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Which we hiad a small game,
And Ahi Sin took a hand:

It was euchire. 'lie saine
le dit] flot unider-stiid;

But lie t-iiiled as lie satt by the table,
WVith the sile thiat was child-likc and bland.

Yct the cards they were stocked
In a way that 1 grieve,

And niy feelings ivere shocked
At the state of Nye's sleeve,

'Which was stuflèed full of aces and bewers,
And the sarne withi intent te deeeive.

But the hands8 that were played
By thiat hieathen Chinee.

And the points tliat lie mnade,
WVere quite frigh-Itful te see-

Till ut last lie put down a ri-lit bower,
Wlî,cli the saine Nye hiad deait unto me

Thon I loeked up at Nye,
And lie gazed upofl ine;

And lie rose with a sighl,
And said Il Can t1ls ho ?

WVe are rined by Chiinese cheap labour;"
And hoe w-cnt for that heathoen Chinee.

In the scone that ensued
1 did not Lake a hand;

But the floor it was strewed
Like the leaves on the strand,

Witih the cards that Ahi Sin had been hiding,
In the gaine Il lielid net understand."

lu lus sleeves, which were long,
I-le liad twenty-feur packs-

Whieh was corning it streng,
Yet I stute but the faets;

And we fourni ou bis nails, which were taper,
What is frequent in tapers-that's wax.

Which is why I rernark,
And rny lariguage is plain,

That for ways tlîat are dark,
And for tricks thal are vain,

The heathen Ohiinee is peculiar-
Whiehi the saine 1 arn free te maintain.

"Cicely" of Aikali Station, is very fine. A peer fellew with ne sent
for poetry teits te a pet the story et' the birth eof lus ehild, and asks him
"just te sling it inte rhiyme." Ris ivife, a poer crazy thing, starts off

and ruas away one celd night in October. The husband tells the story
thus:

One riight-the tentli of Octeber-I 'woke wvith a chili and frigbit,
For the doorz it was standing open, and Cicely waru't iu sight;
But a note wao pinned on the blanket, which, it said that shie Ilcouldn'L stay,'
But had gene te visit lier neighbeur, seventeen mailes away.


