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GRIP.

SaTurRDAY, 28D JULY, 1881,

@The Joker Clubd.
“ The Pun is mightier than the Lword.”

VTR STATEMANSHIP

There will be a big pow.-wow at the White
River Agency on the 25th, at which the Utes

THE SAME OLD ROUND

« Could I see the editor?” she asked, looking
around for him and wondering what was going
on under his table.

“ Bh!yes, I'm him,” responded the cditor,
evolving Jhimself and slipping a cork into his
vest pocket. ** What can 1 do for you?"

“T am a student at Packer Tnstitute,” ro-
sponded the blushiryg dawsel, “and I have
written a little article on * Qur School Lays’
which T would like to have published in the
Broollyn Eagle, if you think it good enouglh.”

“Certninly,” replivd the editor, gnzing in un.
conscions admiration npon the beautiful face
before himn, * Does it commenee * Quy school
days ! how the words linger in sweet eadences
on the strings of memory I Is that the way
iwrnms?"

“Why yes,” respouded the heaming girl.
“Then it gocs on, * How we luok forward from
them to the time wben we shall look back to
them?" How did you know ?"”

“ Never mind,” «uid the editor, with the en-
gaging smile which has endeared him to the
citizens of Lrooklyn. ‘* After that comes, ¢ So
sunshiny !  So gilded with the plensures that
make youth liappy, they have flown into the
immutable past and come to us in after life
only asechoes inthecaves of sweet recollection.’
Isn’t that it? "

« It certainly i, auswered tho astonished
girl, radiant with Jelight. “How could you
know it?"

“Then it changes from the pianissimo and
becomes more tender: *The shadows galher
avound our path.  The roses of friendship are
withering, bnt wmay we not hope that they will
bloom again us we remember the affeetion that
beund ns here and made '— -

« No, you're wrong there,” and the soft eyes
lovked disappointed.

“Is it - Hope on, hope ever?’” asked the
eqitor.

*That comes in further on. You had it
vearly right. It is *The dun shadows close
arvound us.  The flawers of fricndship are sleep-
ing, but not withered, and will bleom aguin in
the alfectionale remembrance of the chains that
bound us so lightly,*”

“ Strange that I should have made that nis-
take,” said the editor musingly. 1 never
misred on one before. Yrom there it goes,
¢ Schualmates, let us live so that all our days
shall be as radiant as those we haveknownhere,
and may we pluck happiness from every bush,
forgebting never that the thorns are below the
roses, und pitying those whose handsare braised
in the march through life.’

“That’s it!” exclaimed tho delighted girl.
¢ And then comes ‘ Hope on, hope ever.'”

“Bure’s you're born!"” cried the editor,
blushing with pleasure, and onee more on the
right track. ‘' Then it yuns: ‘And as for
you, teachcrs deax!'”

“ Yes, yes, you'rcrvight,” gigeled the girl; I
can't see how you found e out! Would you
like 1o print it?” and her fuce assumed an
anxious shade.

« Certainly,” vesponded theeditor, “ I'll say
it's by the most promising young lady in
Brooklyn, the danghter of an estecmed citizen
and & lady who hax already taken a high socinl
rank!”

*That finishes the school commencements
at one swoop,’' sighed the editor gloomily, as the
faivvision flonted ont. * Can't see how I made
that blunder about the shadows und roses and
friendship. Bither I'm getling old or some of
these pirls bave strack out somcthing oviginal,
Heve, Swipes, tell the foreman to put this slush
in the next tax salesupplement,” und the editor
felt in his hair for the ecrk, and wondered what
had happened to his memory.

will decide whether they will go away to their

new lands peaceably or not.

We are premitted to publish in advance the
writien ¢ tatement of Chief Colorow, which he
will sulunit to the meeting on that occasion, and
give it below:—

Gentlemen of the Conference Warriors and
Pale-Faced Snoozers from the Land of the
Rising Sun :—

My people are to-day cordially invited by the
white father to pack up their furnitore and go
west to grow up with the country.

We are usked to lenve our lands aud take np
some elrims in aother locality under the desert
land act.

The white futher tells his clildren to sevol.
He says he needs these lands in his business,
aud asks thic red man to gather his pappooses
and tuke a little exenrsion into a strange land

The white father knows that when he speaks
we must obey his voice. Hc has the regular
army nnd another man to enforeehis commands.

We nceept the sitnation,  The bunes of our
ancestors nare here. Here are our homes, Hore
are the spirits of our dead. We have handed
in our remonstranee, but it don’t count.

1> a few moons we must turn onr back npon
these hills and valleys and go to our new reser-
vation.

White en with their pale squaws and
spindleshanked pappooses will build their wig-
wams here  The prospector will come here and
dig holes in the carth, and thefarwer will plant
his crook-necled =quashes above the ashes of
my people.

When the white fathier «tarty the musie, we
waltz to it.

We have been asked to irrigate the country
here aud hoe coen like the white wan. Our
hemts nve beavy, and we canunot prowote the
string bean.  We will do what is right, but we
cannot work.  The Judiun eannot hunt the po-
tuto bug when the deer and autelope ave ripoe.
He cannot dig post holes in the hot snn when
the chuse enllz upon him to go forth into the
forests.

