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A MECHANICAL MARVEL.
JOHN A's PATENT AUTONMATIC SWALLOWING MACHINE.

THE PLACE FOR THE OLD FLAG.

ENTHUSIASTIC Imp. Fed-ist-Doesn't that grand old
British flag look splendid on the City Hall?

Ordinary Citizen-Yes; but it would look still better
up around Behring's Sea just at present. Don't you
think so?

ITEMS PROM OUR BOARDING-HOUSE.

"Olu bird bas flown," quoted Dumley, wbo was cary-
ing, as the alleged duck fluttered fromn the dish and
landed gracefully in the soup tureen.

MlISTAKEN, IDENTITY.

Browun-Can I help you to a piece of bald-headed
eagle, Mrs. Dooley ?

Landlady-That is not bald-beaded eagle, Mr. Brown;
it is cbicken.

Brown-Oh, 1 beg pardon. I always heard tbat the
bald.beaded eagle was a bird of bone and sinew, you
know; 1 have a talon for making such rnistakes, but I
amn afraid it does flot beakcorne me.

NIEW-II)ECA.

Faricular Lady Ciistoner (who bas been probing al
the meat in the shop for the last fifteen minutes) - Hum!1
-er-I think this beef is a little tougb.

'Exasperated Butchaer-No, madam; it is your finger
that is tougb.

A BACHELOR'S REVERSE.

I Abi waiting, darling, walting for the day your cye Wil)
shine

With the Iight of love eternal as it gazes into mine;
When my heart's unsated longing will at leat be busbed to, test
And aur seuls shall rush together as 1 clasp you to my vest

Oh,, my eye has never seen you, but 1 know thatyou are fair t
Like a halo round yaur temiples is the glory ai your hair;
But what may be its color, be it auburn, red or gay>,
On present information, nil fot presumne te say.

Vour eyes, I'm sure, are glorious-like the acean, deep,
serene ;

Are they blue or' brown, 1 wander, or a tender hazel-green?
And your nase, my sweet one 1 is it Roman, Greck, or aqui-

lune?
But forgive the question deairat; for, what matter since 'tis

tiMne ?

WIII yau b. sorne studled damse!, rich with all the lore cf
time,

Talking deep of Hume and Hegel, of the beauteous and sub.
lime ?

Orsesie cutymietu-cetmdvie n
rsmesiet cutymiebu.cetmdvie n

Knawing net the strains of Wagner front the music of ber
feet.

iIS'WilI she be-but cease to question, iimpious the Chaldean
scroll 1r One last word, and speak, 1 charge you, Sphinx of Tinse,
reveal the whole 1

0 1 the doubt, and O ! the terror, that nsy troubled seul en-
thiall

- As I put the awful query,-Wili she ever corne at aill?
-Novie.

MORE TRUTH THAN POETRY.

A poet in the Week says
IlThere is a fragrance lingering round some books."

That's so, especially pocket. books, wben fellows
-carry their tobacco in the same pocket.

AN IRISH WAKE.
THE ould bouse is burning on us, Bridget!1 Av what

use is an alarm clock that don't giv' the aïarm ?

FOLLOWING THE PRESCRIPTION.
DocroR-I told you to take one of these puis every

hour by the dlock.*
Irish Patient-How could I, whin the clock stopped P~

A WISE HINT.
IHumoRisT-I like tbe bouse well enough, but there

is no bell.
His Wife-Well, that ought to suit you. You won't

bear it ring, you know, when you are getting Up your
jokes.
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~'AN EYE LIXX NA'S, TO THRBATEN ANI) COMM~AND.'


