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" E\quisite ! delightful I What a charming sang!
said MNrs. Dodworthv.

Ves, cha.rmitig," chorused the othier ladies.
"Really, you bave adm-irable taste, Mr. Biggleswade,"

said the hostess. IlSuch savoir fair-e and refincmient.
Somec young nien arc so sadly lacking in polishi, nowadays.
Why, younga Mr. Budger wvas herc the other cvening and
we asked hirn ta sing, and, would you believ*e it, lie sangr
a low, vulgar, pot-bouse ditty, to somiething the sanie air
as that delightful morceau you have just renidcred-sonie-
thing about 'Fifteen dollars in my inside pocket.' It wvas
too awfully disgý,usting, for anythingr. It's the last timec
that be'll sing aîîything ini niy hiouse."

And '.\r. I3iggleswade bowvcd bis acknowledgmcents and
smiiled a superior smile.

AT THE ANTI-POVERTY SOCIETY.

OUESTIONER-"1 Do you know why there are grcater
grroulid rents ini tropical regions than elsewhere ?"»

C HAIR'! 4N-"l The gentleman is surely miistaketi as to
his f-tct,,."

QUE5TION 01-1O, yes, there are bigger ground rents
in the tropics-because, you sec, there are miiore earth-
quakes there."

CHAIRMA.--" Order, ordcr! Really, this is not a min-
strel shiowv !

PETER'S 'P'INTMENT.

P E TER. Peter, office seek-er,
Gets ajob, and, faith. hie keepa hier.

'P'int, OlIy, 'p'int ' 'p'int wvith cire,
'P'int rcter ta be registraire!

'Iwo fromt wan an' naught remains,-
Is a problern worth the thryani',

Av the soin should boo7.e ycr brains
Git tho figgers front Pete Rj an.

WHAT A NAUGHTY, NAUGH4TY GIRL.

M~JA," retnonstrated the little girl, Il I don't sec wliy I
'''should have so niuch ininding of the baby ta do."

"My dear," answered the nia lier, Ilthat is part of
yaur diity. î ou are lierc ta nîiind your little brother."

IlThat's what yau say, anyway, ia," continued the wee
inaiden, in a pout. I suppose you think I %vas born ta
mind b)aby."

I>Perhaps so, darling ! " laughingly replied mnina.
" Then "-ier surchargeci feelings finding suddcn vent
"if I hiad known it I'd neyer have been boni. There !'

T.

THE SICELETON IN THE CLOSET.

A PARSON in bis parsonage once found an ancient relic,
The mouldly, shrivelled, dry reniains of some one long an-

ýelic.
He found it la an oal<cn chest, far hiddcn in a closet,
Thiciz cov'ered with the heavy dust of fifty years' deposit.
He scanned the solemn. gruesonie thing, right wveil it semed to

please hira.
He sbowed it afterwards ta crowds, and sometimes sanie, te

tease him,
Would ask him if it were bis owa (they knew it could not be so),
Which wvas as sure ta make hira wrath as snuff to make you

aneeze s0.
N.,,, reader. banisb grisly thouglits of grave yard bottes and

venmin,The nameless thing was nothing but the akeleton of a sermon.
WILLIAM MCGILL.
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A PAYING TRANSACTION.
)F.TrECTIvaE-' I have just been informed thiat your store was

burglarized last nighit and a lot of goods carried off."
ENTERPRISING «M\FRCIIAST - I H-a!1 That's rnoniey in m)I

pocket. \Ve've been selling awny below cost for a long time. so
this is a clear fzain to us!

SUCCINT SAYINGS.

''J'i\[ ini the soop," as the braam.L sadly abserved ta thec

Scurler.

Hq L canibeth îat, she said," as the barb>er bla ndly rc
marked ta bis bald-headed customer.

IlTa anm't of acc't rendered," as the butcher said ta tlic
crack, of lard.

"I1 CANNOT leaVe tlîee! » as the Canada thistle sobbed
ta 72%lther Eve.

"'FIrtrE ta deatb ! "as the disabled wagon remarked
ta the wliecl-wriglIit.

ADDENDA TO '*THE BELLS."1
SEGthe priises of a bell,

A ystic bell ot sung by Poe-
'Tis wortlîy of a villanelle.
Its. chimes but bappiness foreteil.
It has no note for pain non wvoe-
I sing the praises of a bell
WbVose daily aounds o'er lill and dell
Nionatonous can neyer grow,
'Tis w~orthy of a %-illanelle.
Its music's char-ni a mnagie spel
0'er savag-e, sullen breasts can tbrow--
I sing the praises of a bell
\Vhose muster callai heeded welI,
And great and small make haste ta go--
'Tis Nvorthy of a villanelle.
And yet sometimea il provee a seli,
When steaks are tougb and bread ia dougli
1 sing the magic dinner bell,
'Tic worthy of a villanelle. WLIN cIL

BEPORE THE MAST.

RUDDEZ.-" What prevents; the accan froni leaving its
bed?"

Boo Eri?.-" Its tide, probably."


