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The Joker Elub.

“ The Pun is mightier than the Xword.”

The following characteristic poem by Walt
Whitman appears in the New York Critic .

Spirit that Form'd this Scomne.
(18 7itten in Platte Canon, Colorado. )

Spirit that forin'd this scene,

‘I’hese tumbied rock-piles grim and red,

‘These reckless, heaven-ambitious peaks,

These gorges, turbulent-clear streams, this naked freshness,

These formless wild arrays, for reasons of their own !

I kuow thee, savage spirit~-we have communed together,

Mine too such wild areays, for reasons of their own ;

Was't charged against my chants they had forgotien an ?

To fuse within themselves its rules precise and delicatessc?

‘I'he dyrist's weasured beat, the wrought-out temple’s
grace—column and polished arch forgm ?

—But thou that revellest here~spirit that lovm'd this scene,

They have remesnbered thee.

Upon reading the foregoing our *‘too foo”
poet threw o couple of pages of an old diction-
ary into the hopper of bis machine, inserted a
whesl with a cog broken out here and there in
order to secure filc necessary hop-skip-and-jump
measure, and ground out the annexed :

Spirit that Wrecked this Form.
(Written in front of a Gin-Mill.)

*“ Spirit” that wreck'd this form,

Colored this pimpled nose so red,

Caused _these bulging and blood-shot eyes,

‘This briek in tile, and rags scarce hding nakeduess,
Fhese maudlin mutterings—all cruel work o1 thing !

I know thee, 'cursed ‘*spirit "—we have hiccoughed

together— .
Achieved a high old drunk, and reason didst dethrone!
Was't charged, perchance, and chalked upon the slate ?
Or Jidst the fusil ait jerker demand more cash and less
previousncss ? .
Thou made this * dead beat "—this played out, tempted
wreck—Ubcery, impoverished, and forgot ¢
—And thou lha:{luugh( him here—* spiri thar wrecked
this form,
Cost thirty cents a yuart.
—Norristoron Herald,

Mister Gipple, which has been a mitionary
precher in Affrica, he says, Mister Gipple
does, that the ostridge is the longleggest bird
in the world, but I gess he never scen Billy,
that's my brother, on his stilts, high npper
than the fence. Ostridges cats every thing
wich they can find, and onc time there wasa
ostridge which was a show at Wooderds Gar-
den. Onec dey Mister Wooderd got o carpenter
for to bild a house for the ostridge, and the
carpenter he sct a keg of nails down, and got
some boards, and then he went home for to role
up his slecfe and apit on his bands for to go to
work, and when he come back the ostridge had
¢t all the nails up. The carpenter he luked at
the keg, and then he suid: ¢ Wotten thunder
has went with all them nails ?”  Then the ost-
ridge looked real sollem out of its eyes, much as
to say : * I hope you don't suspeck me.”

Then the ecarpenter he was so disgusted cos
some boddy bad stole his nails that he throde
his hammer down for to go way, and the
ostridge it et the hammer. .

Thon the carpenter bie see how it was, and
he went to Mister Wooderd, and hesed: «I
gess that rooster of yourn is a getting reddy for
to be a ocarpenter his ownself, but I can jest
toll him he will starve a4 that business,”

But Mister Wooderd sed his rooster wasent
one of the starvin kind.

One day Mister Gipple wasin Alrien a sleep,
and he was woke by & ostridge pullin off his
boots which it et, and then it set down for to
think, Then Mister Gipple said “Shew’” but
it didn’t mind a bit, Then Mister Gipple he
said: I gesnita got to be a regler scege,”

So he wont and piled up a big pile of rocks
and begun for to take off his jacket, but the os-
tridgo it put its two feeta to gether, and wen
Mister Gipple he begun to let fly, the ostridge

. it got up and et every rock.

I never soo sech o fool ns Mary the house

.maid is, she dont know a ostridge from a oys-

ter, cos one day she come in the room where
me and Uncle Ned was, and she had a new hat
on, and she sed: *Aint this a nice oyster
fetlicr on my now hat 2’

Unele Ned he took the hat and looked a long
wile at the fether, and then he said: * Marxy,
the miller which sold you this hat has cheeted
you, cos the oyster feather is off a fried oue.
You go back and tell her to change it for the
fether of a stewed oyster, wich is nicer and jest
the same price.”’

So Mary she went backto the miller shop, jest
furious mad, but when Uncle Ned st her if
they had done it, she only jest busted out
a eryin, and had to be chuck under the chin,
and give a 4 bit piece, and tole she was a per-
feek Jittle drommidary, wich made her mity
proud. But Billy, that’s my broth(r, he says n
drommidary ain’t nothing only butjust a pattent
cammle, and one timo there was a cammle wich
was a show, and there was o dockier which was
a smarty, and the dockter he went for to sce
the cammle, After he bad luked a wile he
took out his lancet and ho sed to the show man;
“ Aint thet swelling on yure horse's back about
ready for to be opencd ?”

The show man he sed : “ No, taint ripe yet,
but if you wil come into the big tent Ile giv you
5 dollers for to pul a tooth.”

Tlie dokter he was dlighted and went, and
the show mau he pinted to the eppalent’s tush
and sed: *‘Now jest git 2 good holt with yure
twister wilel let out the brass-troted Siberian
wolfs for to make rcmarks on behaf of the
paticnt.”

