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Sceng,  Railway Office in New Beawsiick,

Polite Official to Qeneral Manager. + Mr.
Jungs, allow e to intraduce you bo dMr. K., a
joher on Lhe stafl of Gyar, ™’

Manag-r Jonex (to lis sceretery). Mr,
Smith, you will plense Bl in » pass for Mr, K.,
as X invariably make it a rule to “ puas " o
¢ joker.,”’ No cards!

A Headloss Tale of Halifax.
FHE WINTPE FORT SCMMARIZED.
Al ye who, like the early bird,
Would somie *‘ poor worm ™ ensnare,
Coine, listen, if you have not heard,
What chanced a maiden fair.
Who late, but early, longed to t2e
A charming sea-side cove !
When such misnap befel, that zhe
Vows never smore (o rove !
U the steam-ferry-boat she sat,
Foread the morning's news—
‘I'he wmarriage column first got g/,
Then something 1o amuse !
Meanwhile the steanier left the shore,
The wind comirenced au raid,
And dowu the deck came sweeping o'er
I'he decorated naid !
%o winds will rave whean they are vev'd.
And burglarlike may seek
Ko rob u fair-one—with pretest
Of kissing her fair cheek.
In sudden gust the breere camie fast,
As still the maiden sat.--
And, all profuncly, with a blast !
Made off with her new hat.
Her hat thi litted like a cap
Tha sweetest thing in hown !
And her dear veil, a worse mishap,
The envy of the town !
Man ! they left her ill at case,
_Shesaw them riselike ““atocks
‘Yo favoring gale, aud then the breeze
Went whistling through her locks !
A hay, like pride, must have a fall,
She ruiled, but o'er the rail
Went hat aud veil and pride and all !
No ottery conbanvail ¢
A grinming urchin at her side
¥ impish mischief roared ¢
** Reverse the engine ! ster the tide !
A\ mad-cap's vverboard
‘The helmsman keft his post in fea
The dech-hand and the mate—
Thie stoker and the enginger --
Came all ! bt all ton hae !
e i swept like o Na ~
Above ity broad blue tomb -
Seanyuphs siled cudildy and tho.
But lured it v its doom’™?
Sug-fishes tike

(I T

awells® o nd,

oo Vhe co A 1o see
Chey huled it as i tribute paid
Fhen aristoecnegp,

The Jotmiers moved their saving claws
L And groped dong the lagst -
Yo break the news sund seck the canse
OF this new rise i hats !
These speenlators neath the waves
[} t windfall

And i the current-sea ta keves the crew, o itin the same day with the trinmph of engineer-
u,; :III‘;; v.l«p‘-l-tl:ll ! And :«1:::\:\5]:(1\': fineds, Jatlf dead. the tosiest il he ing skill which spans the Jl.llghly chasnt of the
stoud mu S 3 S . . e - - N ) i 5 onlor
“Uhe victim of » hr‘cc‘;cab tpost Soott that sweet nud’s consent he wained, his true-ove 1o Dou? None but . infatwated M“"';‘Ulh-! s b‘!"
Like Niobe or Banquo’s ghost— become, X unfortunately there are many such in this vi-
Ovauy myth you please ! Becuuse the pirate’s parse contined at very lu'l;u{iomu cini;y.
s, C.P.M.

GRIP.

Her biain eright swing, her heart st sink,
Tt ngw went feilty et

The wicked newsboy gave no wink

f pity for hee had?

Down, down it went fiom hawan sight
He of her fate made fun,

Swiled andibly o see her plight
nnrc-hu:ulmi m the sun

A Miciae there with beadud cap
A dusky ¥on of Ham—

Just tontched their head-gciw wcrdnne sop !
Pray who's vonr havter ? meanr !

Ruufless she reaclied the giddy town,
Her hat had gone 1o sea !
Unere better slic had lost et ciown

The hat biad cost her tivee ?

