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The Joker Elub.

* The Pun is mighticr than the Sw

TI AMATE .

Phe youtg luwyer conducting his first case
before a jury is worthy i the deepest connnis-
eration,  Tubehim, lop instance, in the eriminal
court, belore whieh he has i ease. While the
prosecubing attorney i tying the fivst witiess
into how-knots and untying him in, the
amateur =its listeniug intently, but endeavonr-
ing to look as unconeerned a- a marbie statue
ina thunder storta. e throws in timid objie-
tions every time he thinks e sces 2 hoe, and
as eanch one Iy overruled by the court lie puts on
1 stern look as wmiteh as to sav e

11 Knock the wind oub of that in the su-
preme courd.”

When the proseentor, nsnaily an old and alle
wtloruey, desly suys, @ Pake the witness,” the
youthfnl aspirant trembic: a little and enden-
vors to swallow semithing that is sticking in
bis throat, llefeeis thant every ¢ye in the room
is upon hin, wnd that they e as hot as stove
lids,  He fives o few initatory questions at the
witness amd warm w proceeds until he s
brongid up standing by @+ Oh! your honor we
objeet to such drrelevant guestions,”” followed
by a few senthing ronmm ks from the prosceutor.
The court sustains the objoetion and advises
the young iawyer to keep within the bonds,
whichsets himto wondering wherein tizunder the
bounds are. Chjection fuilows aijection. and
each one is premptly sustrined.  He wonders
why it is thnt o free and independent people
will tolerite such one-sided justice.  Te Junges
ahead blindly pow, untilhe heeomes soconfnsed
that he docsnot know whether hie is a prnciising
atiorney with a gilt sign, or a tly.wheel en a
steam wood-suw.  Finally he rins ont of gties-
tions, and with « sigh of reliel, or sontething,
tells the witness:  Thai's all,™

S he grinds theough, and at Gt the prose-
s and proceeds to addiess the juey in
a maslerly siyle. As he o s he picks
the evidence podueed by the defence into par-
ticles fine encugh to he ineorvs rated into eodtish
bails,  ‘Chie youthful Bluckstone wiestlar begine
to feel uneasy as hi- wnd revarts to the fact
that in o few meancnts he wasty deliver s
mitiden  speech, He wishes the prosceutor
wotld hold his ¢rip and heep it up until tine
to adjetirn cotirb, foeling satislicd that he could
ke o splendid speech the nest day aiter a
night’s fizhting on the evidenee,  Jle tries to
remember what ibe witnesses swore to, but
cannot reeall thebr eviderer to save his life,

The proseentor finally winds up with a grand
peroration, and as hie says: ¢ And in conclu.
sion, gentleman of the jmry,” ihe youth ner-
vousty fingers his moustaehe, if he hnppens to
have one about him, and wishes hie had never
begun the abomivable business, Cold chills
aro fingering him all over the back rs if mea-
suring him for & vewshire,and bis spinal eoluinn
acts like it was tived and wanied to 5it down a
while. Like Banguo’s ghost the Inmp in his
throat won’t down by an obstinatc majority,
and ho swallows at il and wonders what he is
going to say and how long it will take him to
say it.

As the prosccutor ealmly takes his seat tho
young luwyer rises and moves Lo the front, Tie
dare not look at th:e nudienee, and bries to ma-
pin there is no one in the roow hut himsell and
the 12 sphynx.ike forms in the jnry box. Fhe
eyes of each juror are fixed upon Lim, and he
would alinost relinquish his hope of heaven if
some one wonld raise o ery of five to divert
their atteution uutil he gets n sturt.  Finally
he shrugs his rhoulders and imanages to re-
mark: “Gentlemen of the (swallow) jury.”
Very good.  1lle then surveys them for a mo-
ment, and cevery mmn in the box thinks he is
endeavoring to read their thoughts, but he isn’t.
He is wishing to gracious he could read his own

thoughts. At Inst he strikes out and goces for
them aboul their intellizent looks, and how he
{zels that his elent’s interests are safe in their
hand<.  Aw the same time he feels scrious
doubls as to their 4y in his own hands, He
worries throngh his speceh with an average of
two swallows at that Jump to the seutence.
The prosceutor closes the nrgument and the
ease gees to the jory, who retire to a seeluded
reom to chew tobaceo and ask ench other what
they thought of It zo happened that the
fiimsy testimony against the neeused wartants
a verdiet of not guilty, whercupon the amateur
giusps his eliont’s hand and whispers: ¢ Jt
was o lhind fight, but T got you out of i6?”
Then he rises, loads up enough law books to
swanp a mud-seow, easts 2 trintnphant look at
the prosceuting attorney, who smiles pleasautly
in retmn, and walks slowly and imajestieally
down the side to the deor with as mach dignity
as if be ownud a western railway. Oh, you
can't deny it, even you old veterans.--you've all
been there!—Quiney Modern Argo.

