WEST SHORE.

I KISSED HER.

—

I
1 kinsed her—
And {f there's any blame it must rest npon the firs;
1 simply couldn't help it, and it was no fault of hors.
The summer sun was shining, the firs bent low abave
And whispered, ** Kiss her! kins ber! ah, kiss and tell your love,”
I kissed her— And no I kissed her,
And If there's any blume it ronst rest with the furs,
Beneath which we two nostled, with my hand seeking Lors,
The Christmas sleigh bells jingled, and the furs, so soft and warm,
Kept whispering, " Kiss hor! kiss her! it woa't be any harm,” .
And #0 I kissed her. 1 wonder
Which kins I found the sweater—I really can nok tell—
The summer ot the winter one? [ loved them both so well;
Twin dreams of bliss, they havot me, remindors of a past
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Jawnun—What words do yon wish engraved in the ring, air?
Youno Mas—" From Henry to Clars."
Juwsten—Take my advico, young man, and have it engraved simply . BRI CONDIE
" From Henry." Then, if you get it back, you can use it again next [NEGRL0AL QNI
Ohristmas, Crana—How shookingly forward Miss Clark ls—ahe Ix all the time
slanding right under the mistletos. [ think she ought to be
e - = ashamad of hersell.
) e Luoy—Yes, indeed! Why, ahe dossn't give ua ball a
o ld II > . . = b - change. [ —
| [ et F N R R NOT FLATTERING,
\ : ' Ouorty—Did you ever dream of me, Miss Amy?

Canme Braxe Monoaw,

gt 5 = Bl i J 1_".‘ =
“_‘# f T ' : Asty=No; but I wouldn't wonder if 1 dreamed of you
| M : NN " w9 Al to-night,
! ) | = 4 3 N . ) A Cuoley=Ah, bow delightful of you!
Awr=—Yen. 1 have aaten so maoch mince ple that I fully
expect to hwve some ferrible nightmare,

THE COMMERCIAL MUSE,

{ This poom will appear in all the benling magnalion al o oost
of 10 s pagel,
From that dark land where banks of ¢rystal snow
Are swopt by blasts from ool the Borean cave,
To that lalr conntry where the palm troes know
“The noothing breath from off the sun-kissed wave;
From palace halls, by heaven's groat bounty blessed,
i To hinmble cot, where grim-laced tol] was born,
i (ilsd pwons rise, and glad hearts fill the hresst
O those who wake this joyous Christmm mom,
L] . L]
s L g Hat don't lorget, n thoughte of xift snd giver,
Moque—Seems 10 be & new strain Yellah in ninging, That Seurchiem's pills will regulate your lver,
Sxan—0b, no; he alwayn atralna like that when he singn. H LW




