{LONE, f

the

I stand beside urging main,
Fhat moaneth on the solitary shore,
And swiftly ty my memory eome again
I'he days of yore [

Once more we secmn to wander hand in-hand,
In shady gloaming of an Autaman day, |

Along the level tracts of yellow sand
"Mid twilight groy

maiden at my sile | see,
Her golden hair stirred by the breezy wind
Her soft Ulue eyes, that seemed so true to me
AL! love is Llind !

Ah! you forget the words of love you spoke:
Your vows that nought but death our lives
should part. [broke
"Twas play to you! What matter that iv
A fLuithtul heart,

Gone are those blissful dreams of early youth,
Fheirmelancholy dirze the night winds sigh ;

‘or ool bye to love, and joy and truth—
A last good bye,

I am deceived ! Gone is my being's light,
And nothing now but weariness and pain,

And the dim mists of a November night,
I'o me remain !
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o THE NEGRO RIYMER.

It was a favorite story with my veneralle
friend, Doctor C ——=, who prior to his romoval
to  Philadelphia, (where he died a de
agone,, resided for many years in Eastern Vigp-
gmin and was brunfual of cdotes of the ol
regime. A half centucy azo Lyn
of but one citizen, who donned the (
garb and advanecd the peculine tenets of his
orthodox faith.  This man was hi zhly esteom
ed, and was koown throaghout tie winle
country-side by the sobrigiet of * Fpend,” bo
ing ravely it ever allvessd by his proper sur
nam, Davis

“Friend " Duvis was wealthy and eco
and beneath his
solemni'y carcied
attuned to merry |
i croppe |

ntrie
-and dried exterior of (ya),
nial heart and one withal

His weakness lor harm-

less jovialty " 01L 00 every oresion,
when the least bid was moude for its de, el -
ment.  Lynchbarg at the periol of which |

write had its representative
good nature wihins
legacy frn

L Y 8 ‘Ili"l 89
freedom was a
taster, the pame of
whowm this deceadant of Ham adopted out of a
erude but well m ngsense of gratitnde,

h James was certainly an “ogiginal " in
everything but the worthy name Le so un-
worthily bore.  11e was the prime mover in
every practical joke or questiona!

\
ase]

his honesty hardly held a
suspicion pointed

r tue generally
| y nizht raids on di
exposed hen-rorsts.  Eljah amongst his o
told accomplishment had the equivocal fac y
of rhyme.  Every word in the lexic m put him
on his mettle to produce a simple or comypou d
tag of euphony.  On this special trait of this
articalar frecdman hinges the tale, which 1 tell
as it was told me.
itiful wfternoon in the early autumn,
1's hroadening
sauntering up the Main ect) completely
eclipsed the smiles of ns * Friend " Davis
stool at the open dowr of his well-stocked
smok < As the darkey witha grotesque
salutation (partaking jointly of the essence of
# bow, a serape and a double-shuflls) came to a
halt before the staid sentinel of the tempting
Iseder, his disten led jow's nearly orcor ped
his grocdy us he gazed with longing vision
on the ia s spreacd, within the Quaker's
store room for sides and shoulders,

Davis marked the darkey's eagzerness and a
chance for some quiet sport,  “ Friend 14 ijah,
he said, * well | know thee loves aare bacon.
Now ths viggest liwch on yonder hook is thine

TORCOCIL.

as my free gift, if thee makes a

better rhyme
to my name than | to thy ne. "

nd pigeon-wing antie, which warned
mure chalienger that victory already
Lovered above the sable crest of his melodious
antago: jst

Vith a loud prefatory ahem!
mence | —

“ E'ifjah Jeemes
Thou art tull of schemes

Roaring with langhter at
his cognomen by the ig
jolly negro was not slow in pas
to this ellect — )

“Ah! Friend,
There's room to mend,
And il 'm not mistaken,
Fhee’ll now hand out that bacon,"

The discomiited Davis was fathful to his
prowise and enjoyed his rout with as keen a
zosty as the capering Canaanite did his own
easy triumph and its SAVOrY recompense,—
Norvistown Herald. STEENWYCK.

Davis e.m-

“

¢ strain put upon
Quaaker, the
s the verdiet,
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PCTURES,
e sunbeams dance long onjthe clover,
And kiss the ved lips of the rose ;
But a man dances w ildly all over,
Wiien a hammer drops on his toes
—Nackensack Republican.

Mie peach Llushes red in the sunlight,
Which brightens the bloom on the 1080 ;
But "tis not the sunbeam imparteth
Such bloom to the toper's red no:e,
= Meriden Recorder,

The cherries in clusters hang drooping,
While goose-berries ripen amain
But both will account tor your stooping
With the torturing abodominal pain.
—Erratic Enrique,

Ihe cloulds are heav;
The mist and dri
And man, seized witl
Sadly plays on Lis n

vl damp and gray,
| pleasire mar;
ver christened *IHay
| catarrh.
Nurristown Herald,
The pie nic season draweth nigh,

When boys and girls enjoy a frolic ;
But if they water-melons t'y,

"Twill make them feel quite melon-colic.

