--7it will be somertime heteallar. -

/A GEM OF A 8ONG,

(The following daggurel varsos weve hand-
od s for insertion, and we comply fiom the
wory, abeurdity of the lines. Tho author
will, ne deult, make s very good pout, but
We ‘would
advise him not 10 make auy mote .attempts
at chyma untit he can show Mhmg moto
oteditable.—Ebp. O} -

My name is Pzter-Skin, as all agree,
And atiger bey I'm bouad to be;
Whenever duty calls ma out,

“It's for iny hat I’It jump and shout,
And at the topes I'll make a hop,
Justlike a sow in a pail of slop.

'l'hough my ears are long, so folks tell me,
A donkey's relation I must be ;

Though a butcher-boy I am by trade,
Hard Times a porter have me made ;

At tacking boots from day to day,

My former trade I've cast away.,

Among tho gals I’m sure I'm “some,”
In my upper story there's plenty of room,
And this same fauit the girls do tell
Ewerybody that knows me well;
And when on excursions I do go,

Of myself 1 always make a show.

S s e —————
MAJOR JONES,

¥Evirybudy who knows Major Jones, is
aware that he carries a precious sight mero
modes'y of a peculiar sort uader his hat than
money in his porte-monnaic. Jones got off
& sharg hitat the garroters in this wise ;

A shoit time since a highwayman under-
teok %o rob Mujor Jones. He met Jouss in
piece of woods over in Jersey. He asked
Joues fur his pocket-book. Jonea refused to
yield. Highwayman then fook Junes biy the
neck and undeitook to ¢choke him down.’
Jones made fight and kept it up for half an
hour. At the expiration of that time Jones
caved, and the highwayman commenced
zifling his pockets. The contents were
cighteen cents.

Is that all you've got?

Zvery daraed cent.

What made youfight so long ?

Did’nt want to be rxposed.  Bad cnough
to have only eighteca cents ; but a great dexl
worse tv have the world know it. .

The highwayman was so pleased with
Jone®s pride thiut he made him a preseat of
@ nip of ‘e eye, aud a emeker to wash it

. dawn,
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A choristerofa muy c!meh ln\oly :udc
a aad mistake in the choice of a tune, there
beiug a long slur in it, which came directly

upoa an unfortunate weoed, which p«hlncod

a martling effuct, nafely®
¢t With reverence Jet the saints appear,
Aud bow.wow-wow before the Lon.?”

The clargyman’s ligle wisset pup, happening
to eatch the note, sung out his treble pipe,
started the Squire's old Towaer's full bass,
and in an inetant the whole posse of dags sct
up such a chorus that Handel's builsterm
would have dwindled into a mustard seod in
comparison.—Muine Farmer,

RAILROAD WIT,

We recently (says an exchange) took a
trip West, aad while passing vver une of
the railroads on the route, and being foad of
the weed, had taken a seat in the l-awglge
cat for the purpose of indulging in a good
Havanaz, » nervous individua! entered the car
and commenced over hauling the baggage.
The beggage master, after eyeing hima mo.
ment, accosted him with—

What's 2 wantisg, sir?

I an looking for my truuk. demurely
answered the nerzous man.

I will take care cf your trnk, sir—that is
my business, retorted the baggagu-muster.

Oh, I am aware of that, sir; but 1 would
slways much rather kvep my trunk under
My eye.

Well. then, sir, you should have been bomn

1 an elophant.

A SHORT STORY BY DICKENS.

Dickeus tells the following story of an
American sea-captain :

On his last voyage home the captain had
e board a youug lady of remarkeble person.
al attractions—a phrase I use as beirg en-
tirely new, and onc you never meet with in
the newspapers.  This young lady was be-
loved intensely by five young gentlomen
pssengers, and in retarn waa in love with
them all very ardently, but without any par-
ticular preference for cither. Not knowing
how 10 make up her determination 1n thxs
dilemma, she consulted my 1riend, the cap-
tzin.  The captain being a man of original
tarn of mind, said to the youny lady : Jump
overbeard, ard inarry the man that juraps
alter you.  The young lady, struck with the
idea, and being naturally Fand of bathing,
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of the captain, whe had & bowt manned in
tas0 of accident,

Aococonlingly, next mermiing, the five lovesms- -
being on deck, and losking dsvutediy at the
young lady, she plunged. ints Use sen, beod.
foremont. Four of the lovers immedinsoly . -
jumped in after har. When the young lady
and hee four lovers were got vut again, shiv
says to the captain, What 3m I to do with
them now, they ureso wet? Says the
captain, Take the dry oue! And the
youug Jady did, and she marnced him,

AN INCIDENT.

While the Queen of England was reeently
at Balmoral, and walking about her very
fine grounds, she accidentally met an oid
cgg-woman on her way to the Castie,whick
she aupplied with egge. The Queen being
in a humorous mood, determined to give tho
old woman, to whom she was not known, an
agroeablu surprise.  Accordingly, shie asked
her where she was taking so large a quaatity

f ogas to. The old woman bluntly replied ¢

I am ganging to Balmoral, :md these are
for the Queen.

I am very much in want of eggs, said her
Majesty, and if you sell me these, I ahall
pay you doubie what the Quean givea,

The old women's eyos sparkled with joy
as she declared that the lady cruld kavo
them, and she weuld return and fetch another
basket for the Queen.

Victoria drew a sovereign from her puizs,
and perfectly astonished the old woman by
refusing to toke any change. S$he asked
where the ezge were te be takon, and the
Queen then replied: To Balmoral, to be lut
for me, the Quesn.

The old egg-woman was bewilderod.—
Raising both her haads in the air, and then
clapping them tcgether, in astonishment and
delight, she cried out:---Gude Luird o
mercy ! an® is it your ain sel, Mrs. Albert 2

........ Can you toll me where tha ryana-
siom is?

Jimn Nasium—Jim Nasium—t doa’t know
him.

Itisn’ta he, sir.

Well, I don’t know her, then.

1t isn’t a her, siv.

Waoil, [ don't know them, thon.

It ian’t them, neither, ivs an it.

Welt, go aud hunt i, thea.

........ The man who was “jdilci waa
em2tion,” hadn't room for his disrier.




