THE THREE GRACES

Her name is Alice, and her step is sloew,
Mild and musdeal her vecal nete;

But when yeu think a bluff will surely geo,
She ecalmly reaches out and gets yeour geat.

Her name is Aliece, and mest keen her wit--
Nerveous and quick in actien--rapid fire;
Bhe's net impressed by "bume" a little bit,
But makes yeu feel Yike a busted tire,

Her name is Aliee, and her hair is red,

For cenventien net a heet does she care;

But yeu may bet yeur life, when all is sald,
She's got the zoods--let these whe deubt heware.

They come frem Wilmingten, the eity fair,
And frem ene hive of academie lere,
Te penetrate the wilds ef Delaware
And feed us wisdem till we want ne mere.

One deals in art and literary grace;

One in the latest pedagogie fad;

The ether shows yeu hew te feed your face
And serve the body while you save your wad.

These are three graces with a cemmon name,
Theugh little else in cemmen they pessess,
Each in her sphere deth as a princess reign,
But whieh in each, I leave yeu new te guess.
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