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The followmg are the coaches of some ofthe
base ball teams: Harvard has Keefe ; Williams,
Haddock ; Dartmouth, Viau; Yale, Gruber;
Princeton, Foutz ; Brown University, Duffy ; Wes.
leyan Murphy and Trinity Welch.

The four teachers in the Union who get g10,-
ooo a year cach arc President Jordan, of the
Stanford University, California; President Har-
per, of the new University at Chicago; Dr. Jas.
MacAlister, President of Drexel Institute, Phila-
delphia, and Dr. James E. MacKenzie, principal
of Lawrenceville School, New Jersey.-—Zax.,
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LANCELETS.

A CONTRADICTION,
“Man wants but little liere below.”
8o runs the ancient song,
And adds as if to make us sud,
‘Nor wants that little long."

“Man has toolittle horo below,"
The Junior moans the song,
And adds in sadly sighing tones,
‘Nor keeps that little long,"
—Yale Courant,

—ll—

ALAS!
Sweet Ethelindn sewed ono duy
A buttonon my vest ;
And as she was 80 near—nnd sweet—
Her form I gently pressod.

She frowned, shoe blushed ; the button danced
Unsewed about my vost,

8ho sald, *You progsg the button, sir,
And I wlll do the rest !

) THE MARCH MEDLEY,
The modern man anknowledges
This paradox so grim,
When he can't “raise the wind” it is
An awful blow to him.

A CONDUCTOR'S RE l’OR’l‘
Engine ono hundred and sixty-cight
Was badly wrecked on Barnosviile ‘straight,’
Bhe struck on a rock and down she feoll,
And tore her tepder all to h—1,

O‘TLY FOR THE Tll\ll&.

. Socks which dress roform now clalms,
Which on wash lines gaily blow
Will, e've Chrigtmas time obtuins,
Into long-legged stockings grow.
veeTuk Stings,
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AT TIE DANCUE,
They wore lovers, and fuln they would wed ;
On his breast she had nestled her head,
IIe glanced down and fainted,
Her checks thoy had pninted
I is only olean shirt bosom red,

‘A flowor of funey I enclose,”

I wrote, whon sending hor o verse,
$She answered, praising much my thrift,
Beeause I had not robbed my purse;

Buat in o postseript added this:
“Your flower I value more than nll

The grrdons yleld, but tetl me, dear,
11 I shull wearlt at the ball!

PLEASANTRIES,
HIS RETAINERS,
“I usk for no retontion fee,”
Quoth Counscllor O'Quirk,
“No money, sy, unless it he
Reward for honest worlk,

Iam not of the kind who grasp
A farmer's hard-earned povos
Bofore there's given a singlo gusp
of t!loughb for such cxpense.

o tried tho cuse and won the same,
And when it did befall

A thousand for his client came,
Il e just retuinod it all,

ONLY A LII'TLE,
A little drink and a little move
And the drunkard’s stretehed on the glnmlll’s floor,
A little rum and o little gin
And thoe angel's gone, the fiend's within,
A littto fib, and tho trath has left §
A littlo “stenl"~n brazen thoft §
A littlo bot and you've lost your ‘tin,”
Ob, the littles makoen load of sin !
But worse by far, than loss of polf,
Is littlo by littlo the loss of self!
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Tho time of Lont isa time to repent,
T8 not n timo for case;

And the kneoling part just breaks my heapt,
For it bags my pants a6 the knoos.