But the dokter he sed he gessed a loky motif
wudo be bout the thing to make tho pro-
priato responches for sech teeths as them
fellors.

My sisters young man tole her and me bout
a trapper which come to a town where there
was a cirens, and after the circus pformence he
went and hunted up the ring master and said :
¢ Mister cude I speak to the stripy gent wich
fishy ates at the little end of the wip 2"

The ring master he said said wot was the
nacher of his bisnocss, and the trapper he sed :
¢ I got a new pair of Sundy go to mectin buck-
¢kin pants wich I thot mebby I cud swop off
for o scason ticket to the show."”

The ring master he sed: * Are they reel
buek skin, stout likc solether ?*

The trapper he sed : * Yes, sir, they was
made out of the skin of & saw buek.”

Then the ring master he spoke up a other
time and sed : ** Are thay AQubble riveted and
copper fastened in the crotch ?
1T’I’he trapper said the ring master eude bet his

1

e.

‘Then the ring master Lie thot a wile and then
ho snid: ** The unfortunate sportsman wich
you have come for to corupt is over to the hos-
pittle a gittin some poltices put onto his legs,
but I tel you wot you do, you jest carry them
pants down to the tavern aud talk bisness with
the yung lady wich rides 4 horses to once.”—S.
F. Wasp.

French Wit,

Nos bhons domestiyues:

Lady, hearing a crash in the dining-room—
Ha! John, another goblet broken ?

John—Yes'm; but I was lucky—it only
broke in two pieces.

Lady—That is what you cell lucky ?

John—Yes'm. Ah, madam, you don’t know
what troublo it is to pick up-the pieces when a
glass smashes {0 smithereens.

‘The old gentleman is snoring the snove of
tho virtuous in his easy-chair,

His yonthful grandson rushes to his mother,

*Oh, ma ! grandpa is in the parlour, sleep-
ing right out loud !

At the club an acquaintance beholds the
young Ralph, who buried his grandfather only
three short days before, playing with his usual
indifference to everything else in the world.

s‘Ah, Ralph,” he says, reprovingly, “‘at it
again, already ?”

“No,” responds the young man, “1 don't
play any blue chips, 88 you see—no big ones—
outof respect for the poor 0ld duffer's memory.”

The excellent husband arrives, pale and
flushed.

¢ Well, what is wrong? " asks his friend.

“Wrong? REverything is wrong. Here is
my wile who has run away with her cousin
and left the house, and the expense-book not
written up, Just as likely ns not I shall be
cheated by the cook.”

One cvening after & performance a friend
burst in upon the composer with the congratu-
lation :

“That was a tremendous hit. The fcllow
alongside of me almost brought the house down
the way he pounded with his cane on the floor,
and he would have been cheering too, only—"

“ Only what?”

“ Only he is deaf and dumb.”

Aneclderly gentleman has just confided his
domestic difliculties toa friend of fifty odd, who
says, blithely :

“Well, old fellow, it is a pretty hard ease,
but, you see, you are beyond the consuming
agonies of doubt, and that is always so rauch.”

A gummy goes to seebis friend, who has been
wounded in a duel.

¢ And what was it all about ?

(), riothing so simple, In walking along the
strect I sent, accidentally, a whiff of tobaceo |
smoke into the face of a man who was passivg.”

“Ab, my friend, I always told you you
smoked too much.”

Apropos of M. Litire's death,

One day the degenerate son of & distinguished
sire was ¢ndeavouring to be funny at the great
positivist’s expevse, in the presence of M.
Thiors.

“To demonstrate that man descends from
tho mounkey,” he said, “Littre bas only one
proof—himself.”

 You will admit, my young friend,” said M.
Thiers, mildly, ‘that M. Littre has the advan-
tage of retlecting credit on his ancestry.”

A gold meddle—a burglar in a miser’s coflers
—Marathon ndependent.

A western man refers to his tall, angular girl
as his * big bone-Nancy."—Springfield Sundny
News,

** A fellow feeling makes us wondrous kind,”
unless the fellow is feoling in our pocket for our
watch.—Salem Sunbeam.

Some persons arc never buried in thonght
because they ean not find soil enough to cover
themselves with,—Steubenville Herald.

Brown loundly bonsta that his heart is alwnys
in bis hand, I'ogg says Brown is so close-listed
that he is in no danger of ever losivg it.— Bos-
ton Transcript.

Smithville would be an appropriate spot for
the Smith family reunion; in the grove just
back of the ** Smith Manufacturing Corapany.”
—Necw Haven Reyister,

The season has arrived when the orator, who
does not know a side-hill plow from a potalo
bug, will deliver beautiful discourses on agii-
culture on the fair grounds.— iVhitehall Tintes.

When you are telling a friend a joke poke him
in the vibs. He'll be more intevested in the
yarn, and can put a mustard plaster on the sor¢
spot when be goes home.—JKeokuk Gate Cily.

* Small bonnets are shown in folt,” saysf
fashion exchenge. Yes, and thoy sre als®
shown and felt, The impression they make on
the old men’s pocket-book is most decidedly
felt.—Rackester Express.




