THE KHAN

CONCERNING KISSES.
In order to mal is world purer, botter, brighto and
sweeter, the sa as the Creator intended it should he 1 ha

od the Sullowing good adviee: A kiss is a comn which is

alwaus worth its foee value and will always poss current,

. N .
Kirs Her Reader, hava yoo got a wife?
Every Day. Kiss her every day
Tis the duty of your life
To kiss her every day.
{oll hee that the world 18 greced
By sueh 2« she—the true, the chosle—
Then put vour arm around her waist
And kiss Ler evory day.

Tell her that she's growing prettier

very dawn ng day,

v, nearer, wiser, wittier,

5 hor evory day

Many lives are praveward carried,

Wounded, Lenised and hart and hareied,

I stopped their sparking when they married,
Oiten that's the way

Uell vour wile how mueh you'd miss her
Il she went away ;

Juko her i1 your arms and kiss her
IPorty times a day.

Teli Lier she's your life nnd erown

Never leave uce with a frowa ;

Keep your ugly temper down,
And kiss her every day,

Winter, summer, rain or shine,
Never sulk and blame ;
Spring or automn, never wline
For your own good name.
Sometimes she'll be eross and cold,
Never mind—she's good as gold ;
y Let her have her little scold,
And kiss her just the same.

When there's something wrong with bal

Kiss her every day.

Twill help to soothe her worry, may!
Kiss her every day.

Kiss her when ber soul is sad

Kiss her when her heart is clad

Je yonr fortune good or bad,
Kiss her every duy.

Lady, have you got a habby ?
and Kiss bim every day ;
Horse. Even if Lis chun be stobby,
Kiss bhun every day
Remember he Lath got a bamy
Of gelf-eonecit you mustn't thamp
And oven if he is a ehumg
Kiss him every day

Make the gilly think ho's wise,
Kiss Lim every doy :

Conld lick a man of twice s size
Kiss him every duy

Make hin think he's pretty, too ;

Never raige & hulla-balloo ;

But, wy denr, whatd'er you do .
Kiss L every day

Make yonr cuckoo think lie's smart,
Kiss him every day ;

The idol of your wifely heart,
Kiss him every day

Pell litn be's a perfeet bate,

Make him think he's mighty cate ;

And tho' he's but a big galoot,
Kiss him every day.

Tell him that you pray for him,
Kiss him every day ;

And something always say for him,

Iniss him every day.

__up?* e whacked up.
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P'raise his nose, his ears h, 1
Tell him that he's quite con
God forgive you— say

Kiss him every day.

Pry and be bis guniding ste

Kiss him every day
You know not what his troubles are,
Ki s him every day.
Onee in every little while
He'll meet with tronblo s pare his pile
Always meet hum with a smile
Iiss him every day

Dineen, Dineen is making a big saerifice sale of furs.
Now is the tune to buy a fur overcoal, cap or
wything in that line.  Theve is o long winter before us yet and
Dineen has the best stock of fuars (his side of the Aretie ciicle.
Go and look at the bargains,
. . -
They Don't There isaclass of people in this eountry who
Know When get very indignant if yon talk about Canada
They Are  as ¢
Well Off.

nation,

1 who cinieh you frantically
and beg of you, for goodness suke, not to
ruffle the feelings of our Lig and over grown
cousin acrose the line. They taik vaguely about the Monroe
doetrive,  Now I liwve carefully stadied up the Monroe doetrine
and Isee notlung in it which prevents us from veing loyal to
ourselve: our country aud our flag. There are people who
would ik to app'y the Monroe doctrine to Col. Denison and
gog him ou the privciple thai no person hasa right to talk abont
loyalty and patriotiom on this side of the Atlantic, save those
people who are citizons of the big republic.  The Yankees may
ram their Monroe doctrine down the throats of the Moxicans,
but they will never succeed in making Canadians swallow it.
More pewer to Col, Denison and the like of him. The Denison
doctrine is a healthier tonic than the Monroe quack medicive
any duy.  Talking about loyalty reminds me of a wealth: old
chup who was holding forth to me about the iron heel of British

despotism,  ** Sure,” says he * they tu

ed out me poor orld
fodther and modther on a blake Lill side and we had to lave
ould Ireland an’ eross the say to this country widout a pinny in
noour pockats.  Bad luek to thim.'

Says I, “ 1t the best thing that ever happeneld to you, you
ould cronker,  Tf they hadn’t fired you out of Ireland yon would
have been u bog trotter

re yet, pealing a pratie wid your tuin
pai! an’ atin® it wid a lock of salt an’ & noggin of buttermilk.
To-day you own two haudred aeres of land and live in a house
which is all stone but the rcof, and you cat meat three times
day. What are you growling about auyway ? Your son Billy
keeps a saloon, and Dan has got a block-paving contract -what
are you kieking about ?

A Seotchman came iu this morning and told me a long yarn
about how he was hunted ont of Scotland to make room for
deer,

“Ye auld fule,’

happened ye.

said I, it was the best thing that ever
Here you are in the County Council, yere no
longer a man but a wagistrate, ye own three hunner acres of
land, and they want to run you for Parliament. I ye had staid
in bonny Seotland ye would have been supping your brose on a
bleak hill side herdiug another man's sheep. (i'long wi' ye, an’
dinna talk to me aboot the i-rron heel of despotism. You'd
look well stuck i the middle of a bunch of heather with a
hunk of haggis in your pocket and a collie dog at your heels,
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