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“The moon is always just the snme,”
he said, languidly, “and yet I always
tind somo now beauty in it.”  “It's just
so with the opera,” she answored. -Ie

took the hint, and bought tickets for two.

“ Well, S8ambo, how do you like your
new place ?'—“Berry well, massa'—
“What did you have for brenkfust this
morning "¢ Well, you see, missus
biled three eggs for hersell and gave me
de brofl”

Scene ina Pavis restawrant. Customer:
“Waiter, I ean’t get on with thislobsier:

s as hard s fint® Wailer: * Beg
pardon, sir, A slight mistake. That’s

the puppr-m::chelobstcroub of the show-
case!  Shall I change it?”

“What should n man do,” nsked a
gentleman of a lady, “when he has an
opportunity to correspond with a charm-
ing woman, but being a bachelor, is a
little afraid of'such business P 1 should
say to him dowrite”” answered the lady.

A nobleman built a handsome grotto,
and caused this inseription to be placed
over it—* Tet nolhing enter here but
what is good ?*. A wit, to whom his
lordship was showing the place, asked:
“Then wheredoes your lordship enter?”

Capability Brown was -George IHl's
head gardener, and excercised within his
domain an autocratic rule which, while
fully admitted, was secretly resented.
In course of time Brown died and e
King mado haste Lo visit his emancipat-
ed gardens. “Hal John,” said IHis
Majesty to the working gardener, glee-
fully rubbing his hands, “now that old
Brown is dead you and Ican do as
we please " ’

A young man who had just returned
from a loug journey, clasping bhis
adored onein aloving embrace in a
dimly lighted parlonr, was seized with
greatterror that, foran instant, paralys-
cd all his.energies. ¢ Oh, my darling,”
gaid he, wildly, “ why didn’t you write
of this? . What is it—spinal discase, or
have you dislocated some of your ribs,
that you are obliged to wear this broad
leather-bandage 27 ¢ Oh, * love,” she
gently murmured, “thisisonly my new
belt; I would have got  a broader .one,
but it would not go ~under miy arms.”

Young lady (pettishly lo dress-maker) :
“Oh, bother! 1 wanted this dress for
the sen-side, and it seems quite ap in-door
thing. You scldom seo these drosses
wornt out.” Dress maker—* Oh, no, miss;
it is such a good material it will last all
the season.”

It is told of a Scotch “ innocent” that
when a gentleman, by mistake had
given him'a shilling instead of a half
penny, and on discovering his mistake,
asked restoration in the ordinary way
when such mistakes wre: committed, by
saying, “ Hech, man, Rab, but 1 hae
gi'en youa bad shilling; just return it
to meand I'll give you another.” ¢« Oh,
no,” replied wise Rab, “ Pl try to get it
awa’ mysel’; it wouldna suit you to be
putting awa' ill sifler.”

Oxe Man wuoo cournp Nor BE BuLi-
DOZED.—A citizen went into the water
depurtment recently, and referring to a
notice that his water would be shut off
unless he paid up, said: “1'd like to see
you try it on, I would. Ifthis water
board imagines that it runs the whole
city, it will find “itself grandly mis-
taken!" Moresilencefrom the elerk. « If
the.water bad ‘been shut oft” 1'd have
given this board such' a tilt ag it never
had before. Tt can browbeat some men,
but it musn't try -any Cewsarism with
me.”  The clerk looks ‘out of the win-
dow. “I now refuse to pay the rates,
and you shutthe water off, if you dare! I'll
make a test case of it and carry it to the
supreme court.” The clerk shifts his
weight to the other leg. “Yes. Il
carry it to the supremo court if' it costs
me $10,000. [ have never allowed any-
one to trample on me, and it's too late to
begin now.” The clerk softly whistles,
and the indignant citizen starts for the
door, halls, returns slowly and says:
# No, you can’t browbeat me.” The clerk
begins making out his receipt. “Iknow,
my rights as a citizen, and I will main-
tain them—how muchisit?’ “Sixdol:
Jars.,” “ We have no czar in this country,
and-take it out of thisten.” “Fincday,”
remarks the clerk, as he hands over the
change. “Yes purty faiv. This board
musn’t try lo.bulldoze me, I'm not the
man. to submit to any sort of tyranny.
Looks. like snow, don’t it? Is:that clock
right? Lots of pipes frozen up, I's'pose.
Well, good day.” - . .




