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THE MASTODDN'S MRMORY..

T I-lE ikeleton of the Mfas-

It stood in its wonted place
.1 In ils corner up in the mu-

seurn,
With ils calm and placid

face ;
And (or lite in that tranquil

visage one
lght vainly search for

trace.

____ Way back in the paleozoic

-It had been à gay young
thing :

It had scen this wintry world
of ours

In its .very earliest sprng ;
But now it seemed as if naught on earth

Could reanimation bring.

Two youths dropped int the rnuseum
And the Mastudon they saw.

They were flot imprcssed by its size; its age
O'crcame thet flot wjth awe;

And one was telling a tale whose theme
Was a shot at mothers-in-law.

He reached the point of that dismfal yarn,
And bath with the laugh joined ini,

For the rnother-in.law as
a theme for Jest,

It appears will. always

wln.Then they both looked Up
at the mastodon

Whose face wore 'à
cheerful grin.

Oh, then it spakc with an
awful voice,

Like an antediluvian
roar;

And il said, That story,
boys, is one

In my youth 1 hicard of _

yere.
Now, wbile you're about

it, tell us one
That I never heard be-

fore.,,

-Harry B. Smitle, ire Arnerica.

FRER AMERICA i

Q UB-EDITOR 0F AMERICAN PAPER-" Saye
SMr. Hooperup, there's a report of a terrible eviction

case. A womnan, who was defending her horne against
the evictors, was fatally shot."

EDiTrOR-" You don't say su. Write a good strong
article on it, showing what an infernal systemn of despotismn
exists ini Ireland, ini contrast with the"glorious liberty of
our American institutions. You know how to put it.

SUB-EDITOR-" Ves, 'but this wasn't in Ireland, you
know. It was in Pennsylvania. But 1 suppose I'd
better condemn it pretty strongly ail the saine."

EDITo-" You idiot I What are you thinking of?
No; if you say anytbing about it, denounce the lawless-ý
ness of the foreign element who tbink they can corne here
and have everything their. own wà.

-"eIN Kas the women carrled all belore them in their recent

H-ow -about their -busties?

THE MYSTERY OF "«THE-BREADWINNERS.'
(AFTER TU1E S'INLE 017 <0L. JoHN HAY.>

T H-E darkest, strangest mystery
I lever rend, or hear, or see,

le one of a kind that ott occurs,
Who wrote." The Breadwinners?"

Some tellow penned a snebbish tale
Whlcb had a uujst trernendous sale,
Though why or wherefore- I don't knoNy,

The derned thing seemed to go.

The writer, I may here remark,-
About his share in it kept dark.
The public much a mystery love,

Which gave the book a sheve.

At last, when'years hall corne dhd gone,
A Cleveland preacher hie let on
That he himrselfhad done il aIl.

I-îs naine was Mendenhali.

Then H-arper Brothers says, IlGo s low,
The cbapivho.wrote the bool, we know.
It wasn't you, as we have proof,-

Se now cornte off the roof! "

Then controversy soon was rite,
And pens were dippcd for inky strife.
This one and tbat put la their daim,

Soe laid on mec the blame !

They tound out Ilauthors"I by the score,
And thern which weren't in numbers more.
They called eacb other as they jawed

Sech naines as «" bol» and et raud. I

l've sarched in vain from Dan to Beer-
Sheba to malte this mystery clear.
The question stili discussion stirs,

Who wrote " The l3readwinners ?
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"MOV EON "
"Move on 1 "1said Feeler Cupid,

IlYou've lingcred long enough J"
Just then a tairy, tuipping by,
Caught Brother Wilson's heart anid eye,
"Ah here's my fate," said. he, IlGood bye-

4 Dear Cupîd, yoiere thse stuif 1 ~


