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A WISH.
Would I wore the boe that buzzes
Inand out my lady’s bower,
1 would whirr In through her latticoe,
1 would woo her, choleest flower,

From her lips I'd gather honcy

Sweaeter than from sweetest rose;
Honeycomb 1'd make of tewy drops

That she weeps when night.-mists close.

I would soothe her to soft slumbets
By slow huzzing moelody—
Then 1'd go and foteh from dreamland
Dreams to mako hier dream of me.
—Yale Courant,

A NEW VERSION.
T'ho tercher whacked tho boy, one duy,
Who disobeyed the rule,
The scholars did not lnugh nor play,
To see that lamn in school.
—Harvard Lampoon

WIITE VIOLETS,

“How ensily your heart forgots

What once could thrill it through and through!
My tribute of white violets,

All sweet and wet with morning dew,
Meant more than othier flowers then,
As I meant more than other meon,

My heart of hearts to you,

“Ana yet, to-night, you need send them buck,
Crushed close within your loetter's fold ;
Do withoered leaves and brittle stems,
And tiny, scentless hiearts of gold,
Bereft of sunshiine and of dew,
Menn less than'nothing unto’you 7°
How casily your heart forgets |
My violet cf violets:"
~—8ovuthern Collegian,

OUT OF SIGILIT,
Wo st'oppu(l before the jewoler's,
And, there in boauty bright,
‘A lovely bracelet was dlspleyed,
$he snld 'twas ‘out of sight,”

Sho ask mo if 1 knew-the price;
1 dlq. a8 well I might' g -
For 1'd inguired the duy Defore—
And‘it was “out of slght.” )
Her ndm iration grew apace,
Sho hinted left and right,
I flod unseen, and whon she turned
Why=I was *out of sight.”

AN AGE,
The south wind warms the branches baro
Of the old treeleafless and brown,
And, cheercd by the sunlight's kindly ocare,
1le fears not Winter's frown.

The old head white with tho storms of life,
But cheered by his children’s care.
Rosts sufo *mid worldly trouble and strifo,
Nor dreads Death's cold despair,
~ James Westervelt in Nussaw Lit,

TILIE PERVASIVE TOOTHPICK,
Tho tablecloth was fresh and neat,
The chinn bright, the yiands sweot,
And slim and straight beside the meat,
Stood proudly up--thoe toothpick,

Stood stiMy, as a toothpick ought,

Which oneo was shunned but now Is sought,

For time has turned and forward brought
To prominence the toothpick.

The dinner done they passod it round,
And nonesaid ¢ Nay,"” and no one frowned,
But all, with digmity profound,

Applied the nimble toothpick.

Oh, other things of moaner sphero,
Comb ! twoezers ! brush ! The timo draws ncur,
Perchance, when ench shall be the poer

Of the promoted toothpick,

PIIILOPENA,
Phillig, maid of gay demeanot,
Falr, with fuscination fraught,
Bude me eat a philopena
And, consonting, I was caught, -

But the debt I qulckly pald her
Ero the sad time came to putt,
And her keen peroeption mado her
Soe tho forfeit was my heart.

WOMAN'S WAY,
“Pray kiss and mako up, dear'
Nor hinder my taking
A kiss for love's slaking—
See, I'll kiss off the teay.
No more mad heart broaking—""
And all of the time she was Inwnrdly quaking
Lust hernose should get red and hor oyes look quecr,
' “wmied and Blues

BE-WEAR.
, “This hat i3 very muoch worn this ycar,”
faid thoe clork to a poot wan,
Who sudly sighed as he turned away-—-
480 is tho one 1 huve on,”
~The Unit.



