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The Joker Elub.
“The Pun is iﬁightitr tlp.m the .‘.‘ﬁuﬁtn.”
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MR SPOOLENDYRE AS AN AUDITOR.

¢ Now, my dear,” said Mr. Spoopeundyke, ¢ if
youw'll bring me the pen and ink, I'll look over
your accounts and straighten ’em out for you.
I think your idea of keeping an account of the
daily expenses is the best thing you ever did.
It’s business-like, and I want to encourage you
init.”

‘Here’s the ink,” said Mrs. Spoopendyke,
growing vadiant at the compliment. ‘I had
the pen day before yesterday. Let me think,'
and she dove into her work basket and then
glanced nervonaly under the bureau.

*Well, do you suppose I'm going to split up
my finger and write with that?* demandod Mr.
Spoopendyke.

¢ I put 1t somewhere,’ said Mrs. Spoopendyke.
¢*Alh! Lerel have it. Now you see,” she con-
tinned, * I put what money I spend down here.
This is your account here, and this is the joint
account. You know—’ .

*What's this 2 * asked Mr. Spoopendyke.

* That's your account; this—’

¢ No, no, I mean this mavine sketehr in the
gecond line.’

¢That? Oh, that's a 7.

¢ 8'pose I ever spent seven dollars with o tail
like that to it? Tf yon're going to mako fignres,
why don't yon make fizures. What d’ye want
to make a picture of a prize fight in & column
ci)f nccounts for?  What is this elephant doing
here ?

1 think that's a 2," replied Mrs. Spoopen-
dyke, dubiously. *Maybeit's a 4, I can tell
by adding it up.’

* What are you going to add up? D’yecount
in this corner lot and that rose bush, and this
pair of suspenders ?  D'ye add them in?’

¢That’s a 6 and that is 2 5 and the last an 8.
They come out all right, and during the last
month yon have spent moro than 1 and the
joint areount together.’

¢ Havev't cither. When Qid I spend this
broken-down gunbont? ’

¢ That ain’t a boat. It's §842° for yomr suit.’

*Well, this tramyp fishing off a roek, when did
I spend him?’ )

CIt win't & teamp.  It's $50 in cash you took;
and I don’t know whut you spent it for, Look
at iy account, now—'

¢ What's the man pulling a gig for ?°

«It’s nothing of the sort. That ain’t n gig,
it's #1 for wiggin. You see I've only spent $22
in a month, and you've spent $184.°

*You can’t tell by this what I've done,’
growled Mr. Spoopendyke. What is this rat
trap doing in tho account?’

“That's fourteen cents for fruit, when you
were sick.’

¢ An@ this measly-looking old hen, what's she
got to do with it ?°

“That's no hen. That’s o 2.
for having your chain mended.’

* What have you charged me with this old
graveyard for?’

“Phat's 15 conts for sleeve clastics. The 16
ain’t plain, but that's what it is.’

* How do you make out I have spent so mueh?
Where's the vouehers? Show me the voueh-

s’

‘I don’t know what you mean,’ said Mrs.
Spoopendyke, ¢ but you spent all I put down.’

*Haven't done anytbing of the sort. Show
nic some vouchers, Your account’s 2 humbug.
You don't know how to keep an account.’

¢ Yes, I do,’ plended Mrs, Spoopendyke, ‘and
1 think it's all right.’ :

‘No yon don’t. What do you mean by get-
ting up engravings of a sceond-band furniture
store and claiming that it’s my account ? You're
a nice book keeper you are. All you want is a
sign lang between you and the other sido of the
street, to be- a commercial eollege. If I ever
fail in business, I'm going to fill you np with
benches and start a night school. Give me
that pen,” and Mr. Spoopendyke commeneed
running up the columns, ¢ Two two’s four and
cight, twelve and fonr, sixteen,and ey one to
the next and three is four,  Here. this is wrong.
You've got an eighteen for a twenty here.’

*Eh?’ jerked out Mrs. Spoopendyke.

¢ Thisis $204, not $184. I knew you couldn’t
keep accounts.  You can't even add ap.’

*That mukes your account cven bigzer,
responded Mrs. Spoopendyke. I didn’t think
it was so mucl.’

Slam went the book across the room, followed
by the pen, and the ink would have gone too
but for Mrs. Spoopendyke cantiously placing it
out of hurin’s way.