WHY MR, SFOOFENDYEE AND NS WIFE
GO e TIE MASQUERADLE,
Prooklyn Lagle
cosay, my deas,” said My, Spoopendyke, as

he hurmed in, hot and breathless, Inte from his

nIp NOT

business, “did yon get me o fancy Gress for the

masgquerade to-night 27

s 1u's all ready ™ 1eplied Mrs, Spoopendyke,
beaming.  * You go as--let me see . lLgo
ae n Spanish guitar givl, and you po as—as—
it's cither Lonis X1V, or Oliver Crowwell, or
Siv Jobert Buerns, T've forgotten what the man
enlled it

»I do, do T2 said Mr. Spoopendyke,
glaring around.  “1 go as one of 'ent, do I?
As they are all dead. and as 1 will do for all
three, praps you'l) get me 2 cofin,  Show me

theeotling - Feteh ot the interconvertible cata-
falgue and hielp e on with it.  Has it got

st a coflin, oxplained Mrs. Spoopeu-
Avke, <it's a doublet aud.- ="

s a doubdet, s it? Well, that relieves
me of one of ‘wm. - Lihought from the way you
spoke, Mrs, Spoopaudyle. it was o triplet. Is
theye atrousers wihit?  Gota shing? 1 told
sou Lo pet we a bancit snit, didn’t 1?2 Felch
cut this Cromwell iness?  Show me this
wan Burns ! Any sword go with 2"

Mrs, Spoopendyke Lbrought forih a wern red
velvet jacket, trimieed withe tarnished braid,
and o pair ol yeliow  velvet linee-breechies,
slaxhed up the sides,  This she supplemented
with a felt hat and a pair of jack-buots armed
with spurs,

“Alaybe it's & bandit snit after all,” she
sugeested.

“Which is the Touis X1V, end of this thing?”
demanded My, Spooperdyke. ¢ Where does
the Oliver Cromwell purt begin?  Show me the
Burns clement on the schiedule! 1f Y'm going
to zet into Lhis thing chronologically 1 must
begin with the measly king and wind off with
the dodgasted poet; which is the king part?”
and Mr. Spoopendyke shot out of Lis business
suib und drew on the velvet trouserz—**Where’s
theest of ‘em!” he demanded, surveying an
expanse of unelothed Thubs,  *This whole
thing is only one leg.  Where's the pair for the
other leg?  Give me somo trousers,” and Mr,
Spoopendyke scowled wboub hiw.

“Tron’t the boots eome up and meet them?”
asked Mre. Spocpendyke, in some trepidation,

Mr. Spoopendyke pulled on the boots, butb
still therc was an exposed space of nearly a
foot.

“I suppoze this hare-legged arrangement is
the Burns part,” grinted Mr. Spoopendyke,
“tHe was a Highlander, and this mucl of me is
Purng,  Show me the Cromwell part uow. Is
that hat it?” and Mr. Spoopendyke put on
the hat and breathed hard. ' Where's the
rest of me? My head and legs ave all right;
bring me my back and stomach!”

Miys, Spoopendyke handed him the jacket,
and he plunged into it with a jerk,

“That's what you wanted?” he howled.
“Couldn’t you muke more’n three epochs of
me ?  Didn ¢ the man have bug three historical
dantes?  Tull that jacket down a eouple of eon-
turies, can’t ye?  Dow't you sce tho dod-gasted
thing is two hundred yers from reaching the
waisthand of the Durns breeches?”  and My,
Spoopendyke tugged nt the abbrevialed coat
and snorted with wrath,

* Maybe that was the way it was meant o
go,”" avzued Mrs, Spoopendyke.  “1 suw-—""

“You sawed off the cont and pants; now
s'pose you saw off a ro:l of this hat and pateh
‘em ont againl”  And Mr. Spoopendyke thrust
his arm to the shoulder throngh ihe Covenant-
er's hat, and split the coat of the lamented
Youis from tail to collar-band, * Look out
for some Scotch romance! ™ and he ripped off
the pruts and fired thew into the grate. “Here
comes another page in the annals of crime!”
and the boots went out of the window.

“And we—can't go—go to the mas—mns.
querade nt ult?”  sobbed Mrs. Spoopendyke.

““Write an epitaph on the back of my neck,
and IT'Il go as « tombstone!” yawped Mr.
Spoopendyke,  ** Put three bells in my sido
and a torn stair carpet at my back and I'll go
as a Yreneh flat! Discharge the hired girl
and get up & cold dinner, and I'll go as a
boarding house! DBut if you think I'm going
to any measly masquerade in bare legs, like o
haby, and bate-backed like a cireus, just to ed-
vertise a hymn-book, a gitmill, and & broad-ax
factory, you're left, Mrs. Spoopendyke. You
hear me?  You're left!” And Mr, Spoopen-
dyke drew on his nightshirt.

“Ti's too awlful mean for anything.” mnsed
Mrs, Spoopendyke, as she Inid away the Spanish
guitar gitl's costume, and warmed up her
crimping.pins. I tricd to get something that
wonld suit him, and he don't appear plensed
with it. Another time I'll get him a sheet and
a pair of socks, so he ean be a Roman scnator,
and it he is disuppointed and tears 'em up it
won’t eo~t so much.” With which profound
reficetin Mis. Spoopendyke said her prayers,
and planting her cold feet in Mr, Spoopendylkie’s
Lnel, sank gently to rest, .

A quict game—\Whist!

This tar route blackescd a good many men.

Always goes araund with a long face—An alli-
pator,

The toad belicves that hop-position ig the life
of trade.

If o pig’s leg cured is 2 bam, is & grown hog's
Jeg @ hammer ?

You caunot, judee of  woman’s weight by the
volume of her sighs.

Lilectricity in Franklin's time was a wonder ;
now we make_lightjof it.

+ No usc stalking ? ” said the forester when
be wrrested a deer-stealer,

In Texas when a2 man wishes to cub an ae-
guaintance he nses a bowie knife.

 Iine feathers do not male tinc birds,’ but
thev certainly do make fine beds.

Westport will plant 500 acres with onions
this year, They that sow in tears shall reap in
Joy.

“That is what I like,” said the tramp; * good
country board,” as he laid himself dcwn on the
{loor of the barn,

“ Chin Liong ™ is the name of a Charlestown
washerman. e should have been a lecturer.

A new definition—A jury is a Lody of men
organired to find out which side has the smart-
est Inwyer.

A young man in Laramie has such an cxalted
opinion of himself that he has to sii up on a
step ladder to paro his corn.




