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“The Pun is mighticr than the Stword.”

Love kpots should be tied with a single
bean. —Harlford Jowrnad,

* When taken to De well shaken:” The
boy that upset your ash-barrel.—XN. ¥. News.

Toronto is a loud city, Her rower sur-
passes that of the British lion.—Stamford
Advocate.

Spelling matches are about to he revived.
Words that make trouble will be put out.—
Fon du Lac Reporter.

A great many young men measure their
affections by the length of their girls' sitk
dress trains.— Lamblon.

It doesn't follow that a person With u
false st o'tecth should have a falsetto voice
— Dunielsonville Sentinel,

1 The last new book is entitled, ** What
Shall My son Be?”  Why, Lhe'll be a boy, of
course. — Roclland Conrier,

It is the young man that asks for the young
lady’s hand and receives it that carries off
the palm. — Yonkers Statesman.

It is perfectly surprising how much some
men kuoow about things they know nothing
albout,.—St Wcrter  Lanberme,

There is nothing so decieving as the
orange peel and nothing so real us the side-
walk under it.—Marathon Independent,

The contemplative doctor strolls through
the centetery and sces his patients on a mon-
ument. Chicago Commercial Advertiser,

Stick to the farm, youne fellow, particu-
larly if you fiounder In a quagmire, aud no
one is near to belp you from sticking. —V, Y.
News. -

Jouxsy langhed when his grandmother
fell down stairs, and his mother got away
with him six slaps to the smile.—Seubenville
Herald,

Nothing will mor¢remiud a man of the
value of little things than a plate of straw
berries at a cburch fesuval.—Middletoron
Transcript,

Extremes—A lady clutching her dress to
save it from the mud meeting a gentleman
grabbing his. hat Ly the crown in order to
bow.—Syracuse Sunduy Times,

“ Oh, solitude, whe- ¢ are the charms that
sages have seen in thy face?” ALex., wh
dida't you ask ut the shops where the don't
advertise.— 2urners Fulls Reporter.

Trying at the sume time to drink in the
beauties of the bonnets of two ladies who
are walking in opposite directions has made
many females crosseyed for life.— Uncle Sam.

Scene: Carabridge High School, class in
mythology. Teacher — Who was Hebe?
First givl—Wife of Hercules, and first cous-
in of 8ir Joseph Porter, X. C, B.—Ilurvard
Crimson,

Now goeth the small boy 10 swim
*Gninst the wishes of Ma. The pretence
That he makes for his shirt heing turned,
He - did it in ¢limbing th2 fence.”
— Bradford Era,

New York proposes 10 call back its Pina-
fore companics before the next census is
taken. Ifit don’t thereis no knowing where
the Lalance of power will light.—Bridgeport
Standard.

The most interesting part of a circus per-
formance is when the big, fat clown mops
the perspiration from his brow and gently
murmurs, ‘* Kiss me mother, kiss your dar-
ling.”—MWaterlon Observer.

Did you ever notice how carefully a wom-
an fills the bottom of the clock wm} trash,
and with what good taste the key is hung
upon the wall fully two yards out of a fel-
low’s 1each? = N. Y. Expresv.

Most of us pass our lives regretting the
past, complaining of 1he present, and indul.
ging false hopes of the future, when it would
he vastly hetter to cut a pole, dig same bait
and go fishing, —0d City Dervick,

Monkeys that emigrate to this country gen-
erally obtain grod positions.  Some few be-
come conneeted with the circus, but the
majority manage to sccure situations as col
lcctors for orgnu grinders.—! hila. Chronicle.

An cthiereal maiden called Maud,
Was suspected of heing a-frand,
Scarce a crumb was she able
To eat at the table—
But in the back puntry * * * O lawd!

Said cvunical Sioxps, ‘T tell you they
arc all alike, all alike. Every man has his
price. Tberc’s no gainsaying it.” ** Very
true.” replied Joxes, mildly ; *“there is no
gain saying it, even if it were true.”— Boston
Transeript,

It doesn’t take long for a rural neighbor-
hood to find out what kind of carpets nud
furniture a newly-arrived family possesses,
after the usual round of formal calls have
heen made by observing women.—Jurners
Falls dtepo ter.

It is said of o suburban_lass of forty-five
summers that trading in Danbury, and hav-
ing five cents her due, and being offered a
five cent cake of soap to settle with, she re.
fused, naively saying: “I have no use for
it.”—Danbury News,

Spring is a very pleasant season, with its
cool mornings, its balmy days, its wealth of
buds and blossoms, its early, fresh vegetables,
and all that, but oue pever can tell when a
man with the odour of spring onions on his
Lreath is going to tackle him and tell a long
story.—Ex.

