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11 160 preseot rapidity of growth is maintair od Boattle will reach the Brother Wanamaker's new samp In o0 appearases &
basdred thonsand poiat before sncther year has passed,~fealfle Journal. ...a.,..ma...........,...nf"m...u........

Undoubtedly, dear Jowrnal, but which do you mesn, popu-  gpe, At the letter was & big one, and a8 the stump was small
lation or miles square? and thin and was already red in the laoe from its enertions in
- . =  Arying to fill the position vacated by s predecessor, | e
romewhat afraid 1o try It but | was assured thal this one was
amply able o tarry the letter, oven lo the dead letter offien,
where nearly all the mall gres sow-adays. | gave Il » il
and have since learned that the litthe red thing has mare infln
once than | gave It credit for, snd that pet only di the letier
reach ite destination but (hat the letter esll wes read when it
g0t there.

A toacher in the LaCirande school wan telling her puplle
about some mammbes baviog been recently exhamed in Kgyp,
when o stophd girl ralsed ber hand and sld | * Ploass, Ma'sw,
were they desd 7 Khe s stil] wondering why it was the clae
sniled, p—

He plead he loved ber w0,

And bogped her bot bo 9,

whe laaghed aod stk har pretty head
And with & pouting lp she sl

“ | s, dewr iy | lor hnow

“ Awtha, deah boy, you're golng It rathaw stwong, | ahney. s N

Yes, I know, Chawley ; but I pwoposed to Miss Quis lawst
night, you koaw, sod she sald I'd bettah walse & mustache
it 've heard soda is good to waise things, you knaw,

Tacoma's fast train—Ceorge Francis.

Mus, Hamour—John, jast see the new suit | got st
Fitesh's lo-day.

Mi. Hanovr (who never pays for anything)—Well, |
toppme I'll have & new one, too.

— =

LINES TO OLLIE.

Oh, Ollle, lttle Ollle!

With the black and beady eyes,
To love thee Is mere lolly,

Thou wilt mock my sickly sighs.
Giay Ollle, maerry Oltle!

With thy lsughter bubbling o'er,
Thou hast chased my melancholy,

Like & black dog, oot of door.
Vain Oltle, shallow Ollie!

Oan 1 love thee when | know N
That for some lnsipid Cholly

Thy love plant will spring and glow’

Oh, Ollle, foolish Ollie !
With thy head aside like polly,

Nymaks thee weak as thou art fair. o :
.m‘::"m.. « oVER THE NILLA TO THE POORNMOUSE.™
""hﬂ"hz the holly , B~ Wi bn thad goor ol san, pape ! o

Crual, glve It back to we. Para— Wiy, that's Foieby, whe denlnd bs pouperty
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