62 WEST SHORE.

WAITING.

Malden at the lattice gate,
: Why wait you there?
B Iu your love & littls late,
o Maid most fair?
sweel the roses on your breast,
Hweel your eyes,
Eager, down-dropped, seeking rest
In disguise.
Al those white lids tell the tale—
If not they,
Then that face & littls pale
With hin delay—
I not that, those trem'lons lips
Plainly prove
That 10 e'en your finger tips
You're in love,

List! He comes, his steps draw near,
Ah, what now?

Crimeon sweeps the tide o'er clear
Cheek and brow,

Ralsed In joyous questionings
Those nweet ayes—

All your heart its welcome brings—
Paradios!

Hanmier Fraxorese Crooxes

HANDY TO HAVE ALONG,
Twovran-oun—{About to start on » journey, o mamma
who Is packing & lunch basket'— What is dat baxit for, mam-
ma ’
Mauna—To stay your stomach with, dear.
Two vean-orn—Me don't want my somach to stay ; me
want to lake it wil me,

—_—

PORTLAND HUMANITY,
Fowr Passexaen—1 never knew before that Weed WAl 8o
vory tender hearted,

Beconn Passewaxn—How's that 7 What makes yon think
he s ?

Fousr Passexorn—Why, this rainy weather he keops rub-
het blahketa over the iron lions in front of his house

JUVENILE AMENITIES,

Soruik SxownaLL—Gimme some candy, Willie.
Witrie Warre—I ain't got no candy.
Borute—What's that yo' got in yo' mouf ?
Witie (mournfully)—~Tuf ake,

The Thlnhsmviug proclamation of the governor of Unp
this year consisted of one sentence of 100 words. In two o
three years it will probably take the following form :

[, 8] THANKS.

Miss Ipano (in the art gallery of the Chicago exposition)=
This i & grand round-np, isn’t it?
Mi. Laxernosr—What—ah—to what pictare do you refer?

For Thanksgiving banquets fashion demands full dress lor
the turkey.
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THE MARKIAGE SERVICE IN SHORT ORDER.

Ctara—I hoar our new minister used to be s seamsn. 1
think it perfectly dreadful ; for don't you know, sailors am
such & wicked sot of men,

Mr. E. Lo (something of & sportsman)—1 don't thisk
that's anything against our minister. He used to he  capials,
remember ; and & good one too. He tells me he has made 8t
fany as twenty knotsan honr, many a time.

Crara—0, how perfectly Lovely!




