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il wly love for me is dead
Another live i that love's stead,
And il he loves her well, as men
wald love t 1sen ones, why, then
He must gacd that | 20,
Tustead of Yes, | gave him No
Perkiaps that is the reason why
L read the notice with a sigh.
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ConNulas CGrand, sublime,  What
s e st
losoany Saw S Watah colaly doyon say ?
Byt dove woulda’t have one in wy house, yaw
know.
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WHAT Witk s wirk say 2= Mr. . Clay Lu
kens, who writes under the nom de plume of
** Erratic Enrique,” is one of the most versatile
humorists in the countiy. e seems to Le
equally at his case in virse, paragraphs and

‘tehies, and the amount of work he does is
really appalling.  1le keeps o capital column
rmning in the New York News, is a regular
contributor to the Danbmry News, St. John
Forcn, and other humorous papers, and courts
a flamingo haired girl over in Hobok: n, seven
nights a week the year round That'sswhat we
know about Lukens —St Lowis Jonrnal,

Can the editor of the Rome Sentinel tell us
why his house is like one of Quida's no

Can't ity eh?  Why, beeause it is a
Copy right.

guess

Rome - manse

Little Lits of lemon
Little junk- of ice,
Little water and sugar
Make a wan feel nice,
~ Boston Post,

Uysters out of season,

Cannot have a raw;
So we try a “ cobbler,”
Suck it through a straw.

HARROWING !

ANNIE.~“Can you tell me, ma, why the
perfume on the handkerchief of
\ugustus

my dear
is like me, shoot rgan armrew at a
target ?
Ma —* No, my dear, |
larity ; why is it 2
ANNIE,
my beaun.”
Ma faints

don’t sce the simi-

“ Because it's aro, ma scent from |

SHYLOCK T0 ANTON 0,
Signor Antonio, many a time und oft
In der Rialto you hai abused me
Abound mine wonies, und said dot

l l'l'lk more llAll!'!'("l m car

Den der brincipal vas come to !

Stll haf I borne all dose mit

A patient shr
For, vot you call it ? sufferance ?—

Vas der badge uy all our tribe ;

You call me bul names —

Mlisbeliever, eut-throad, son of a gun,
Cheep Skon, und <o on,

Vell, den it vas now appeared

Dot you need mine helup !

You come to me and you said,

Mister Shylock, ol poy, | voud

Like to borrow dree dousand ducats

Till next Satarday ! Vou said s0?

You, dot haf booted me

Two, dree, six, seteral dimes,

Und spurn’d me from your threshold
Like a dog! Monies is your suit, den ?
By goodness, you haf more check

As a book agent! Should I not said:
Hat a doz money ?

"o a son uv a gun

Keep a pank ackound ?

Didn’t it been impossibility

Dat the cur should lend you

Dree donsand ducats? O,

Shall I bend low, and in u bondsman's key,

navigator, is dead,
of Bock beer.
favorite, he
fant class in prragraphing,
tleman come to ? — il ¢4,

T'he pleasantest words she hear,
Ier papa toll her she might have Ben."

licions falsehood, |
flections,

while it does, the
ceives himself if
coming from him will
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For the Toreh
BUZZ SEASON.

"T'is the season of flies,
And they light on our nose,
At dawn's early rise
For a buzz | suppose,
But they sadly disturh our repose.
Then to cutel them we try,
But the coquetish fly
So forward, yet shy,
Is away, and we sigh,
And over our heads diaw the clothes.

"Tis the season of flies,
Sad season indeed,
They bolt into our eyes
When we're trying to read,
And they fall in our soup when we feed.
When we sleep—in our nose,
When we read—in our eyes,
When we eat—in our soup,
A then what surprise,
hat we call it the season of flies?
Eak.

-
y the distinguished Artic
e was not the inventor
And although water was his
has finally come to his ——. In.
what did the gen-
y Dervick

Nir George Bock

The saddest words of tongue or pen :
“Jimminy gracious ! I've #ot 'em aguin !
—Hackensack Republican,

The saddest words we Lear each day,
Is “ Charge it ag'in, sometime we'l, pay "’
=Credit Mevedian Recorder,

| were when

-

-
“CALL ME PE

NANES.”
From Urion Adveeate. |
In February last a circular was issued broad-

cnst over the Provinee, and is now to be seen
posted up in
an extract from that circular,
of one of our most respectable citizen

The following is
bearing the name

various places:

Chatham, 8th Feb,,, 1878,

To D. G. Swirw, Liak axn SLANDERER :

Nir,—When a scoundrel sinks 80 low in the

estimation of all honest men, that he can sink
no lower, when he
lic prints of the Connty as a “ de’iberate liar and
foul-mouthed slanderer,” when the proofs of the
charge have been given to the world and not
denied, he has
tesies that prevail in respectable society,
.

has been branded in the pub-

forfeited all claims to the cour-

. . . .
Now, sir, having again convicted you of ma-
leave you to your own re-.

With pity and contempt, I am,
. Wysg,
Fistery Overseer.
This charge still remains unanswered, and
person so charged only de-
he thinks that any statement
be “ generaily believed

Mit bated breath und whispered humbleness in this County,” or in any other where he is
Said this known,

Fair sir ; you spit on me on Vednesday last, - R e —

You spurncd me on Thursday, In a neighboring town they are talking of

On Feiday you told me to vipe off
Mine shin off;

A nudder dime you call me

Old Stick-in-der mud ;

U'nd, now, for « e dings

Flend yon - atife cent nickel

Doty
—Oil City Derrick,

On your old pald head !

insti-toot-ing a brass band,
Chester Journal,
that ?— Danielsonrille Sentinel.
cymbal enough, ain't it ?

Blow away | — ot
Cornct you do better than
Tuba sure;
= Edintburgh Herald,

Fife for shame, making fun of them. Let

| them dvum around, wnd try-a gleun u few
dollars from the natives, then pick-a low priced
leader and everything will be all right.




