
G_ GR iF

ILLUSTRATED SONGS.

Air-" Conirades-WVhen we were boys togeher h Ii.

But, Oh 1 what a difference in the morning t

muddar, making a low salaam, and as the Colonel. being
mounted, could flot conveniently kick him, he slashed
at him with bis riding whip in a perfunctory way. But
his thoughts were elsewhere, travelling back through the
vistas of the past.

"Ves," he answered. drearnily, "lwe do flot always
merge the semblance of regret inte the guifs which enfold
the future. Man's entity is twofold.»

IlAnd about the Maharajah ? Did you get my tele-
gram ?" she anxiously enquired.

IlYes and no, As I foresawv froin the flrst, he might
prove a hindrance. But your husband's influence -»

"I.Speak flot of him," she exclaimed, with a despairing
gesture, as the fitful breeze swayed the tops ef the mag-
nolia trees.

" IThèn it cannot be," he murmured. "That is,
unless initie event of Kershaw's promotion."

Anid repressing a groan between bis clinched teeth he
struck thé spurs' loto his steed, and upsetting two of 'the
kahnuddars bounded on-forward-forward-past the
frowning ghiauts and on towards the fatal'Dedniggah
pass, the grave of se many heroes.

The rickshaw of Mrs. Walthrop was neyer seen again.
Next week all Simla was agog with the news that the
Maharajah of Sowjellapoor had been poisoned. But that
is an9ther story.

So that' perbaps alter ail Private Mulvaney %vas right.
Every man muùst be r1ght sometirnes.

"IHICKORY JIM.'

W HAT! Hikoyfini? The saine old Hîck-here, Hanir,
taire a bci ttis,

And tell me if yoit make it Hsckoey iiii, or Wf 1 haven't rend it
amiss?

You maire it the sanie? 'It's a dead sure fact? '%Veil, l'il be
essentially blowed

lf that don't beat ail the fairy.ta.les that ever I've met on the road!

And he's down te start in the one mile dash -- thats .what the coid

type says-
Whai ? Kniotu the horse? Weil,. I reckon V've kPown him ail my

days.
And l'il be right there when hc tees the mark and respcîîds to the

starter's bell-
Oid Hickory Jbný-geod gracious-the saine cid Hick, -welli! well

But say, is he owned by Davis-just giance rit the print again-
Ves ? P>. D. Davis? I knew it-the falet is straight and plain.
WVeii, boys, if 1 was betting I'd bt'e on old Hickory fuît;
But meantime. perheps you'd like to hear semce facts concerning

him.

Old Davis-he's an ancient chep, with grizzieci Rocks of gray,
And a raw-boned sert of a figure, whe's bee.n.through many a fray;
He's owned this teugh eld racer for more than twenty years.
And he beught him as a full-grown hoss just as he now appears.

Hie must be pretty aged, for when I was * a kid
I used to hear then teiling of the wondrcus things bie did,
IIeow out in Arizena, Rnd all the south andi west,
lie raced with Indien flycrs and always came eff bcst.

I-le cleaned eut every Greaser's ranch and every mining camp
0f every sert cf ivagers, in geeds or current stamp,
Until at length they all cwned up they couldn't teekie him,
And se in ail those regbons they barred, eut Hickory fini.

That's why oid Davis brought hlm east-end that's how it occurred
Thet.there %vas sport nt Lexington quite lately-as yeu'vc heard.
Or, if yen haven't hicard of it, l'il ,iv yeu here the facîs
0f hew oid Hickoey get away with the swell Kentucky cracks.

When tume wns called a dandy string cf thoreugh-breds came eut,
And in the usuel styiish way went capering about-
A-flouncing round like bali-reeni belles whose <lads are mxienairesI
And whose biue-blood entitles theni te put on extra airs.

Andi lest cf ail, with ciumsy 1ait, with flopping, wveary cars,
And draggicd tail and mourn ul eyes, exciting shotits mnd jeers,
Came fert e ring, whose dreeping head and 9general low bred style
Caused men te reer with laughter, and ladies une te smile.

«<Who is this apparition?" "N'Vhatimangy ptug isthat?>'
"Oh, eut his hair" "Hes sound asieep." "Give hîm soe

anti-fat 1"I
Se fiew the chaff, while Davis, unsophisticated child,
Went round andi took up heavy bets at Iengish edds-and smiled.

Cleng Cees thie bell tThcy've get eway-eld rag-tag in the rear,
Thie favorite s in the lead-a wiid tumultueus cheer
Greets number two and three and four, as now they spurt and gain.
And ne ene thinka of H2ickory, who lumbers in their train.

he'epassed the quarter gallantly -they're neering now the hâtif-
And sly old Davis'*child-like smile is growing te a laugh,
For fini is serter wakieg up-he's overhauled the crAwd,
And the backers ôf those herses don't seeni te shout se loud.

ipJust a leng and limbered leaç-eas simple as yeu plea"e,
AePd dene with every sympteni of mere rcutine business ease-
And Hickory fî;ni gees te the frontanti mekes the pace for hoe,
And Davis stands there.smuling, but the knewing cnes are dumb.

He's won the race b>' seven lengths, whicm might have been
fourteen,

And Davis cashes in his bets andi looks uncemnien green;
And as hie leadaJ his herse awey, hce sert cf winks et hini,
And i ays, ",They'll know us after this, 1 guess, hey, wcn't the>',
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DOGMATIC.JONES says that the difference betwveen his dog and a
tree is that the bark of a tree peels frein the duîside,

and bis dog's bark peals from thie inside..


