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HOW IS IT PRONOUNCED?

O-DAY I met a tearful dude,
Oh, wasn't he a beaunty !
As pretty as a picture on
A box of Tatti-Frotti !

*Why weep ye on the street, fair vouth ?
What seek ye on the sireet ?

And hast thou lost some jewel rare—
A keepsake from thy sweet 7™

“Aye, | have lost a treasure rare !
With grief I'm almost dumb;

"I'is no mere bauble from my fair -
I've—lost—my—-chewing-gum ! **

» 3 * 3 *

1 oftered him a ginger-snap
And taffy-candy. but he

Remained disconsolate, and wailed,
“ I want my Tutti-Fraui! ™

VERY EXCLUSIVE.

RS, UPPERTEHN—" We will invite the ‘Uennizens,
the Rightouts, the Lards 2

Mer. UererveHN (Wndignantly) ~ < The Lards! The
devil } 7
Mus, Ureerreds -1 don't think we had  better

ask him.  Hc is not in our set.”

QUERY?

AWKINS---“So they've commuted Mrs, Maybrick's
sentence, and T notice that the authorities say they
will not listen to any petitions asking for mitigation of
the lifessentence. She's infor the rest of her davs, sure
cnough.” ’
PUNNERMAN —* Probably :  though --cr—she  May-

brick out, you know ! ©

AN EXPENSIVE LUXURY.
FII\’.ST CHAPPIE—*S0 you are engaged to Nettie
Vere de Vere,  How do you get along, old man?”
Secoxn CHarrike-—“ Well, vou sce, she’s so fond of
cau de cologne, jockey club and so on, that *pon my hon-
nah, T find it quitc an affaiv of dollars and scents, don't-
cherknow.”

A HISTORIC FEUD.
’I‘E;\C HER.—* English literature class stand up.  The
lesson for to-day is Shakespearc’s play of Romeo
and Juliet.  Where is the scene laid ?”?
First Bov.—* Verona., sir.”
Teacuer.—*Right, What were the two noble housts
of Verona that had a deadly feud between them ?”
First Bov.—“ Montague and-—and I can't think of
the other.”
" Puviv (whose father is a Grit heeler).—% 1 know, sir.”
TEACHER. —*“Well.”
Puvir.—“The feud was atween Montaguc and Colter.”

A RIFT WITHIN THE LUTE.

v DFAR, dear Clarence,” said Amelia Jane, “ how

kind, how thoughtful of you. This ring is really
very pretty and nice, but as you ouly got it on approba-
tion perhaps you could exchange it for one not quite so
thick and a trifle flatter.” “ Ah, yes, just so. In that
case you would regard it as a flatter-ring testimonial.”

Engagement cancelled on the spot, and now they meet
as strangers, and he puts S3 weekly in the saving’s bank
instead of buying ice cream and caramels.

RED RUBE, THE ROUGH:
OR, THE TERROR OF TECUMSETH TOWNSHIP.
ON(ZI,’, upon a time.

There is no time like the old time,
When you and [ were young,

When the buds of April blossomed
And the birds of spring-time sung.

This time we are talking about there was a purple haze
on the sunset : it looked as if the glorious orb of day was
going to hed full.

The stage coach is creeping slowly up the canon.

The sleeping passengers have no thought of danger.
All they do know is that the mules will not balk,  They
have no dread of the awful consequences which will follow
a refractory mule’s actions.  “They go on slumbering as
peacefully as babes on the kitchen floor when the cradie
is broken.

But, stop.
the gloom.

It is Red Rube, the Rough.

“ [ want a ride,” exclaims the man.

* Alright, sir.  Whar you bound for?”

“T’'m hound for the next town.”

“Good nufl.  Get aboard.”

Night fell softly.

The stars wakened up and rubbed their eves and
blinked at the sleeping carth.

T'he mother moon smiled in quiet approval.

A dark figure suddenly approaches out of

And the quietest passenger on hoard the stage that
night was Red Rube the Rough. T. T

PREPARING FOR THE WORST.

lN anticipation of the time which may be rapidly ap-
proaching, unless things take a turn, when cvery
citizen of Ontario will be expected to know French as
well as Fnglish, Grir ventures to try his hand at humor
in that language, just to see how it will go. It’s just as
well to get used to things gradually, and if these few
specimens of Gallie jexy d'esprit do not amuse our readers
they will at least serve as a warning of what they may
expect as a regular thing in the future if they don’t wake

. up in time to the threatened danger.

Duvar—¢ Bon jour, mon ami. Comment ¢a va>”

SacrinLEu—* Bon jour, votre meme.  Ditesamoi avez
vous lu les weuvres de Montaigne?”

Duvar—-Oh, non ; pas si betc! J'ai fait micux.”

SacrepLEU—* Ah! Ft comment?”

Duvar—¢ J’ai lu les wuvres de M. Drumont et comme
vous saver il est wltra-montane !

Jacoues—* Qu est votre fils?”

Averonse— Il demeure a P'aris,” (Ont).

JAacQuEs—*“ Encore ?”

ALPHONSE  “Qui. I est bien paressen.y,
ment il aime la vie Parisicnne.

Naturelle-

. GavrocHiE—“Voici le dude. 11 va se marier’a Madam- -
oisclle X.”

PierRE—“Eh bien ! 11 lui s'attachera toujours. Cela
va vans dire.”

GavrocHE—“ Et pourquoi ?”

Przrre—¢ Noest il pas un gommeny 27



