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TUE PHILOSOPHER ANXD TH E UiItTLg¶l
itUNCO STEERER.j

A PHILOSOPHER who j§
had almost lost ail Faith

ini Huuianity, once Set Forth
withi the Intention or findine
an Elonest Man. The Mar
ket at that Time nor being
Glutted with such an Article,
however, ho grcw Despondent
and tvas About to, Relinquish
the search when he on-
countered a Brisk YVoung
Gentleman, attired in an
Inconspicuous, C he ck e r
Board Suit, wîth Face to
Match.

"'Hello, Whiskers," ex
climed this In d iv idu ai1
"Let's go and Lubricate." -

Nothing Loath, the Phil
t osopher accompanîed hlm to

a Caravansery and called for
Lighitning Straight." Thon>

the Young Man carelessly re
vcaled a wad of Greenbacks,
saying, Il Dat's ail right; l'Il seule up.

Amazed and delighted the Philosopher grasped His
Hand and shook it Cordîaliy
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IlEureka ! An honest man at last !" ho ShriekedI
"Hoe didn't ask Ae to Set 'em Up."
Then hoe Proceeded on Ris Way rejoicing, but had He

beheld that Young Man five minutes later a Cloud would
have o'ercast the Ethereal Radiance of his Physiognomy.

"Dat ain'ta Square Deal," his Quondamt Acquaintance
wvas saying to an Interesting F7riend, Attired in a like
Sombre Suit. Il I went de Swig for de Old Yaan'
Kick MNe lu de Gutter if dore iras more dan a nickel in
lis Dip."

MORAL.

It's out of Date to be Diogenes nowadays; Business
Prîncîples won't admit il.

SUMMER SYMPTOMS.T FIAT surnrn&ers here wve ail uiay know
t yonc uufailing sig,

The parson's hcalth goos uow jute
Its annual decliue.

SHE FLIRTS EVERYWHERE.

O NE day the shade of a summer girl,
WVcnt fluttering up b the gates of peari,

AXnd the good St. Peter opened thern %vide,
And she bIew hlm a Russ as sle stepped inside.

AN OSVIOUS EXCEPTION.

AKS'\IIH-I«allthat an irnnodest picture ?
Nonsese! o thepureaIl things arc pure."

McRoB-'" Hoir about city 'rater ?"

A BAD KIND TO FOOL WITH.
Neyer kick a man when he's down."13MORIARTY-" Thrue fur you, me frind. Sure it's

the foinest county in Oireland, an' the saints help yez av
yo thry any foot thricks wid a Dowvn alan."'


