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to rnsrry me, end~ you sce that wll make me
your papa."y

&'No; only our step-papa," correeted Miss
Hethierlngton, gravely. "But we'l Cali you
Ipapa; won't we, Daisy?"

"ý1Yes," assented Daisy. "lHe's very nie.,9
and papa'sanicer naine than guardy."

"But poor niamîuia'1I liave to eaul hlm,
Jonas, 1 suppose?" reniarlcod Rose, reflect-
ively.

"But 1 don't mind calllng him Jonas a
bit," lauglied "Ipoor mammia,"I ]dssing Rose.
"I don't think it is sucli a dxeadful nanie."

6"Don't you?"' iii surprise. "lWell, I think
It is niicer myseif than I did a long whule
.,o," seriously.
At wlîiei Jonas Everard laughied excess-

Ively.
6"A year ago, eh, Rose? Ahi, my dear"-

to Rose's mother-"I must tell you, some-
tinie, about a year ago!1 But now see what
1 have broughit you ail."

Thiere were two delicate golden chains for
the Misses Hetherington, and a diamond
lioop for MmIr. Hetherington. And when
Jonas Everard had bestowed tliese with apa
propriate remarks, lie encircled the children
anid thieir inother iu lus arins and declared
'vith a rapture which proved to the inestima-
ble Thoinas, %vaiting at the luaif-open door
to aunounce diur.er, that the baclielor days
of his masterwiere foreVer over.

lAind these-Owen Iletheringtou's legacles
ti, me-aie the mnost priceless possessions in
the 'whole worldi L. A

HUMORLISMS.

Brou g lt as a lamb to the slaughter-Last
yrear's sheep.

Boston lias ogrsnizo& a crornation socioty.
Vecan ameil burut bes.ns already.
The man who died of humor in the stoas.

ach mnust have swailowed a laugh.
Womau take kindly to the teleplione; it

nover disputes their right to, the last word.
An Ohio girl iith forty-oight toeswas born

:rccntly. She ougit to inake agood ail-toe
singer.

A. correspondent asks with a shgli
',&Are there any kind of pants that will last
a lifo-time?" Certainly-the occupants.

The smail boy who hangs round the par.
lom and makes faces at his sister'sbeau should
be punîshed for contempt of court.

A gun that is charged with powder is liko.-
ly to, go off- so is a treasurer who is cliarg.
ed with erftbezzleme utif lie can get a chance.

A man nairmcd Limburger lias turned up
at Rochester whvlo daims that lie hasn't; a
scent to his naine.

"W'hat is slyntax,' asked the teaclier.
"A saloon license is sin ta-.," slioute&l the
son of a prohibitionist.

No, dear, mice do not grow into rats, but;
they sometimes gmow into cats by a natural
process of absorption.

One of the fashionable cloake for ladies
lias dog sleeves. This sort of a cloali must
be highly convenient for carrying poodies.

The mnu who spenda rnost of lis turne li
feelia the public pulse is a chap who lives.
on tick.

geas may be a littie backward on eggs,
but they nover fail to corne to the scratch
where flower bede are concomned.

"«Shall 1 play lover the gardon wall'?" ask.
ed the organ grindor. ".No," replied the
citizen, "11 would rather you would play iu
the next street."1

"A man who can govern a woman can
govern a nation' is an old saying that cari
weil be doubted. After a man lias succoed.
ed ia eoverning a woman lie is too tirod to do
anything else.

te I4 say, Jenkins, can you toil a young,
tender dhickon from, an old. tougli one?"

"Of course, 1 can." "Woll, how?" "lBy the
teoth." "'Chiekens don't have teeth."
"No, but I have."

The wife of a Now York artist lias been
arrosted for bladking the oye of her orplian
girl servant. Art, wihen it entors the

uth on, is very likely to make trouble.
"Menlive'atgreat deal faster than %vomen,"

says a writer. This must be true, because-
we nover saw a woman quite as old as a
mani boru in the saine year

A manxinl this city dlaims to have a wife
so lot tompored that wlien sho la angry ho
can liglit lis cigar from the lire that flashes
froma h or eyes.

A West Hill girl cails lier lovor's letters
"6sigli for" dospatdhes. Yes, dear; tliat la
just what they are worth, on the face, of
thein.

1819 this set engagod?" She--Yes, sir
I amn keeping it for a gentleman." Be (bow.
ing politely-"Madane, le ishlere." (Sits
down.)

"Ma) -what do you suppose makes ail pho-
tographers so homelye" asl<ed a littie 10-
year.old girl. "Because they are making
faces ail the turne?"

Au Irishrnan put rip the followirug notice:
"«Whoever is cauglit trespassing upon these
grounds wiil ho givea forty lashes on the
back. Half the penalty to the informer. ~

"1I can't pay the bill just now; you will
have to -wait a little for the money." "4Ail
riglit, sir," cheerfuily responded the boy, as
ho sezvted himself axid uafolded a copy of the
morning paper. ",Them's the orders of the
boss." " 1What are the orders of the boss?"
demandedI the gentleman, stemnly. "1'ni to,
wait for some money.»
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