Peyelimce where
rossip, angh, and ch
s maid 1 vision yet may
The baned whout ey bat ¢
A merry baud of fish to @rect
‘The mennaids” wondrons tale,
Weaved reuud the hat—but boutless (eat
"Fis al) without avail ?
Vet let her nat bewail her hat
She may go west, o wed !
Then, how nuch worse i plight were that
If she had lest her head!

evnnids congiegate

The Dictator of the Glohe hag boen signally
rebuked, and the matigned Professor huy had &
Fruy Revenge!'! '

Noo H-=Trrsex's Suave S,
Aier b Ruskin and the Dime Novelate,
"Mud clouds of tarid leaden blue, Use stor its sigteal
rave,

ok erleof sanigting hue wie waring i the

W
The foreground s mreen and lunp-like fire, @ phoaphores-
cent Noud
But in witd-dis
ood !
Wihete stiry arotond the slave-ship's tak, the snllen
Jing brecee 3
s bencath the enmign hlack, the dewion of the
h

e oo dive, @ se that scethed dike

B

With crippled wings aned crowded hold, the pest.uuse of

the slav

Had felt the Beitish fire that told tor well twist wissed gl
wave

Fhe pirate captain cicd abad,  Oue sliaves et death net
fice ™

Nl soen e wre

writhe awiel o corpse engumbee-

e katken and seinsninke exult to seire s

wey., .

And .\Iluuy monsters, myrradarmed, doag dowie fraom
light of !

But now the Britid boat appeins. the youth, their fanfer
cric,

“Oive way, my heiwts of ek ! three cheers @ the pive
in o prize 1"

He clenves the pisate captain’s head, Bis tars shoot down

SaTURLAY, 410 JUnk, 1881.
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The Arvt Kxhibition.

Indulyent Parent. 'I'het, my dear, repro-
sents Promethens,  You know ho was chained
to the rocks, and every day the vultures de
vourcd his liver, which grew again and was
ugain devoured, and so on.

Sympathetic Boy.—Oh, deur! How sick the
poor vultures must have been to have nothing
but liver cvery day!

ScEng,

A Toronto Man’s Rumination.

Here we are picking our teeth at the fromt
door of the Windsur, and gazing upon the ver-
dant glory of Momunt Royal. Of course Mon-
treal cannot he compared, vs a eity, with To-
ronto for wealth, enterprise or populatiou. I[ts
natural attractions, too, are infinitely inferior,
For mstance. how ingignificant Mount Roysal
beeomes when comparod with the lofty heights
from which the Old Fort frowns defiance nenr
the western entrance to Toronto’s harbor.
What has Montreal that will cumpare with our
voblc bay and the gem like island, whose pre-
cipitous shores divide that buy from the lake?
Suffer e tv do a little gushing over that isle of
beruty -home of the venowned Hanlan, How
often huve 1 revelled iu the depths of its stately
forests of puplar and willow? How often
plunged from its rocky point into the cool
wuters of the bay, and sported there with all
the grace and agility of a porpoise till the stars
shone down. Eow often, when landad again,
have 1 listencd to the <ong of the mighty mos.
yuitoes which fourish there, breaking in upon
their melody with mauy « staceato note, and
wild, yet graceful movement of my own. Ah! e,
how the days of old yeturn as I write! Days
when the classie shores of our happy isle worc
the home of that noble old sailor, Capling Bob
Moody, Admiral of the oucc fnmous Firgfly.
Stern of eye and stately of port, he guided that
noble three-decker to and fro ovor the swolling
waters of the buy. Afloal --every inch a gallant
sewnan, undaunted by the dangers he encoun.
tered in his countless cruises betweon the main-
laud and the shores of the distent islund, Ashore
—the here, the pet, the autocrat of the noble
waurd of St. John, Mixhty is elections, Now
lauded by the lobe as the patriotie, the gal.
Tunt, the noble Capting Moody- —and ahon, whon
the wind had changed, leld up to unmeasured
ridicule us ¢ Capting Bob.”  Bub ** whither are
we drifting? " Whither indeed ? Lot us re-
turn to our sheep. There are hard-headed,
practical men, who secin to think a greal deal
of the Victoria Briduge bere; but who would name