There is one thing which seems nuaccoun-
table to the average city fisherman, and that
is, that an overgrown, awkward, saucy
boy with a hean pole for a fishing rod and
cotton twine for a line, will catchh more fish
thao he with his faney jointed rod and fine
silken line,—E,

* Papa,” said a bright little gir) at the
breakfast tuble the other morning, ““ Do you
know why our kitten is called a Maltese? ™
“On aceonnt of its colour,” was the reply.
“Ob, no, that's not the reason,” persisted
she.  “What then, my child?” ““It’s he.
cause I maul him and Maiy teases him.—
Geneva Gazelle.

The gay and festive soda fount
Now sizzles in the land,

And Deaeon and good Mrs. Jones
Around the counter stand.

The Jady’s gentle nectarine
Within the glass is fizzin’;

The dencon slyly winks and says
[Ie'1l take the same in his'n,

—Rochester Bxpress.

An Irishman who bad listened very atten-
tively to a sermon on Suaday was asked by
the pricst tbe next day bhow he liked the
discourse. ‘“Ob, very much, your river-
ance,” said M1ke. “ Then it suited you, did
it 7” said the good father, *“Faith, it did
that,” sajid MIKE ; *‘it was the best I ever
heard. 1 should loike to see it in print, for
1 piver understhud a word of it.—Rome
Senlinel

The Winnipeg papers have got it bad.
Look at this:—*“HANLAN has such winning
ways.—Free Press. Ob, give oar, please
give oar.—7'imes. We shell not: we're hanlan
this thing racefully oursclves.—Free Press.
That last effort is, we are certain, the pro-
duction of a single scull.—Times. Not a
numb scull as you rowin’ is—Free Press.”
These Winnipeg papers seem to feather
high, and put in long, sweeping strokes, as
it were. —Thunder Bay Sentinel.

Blowinyg into the mnzzle of a shot gun is
a standard method of producing newspaper
items. It remains for a young lad down
town tointroduce a variatioz. The street
hose wouldn’t work ; the water was turned
on at the spiggot all right, hut there scemed
to be an obstruction, He placed his mouth
complctely over the end of the nozzle and
blowed just once. The pressure of the
whole reservoir suddenly broke loose, con-
centrated into that one nozzle. The lad let
o with his mouth and sat down about fifty
feet away, down the street, and he has not
yet heen relieved of the impression that bis
brain is watersoaked.—New Haven Reqister.

The natural world is full of illusions. The
apparent rising and setting of the sun, the
gorgeous clouds that prove to be only a
dre vy mist when you get caught in them,
the mirage that reveals things below the
horizon and shows us ships sailing keel up
in the air, the coming together to a point of
two right lines when seen in perspective,
the mistake of supposing the train in which
ive are seated to be in motion when another
train at our side begins to start, the deceptive
ideas that we have of distance, as in the in-
stance of a lofty mountain, which may seem
to be closec at hand, when, in fact, it is
scores of miles away; these are all consider-
ed Nusions, as the world goes, but a man
pever fully realizes what constitutes a full-
blooded illusion until he attempts to eat a
rave done egg with a fork.—O0il City Derrick.

By the way, I met Mr. NELsON, of the
American Express Company, whenI went
up the river. He is a capital traveling com-
panion, and a brother-in-law of Captain
McKELL, of Burlington. On one of his
trips up the river there were a lot of raft-
men among his fellow-passengers. One of
these useful, but unostentatious, men sat
next to NELSON at the supper table. The
lumber navigator took a large baked potato,
broke it in two, gouged a hole in one bhalf
with his knife, filled the hole with butter,
which immediately began to sizzle and boil,
and then he thrust the seething, blistering
mass in bis mouth. He didn’t hold it there
very long, however. He just shut his mouth
down on it once, and then with a wild start-
ling expression on his countenance, he turn-
ed his head over his shoulder and fiercely
spat the offending potato out on the floor,
Then he looked defiantly up and down the
cabin and listened for comment, but hearing
none, he turned to NEusoN, and in firm, self-
npproving tones, with the air of a man who
had met the emergency and was equal to it,
remarked, ¢ Many a blamed fool would
have swallowed that ar " —Burlinglon Hawle-
cye, :




