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“Pulip, 1 wish to introduce to yon Miss Eccles,”
said the nautical man.

“How do you do, Miss,” said the Tulip, making
his profoundest bow. “The blonde shpered and
bobbed her head till her tlaxen curls shook and
ihe cherries on her hat quivered again. ~I've heard
of you aften, Mr. —, My Tulip.” faltered the lady.

“Have you veally, now ? returned our friemd.
“What will you {ake. Miss 2 *No—no—this is on
me.”

“Here, Tulip ! Dont you go flirling with me
aal  said the sailor, returning from an animated
discussion with *-de bar keep.” The Tulip looked
reproachful.  “Well, TR have a ginfiz”" said the
fair one. with a gruffness of toue that made
the Tulip wonder if she had contracted 2 sudden
cold.

“Degr pardon. Miss, but would you be so good
as to step into the parlor. TLadies not served at the
bhar. “Oh, aren’t they ? TTow’s that 27 queried {iwe
dizzy blonde. “Not {he custom of the country.” re
turned the mixer of cackiaiis.

“Oh. I'm Eneclish.” veturned the lady: “we
manage things differently (here”  She herewith
seized the glass from the hands of the astonished
bartender and bestowing a maidenly wink on the
Tulin. proceeded to “neck™ her drink with a gusto
and eelerity anlyv to he arrived al by coasiderable
practice, .

#Well, we'll see you Iater. Tulip_ remarked the
irlix tar as he drank up his whiskey and made for
the doar.

“See van later. old chap.” cried the fair oac.
bringing her hand down hetween the Tulip's
shoulder blades with a foree thai made his eyes
water and {he drink oo the wrong way. Refore he
conld recaver himself the lady and the sailor had
vanished: the Iast impression he had of the former
being the sight of 2 splendid speeimen of a “Cin.
cagn bool™ diappearipe round the coraer.

The Tulip has sinee heen hieard to sax hie “daes
not apprave of widshipmen disouised o= blushing
damsels” e sovs “it's not dignified. Desides, its
{akice a blamed mean advaniaze of a feller”

NOCTURNE.
That nest among the moss, sweet pink-eyed daisies:
When night bhath spread her sable vesture
ocr y¢?
And stars of heav'n as ye of carth doth lighten
the path before me,
As on my way I pass, sweet pink-eyed daisics !
Awhile there weeps a tender dew upon ye,
To jewel o'er your peixls by the morning;
Like to the tears tbat Love brings to the oyelid,
With smiles them scorning,
And cvery drop a wirror serves to gladness.
Dear stars of carth ! Sweet tlow'ns of leavn that
guide us*
Bright emblems of a love that ne'er shall falter,
But holier grow till time itself sbiall alter,
Axnd find our hearls stil] one, sweet pink-eyed

daisies.
MRS. D. H. PARRYX.

“Bvery silver lining has & cloud.”"—Xew ver-
slom ] . .
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An English Channel trip, say 1,

Is bad enough in Channel buis;

sut when to oross the Gulf you try,
Within a railway tain on tloats
Yon may feel scarved, until you know
“Tis run by Bodwell, Duff & Co.

Should 1, with c¢hild, and nurse, and wife,
Thrust forth upon the sectiving main,
Upon the Bodwell-Patent-Life-
Insurance-Breaking. Railboat“I'iain

Wonld I turn pabe with fear ? No. no :
T run by Bedwell, Dulf & Co.

Aud when in comrse of time we spy

A monster rushing down e streeg
Tewards the market-plece hard by,
\‘."lu-rc two world-farious lines shall meet,
“Naw praise the Lord” we whisper low.,
=And also Bodawell, Daff & Co”

Now Lam rather fond of jokes,

And wish to view ilus Ferry Seliane
As but o sort of senial lm:xi’.

Instead of as a dotard’s dresun,

A vet, as T mere Fap-fud grow,

T ihink of Bodwell, Dull & o,

Aas ! how hapeless to olijoet
To what these mighiy briins have planued,
Ax well might puny dwarfs elect
To plough the bare unfertile sand,
Tiv sauclioned <ape publicro”
1 mean. by Badwell, Duff & Co.
GoAL e

T will not sk if thou eanst touch
The tuncful ivory key.

Those silent nofes of thine are such
As quile suflice for pee.

Fll make na question if thy skill
Tl peacil compis-hends,

Enengh for me. love, if thou still
Canst draaw {hy dividends
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