¢ Dod gast it !” howled My, Sponpendyke, as he
tore off his clothes nnd prepared for bed. *You
ain’t fit to have a pen and ink. Next time I
want my accounts kept, I'll keep ’em chained
up in the back yard, and don’t you go near ‘em;
hear me??’

¢ Y¢s, dear.” sighed Mrs. Spoopendyke as she
slipped the obnoxious book into the drawer.

It means $2

“The good alone are great,” its hard to be
o grater,

Vennor-able in all probability means to be
profitable.

A weather prophet is a scer, therefore every
young man is 2 prophet, beeauso they all profit
by the weather and see her.

And these are the Congressman’s seven ages
—mueil-nge, or the gummy period; mile-age,
which he very soon Dbegins to appreciste;
serimm-age, in which he frequently finds him-
self ; tonn-age, a term peculinr to the Senate,
indicating greatness ; gilded age, which all de-
sire to gnze upon ; old-age, which comes apsaco ;
and dote-age, which cnds this strange cventful
history.—New York Commercial Abvertiscr,

The sinners are becoming Wild at the thought
ol the world Cumming to an end, when they
will be Shipton to eternity; beHined in their
balance sheet and doomed to the Poole of des-
pair—Pity there wasn't some Baxter-way to
creep out of. .

AvreEr Tng Panty.—Elderly coquette (to two
pretty girls) : ¢ And I'm sure you naughty girls
snt up ever no late talking us over. HowlI
should like to have hid mysclf behind a screen
and heard it all.” Howrid boy: ‘¢No, you
wouldn't ! "—Punch.

Oh, protoplasm! Oh, protoplasm! Oh,
mystic depth of the wnnknowable! Herbert
Spencer hias the dyspepsin, and it was brought
on by eating peanuts. Thus does philosophy
fail us in the most common iuterests of life,
while unfolding before us the illimitable,—
DBoston Post.

A soft voice in 2 woman always goes with a
gentle spirit. A gentleman sitting 1n o friend's
parlor engaged in conversation with him was
startled by & noise down strirs and paused to
ask: “What's that; a crash of crockery?”
“No, that's only my wife calling to me.”—
Broollyn Lagle.

Mrs. Grumper read a fashion note to her
lhwusband the cther duy which stated that a new
stylc of dressing ladies’ hair was coming into
vogue. * The men don't need any change. I
‘spose,” snid she. ¢ No.” answered Joainh,
“ihey have trouble enough taking care of what
little haiv their wives leave unpulled, without
bothering about how to dress it.— Williamsport
Breakfast T'able.

The plumber will go to the sea shore this
Summer arrayed in his best. The hotels will
know bim by a supercilious smile which he will
wear, and 2 gold tooth-pick, and the way he
he looks down upon common people. There
is one consolation in the matter, however, and
thet is the unalterable fact that the plamber
enn’t go bathing unless he gets wet just the
same a8 other folks.- - Williamsport Breakfast
Table. )

There is & vacaney in tho “devil ” depart-
ment of this oftice. This is the way it happen-
ed. We were writing about St. Pctersburgh,
and had forgottcn the name of the river that
tlows by it, * The Neva,” replicd our foreman,
to whom we had propounded the question.
“YWhat!t Neva?” said the printer's devil,
which were the last words he spoke. The oftice
will close carly to-day, to allow the compositors
an opportunity to atiend the faneral.—Cincin-
nati Saturday Night.

A little Oil City boy. whose father gave him
a printing press the other day, has already dis-
covered the dangers and pitfalls which surronnd
the pnth of the printer, He sct up aud priuted
a little gilt-cdged card, with the warning phrase,
“Paint, look out,” DBy some means this eard
beeame fastened to his sister’s hat, and hung
just Leside her left ear, where he who ran coul
read. And when she went down street there
was a grin extending clear from Penrl Avenuo
to the Bxchange. And that night the Loy
traded off his printing press for a yellow dog
and a pop gun, with a chew of gum thrown in.
—Dervrick.

Mrs, Washington, the mother of George, was
going to make soap. George and his father ar-
ranged a large cask with some straw in the
bottom of it, and on top of the straw they put
somc ashes and then leeched them. Mis.
Washington got her soap-greaso all ready and
in a short time the house was filled with that
beautiful odor that betokens the process of
soap-beiling is going on. With all her skill
she could not make the soap come. On inves-
tigation it was discovered that somo of tho
ashes used were from the wood of the cherry-
tree George cut.down, sud no lye could be pro-
duced even from them. This shows the power
of truthfulness.—Exchange.




