Roguish, chic, petite Helena

With me ate a philopena.

** Now," she eried, ** "tis give and take ;
You must keop your wits awake;
Not an insta . ba remise, .
Thoogh I proffer you a kiss,”

Ere her voleo had ceased expreesing,
To her lips my lips ware pressing,

Trinmph conquered indignation,
And with gleeful exclamation,

** Philopena | "* elamared she,

** For you took & kiss from me."

'" Nay, my wise one, nay, not so;
I did but a kiss beatow,

You acoepted it, Helena,

And from me, hence—philopena! "

FRUSTRATED.

Funsr Enmax Tuge—Didn't yon get on to the
steamer T
Brooxp Bugax Tor—Naw, They got on to ms,

SHE WAS MISSED.

Mus. Wiwrnn (joat back from a viait to ber moth-
er)—Did you miss me, dear, whils [ was gone, and
did the time seom long?

WEST SHORE.

“ Ah!" she eried, “* Il it's conteated,
I'm becoming [nterested.

We'll begin answ to try

Who shall conquer, you or I,

1'll be ever on my guard ;

Every glance from you I'll ward;

1i & muscle to you cater,

Atrophy may seize the traitor."

Then I pleaded: * Lovely maiden,
Take me and my heart o'er laden

With the love it brings to you,"

White lids veil her eyes of hlus,

And her warm heart tiota her cheeks.
* Involuntary,"” thus she speaks,

** Are heart muscles " (Learned Lena),
 You have won the philopana,'

*' Thus you pay me, hlest Helana !
Ba yourself the philopena.
Had I lost you, ghonlish pain,
Wod with sorrow—wretched twain l—
Would have seised my broken heart
And devoured it, part and part,
As we, 0, my swest Helona,
Ale that blissinl philopena.”
J. Eosonn V., Cookn.

TO ISABEL—AN ACROSTIO,
In dreams T wea thee as thow art,
o fair, po pure, so near my heart;
And as [ gase the vision indes
Balind & mist the dream has made,
E'an as the moon, with perfect grace,
Lots oft the stray cload hide her face,

Ma. Wovren—Well, I shiould say it did, I wounldn't build fires again

every moming for six daya for a farm,

CONBOLATION.

Lrrewavre—1 can't get on in the world. I have no ahow.
Buoxson—No show! Why, my dear lellow, yon sre & whols cireus in

yoursell.

A Caviien (lo mother rocking her child)=Do you have to mind that

baby all the while?

Tur Moruun—1 don't calkelate to mind him st all.

the young eab to mind me,

I'm goin' to lam

FROMPT RETURN FOR HIS MONEY.
“Tt'atwina! Both boys! " exclaimed the nurse, addresning the anxions

father, who had besn wajting in an adjcining room,

‘' Well, well! 1 advertised for » boy yesterday, but this is overdoing

iLll

PUT TO THE TEST,

Brigos—Didn't [ hear something abont your golog to get married &

year or 80 ago?

Gunas—0, yes, My flance and I thought it would be & good thing to
give our love a final teat; a0 ahe wenl abroad for a year, Bhe retarned Lhe

oller day.
Bustios—And was her love as (reah a8 sver?

tinroos— o was (resh snough, She martied him in London,
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HEREDITY,

Proun Pamuxr—And do you really think baby
ist like his fthar?
Vismor—Yes. Ho is bald and has u red face.

THE DARKER SIDE,

Mus, Knves—I'm getting tired of these baing-
a-slster-to-him jokes, Why don't they ever pub-
lish something about a girl accepting & man?

Mu. Keyes—DBecauss, Maria, that's too serions
a subjsct for any humorons paper to tackle,

INTERRUPTED.

" The olber night, just as Robinson was get-
ting down on his knoes to propose to a girl, hia
sspender parted.”

 How unfortunate. 1suppose Robinson was
in a terrible rage, wasn't he?”

“No; but the girl was."

TRONOLAD,

Boauven (vainly struggling to earve s chicken)
~This bird appears to have besn inoculated by
Professor Koch.
Mus, Hasnman—Pray what do yoo mean?
Boanven—It seems to be tolerably secure against
consumption,

INSIDE,

M, Biwao—Tommy, did you bring home to your
mother the pear I gave you today ?

Tosuy—Yen, alr,

Mus, Rivoo—That's strange. [ never saw it

Touuv—1 know you didn't; but it was thare,

Buwawr (to her misiress)}—COod yoon be tellin’ me
who lives in th' house lerninst us, mum?

Mismaess (graclonaly)—Why, the gentleman who
wrote that beautiful and lumouns article, ' How to kesp
house without & servant.” Why do you aak, Bridget?

Bunage—~Fuith, an' O sees th' woile av 'im
uphlittin' av th' wood, an' blackin' av 'ls hoots, an'
performint th' owld dayvil's owen worrk ginerully;
an' O was wonderrin', mum.

BAGACITY.

Bie—Don't you slng? Why, bhow stapld of you!

He=I1 you'd ever hoard me try, yon'd think it wan everlasting smart
of me.




