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HORRIBLE BUTCHERY.
A VERY, VERY DISMAL BALLAD.
IN COW-PLETS.

".Come, live with me, and he my bride,
Sweet Betsy Jane,” the butcher side,
I cannot liver 'nother day
If you from me should kcep aweigh.
My heart loves you ; for months I knew it ;
I want your love, and now [ suet.
Bectore 1 go, say you'll be mine,
1 love you ; *'tis no tender lyin’."”
And then upon his manly shoulder
He drew her head ; becoming bolder
With bonnct rib-bones, Nutiering free,
He (oyed and played as he kissed she.
And soon, fore quarter of an hour
She Joved himn, aye, with all her power.
““ And now,” he said, ** 1 must be goin’,
For I can hear the cattle loin’,
A silver dollar you can steak
‘That I will many a visit make ;
In very truth 1 am in luck ;
Farewell, sweetheart, keep up your pluck.”
And as ﬁood-byc the maid was biddmw’, he
Beheld her laugh, and decmed her kiddin® he (8)
Across the mead he slowly went,
On bis fine prospects all intent,
Wicn, chancing just to glance around,
‘Towards him jumped with bovine bound,
A bull, s0 brisket seemed to him,
That well he knew his chance was slim
To flank him or to shin a tree;
‘I’he butcher grieved him monstrouslee,
For he was bull-dosed, so to speak,
And sorely rumpled, cowed and weak.
** Hereafter I will heifer to steer,”
He cricd, * from these wild cattle clear,
And L'll beware, in bulls and cows,
That quick contraction of the browse ;
I feel a chill congeal my blood,
1 can’t escape,—1 wish [ cud.”
And then with terror driven mad
He died. Here ends this oxtail sad.

“

THE CRICKETER ON SKATES.

Oh! in very wuth ‘twas a festive youth, a lawyer's
clerk, I think, .

Who toddled away in the evening gray to the Granite
skating rink ;

He was not an fait in the very best way to skate, and he
hcaved 2 sigh, )

As he watched from his scat the steel-bound feet of the
skaters flashing by.

But he was a cricketer skilled,
And he said to himself, ** Pooh ! pooh !

On the field, perhaps, [ could show these chaps
In cricket a thing or two.”

So he took his boot and his gimlet cute, and he bored a
hole in the heel,

And then with a twist of his pliable wrist he affixed the
glittering steel.

Then up he s1ood and remarked, ** I should be more at
home, 1 think, .

Standing uV at the wicket in a game of cricket, than here

in this buwsted rink.”

And away he madly dashed
Likc n wild, piratical rover,
And into a bevy of ladies crashed,
And—bowle

a ma‘den over.

He picked her up with her tervier pup which, likewise, he
had spilled, .

And the yells of the pair, the pup and the fair, the frosty
welkiu filled.

Then away he went and his strength he spent in tumbles
‘*over” a ““‘ score,” .

*Twas plain to sce that seldom had he had @ skate on his
“leg before.”

And he sprawled at a terr:ble rate,
As he mattered, * Without a doubt,

By the wicket kecper over there at the gate
1 soon shall be * put out.””

In a quict spot of the rink there “‘sot” two lovers ** spoon-
ing "’ mildly ;

The nook wis dark and our legal spirk steered towards
the s cet ones wildly ;

e could scarcely stand, he had lost cotmmand over leg
and skate, and shoe,

And away he drove to that dark alcove,——he made i
drive for two.

And riﬁht on the lavers’ twain,
As they sat and lovingly hugged,

He dashed like a Grand U'runk train
When the engineer is ** mugged.”

Ve gods! the shrieks and the feminine squeaks that rent
the icy air;

And how that lover when he i discover what was up
did howl and swear.

And he seized the cause—the student of laws—by the
neck, and he-aid, * You're wus

Than_a wild beast brute—there, feel my boot—you oc-
ni-thovrink-cus,

* What’s best to do with him now,
Shall I bounce him? 1'm in doubt.”

¢ Ay, aye,” yelled all, *“ he caused this row.”
And the youth was clean bowled out.

GRIP'S CLIPS, &c.

Rector : ““ Those pigs of yomrs are in fine
condition, Jarvis,” Jarvis: ¢ Yes, sur, they
be. Ab, sur, if we was all on us on’y as fit to
die as them are, we'd do!”

