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AN APT SUGGESTION.
CliuMi'.EY-< Hlow would you advise nie to makze love to a

Mis IS 3rAI-" D1 pmroxy."

THE REBATE QUESTION.

MOKEBY - IlWhat's dis beah talk about de
gubbernrient erbolishîn' de rebate ? Arni dat de

fac', Brudder Rastus?"
RAS%.TUS -" Sho enuif. I read it into de UmiPîre, an'

what de Un#ire says goos."'
MoKErn-' Well, who ebber hearn tell ob sech on-

nateral foolishness? Dyle meanter say dat ef a catfishi
cornes 'long an' yanks de wum offent your hook ye kaint
put no mo' bait on?"

RasTus-" Oh1, go 'long you fool nigger I Dis amn a
great international complication, an' catfish an' suckers
,mi n/hat vires-dey ain't ln it. De perwision arn sole]>'
intendcd as a modus v/ývend to de Yankee fishermen te

prevent dem strainin'l our
-~ ,,~ relations b>' mak la' 'm dig

wtims on de bank ail de
time deys' fishin'. Does de
actuaiiies oh de situation
permreate your craniurn?"

-'THE CENSUS TAXER.
4' CENSUS taker on bis rounds
J C H ~ allson Miss Betsy Brown,

5 She meets hlm wvith a steady
~ f Encid by a frown.

M1Ny age, indeedl What im-
'1 pudence!isaliname and notlung more

I. -l lI give. 'Tis quite

And quickly shuts the door. eog,
Mer narne is written down-her age

I'm sure she wvould deplore
Is tak-en by the census man

As forty-eight or more.

1lenext finds.\Mrs. Ba-rney,
Aidf the floarning suds,

Surrounded by ber army
0f interesting buds.
Indeed, sor, nowr ny Denis

Always ls'rites their ages rlown,
And I amn soMy, but pou sec

H-e's just gone down the town.
If irfs me senses as you wvant,

l3edadl they're bard to find,
For wvid the row the childer raise

l'ni cIruv ont av' tn mind."

jemima Grirnly test wvas found.
She seemed to be quite weIl,

But xsas not in the Ieast inclined
Uler tender age to tell.

She talked about 'most everythîng-
Esýpecially bier cat.
Vou've hall hlm, I suppose, sonie rimie?

IOh, les," she answvered jiat.
"I-lis ancestors were cals of ours

FnBf forty years cc?
"Thank you," esclained the censits man,

IlFifcy," he niuttered low.

The hatle charmîng ividow*
Who lires around the square,

The census mat linds full of siues
And sweetly debonnaire;

"Oh yes, indeed," she answers,
W~ith many smiles to spare.
I'ease look, into my eyes, dear sir,
And fibd pour answer there."

The bewildered census takcer
Wriîes down the widow's tante;

Iler age records as twenty-twvo,
Hle hardly wss to blame.

So ladies act saga'ciously
And sakie the widow's plan.

And quietlybewîlder
The census-tcking man.

\VELLANP). 'Mas. J. EÎ.Lrorýr LEssox.

TEE 'HEBRE-W RELATIVE.
HE-" It wvould be a pleasure to accompany pou in pour wclk.

It-er-woulcl reliere the-er-nonotony."
Sur.-"l I fear there would ho no change in this for pou. I amn

goîcg 10 tnp uncle's."


