WEST SHORE,

OUR SCHOOL EXHIBITION.

UR school it give an exhibition Friday evenin' lst.
The folka all come and brang their annts and nncles.  Fast
As Bammy Witherspoon, the usher, got 6ne porson sel-
Tled comfortable, another come, and then another yet ;
And thon our brass band coma inside and bust right out a-playin’
"* Hail Columby, Happy Land.” 1 think I'm right in sayin’

There never was such musio
Pluyed before, I know,
Hinve Joahua's cornet [t upsot
The walls of Jericho,

They had a heap of singin' and a drove of Hittls

4 ".’.'\‘ An innovent as angels In white frocks and yels
‘QK low curls,
oy Sung songs of whioh I didn't keteh the means
‘( in' vary plain
Bocanse they didn't all begin to onct; which s
tha main

Dramatic criticism I hev got to offer, for, T swear,
[ liked to look at them bright little girls with yellow halr,
And then our brass band it
Bust out to play and blow,
Like Joshua did when he upsot
The walls of Jerioho,

And then they had s dinlogue; young lndles figored in it,

L ain't no crit'cism of no sort to ofer—svery minute

I was too hasy takin’ in the ladies’ words and smiles,

And wished that 1 was there to rescas Bonuty {rom the wiles

A FAIR STRATEGIST,

1 think ¥'a jost horrid in you men fo

olaim & kisa just becauss yon bappen to cateh ua under & little plece ol
mintlotos,” maid Miss Thirdseason, s she clung 1o the arm of a modest
gentleman and led him about so gently that he was anawam that he was
baing piloted, ** You men take advantage of us just becansa an old heathen
cuistom sanctions {t, T tell you I am very carelul to keep away from it
No man ever kissed we yet, and 1'd dis bofore I'd lot him do it, Oh!
Mercy! There's the borrid thing right over my head now,"" and she tnred
her lace up and stood paralysed with fright until the spell was broken in
the regulation way. Quine,

A CHRISTMAS WISH,

sue (gazing pannively out sl the firat snow)—0h, how 1 wish I lived in
Tossin!

Hrx (astonished)—In Rusala?

Sup—Yes, 'vo just beon reading that s NRossian lover will sleigh his
swoetheart rathor than give her up, Whal gloriots men those Russiana
must be,

SHE COULD S8TAND THE PRESSURE,

Jack—Yon could nover bring yoursell to lova a fellow like me, conld
you?
Awy—I don't know, Jack, 1 might ander pressare,

Of willuivw—bat the band hust out
w-playin’, louder than before,
And loosened lots of shskes ; broke
speca; [alse teeth foll on the
floar.
1 Jonhua's brus band played
As loud as otirn, yon know,
It ain't no wonder they upsol
The walls of Jerlcho,

Avmox Fuewou,

ONE LITTLE HAND,

I know & littls hand petite,

So tender, roay-red and sweel,
Ho [oll of nature’s subile art
That ev'ry motion doth impart
A utrange senaation lo my hieart,

O, when I'm sitting all alons,

1 seatn to feel it 'tween my own,
Or mayhsp o my midnlght desama
Ita vislon comes until ¢ sestma
A aweat offulgence o'ar we gleama,

Ah! 'Tis my throbbing heart's delight

To hiold It near with pressure light,
And wateh the dinmonds fash sod flare
That seem to prowdly nestle there
Upon that hand so debonnalr,

Fall many & heart rests in that hand !

1t haa my all st its command-—
Ono move my cheriahied hopes might crush,
That, blams the bloff, I'll make a ** roah,"
S0 hora'n the hand—a bobtall faah !

Juax La Rex Braserr,




