14 THOE: HESPERIAN

BIXEBY'S RE'REAT.
Spriog?

Basket-ball— me too !

A mun may die laughing.

“Etwas zu wohl ist uogesuud.”

* What in thunder does he do?”
Exhaustive observation is an elemeat of all great
sucvess. —S encer.®
KOT CATALOGUEDD, OR PARIDISE REGAINKED.
LAdvance shee. from the senfor Play.|
St Puteri—Who comes? Alack, who busters there
To sevk in Heaven o cushioned chair?
Rip Van Winkle:—' ' 1, a0 Lord myseif, a Kiog,
A monarch, despot, anything, —
Swing bwk those gates sir, [ say swing!
St Peter:=Youd Ripy aud you not catalogoel,
Not chivcked vot isted? Il be dogged!
A duplivate  No, that wan'e do,
We nily ordered one ol you,
IV, Wo—vaunt, ye serf, ye luzy slave,
Buase villan, sconn el duplex Kosve —
S Veleri—=DBut sy, dear Rip,—repress your pride
Andl uinve a seat dowa thers outside,
i Py st Laal aduge on youy nghl.
Fhen look for © specel,” aod “Swear" aod
“apite,”
And Outvage" “loasalt,” Disrespect”
Cloe anpeteney," Davelioy
“Unbusinesslike," and “Lazy,” *Lax"
fDead,” “Fossilized” aod “Battle Axe"—
What! Heavens, Rip! Can't tind the word?
Tt tot, your iarmar i4 absurd =
I thiok I kKuow, sir, by your lvoss
You've slept wmoag old masty books
And uow this in lex eannot use!
I swear, want in? Well I refase!
[Kip vises, batters down both gates with his tist,
Larodties Pete, —aud—ike curtain fails.)

THE KEAsON

I have feed my fond realders un viands,
In the Kitchen of faney prepsred,

Uo sweet aad delect ible vigods

In the eosk-ronm of luney prepared.

T have hung the pomegesnstos of beaoty
Oo lines eavy-la lad with pradse,

Tiwt ovient fraft of pam geani s,

On lines overhnrildvned with praise,
Oppressed wich dalightabile pratse.

I hoave poured ot the neetarine juise,
From stanzas s-seenved with love,
Heba's nectireous juices,

A scent with the attar of love—
Rounmelisn auar of love.

But they turn from my viends delicions
In the kitches of faney propared,

From my nectar, powegranates aud stiar,

- - — - ]

They turo with impatient disgust,
With impuieot and sneering disgust;
Aud they vow as they've munchiog the mutton,

Prepaved in the cook-room of fact,

As theyre tearing aod munching the mutton,

Prepaved in the oven of fact,

In the irou hard oven of fact:

There is uothing so sweet to the eater

To the famished and gluttonous eater

There's nothiog so rare as a roast

As acold slice of oven browo roast.
A PASTORAL,

Every strayiog amorous zephyr

Venturous havhing v of spring,

Twangs u vibraut chord of feeling

Bid« the heart awake and sing:

Hangs before the pensive fancy

Clunvasses retouched by age,

Sets in pietures panoramic

“Snaps” from memwy's kodak page.

Then we see the green a coming

Uaderneath the orchard trees

Wiere the elover is i l\'i"illﬂ

Forage for the bumble-bees;

Then we hear the hens seackling

On the straw roof of the sheds

While the pigeons, hawk awatching

Sky ward tarn thier buraished hoends,

Days like this the eattle wander
From thestalk tivlds to the sod
Down among the roots of stubble
Snifling every other rod
Days tike this the eareless farmer
Sorts aumong his bolts and serews
Gittin’ that old cotivator
Some how or other, fit 1o nse,
Days like this the solid couples
Take their "ternal taffy-talk
From the libracy staly tables
To the benches by the walk.
Py
But the blizzard drives the zephyrs
Straying to the north o soon,
Tuthe land of vies aod coton,
Rogions of perpetual June;
All those visions Tade and vanish
Andl the henrt its singing stills
While unother vision rises
OFf the conl man with his bills,
All the kodak sngps skedaddle
To thely loog lorgotivg nouks,
White I turn to fruitless hunting
For the hygiene doctor's books
L'enviol—
To the dresmer who is drifting
Whiere the sward s getting green
Tomy fellow fool & looking
For thoswe bo ks in hygiune,
Itimenrrently veported that W. Jodson Husting,
formerly 1917, has been promuted o sdvanced
stundiog in child study.




