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Chief. ...Oh, she is one of those who have been brought up on butter- 

milk and pancakes. 

Shiner. ...Had such a long walk it was too late to stay long. 

Pie. ... Went home with the Mayor’s daughter. 

Archie. ...Had all the dances and then rushed to the hotel. 

Cato. ...Had a’'nice walk home with the Queen of Sussex and a nice 

long stay at the house. (Was the sofa soft? Oui!) 

WINTER 
Depths of skies that are black as the river that flows 

Silently under the skate-scored glimmering ice; 

Shuddering stars that shrink in the breath that blows 

From the monster, Cold, who has gripped the world in a vice; 

Long white highways muffled and drifted with snow; 

Wandering wonder of winds that whistle and wail; 

Flickering flames in the north that flutter and flow; 

And a mist of cloud that shadows the moon like a veil. 

—M. D. C., 23. 

PAPERS 
“I insist that you give me those papers,” demandede the blushing young 

lady stamping her little foot on the floor. 

This only incensed the villian, a big strong man of about twenty-five, 

and he replied smiling, “Not until you pay the price in full!” 

“I cannot possibly go to the ball at the Embassy tonight unless you do. 
My happiness depends entirely upon those papers! Oh, please don’t be so 
crigel 

“Shall you pay or take the consequences?” 

“Do you not understand that unless you give me those papers all the time 

and money I have spent preparing for this meeting with the ambassador is 
lost. I beseech you to give them to me.” 

“You heard my answer, there is but one condition.” 

“Oh, for the love of heaven give them to me; time is plying and the car- 

riage will be here in twenty minutes. I must have them.” 

“You know the condition. I give you three minutes. One—two— 
“I must have them, so here is the ransom,” and she put both arms around 

his neck and— 

Smack ! 
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