
"H-e doan' say nuthin' 'bout sendin' hack de
basket, dIo hc ?"-The Argonaut.

AN ALARMING TEXTl.

'I le report that Rev. A. B. Chambers,
D.D., is toi become governor of t11e Toronto
jail, the "Castie over the Don," recalîs the
story of the clergyman who preacheti a
fareweli sermon to bis congregation, before
bis tieparture 10 be chaplain of a peniten-
tiary. Lus text is recommendedti 1 Dr.
Chambers' consitieration: "I go te, prepare
a place for you."

SIR WILFRID'S RETORT.

Ever since the Colonial Conference, anec-
dotes concerning Sir Wilf'id Laurier bave
been flying freely lu British anti Unitedi
States newspapers. Que of these yarus
asserts that Sir WVilfrid bas a facility for
repartce wbich he sometimes turus tc, gooti
account. He xvas adtiressing a mneeting on
one occasion, wben a portly man lu the
audience, a large employer of labour, inter-
rupted bim, charging the Premier with
'fatteuing on the sweat of the people."

Sir Wilfrid, slim anti tapper, waîteti
until perfect quiet replaceti tbe commotion
whicb this remark hati matie. Then be oh-
served caimiy: 'Il leave those present 10
tiecitie which of us is tbe more exposedti 1

that cbarge."

A DRAWBACK.

"The self- satisfaction of Britishens is
absurti," said a man from Detroit. "Somne
time ago 1 met a smnall boy about ten years
of age, wbo bati just come across fnom On-
tario for a visit. I began toi point out toi
bien tbe superiority ol Detroit 10, Windsor,
anti, furtber, the superiority of tbe Uniteti
States 10 Canada, andi finally asketi hlm if

Tn1M-ThsJE"
lie wouidn't rathetr live in the great Repub-
lic. île lookud somewu bat embarrassed, but
i presseti hirn for ;ni answer.

"Weil,' hc siPi, siowlv, 'of course, you*re
very rich ani ail that, and i wouldn't mind
living over hcrc if 1 didn't have to be a

1i nover huaird of such nerve," c'nntinued
the I>cîri,t manî, "'as if we weren't the
fret pepi n carth ! That kidi lotsn't
know)ý whcni hu's wcii o)ff."

"tsa good thing that James Russeli
Loweli is deaid," saîid a Hlamilton mnan iast
week.

'Why ?" asked a curions frienti.
"liecauqe he wrote that blameti fool poemn

about 'What la sui rare as a day in june!'

110W SHE KNEW.

Wise-"'He's very wealthy."
Mrs. Wise-e"Yes, and very stingy anti

nwan."
Wise "Comc, now, you're not sure of

that. You must not jutige a maan by his
clothes.

Mrs. Wise--'l don't. I'm judging hinm
hy bis wife's clothes."

ITS LITTLE TRICKS,

Away in iast October
Our Reggie bought some stocks;

Andi now bis mooti is Cobalt bine,
For Reggie's ou the rocks.

LITERAL.

'Il wonder how it is," said Mr. Banks,
"that a man like John Morton can be sucb
a hypocrite as 10 stay in the cburch when
everyone knows how he would teach Shy-
iock freaks of finance. There isn't a man
down town who would trust him over buy-
ing a jack-knife, andi yet he takes up the
collection with a face as long as your arm."

"Perhaps," suggested Mrs. Banks, "be
doesn't let bis right band know whom his
left baud is doiug."

THE KING AGREED.

Once while paying a visit to a Stockholmi
sebool the present King of Sweden asked a
lîttie girl if she couldi remember any great
exploit of bis reigu. Tbe cbild tbougbt for
a moment andti Ien burst into tears.

"Please 1 don't know any !" she sobbed.
"Weii, don't cry, 11111e one," said King

Oscar, patting ber on the liead. "Dontî
cry. 1 don't know any, eitber."

Safety ln Custom.
MISTRESS 4to SiirVât who ornes down vsry late ln tihe merning): -Ioesn't that

"trin-elock I gave you wàke you up in thse morainga. Jane?
JAN£ : Oh, no, rnur. net now, thank you ; It worried me st Aret, 'm, but I've S0ot

used to lt. -Wndsor Nagasine.


