LE TRIBOULET.

——ner - = e

g
Py U PPOUY ).

\

A PAngleterre maintenant de ncus Conner so1 or en é:hange

dc nos produits.

i

e
i

o

T S
)
- e

~

T e -

‘

\

RO \ :’-:;',\:.':\‘
:u‘:"f ‘v — ‘o‘v L ,fé-"“:‘. . \\
: - P A -%L%‘%@L[UR .
' ' s A N Lo 1 SR e
. wone ; \ ""?/\\“ Y
2 e aaaas DA s DR b A VR T2 L R kAt “.. A {..- ) Y rLE’ A
(3 e & e A e . o JaTLLN 4w A—"—"‘./é /' '
20 ; :
. &l bl ALOTTT T WIS AN T, - el (N

7
[ ot

Fat and T can,-ov the Tables Twmin .

Tue Timsr Crovp,

They were married six weeks ago,
the day before her mother left for New
England, ard when the lato cold wave
came to make pedestrians shiver, they
were still very happy. She spoke te him
at breakfast about having never observed
his overcont wwmong his articles of dress,
and he forced a langh and quickly changed
the subject. Going up-stairs he tumbled
over the things in a big trunk, and felt in
all his pockets, searched 1.*s vallet, and was
making a second search of the trunk when
the bride-wife came running up and asked
the object of his search.

«Lffie Jdid you ever come across a little
green ticket in my trunk{’ he solemnly
asked.

“ One about so square?”’

YR

“ And reading something about all the
goods left over such a time would be sold 1"

“ Yes, yes.”

“Why, I found it the other day and
tore it up. I thought it was an advertise-
ment of a pawn-shop, and that some ot the
boys had put it into your pocket for fun.”

“Fun!” gasped the newly married, as
o shiver ran up his back.

“ Why, Charley, what ails you! You
look as pale as death !” she exclaimed in
alarm.

“« N—nothing ! he blurted out, trying
hard to recover his composure.

“Was the ticket valuable!”

“Not very,—that is—no, it wasn't
worth a cent! It was an old Chinese
wash-house ticket for two collars, but J've
got plenty without 'em !”

He kissed her as he went away, but his
face could not throw off the anxious look,
und the young wife looked after-him, and
said to herself:

« T never saw him act that way before.
Maybe he has b—begun to h—hate me !”

And she went in to have o good cry.

o WIHICIUTIHEY HAD A $MALL GAME,

While awaiting the overland train at
Palisades, (Californin) recently, Tony
Pastor, the well-known showman, had an
opportunity of verifying * that for ways
that ave dark and tricks that are vain, the
heathen Chinee is peculiar,”  Strolling
alung the single street of Palisades, he
obsorved through an open doorway two
Chinamen engaged in a game of draw
poker. Tony stopped to look ou, and
John said :

“ Come lin and take a hand ; you play
nokee ?”

“Well,” said Tony; “I don't usually
play cards on Sunday ; but as this is an
off-day, I'll take a Jand,” and buying
some chips, he sat down, with George
Thatcher and John Morris, members of
his company, and the play began.

For a few hands all went simooth, until
it came to the Chinaman’s deal. Momis
got two pair, queen’s top. Tony and
Thatcher pasced out; Morris drew one
card and got another queen (an accident).
The Chinaman drew five, a pat hand;
Chinaman bet a dollar ; Morris raised it
five ; John raised back, and Morris called ;
Joha lai¢ down jack full. Morrisshowed
queen full, and Chinaman said :

“«PD——rot” Result: Morris winner to
the extent of $25.00.

This started all the boys in the troupe,
and they all took < hand, thinking they
had 2 -*bLonanza.” RQesult in twent,-five
minutes : Chinaman $100 a head ; boys
all losers,

The train was heard approaching, and
John said, with a bland smile :

« Chinaman no good pokee player;
deal queen by mistake. Good-by, theatre
man, come again soon ; sabbee 2

A

A Dublin nowspaper says, A number
of deaths are unnvordably postponed.”
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WHAT BOTHERED HIM.

It was a young man with sharp eyes
and a foxy head, who told Justice Morgan
that John P. Mapes was his name, and an
oflicer further volunteered that he had
taken his seat on the curbstone, and could
not be prevailed upon to vaeate it.

“That was wrong of you, John,” said
his Honor, reproachfully,

“How s0?” syueaked the prisoncr,
snappishly, 1 wa'nt goin’ ¢’ do nuthin’
with the confounded gutter.”

“ Ah, but you were drunk.”

“Prreps I was.”

“Well, ain’t you ashamed to be so?
Ain’t you afraid to,;be walking about of
nights that way 2”

John poundered, and then admitted, ag
he glanced at the officer. .

“ T was o little skeart.”

¢« Right,” said the comrt.  “ Going along
in the custody of the police you were
afraid to lose your self-respect 27

« Not much,” said the prisoner. “T'was
my watch and chain that bothered me.”

Kankuhee has a justice who beats them
all in the way of doing up n job of matri-
monial splicing with neatness and despateh.
This is his formula: “ Have’er?” “Yes.”
“Have "lm 2" ¢ Yes” ¢ Mdried ;
two dollars.”

“You want a flogging, that’s what you
want,” said a parent to an unvuly som,
«I know it, dad, but I will try to ger
alorg without it,” said the independent
hopeful.

A German looked up at the sky, and
remarked, “I guces a Jeedle it vill min
somedime pooty queek.” ¢ Yeesdo, eh?”
replied an Irishman, “what business have
yees to purtind to know about Ameriken
weather, ye furrin galoot §”