-

Relerring to an article shich appeared in the
San Francisco Chrouicle on the death of W, 8.
O'Brien, the bonanza King, the News Letter has
the following :—

“We did not conceive that it was in the
power of huwan pas-ion to gratity itself in
lower depths of malice, or to proceed to greater
extremes of personal, rancorous hatred. We
think so still.  Buat i that ca<e has not been
surpassed, it has at least been equaled by the
unspeakable bratality, the indescribable malice
of the Chronicle, as exhibited in its roferences
to the memory of the late W, O'Brien. A
filthier publication, a vil meoction of in-
famy, a more « ed exhibition of ill-timed
maltce never ¢ ated from the most bestial
of the human r Itis too filthy for expres-
sion, toovile for more distinet allusion, and too
malicious for adequate characterization in lan-
guage permissible this side of the portals of the
damned.”

- ——

Who ever saw a rope walk ?— Rome Sentinel.
Who ever saw a horse ?—Albany Argus.
Who ever saw a cat fish 7— Yonkers Gazette,
Who ever heard a mill dam ?—Commercial Bul-
Lotin, Who ever saw a tree toed ?— Hackensaek
Repablican.  Who ever saw a milk made ?— N,
Y. Heral

Who ever saw a chick weed, or heard a car
toon?

' '
"replied the Ethiope with another
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AN APOLOGY FOR FLIRTATION,

AW women are fokle " you teli me,

CWell  yos=if by flek'e yoa mean
A trifl s less fal<e thin you men are;
Avd greatly more true than they seem.”

“Bat women are crocl—sn cruel !

‘They flatter and coax for a while,
treadon the heoris that we give them,
Avd deel us o Llow with a smije!’

“We are cruel it may he; bat eruel
I a m'lion of charming Wiy
So sorey at times to hy hurt yon,
8o klud on the gloomicst days,

“Buatyou men!= you calealste nieely
How verryou wmay 2o or how far,

Avd never one moment you soften,
Nor plty the hopes that you mar.

“Awd when you at last are suceessful,
And the flower floa's down to ysur fect,
I's colors are no more so perfeet,
Lis porfume is no more so sweet.

“Youleave it to lie on the roadside
(First trampling it down in the dust,)

Aud fancy that such is your right here,
To breuk and to outrage our trust.

“Believe me, that if you would let us
Be honest and true as we are,
(Not striving to conquer us always.)
The world weuld be better by far,"
~—Temple Bar.

MISTAKE.

DANS
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MR. SCHMIDT

BY CHARLES ¥,

I geeps me von leedle schtore town Proad-
way, und does a pooty goot peesnis, but | ton't
got mooch gapital to vork wait, so | finds id
hard vork to get me all der gredits vot | vould
like.  Last veek I hear abeud some goots dot
a barty vas going to sell pooty sheap, und so |
writes dot ®uan i he you'd me der refusal
of dosa goots for a gouple a days. e gafe me
der retusal—dot is, he sait | gouldn't haf dem
~but he sait he vould gall on me und see mine
schitore, und den if mine schtanding in peesnis
vas goot berhaps ve might do somethings to
gedder. Vell, I vas belint mine gounter yes-
derday, ven a shentleman gomes in und dakes
my py der hant und say, © Mr. Schmidt, | pe-
lieve.” says “ Yaw," und den | dinks to
mineself, dis vas der man vot Las dose goots to
sell, und 1 musd dry to make some goot im-
bressions mit him so ve gould dosome peesnis,
“Dis vos goot schtore,’ he says, looking
aroundt, “bud you ton't goot a pooty pig
schtock already,” I vas avraid to let him
know dot | only hat 'bout a tousand tollars
vort of goots in der place, so | says, “ You
ton't vould dink 1 hat more as dree tousand
tollars in dis leedle schtore, ain't id?" o
says: “You ton't tole me ! Vosdot bossible?’
Isays: “Yaw.” I meant dot id vas bossible,
dough id vasn't so, vor | vas like Shorge Vash-
ingtons ven he cut town der *old elm,” on
Poston Commons, mit his leedle hadget, und
gouldent dell some lies aboud id

“Vell,” says der shentieman, “ I dinks you
ought to know petter as anypody else vot yon
hat got in der schtore,” und den he dakes a
lnig book vrom unter his arm und say : “ Vell

poots you towa vor dree tons.nd tollars.” 1
ask Lim vot he means py * poots me town,’
und den he says he vas von off der dax-men,
or assessors of broberty, und he tank me so
kintly as never vos, because he say 1 vos sooch
an honest Dutscher, nnd tidn't dry und sheat
der gofermants. 1 dells you vot it vos, | tidn't
veel any more petter as a hundored ber cent
ven dot man valks oude off' mine schtore, und
der nexd dime I make free mit sdrangers |
vinds first deir peesnis oudt.

-

Mr. Schilling is a prominent Chiengo social-
ist. He is n silver man —Dotroit Pree ress.
He ought to live in Penceacola, Florida.—
London Advertiser,

Florin-ce more like,