1lcre, where we have vonned through the tall
grass, and hunted the deer sind the buftalo, the
pale-face asks us lo dig irrization ditehes and
plow the green caxth with a rebellions mule.

Here, where our wur ery has been answered
back Ly the giant hills, we are teld to whack
bulls and join the church,

They come to us and tell us to go to school
and wear pants.  They ask us to learn the lan-
gunge of the pale-fuce and go to Congress.
They send men to us who want us to Jenrn to
spell uud wear suspenders.

We cannot do this. Weare used to the ways
of our people. We seraich our backs against
the monntain pine as wmy people did o thonsand
years ago. We cununot change. We cun leave
our land, but we cannot change our socks every
spring and do as the white man does.

We can go away frow our homes and Jive in
a strange land, but we canuot wear open-back
shirts and Jead in prayer.

Warriors, we will go to the land our white
father has given ug. We will take our squaws
and our yeller dogs, onr wigwams nud onrtleas.

We will o to our new home beyond the river
now, and when the antmun comes we will take
a bridal tour back to this country.

We will construct a holueanst, what ever that
is, und spatter the intellectunl faculties of the
ranches all over the country.

This is all. 1 awn done. I have made my
remarks. 1 have twittered my twit.-—/3ill Nye.

Eloise asks if we will publish her poem on
“The Wavelet of the Rivulet.” With asmilelet
upon our facclet we reply yes. Write only one
sidelet of thesheetlet, 12loise, and put on enough
stamplets. Your poomlet shall havo spacelet,

** Strike, but here ”—as the school-boy, who
hed paddied his back yard with a pillow, said
to the teacher who wns about to thrash him.

Just in: Do yon drinl braudy ? No, Idonot
drink brandy, but my brother Andy, who is quite
& dandy, drinks brandy, mxed with reck candy,

« Every trade has its special disease.” Print.
ers always have the hardest lype, probably on
account of the amount of dead matter lying
around.

Hard on the feet—corns. ... Sound doctrine
—-the seience of ncoustics. . . . A floorist may not
bo o shoulder-hitter, but o shoulder-hitter may
be »n floorist,

An Ivish gentleman, with {hat peeuliar pers.
picuity of statement characteristic of his ruce,
says the chief pleasure in kissing a pretty girl is
when she won't let you,

He wrote it, in hisfamous graduating oration,
+* Fat.: is ironical,” and it appeared in the paper
of his village, ** Iate is an ironelad.”” ‘There
was nn explosion, of comee.

Now, honestly, do you believe the report that
Sarah Bernhards studied tho air and expression
of half-cruzeld women by going to a millinery
store and watcbing them try to select a bonnet?

The coming rattlesnake will carry ademijohn
attachment filled with antidote, and men will
huat rattlesnakes for their antidote just asthey
hunt the muskrat now for the fragrant musk
which he contains.

Kate Field says her dress reform burenu is
now prepared to tale orders for anything,  from
a needle to a white clephant.” Should like to
know what article of dress the reformers call
the “* white clephant.”

Alvoung lady who has no objection to the re-
vision of the New Testament writes to say that
the phrase - purple and flno linen ™ conveys no
idea of mxury to her mind and she suggests as
an improvement, * senlskin and black veivet.”

The cigarette vice: ‘Do you know, Mr.
Smith,” asked Mrs. S., in a reproving way,
* that that cigarette is hurting you ; that it is
your enemy ?”’  * Yes,” replied Smith, caimly
ejecting & fleecy cloud ; ** yes, I know it, and
I'm trying to smoke the rascal out.”

A prominent citizev of Austin was being pro-
pelled hiomeward by a faith{ul colored servant
late one night last wecel, when they suddenls
came to & halt,  ** Whassher matter, now?”
agked the prominent citizen. “Dar’'s a man
dead drunk on th ¢ sile walk.” * Gimme alamp-
post ter hold up, and you dragsh off misherable
dranken beast by hish legsh,”

William Sprague, of Rhode Island, has spent
a fortune of $12,000,000, left himn by his father.
during tho past twenty years As he didn’t
start a daily paper o (i1l o long felt want, itis
ditlicult to under. tand how heexpeuded so much
mouey in that period. If he employed a
plumber three months a year, he onght to still
have a couple of thousand left.

An Austin gentleman asked Gus Do Smith if
it was hotter In Austin than in Galveston. Gus
replicd that Austin wus mueh the hotter. 1The
Austin man said that iy Austin the thermometer
did not often go much higher than niuvety.
“That may be,” raxp-uded Gus, * but it is so
cool at Galveston vli. n the thermometer is at
ninety that you feel chilly, and need-an over-
cont.

Maid of Yonkers, ere we buss, tell me will you
make n fuss 2—New York News, Man of Goth-
am, ¢re you risk your life, sell me will you iuf
form your wife —Yonkers Qazelte. Maid ou
Hartford, ere 1 pop, tell me will you faint or
flop !—~/lartford Sunday Jowrnal. Maid of
Webster, ere we wed, who'll split the kindlings
in the shed.— Webster T%mes. Maid of Camden,
ere we mate, can’t I never stay out late 2—Cum-
den Post.




