il

THE OM

Parce, U.

- e

PUMPKIN PIE,

The near appioach of Auntumn rhonths,
When bloamirg nature dis,

Brings neur unto our longing lips
‘The tims fer pumpkin pioe.

‘The time te us, of all most dear.
When warm before eur cyes

The matroa brings, with willing hands,
‘The wished-for pampkin pies.

Romemberest thou, my brother Jehn,
The happy houss gone by, -

When you and [ enjoyed so well .
Our mother's puiaphin pie.

I'm dweiling now “neath other suns,
And Lright aro other skies,

Tet manmcry oft brings kack again
The tzoaglht of panpkin pive.

And a'taough new my bair is grey,
"Au denth unto’ me nigh,

¥ miinh wiiil, as long ago,
A piece of pumpkin pie. .

GIIORT_BUT 8WERT.

[2e asz complained in'moving words,
It was a shwns and ein
To cast bim frum the etablo out
And lot the ram within ;
But while the loudust were his moans,
Thus epoko the ram in bitter tones:
** Bo quiet pray, my long-eured friond,
% ith angur be lesy rife,
A butcher's standing by my side,
With roady-sharpenad kuife,
Comfort yourseif with this conceit, -
* Maakind will nct eat juckass meat.’ "

A MIRACLE,

In the course of his ceuvaseing pilgrimage,
cur (weiturn xmicus, J. C. Aikens, paid a
visll ta ou o iue villus of Corktown in this
vieitage.

Fui aecr'y half 2n hour did the ex-senator
8it witteat uzualag bis moath, doing nothing
oxcept winhiug at the varions members of
the tanily, un sccomplishment for which
brother J. C. is somewinit famous.

At length, in order to dive:wify the scde-
runt. thy gracious aud savory youth tuek up
a bottle which was stunding ou the contign-
wva sholf, and, with a nod 1o the company,
vuinmenced to iminbe tho contunts therof,

"By tae wig of Johin Weatley, but 1 was
dry & excluinwd tho snug-vieged ’ripling,
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~~¢not for many a long day havo 1 had such
an invigorating draught.’
With profeund awe was this achievment

“ witnessed by the mist-es¢ of the mausion, an

orthodox daughter of mother Church.
Och~she cried out, as soon un she could
command a competercy of ‘Lruati— Yeiein
is the heretical spalpeen who will bave the
eheck to say that inirncles have ceased 1—
Here has this poor dumb crayture drunk the
battic of holy wator which Father McNuly
(may the heavens bo his bed !) left hers last
week, and bo the pipor that played before.
Nobuchadnezzar, ho spukes s plainly as
Jack Cole bimseclf.—Strecteridle Rovicto.

' DID'NT BHUTE.

A story is related in the Conoordia Intelli-
gencer of an old lady who “ st up ' to see
the stars shute, and was disappoinied. Sho
wes wilfully imposed upon by w Professor
somebody~~but hear her: ‘ He tcld mo as
how that on the 22nd day of tho menth the
etars was goin' to fall agin like I hearn tcll
of, the time that some folk thought the world
wag goin’ to be sot en fire. Well, strangor,
Icounted the days, and &t iast, uccordimg
to the nockes I cut in that door post thar, the
22 came. . I had supper uncommon late
that night, and left the cotfee pot boilin’ and
vomo cold pork and greens and corn set by
the fire, and detormined to set up and see
the stars shute. It was soiter cooligh, but
1 got under that ebed eo that I could givo
c¢m a fair chance; end 1 sot, and sota
powetful deal, and thea I'd eut a bits and
tako a sup of coffos, and watch agin—und
I kept 1t up till broad daylight, and I did'nt
6¢o a vingle oue ef the Jduraed crittors

budge.’

CURIOSITY SATISFIED.

A pretty litrle blonde, actress at ono of the
boulevard theatres, exhibited a singular
taxte by appeanng in a toiletie cf the doep
black upon all occasionw, from the tirst of
January to the last of December. Desirous
of knowig the cause of this etemai mourn-
ing, her intbnate friend M’lle A~ de-
manded,~—

How happens it, my dear, that you cre
always clothed in sable, like e page of
the defunct M. Marlborcugh 1

That is my secret.
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But oae has no socret for a sinvere fniend.

Init a how ?
Pethaps.

T <% & kil I-||

Do you inocrn at kove ?

Ma foi I no. »

A parrot—2 Kicg Churles o pictector ?

1 detost all pota.

What, then, pray; je the virtee whick you
desre te exhibit ?

It isaot a viliue, 4

Woll. what then 1

The whiteness of my shovlders, curieuse.

1 expuscted it

SERMONS.

It awazos me mimsters Jou't w:its bettor
eermons--1 um sick of the duli, prosy
offairs,” eaid a lady in the prevence of
paraon.

But it is no essy mattr, my gowl woman,
to write good sermons, suggested the
ministar, »

Yes, replied the lady, but you are a3 long
about it ; 1 could write one in bail tie tine
if T only bad the test. L

O, if a textis ell thutyon waut, eaid the
parson, I will furnisb that.  ‘Foke tuis one
from Solemon :—- :

s It i3 betle: to dwell ip a cosver of o houss
top, than in - wids bouse wiih a vlawiing
woman.”

Do you mean me, siv ? inquired the lady
gnickly.

O, Wy good woman, was the grave res-
pouse, you will uever mecke a senootizer ;
Youare too voon 1w your application.

........ Ts a mun sud his wite both wne 17
asked the wify of & vertain geatleman, in «
state of stupitication, us she was itoldiug Lis
aching hend in both hands.

Yes, 1 euppove 80, was the reply,

Well, then, ghe said, “1 came boms
drunk laet night. aud ought te be ashamed
of inyso.f.

Tais back-handed rebuke from a long
saiforing and loving wife ettectuaily cured
him of ius drinkinggpropensiues.

+voens..On atombesione noar San Liego,
is an epitaph which rous as follows : -+ Lais
yere is sakrid to the memory of Winiain
Henry Streken, who eame to kis otk by
bein’ shat with Colt’s revolvery~one of tie
old kind, brass mouuted, aud of such is the
kingdom ef heavin,’

Cirericarn Wir-—A clergyman’s acknow-
lodgmuont of a pressnt of game f.om a noble
lord, the pauon of u vacant beaoticence ¢
Many thauks, my dear Lord, for the birds of

your giving,
Tho' 1 wish with the dead you bud sent
ma the living!



