WEST SHORE.

PHILISTINE DRONE'S WOOING.

I beg to lay before my readers s hartrending eppysoda of the halclon
dais of mi yoothful innosence, When I was & blushing buoy of sum 28
summers, and at that sge pekuliarly centeitive to the arers of Kupid, Ye
gods! my ink turns pail when I think of the object of mi jewvernile affock-
shuns, Do not ehudder when I tell you that I fell in love with & seckand-
hand artikle, s femail dressed in black, the habillyments of the graiv; In
short, & widdos,

The idul of mi bart waa rilch, but do not supposs for & singnl moment
that I sssosheated mi dreems of bliss with lav of filthy Inker; not wonce!
Mi angul's naim was Celestia Byte; and wo is me, I went for Byte and kom
back bitten. Wun nite, while lisnicg to her sole soreing stranes upon a
cheap akkordeon, I was abont fo pore mi tail of luv into her ear, when she
said:
“Philly" (she alwais kalled me Philly), ** Philly deer, wilat thou pur-
chis me sum musio? "

“ Lite of mi bart,” said I, ' thy bebests shall be obeyed."

* Kall me pet naims," said the tender-harted saryfim, and immegestely
swooned with delite,

That nite, aa 1 took my departure from the butiful Clestin’s, 1 sed to
misell: ' Undoutedly shie luve me. 0, heavenly thort! Ken I be awaik?"
Which was not very likely, seein’s I had mi poket piked bl an sndashus
feller who had taiken sdvaniage of mi abetrackshun, When neckst |
addressod Celestin 'twas with & luv lelter, which 1 indited alter grate efforts,
with the aid of mi stoopendus jenius and an old song book. The missive
red us folloes, to wit:

Dearest Celestin ~Fare wun of the Golden Looks, over of the 1'm fondly dreems.
ing. Thy brite smils hasnte me still. Adosabls wun, theu art the coly woman 1 evee
laved. Baloved Girl, thon art so nore nod yet so far, Hoek me to aleep Beautiful disemer,
1'd offor the this hand of myns, Wilt thon sxsept 7 Fromi your trus luy,

Philly Drose,

Thia I seeled and sent to mi hart's affinity, and reseaved the following
Anser:

Deee P. D,:—8portive bog, everything o selubeins, O, kum, kum ! Am 1 o am |
wot! Exkues sl inkoherency. The thonght will drive me mad, Celnatin

Upon reeding of which I immegiately fainted and swooned in mi own
footsteps, "Iwaa evening when I agen started forth to visit the dommysil
of the salobrive widdoe, and the stars seemed to shine in mello lite upon
ml karsworn linnyments as il they new that I was soon lo fine mi falt with
wun who waa too angelic for & lengthsned residence apon this sinful serfs;
and while mi hart beel with overpowering emoshuns, | asked misell in
murmuring axents if 1 was wurthy of this earthly eherrybim, and arriving
at her dore a: the instant T weked the question, T was ushered in before |
bad tyme to anser it. When I stood in the presents of the bappi gurl, she
wanl

“ Philly, deer, do T wince agsn behold thy franc and open Kotnte:
nunoa "

0, Celestin, prey do not gays upon nie in that refulgent stile—do not;

mi hart will bust! " sed L. " And now tell me when thon wilt be mi
bryde.” And I nesled bafore her, muteh to the damage of mi best panta,

Thy bryde! " sed Celestis, skornfully.

* Ay, swele wun,”" sed I, throsing mi arms around her luvingly.
“ When shall we be mamied?"

Bat imagine mi sirprize when Celestia hit me akrost the head with a
fire shuvel, and then saked me what T ment,

OVERDOING IT.

Mus. Favare—Henry, I've written to sk mother to
vomo and visit us, You don't mind, do you?

Mg. Fasore—=N-n-no; bot lsn't it rather too much of
A good thing? You knmow she was here for an entire day
only & year ago last June,

A RAY OF SUNLIGHT.

Poor Lerrux Boy (shivering)—I'm e-c-c-old.
Brxvorxst Looxiva Inpivinor—Well, my dear little fellow,
be #o while you may. Remember thers is & heroaltor,

" Didn't you promise to marrl me? ' sed 1.

** Marri you! " she sed. ‘' Do you suppose that the snshent family of
Byta wood disgrais there naim bi alfilyating with a Philistin7 "

" But," sod T, " didn't T rite yon o letter offaring mi hand, and didn't
you rite & lebter axocepling it?"

8he bust out laffin’ and sed: ** You biglool! I thought it was a lat
of the mugic you was gonig to send me," and she wwept from the room dis-
danefully.

T left ber ill-fated threshold, nover to kross it more,

Franx Mamios,

A BACK VIEW,

Within the train a seat I took,
Propared to read
A novel or some cheaper book,
The mind to feed,
When jost by chance my eyes
I raised,
And lo, behold !
Al what s abiapely head |
goned,
Of classie mold—
Her neck my artist soul did win
Upon the spot,
And all my heart was canghit within
Her Psyche knot,

T had no doubt ber face was sweet
And most refined.
(How sad that I should have s seat
The maid behind 1)
And as T dreamed of foat-
wres falr
And Mﬁl blos ayes,
Of lips that make # bard
propare
To poetise,
8he turoed around— how quickly flown
Was ecntacy,
A, would that she had only shown
Har back to ma!

REALIZED HIS LOBS TOD LATE,

Hixrpox-—~FPoor Brown's death was a terrible calamity to me.
Burrn—Why, I dida't know hie was & near {riend or relation ol your,
Huxrgox—~No, be wasn't; bul T marrled his widow,

Naruax M, Luvy,




