
CANADIAN COURIER

THE LATEST OCCUPATION.
They're moving resolutions

From, Halifax to Vic.;
The way they're holding meetings

Is fit to make you sick.
One thing they've firmly settled-

No spots there shall be seen
On this, our next Election-

They've vowed it s'hall be clean.

* THE NATURE OF~ IT.
First citizen: "This financiai panic has been a

bad thing."
Second citizen: "A perfect fright."
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THE BEGINNINGOF A COMMONPLACE.,
Adam and Eye were packing up.
"Yes," lthey protested, "we had a perfectly charm-

ing time in the 'country."
Thus- the vacation lie had its bîrth.-Sut.

NO BEAUTY.

A CHESTER lawyer, saysý the Washington Star,
married a young woman of exquisite mind-a

thin, big-headed girl in spectacles. A friend from
the East was introduced to the lady one night, and
later on the bridegroomn said to him:

"George, what do you thînk of her ?"
George puffed thoughtfully on his cigar.
"Weli," ýhé said, "to tell you the truth, she isn't

much to look at, is she ?"
The husband's face feill
"Ah, but," hie said eageriy, «what a mind she

has! Externally, peirhaps, she isn't ail that couid
be desired, but within-ah! George, she has a beauti-
fui mind."

George smiled.
"Then have her turned," he said.

MAKING EVERYONIE USEFUL.

AN Englishman wowas otWest in early days

the leader of which annouinced that he and his

block systemi in de world. Ten miles back we were
blocked by a ioad -of hay, six miles back we were
blocked by a mule, just now we were blocked by a
cow, and I reckon when we get further souf we'll bie
blocked by an alligator. Block system, boss? Weil,
Ah guess !"

THE OUTCAST.
Yj OU ask me why I weep and moan, like some lost

spirit in despair, and why I wander off alone,
and paw the ground and tear my hair? You ask
me why I pack Vhis gun, ail loaded up, prepared to
shoot? Alas!1 my troubles -have begun-the women
folk are canning.fruit! There is no place for nme
to eat, unless I eat Upon t¶he floor; and peelings get
beneath my feet, and make me f ali a block or more;,
the odours from the boiling jamn ail day assail mv
weary snoot; you find me, then, the Wreck I am-
the women folk are canning fruit! O, they have
peaches on the chairs, and moly appies on the.
floor, and wormy plums upon the stairs, and piles of
pears outside the door; and they are boiling pulp
and j uice, and you may hecar them yeil and hoot;
a man's existence is the deuce-the womnen foik 'are
canning fruit.-Emporia (Kansas) Gazette.

EXPLAINED.

Mistress: "You seemed to bie enjoying yourself
last evening, Bridget. I heard loud laughter in the
kitchen."

Bridget: "Yes, mum. Me policeman cousin was
after droppin' in to tell me of me uncie's death."-
Harper's Bazar.


