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TRUTH.

Tid-Bits,
GIFTS OF GOLD!

$10.00, $5.00, $3.00, $2.00.

be publisher of Tauri is dotormined 40 amuse
u;fi be:eﬂt hispatrons as far as lice {n his power. He
oboerlul‘l):rl_ sharea with them the profita of tho pubdll-
oatlon of TruTIL

Kvery wook four prizes, 8 gatiog twenty dollars
in oldr,ywlll be given toactual subecriborssending in for
th tho beet Tid-bits, contalning s moral, & pun,

int, joko or parody, either original or eelocted.
4 them trom any paper, oopy them trow any rn?er.
oopy then from any Look, or coln them out of your
head. A singlesentonos, if pungent or pointed, will
do, butdon'tletthem exceed frty Hines each. Be.nm
$osend with cachTid-Bit fitty centsfor twomonths sube
scriptionto Tautl, If sotnow asubscriber Tauru will
be scos regularly for that time: it already a subscriber
our time wlil bo oxtonded. In apy case you ges the
{ull worth of your Investmentin TavT {teelt,

The choloest of theso Tid-Bita will be rumbersd
and putlished 1o this psge every week Evory sub.
soriber §s invited to Infoim the publisher which num.
Ler {s hie or her favorite, The four numbers recely-
Ing tho bigheat voto will be awarded premiume an
lollon:';{;]nt. $10.0; seccnd, $500; third, $3.00;
fourth, A

A printed forn of coupon will be found in the las
ooluzmo! 02 of thislscue. Cut thisout, fill up
your favorito number and pasto {t on & post-card, or
put it in an unscaled eovelope and soend to TRUTH
ofoe nltzgoe. 1t will only cost you one oceat of post-

1o elther oase.

0 pnvetlxt ollxl:lm w? subsoribers from vollng the

upoas only will coun

o0 ou are lg\-lud to send In your vote. Also t0 send
{n your Tid-Bits and subscriptions. | Pleass also in.
vite your friends to try their skilL '“his page is the
subecriber’s &xo, and it ought to bo the most In-
taresiing of

rr —Selected.
) Little Relics.

Onlv a baby's picture,
With dimpled shoulders bare;
Large blue eves sofily beaming,
And rings of golden halr,

Obly a faded relic,

All wrinkled, soiled, and torn;
*Tis but a tiny stocklog

My Uttle gitl had worn.

Only a knot of ribbon,
Mors precious far than pearls;
1t slipped just as you ses it,
Ope ovening from hor cit.ls,

Oanly her broken playthings—
l!&uedhhu and her doll;

Her pretty cupe of silver—
Yoirgee I koep them all,

Only alittle slipper
That my preity dasllog wore
The tirst time that she tottond
Across the chamber floor.

Why do I keep and love them,
When 80 many years bave fled?
Ton't you know? They were my babj's,
And the lttle one is dead
Topeks, Rpnns. Mas Przrwood.

(63¢) . ~Selected.
What is Heaven?

 What is Heaven? I asked a Jittle child;

0 AN joy I and In her lonoence the smiled,

1 asked the aged, with her care oppressed ;
* All suffering o'er, Oh! Heaven, at 1ast, iy rfit ™

I asked a meiden, meek wd tendereyed;
1t rauet be love ™ she modeatlyrepliod.

1 asked the arthit, who adored his art 3
 Heavoa ig all b.auty ™ spoko bls raptured heart,

1 asked the poet, with hissoulafire:
s *Tlsglory—glory r and he struck hia lyre.

1 asked the Chrlstian, waiting her release;
A halo round her, lowshe murmured : * Peace

S0 a)l may look with hopeful oyes above,
*Tis deauty, glory, joy, rest, peace, and love,

Hamllton, Mzs, Epwi¥ Banratx,

(557 . —Selected.
The Hired Squirrel.

A tlon to the squirrel sald:
** Work talthtully for me,

And whin your task is dove, my friend,
Rewarded you shallbe

With barreltal of Scest nuts, fresh from
l!‘)' owd nut trre.”

* My lion klag," the squlr.cl sald, ** 4o this

140 agree.

