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The Romance of a Glove.
I

Here on my desk it lies,

Here, as the daylight flles;

One small glove—just her size,
Six-and-a-quarter.

Pearl grey, o color neat,

‘““Deux boutons,” ull complete,

Faint scented, soft and sweet ;
Could glove be smarter?

iI.

Can I the day forget,
Years ago, when the pet
Gave it me ?—where we met
Still I remember.
Thep twas the Summer time;
Now, as I write this rhyme
Children love pantomine,
’Tis in November.

III,

Fancy my boyish bliss
Then, when she guve me this,
And how the frequent kiss

Crumpled 1ts fingres;
Then she was fair and kingd,
Now I have changed my mind;
$Still some scent, undefined,

On the glove lingers.

IV.

Though she's 4 matron sage,
Yet have I kept the wage;
Whilst. as I pen this page
Btill comes n goddess,—
Her eldest daughter fair,
With the same eyes and hair—
Happy the arm, I swear,
That clasps her bodice.

V.

Heaven grant her {ate be bright,
And her step very light,
As it hwill be to-night,

First in the dances;
Why 4did her mother prove
False, avhen I dured to love?
Zounds! I shall burn the glove.

This my romance is.

Saville Clarhe.

Elsie.—~Mamma, I know wby auntie dod-
ged 80 in her bathing suit at the shore.

Mamma~Why, dear?

Elsie.~She didn’t wont the wen to sce
her bide.~-The Club.

Constance~Talk about women's hats. 1
sut behind a man in the theatre last pight
and I coulidn't sce anything for his head.

Cluve--What was the matter?

Constance—He ~was an actor.

I you cannot flatter don’t go to the
other extreme and bs too confounﬁedlx
candid.
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THE TENDENCY OF RODERN ART.
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This is Smit’s latest.

R Big Columbian Photograph

Baltimore will nave the distinction of
presepting to pubic view in her Colum-
bian parade the largest photograph in the
world in the shape of a picture, nine feet
long and six feet high, of *‘ Columbhs
before TFerdinnnd and Isabells,” after V.
Gribnyedoff’s engraving of Brozik's cele-
brated painting. This photographic feat
will constitute the float of St. Piuv’s
Parish in the parade, and will be further-
more unique as the pioneer experiment of
adapting photography to this purpose.
The idea originated with Mr. William H.
Weaver, of Weaver & Son, No. 1151 E.
Baltimore Street, an artist of recognized
ability. to whom the whole design for the
flont was intrusied. The design is-remark-
able for its artislic grace and beauty. The
two colussal pictures on either side of the
float will be framed Yo ornamental pan-
cls, also photographed, taken from the re-
presentation of *‘Columbus before tho
Couneil,” on the bronre doors of the Capi-
tol ot Washington, the work of Rugdeiph
Rogers. Surmounting the flont is hgll of
the globe, on the summit of which stangds
Columbus and his two captaing, catehip
the first glimpse of 'the New Warld, ope
vagerly pointing to Jand, 'tbs zot:br 1]

eagerly garing tnward- thQ al ,p! thojr
hopes, while thea.reat. dqggygrc: himself
stands wrapt la &sllcnt ¢ “of grate-

fol ‘profer. Theah fgure Wil te I 1

lief, about five feet in helght. Great dra-
gons, with twisted bodies, their tails curv-
ing wupwards. support the four corners,
and at the ond is to be a large photo-
graph of Carvdinal Gibbons. Four strong;
lights within the flont will illuminate the
mewures, thus making them splendidly of-
fective and bringing out every perlection
of detail and finish. The entire photo-
grapnic owrk of this notalle cnterpriso
was done by the Messrs. Weave= them-
selves, and within the limits of their own
studio.—Baltimore American.

Smiles.
Bangs—Who's that man scanning all the.
ladies ankles ?
Editor—That’s . our weathe, prophet.
That's the way he knows when it rains.

Bluffton—~Cholly has Miss Estelle on the
brain.

Scrooge—W 11, Bhe mus* be quite .ax
equilibrist if she manages to stirk thire.

Beams—What do you take after cham-
pagne to avert the elfecta?

Dreama—1 eat up the bar check and
swear that I have paid it!

Mistress—I don’t went those men downm-
stairs, Bridget.

Bridget—If you're jealous, ma’am, I can’d
Selp it. I ain’t going to invite them nn‘
staucs,

“

Im o ‘“daily hint from Paris,” i
In the Herald is my posc: )
I'm sedroitly syndicated,

But this is “sous la rose.”
I'm a tea-gown, I'm & camail,
Now & box-coat, now a cape,
I'm a dainty little pictura,
And I travel on my shape.

Miss Maud—Mr. Softly, you're very tir-
ing.

Mr. Softly—I'm very sgeorry.

Miss Maud—Yes, even the carpet has a
nap when you are here.

Mrs. Earls—Your daughter has been
studying painting, has she not?

Mrs. hamode—Yes. You should see somn
ol the suusets sho paints. There uever
wans gurthing like them.

{%lnnk I'it stop drinking. It's
tell!ng ba me.
Skunv—m it frequently tells on mo

when X gp boke Inte
Georgic—Pa, whata & od cell?
Papa—~a. pa.dqled “melt ﬁ,mmir tndrect
and Yive pouud cormé'& n jsad
laok ‘one huvd,red pud mgrm -



