
A REALISTIC DRAMA.
ALGERN'O-' F{OW, oh. howv can 1 prove iny love for ,oti,

Angelina? Put me to the test-I ývould flot hesitate to dlie to do
you service."

AN'rELN.ý-' Die, then."

ANc.aLINA-'1 Thanh-
goodness. Now 1 amn
free frorn bis unwel-
corne attentions and
irnpotunities! "

concerfi had we Asters to, pull. WVhat day passes that
we do not utter a Fuschias, not to speak of more ablc-
bodied objur-or, rather, observations!1 And don't
we know that our German neighbor, in the clothing line,
neyer rises in the nîorning without anx ety as to N'hether
there ivili " peony pizness to-day ? " We are weIl aware
that the crocusses at the scare in the corn-field, and
harshly caws " Begonia ! Think, too, how welI the
maiden knows the daisies comng n- while pansy eagerly,
also, at the thought of the time îvhen tulips will meet
his, and pinks hie on lier cheeks as hie wvhispers,

Petunia going to wcd I"At other times, possibly, she
is such a prinirose that lbc will exclainm, " Daniask, ing
her

l)oes flot there enter into every life experience of the
verbena, mena, mina, tro ?

Is flot our pathway often rugfged, and are not the
boulders blocking it no shamrocks?

0, flowers, 1 arn so, gladiolus in your sw'eet enibrace
MlTe could enjoy wvine iii thie Garden of Lifé, but for the
portulacca I

But thistie do.
Ini the vegetable G;ardenî of lâ~fc do we îîot encouniter

beets ? The punipkin mun dry, but the celer>' should
always lettuce have wvater-crcss we want. Sweet peas!
I ate them, and miv brother Tomato. Does ever a wurt-
zeli befali1 us than when we procccd to, get parsnip ready
for hini in the nîorning, and find the jar onion sheif
empty ?

Let us, while in the Garden of Life, take carrot we do
flot turnip our nose and caulîflower out of its naine.

T. T.

NOT WONDERFUL.

G RI-" Isec that Sir John has had anl attack of

TORY(Prm/'" Oh that infernal paper is always
going for the Old Mani 1 "

HOWENVEIR short a ton of coal may be, it is almost cer-
tain to be-long to sonic one.

*THE GARDEN OF LIFH.
0lcOr life is a garden."

A SWEET' poetess beautifully asserts, without fear of
Ssuccessful contradiction.

So it îs-both flower and vegetable.
We look around about us, and on every band we are

greeted 'Iwith the glories of floral perfection, and the
prospects of prizes for roots ait the next Faîl showv. Our
eyes are gladdened by the sight of iiiyriad-hued niarvels
of Nature's painting, and at the saine tine we notice that
the potato tops need Paris.grecn.

Our senses are at once electrified and soothed by thc
exhalations froîn sweet-scented bloonis, and we arc only
airoused to cold-fact consciousness by the sudden recol-
lection that the onion-bed wants %veedînig.

As our gardens, so our lîves. Ini the flower-garden of
Life we rnust raise Sweet Williams-sonie of us are not
familiar enough with tbern to, caîl thern bilîs-to pay our
grocery accounit. This would not occasion us so great

MISS BLANK.
SHE wvas a pretty girl when she came into the car, but the

"gentlemen " opposite have quite stared ber out of counitenance.