”»

The aqulrol tofled both dat-.:nd night,
Quite falthial to his hire;

80 buogry and 30 faint, sometimes,

L -

0 6 K¢ pt higcrunago up, tu,
With might and unm.p o
* Gow nloy the nute will tasto,” he thought,

*' When 1 my barrel gala”

Atlaat, when he waa noarly dead,
And thin and old and gray,

Queth lon 7 ** There's no more hard work
You're fitto do. 11 pay™

A barreltal of nuts he gave—ripe, tich
And blg, but bl

Tho sqoirrel's tears 2an down his cheeks;
He'd 10st hils teeth, you know,

&t Thomas,

R. ¥, Lagpray,

(058 . —Selected,
What is Life?

Whas e life? 'Tia a delicats ahell,
Thrown out by eternity’s flow,

Oa tiae's bank of quick-sand to dwell,
Aud a moment it's loveliness show,

QGone back to its element grand,

Is the billow that brought it on shore;
8eo~—another le washing the strand,

And the beautiful skell Is no moro.

C. N, Wasr.
[(341] ~—Selected,

A Good Farewell.

Farawell to the * sparkling” wine.cup,
The Lrain-deoelviog wine-cup;

The cup that slays a thousa-d ways,
The soul-destroying wine-cup |

Fazewell to the ** flaming” wine-cup,
The teemiog, steaming wine-cup;
The greatest ban to mortal man,

Is the vile carousing wine-cup}

Oraogoville, Ont.

Farewell to the ** fashing * wino-cup,
The daring, swearing wine-oup

The cup that calls for fixhis and brawls,
The peace-destroying wine-cup!

Farewell to the ¢ rfvelin{ * wine-cup,
The flatteriog, foollng winecup;

Tho cup that tears, besmears and wears,
The tame-detiling wine.cup]

Farewell to the “ gleeful” wine-cup,
The tingling, jingling wine-cup;
Noserpent'sfangs can _eave such pangs,
As the saddening, maddening wine-cup!

Farowell to the *'tempting® wine-cup,
‘The danger-acofiitag wine cup;

Thoe * Upaa tree,” our land, to thee,

14 the stainful, banetul wine-cop!

Farewell 40 tha * /atal* wine-cup,
The all destroylog wine-oup;

The desd sublime, is mine and thine,
That saves us trom the wine-oup.

Allan’s Comers, I, Q. Mzs. H, Ouivar,

(660) . . —Selzeted
Over the Fence is Out,

I the nolsy plays cf our boyish days,
As we batted the ball about,
‘We had a rule, atter bou:s of school,
That * Over the fence was out.”
And though we aremen we think now and then
Of the rule of our childlsh day :
We teel 1te foros with a tinge of semorsy,
In graver matters than play.

In struggle and greed, $o supply overy need,
Washorten life's weagrespan ;

An .he of Joy in the beardless boy
1s]ost In the bearded man,

‘Wo rear up falee claims, we miss our best alms,
Aud go down la the nolse and rout;

Wo find out too Iate, by not bat'iog straisht
That **Over the fenoe is out.”

We tol) aud we dig, we rear and wo 1ig,
We barter, we venture, wo sall ;

Wo bend every will, we mount every Hll—
Forget we are human ang trail.

Our eaergios wassed, true blise nntasted,
Wo are whitled llke dead leaves about,

1n1 e’ bleak D ber, 100 Iate to b
That ¢ Overthe fence is cur.”

(s61) o Selected.
An Old Proverh.

Poating, my dazling, because it ralns,
Aud fiowers droop and the ralp is fall ng,
And drope are blurring the wind

oW panes,
And & mo‘nlﬁ wind through thome is calling
Crying and wit
Toses agaln

g the sky wag clear,
on the laitice twinlog !
Ah, well, remember, my { .0l:sh dear,
**Tis ongy to0 langh when the #0n is sblalng 1

When the world fe bﬂgm and falr and gay,

Avd glad birde slog In the falr Jane weather,
And summar s gatherlog, night and day,

Her golden chalioe of sweeto ther;
‘When blue seas answer tho th" ve,

And bright stars tcllow the day’s decliuling,
Why, then, tle no marit to smile, my love;

¢+ *1is easy to lavgh when the sun is ableing 1°

But thials the t!me ths heart to test,

‘When winter is neazr and storas are howling,
And the earth from under her frozen vest

Tooks up at the md sky mute and scowling,
The brave little spivit sbould .igv t2 meet

The seascn’s gloom and the day's repinling 3
And thls 1p the time %0 de glad, for, awect,

*“Tis easy 80 laugh when the sun s shinlng 1*
Blae Ialang, 1L E. A, VICkRRRY.