The dollar diamond is an emblem of false-
hood. That is the reason the hotel clerk who
wears ouc on his breast will ‘lie to you about
the best rooms being full. —Puck.

¢ That parrot of mine's o wonderful bird,”
said Swmithers; e cries ¢ Stop thief !’ so
natuvally that every time I hear it T always
stop. What ave you all langhing at, any-
way?"”

A Michigan father writes to the faculty of
Yale :—‘ What arve your tcrns for a year?
And does it cost anything oxtia if my son
wants to learn to read and write as well as to
vow a bhoat ? ’

An editor was kuocked down the other day
by a highwayman, who demanded his valu-
n.?)'le& ’f‘hc poor man took out his scissors to

ass them over to the highwayman, but the
latter thought it a revolver and immedintely
retreated.

Grace Greenwood, while riding in a Wash.
ington horse-car vecently, was thrown by a
sudden jerk into a gentleman’s lap, when she
said, I beg purdon, sir; but you sce Lam a
Lap-lander.”

It doesn’t pay to be ill-natured. TLaugh
and be jovial! It is just as well to kick a
hook agent down stairs to the music of u
merry, ringing laugh as to utter oaths aud
abusive words.

Aun Alabama editor winds up an editorial on
the corn crop of the past year with the vemark:
Ve have on exhibition in our sanctum a pair
of magnificent cars.” This might apply, very
appropriately, to other oflices than that of the
Alabama man.

¢ Prof, Beal suys that colery, if packed in
moss and placed on «a cool spot in the cellar,
will retain its flavor and freshness all winter.™
Maybe so, maybe; but we should think it
would taste a little celevy, ¢h ¥

There is nothing so despised by the stupid
journalist as brillianey—by the hard-hound
jonrnalist as facility—by the weavel-caten
joarnalist as prosperity—Dby the lazy jownalist
as cnergy—or by the brilliant journalist as
stupidity.—Adtlanta Constitution.—\We despise
stupidity.

¢ Papa, are those ducks geese?”

‘¢ My sosi, those are swaus.”

¢ Swans of whas, papa "

¢ Swans of water, my son.”

¢ Then it is going to rain, papa?”

The reason theve is no point to this joke is
that you can’t make a pun on swen and sign
in I%)llglish, and the I'rench son-of-a-mitrailleuse
could,

Novw, for instance, here are some pictures
from Germany. The horses wear No. 12 eyvs,
ladies’ size.  The clonds ave ecleven miles
thick, and the edges are fringed with moun-
tains. The babies have lips big enough for a
clameako, and, wings amd all, these habios
weigh 397 pounds apicee.  The heroes are
nine feet across the call and the ends of their
little toes would fit into the top of a chinmey,
Art is long and time is Hlecting.

Roadside Chat: OId epigrammatic conver-
sation between a clergyman awd  traveller :
C. I've lost my portwmanteau. ‘L. 1 pity your
grief. C. My scrmons ave in it, } T pity
the thief. A more scldom and altogether
move Arkansaw way of holding a similar con-
versation would be : €. I’ve lost my denijohn,
T. I pity your gricf. €. My whisky was in
it. T. Let's look for the thicf.—Arlansww
Traveller,

“Talk abont memory,” sail an Avkansaw
man, “ I've got the most retentive memory of
any man in the conntry. I can remember
things that occurred when 1 was a child.”
I don’t think your memory is so very good,”
said an acquaintance.  “ You borrowed $10
from me some time ugo and you have forgotten
the circumstance.” **No sir, you arc wrong.
You have doubtlegs noticed that I kept out of
your way. Well, that is on account of my
memovry.""—'raveller,

The following iy told of Saphir, a deformed
Jew, who lived centuries ago in Germany :
He was travelling in a stage conclin company
with two Jesuits, who mude allusions to the
personal appearance of Saphir, and  were (is-
posed to make fun of him generally. Tle put
up with this for some time, but” finally bhe
asked 3 “ Who are you two fellows, anylow ™
*“ We belong to the Society of Jesus.” ©Which
Socicty of Jesus—the first or the last ™
“What do you mean?” ¢ Well, his fivst
society were donkeys, in the manger, and his
last weve thieves, on Mount Calvary. Now, [
want to know to which of these socictivs you
belong.”

_Among anecdotes of first nights of uew
picces the following deserves a place. It was
the fiest night —and worning—of ¢ Mounte




