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BRUTAL CANDOR.
Sî'LAxSH- ''Vell, sonny, -wouild you like to be an artist

and paint pictures like that?
RUSrIC YOUTH - I Like Ital! 1 should hope not ; it's

the worst daub 1 ever sce."'

Province, Mr. Slick ?" 1 asked, flot unwilling to change the

1 léked it. Prohibition will help to nmake business
boom " he said very positively.

Il one think it will have quitC the opposite effeot, " I
Said.

11Yes. There's jest three sorts of folk that talk that way
-liquor dealers, who are goin' to have their profits knocked
ont; drinkers, who are goin' to be deprived of their bar-
rooni conveniences; and folks who don't know what they're
taikitn' about. Its jest like this. Supposin' a poor man
with a big t'arily bas a certain quantity, of mneat-no more'n
they nee9 themselves. Nowv, would you say it added to
that man'Ys prosperity to keep a lot of useless dogs that lie
had to feed.? That's the liquor business iii a nutshell, with-
out saying anything 'bout the danmage the dogs might do.
1 tell you, sir--

And Mr. Slick I couId see %vas just about to launch forth
eloquently, but, alas, at this minute the bus man opened the
hall door and shouted, "lail aboard goin' south 1 And as I
had to get to Pictou that evening 'I was obligcd to shake
hands hastily Nvith my entertainer and depart.

ApRopos of MacWhlerrell's oeem in the World, wherein
he asserts bis innôcense of the W~illiams murders, it is to be
hoped there is more truth than poctry about it.

THr, FIREMAN's TOAST. .-The ladies, - the only incen-
diaries wbo kindie a flame wvhich wvater wvîll not extinguish."

W WHO ARE TI4EY ?
li11) is it on N. Il. doe.s dwell

A bn sas il is a wulsI
And tha.t tle count-y can't gel.wel ?

1)ick, Cartwright.

WTin is it, ilhnug1zihbe's frc froni vice,
Resemlbles rnucb a lump of ice,
Andi can no longer siin entice?

John Thouilison.

Who is it nakcs (lie patrons bold,
To whoii the peol]e are not cold,
Wlio talles ail Sbecep lOto bis roîd?

\Vbo is h., is $50 very cuit
That lie will nut lut peoîplu lot,
And so (o M~ercier gave the l:oot?

Gus Angers.
\Vho is it wvho's as cloquent,
As if lie wcru 1», beaven sent,
But never says just what bs mneant ?

Lauitrier-.
Who is t leps the rooney bigs,
Whlos lne'ur excelled in artrfol gags,
Tîn omgh 1dm% to tearl: love naughty %tacs.,

G.eorge lo.

WVho's versed in constitutional lore.
Sends bis opponcnts to the floor,
And says tbey're rcitten in lte core?

NOT LOVE.
Whben your girl coniiders; you a bore,
And ntmtsas muc-or tmore;
WVhen bier paelr shoots you throutigh the uloor
Upon the toc of his mniner four,
Or %%itI, yotrr- person wipeYs tite fl<oi,
'l'lien, in a far froin gentle mrs,
Swenrs i( yoit ever corne tbcre mtore,
IIc'll litcrally bave your gore;
Voit tny conclode, froin tuie ahove,
That ibis, to say the least, aLitt love.

THE SPIRIT WILLING, BUT THE FLESH- WEAK.
STRANGEr, - (w/to lias acciden/a//î' ca,itio.i,e'lga,

Robinson in the si<ct): Il'I bctj yoiur pardon, Sir."
RouiNsoN - (jiarigsrvg afl the icibie>) It's

,granted I ! b