(28)) —Sclected
Love Batisfies,

They sent him round the circlo falr,

To bow before the pretifest there ;

T'm bound to say the cholos ho made
A creditatle taste dlcphﬁd:
Although—1I can't whag it meant—
Tha little mald Jooked 1) content.

1is task was then anew begun—

To kneel before tha wisties ons.
Oczo0 mote the little mald sought he,
And wont him down upoa his kueo.
8be bent her eys upon the flour—

1 think ahe thoughtthe gumae & borec.

He olrelod then—bhis yweet bebest

To kies tho 0oe he Joved the beet;

For all she frowned, for allsha chid,

He kimed that little mald, he d

And then—though why I can's decide~

The little mald looked satisfled,
Loodon,

J. D, Axezs,

(663) —Selected,
Who cau say,
Why to-day
To-morrow wlll be yestorday?
1Vho oan tell
Why to en-ell
Tho violet recalls the dow{ piime,
O!f youth and buried time

The cause iy nowhiete found {a rhyme,
237 Sackvllle 8t , Torouto, Mrs, J. K. J. Karx,

©04) —Selected.
Wolcome Papa.

Throo litt!a forms, In the tvlll&h\ KTY,

Scanning the ehadows acroes the way |

8ix Uttlo » yos, four black and two biuw,

Brimful ot love and happiness t0o,
Watchlzg for 'pa,

May, with placld and thoughttul brow,

Qentle face, beamiog with smiles just now;

Wille, the rogue, 6o loving and gay,

Steallog sly kisnos from alster May,
Watchlot for ‘pa.

Nellv, with ringlets cf sunoy hue,

Ceslly neatled Letween the two,

Pressing her cheek to the window-pane,

Wisbing the abeent one home again,
Watchlog tor "pa,

Oh 1 bow they gaze at the passers-by |

“ He's coming at 1aat 1* they gayly cry ¢

“ Look again, my pate i exclaims toamma §

And Nelly adds, **Thera's the twilight etar,
Watchlog for ‘pa.

Soon Jryous shouts from the window seat,
And eager pfn_e..r of ohlldl'.h feet &

G ring through thekall
A atle yolos resotinds Sotho call, )
Welcoms, 'pa.
Yorkviile, Ont N. Roacut.
(565) —Selected,

the Lode and the Wild-Eyed Post,

Alandlady having presented a Wild-Eyed
Poet with a board-bill, he said with an
effable up turned gaze: *‘ Madam, itis
season of great political excitementand buai-
noss depression, ao I must pay you in post-
humous fame.,”

“Very good,” replied the  landlady;
¢ hereafter I will feed you on posthumous
hash.” Then the Wild-Eyed Poet went
mournfully away to the pawnshop, bearing
his third-hand overcoat as & sacrificial offer-
ing to the necessities of the emergency.

Hamilton. J. McBripz,

{566) —Selected,

The Reappearance of a Loog Loat Riog-

“Iamzoglad to know you, Mrs. John-
son. I am an old acquaintance of yourhua-
band.”

¢ Indced "

¢ Yes, long years ago, twenty years ago,
before he knew you, I was his firat love.,
‘We were indeed betrothed.”

“Yes, my dear,” puts in Mr, Johnson,
¢ Yes, that was very long ago.”

“But you have not forgotten it, John,
haveyou?”

“No, no; but—"

“Do you remember our parting? Ob,
how #ad !”

¢ Yes, it was; but—"

¢ We can talk about it now, for yourwife
must know me as a friend of hers as well,
Yot mo give you this. It was the ring John,
your husband, pressed upon my finger when
nis heart was free, when we pledged our
troth. I give it to you becanse—"

¢ Why, John, I declare! If thisisn'tthe
ring you said you lost; the ring I gave you
when I wasengaged to you in 15635.”

Thero'’s & coolneas smong the three now.
Ottawa. 0. LARce.

—Stelected
Daniel Webster's Ansodote.

