POEMS FROM MY SWE THEART BOOK .
By Pearl Levins.
THE PLY*#*AND I .

. I musgt look fumy to-a fly
That ventures on my table,
And scans with wry sye,
To se= if I m vulnerable.

He 1licht=s upon the sugar bowl ,
To zet a closer view,

Of disappearing food, and jaws
That chew,and ‘chew, and chew.

The 1larsge white napkin that I wave,
Sends him a pace away,

But avid curiosity

Determines he shzll stay.

He tries the sugir, slos the cream;

Je s=mples crumb -nd broth; :
He clean= his face, he presns his wing ==
Inspects the tahle cloth.

I flick my hond-I think he's zone-
But anon he will return,

And gaze on my enormou-~ sgelf,

Tis thus that flies do alw:ys learn.

I wonder 1f he dreams at nicht
Cf monstrous hand and =ye 2
This verse dow weekrd to think of me- nysslf,

added lately. A3 nirhitmare to s fly !
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