01d Father Searle, the minlster of his boy-
hood, ono Sunday morning brought down
his kneo-breeches frem tho garret, but the
wasps had taken possession during the sum-
mer, and ware having a nice time ofitin
them. By dint of cffort he got out the
intruders snd propared for meeting, But
whilo readiog the scripture, he felt a dagger,
from thecnraged, amall wasted fellows, and
jumped around the pulpit slapping his
thighs. Bat tho moro ho slapped and danc.
od, tho moro thoy clung, The people
thought him crazy, but he explained the
matter by saying : ¢ Brethorn, don's be al-
armed, the word of the Lord is In my
noutb, but tho dovil is in my broeches,”

Chaater, N, S, Mrs, C, M, Huxrorp,

(367)

(G6s) —Sclected

Too Muoh of It.

On a fine spring morning, just after a nico
shower, two English farmors met.

“‘Glorious morning,” said one,

‘*Yea,” replied the other, *‘this will mako
everything apring out of tho ground.’

*“God forbid,” said tho firat, *“for I buried
my wifo yeaterday,”

Antuur MiorLeroxy,
138 Jobn St. N., tlamilton,

(569) —Sdlected,

A Q(roat Jonvenisuce

A California girl has been discovered with
two mouths, one in each cheek. Tois kind
may do in the far West, where girla are
scarce, and it is convenient to have thoro
who czn kiss two fellows at onco, but thoy
would never be popular in the East, where
there are not enough fellows to go around.

Mgzs. N. E. TasLina,

Box 75, Point St, Cbarles, P, Q.

. —Selected,
Baying “No" Easy.

“How is it you never go with bad boys,
or got into bad scrapes?’ asked ono little
fellow of his playmate,

¢Oh,” said the other, “‘that's ’'cause I
don't say ‘no’ easy.”

We thank that boy for hissecret, It is
worth a great deal more than a bag of
money. We have no doubt saying *no”
easy has ruined many a child, and man, and
woman too—saying “no" as if you did not
guite mean it,

‘When a bad boy or girl tries to coax yeu
to do a doubtful thing, say “no” as
if you meant *“‘no,” and nothing bat “no.”

vhen sin whispers an excuse for doing
‘wrong, say ‘“‘no” and no mistake. VWhen
Satan asks you to serve him, avd makes
as great ﬁromim as he did to the Lord
Jesus in the wilderness, do not say “‘no"

, but anawer him as Jesus did—*‘Get
thes behind me, Satan.” That isa “no”
he can understand,

Garrettaville, Okio.

(571) —Seleeled.
Thke Legend of the Beautiful Hand.

¢ There was a dispute among three ladies
as to which had the most beautiful hand.
One sat by a atream and dipped her hand
into the water and held it up, ansther
plucked strawberrics until the ends of her
fingers weroe pink, and another gathered
violeta until her bands wero fragrant, An
01d, haggard woman, passing by, asked :

‘:‘?Yiho will givt’a me a gitt, for ¥ am

r t]

All three denied her; but another who
aat near, unwashed in the atream, unstained
with fruit, unadorned with {lowers, gave her
a little gift and satisfied the poor woman.
And then she asked them what was the dis-

ute; and they told her, and lifted up
ore her their beautifal hands.

“+*B autifal, indoed,’ said sho, whenshe
saw them. Bu$, when they asked her which
was the moat beautiful, she said: ¢It is
not the hand thatis washod clean in the
brook; it is not the hand that ix dipped in
red ; it isnot the hand that is garlanded
with fragrant flowers, but tho band that
gives to the poor, that is the most beautifal.’

‘¢ Asshe said thess words, her wriaklea
fled, her ataff was thrown away, and she
stood before them an angel from heaven,
with authority €o decide this question in
dispute. And that decision has atood tho
teat of all time,

Newborough, Ont.
(572) —

Saran Burke,

Jzx»1E Price.

—Selecled,

Needed Enowledge,

“Qay, Pote, did yov. ober know dat I was
de keeper ob a erry

“No, I neber hear ob dat afore, Sam.”

¢QOh, yes, I wos de keeper ob & ferry for
somo time till I loat my weasel in a atorm ;
den de ferry buated.”

“Why, how was dat, Sam1"

“Well, Pete, I tell you. Ono dark night
a man oomo to do ferry, and ho ax'd me if X
would take him across do riber. I told him



