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« So the world wags.”

I clip this from the Montreal Witness, in the
¢ Readable [’ar:;ﬁrn.phs " column of which

paper many a good thing appems. Tho little
story below will bo appreciated (ot otherwise)
by those members of the artistic, literary and
dramatic professions who seem to imagine
that it is necessary to affect some particularly
¢ hizarre®' and ‘outre’ style of dress in order
to impress npon heholders the fact that they
are not as other mortals,

WHERE TIHE IDFEAS CAME FROM.

A good story is told_about the late Herr
Wagner and Alexander Dumas, pere, Wagner,
it is known, was in the habit of dressing inan

cccontric fashion, and put on special garments |

to compose in. This seemed folly to the
French novelist, who permitted himsclf to be
irritated by what he deemed a preposterons
piece of affectation. When Wagner called
one day, he was kept waiting for half an hour
in an anteroom. Then the author of the 7'roix
Mousquetaires marched in superbly attired in
a plumed helmet, a cork life-belt and a
flowered dressing-gown.  *‘Excuse me for
appearing in my working-dress,” hesaid majes-
tically, ““Half my ideas are lodged in_ this
helinét, and the other half in a pair of jack-
boots which I put on to compose love scenes.”

*

Just at this season of the year the lot of
every houscholder is not a happy one. Iknow
just how it is, and as I take my walks abroad
and behold the upside-down appearance of
usually orderly domiciles, I know what is the
matter. Of course every paper on this bound-
less continent of ours has had or will have its
little witticismn anent *‘ Housecleaning : * why
should not I.then, also tell my little anecdote?
I found it in a paper. It was not originated
Ly that paper, I know, but I confess I do not
know where it did originate. I make this ex-
planation so that I may have an excuse for

iving it without due credit, as I would not
?or worlds have it supposed that I would pass
off as my own what rightfully belongs to
another. However this is the yarn, brief and
pointed :
NO PLACE LIKE HOME.

¢ You seem in a bad fix,” said a philanthro-

pist to a man sitting on the curb-stone looking |

much depressed in spirits. .

* Not s0 awful batas I might be,” was the
replﬁ
‘Have you no home ?”

+¢Qh, yes, ['ve got onc.”

“ Why don't you go there then?™

¢ Because I don’t want to.” .

« But you should, for the poet says, ‘be it
over so humble, there’s no place like home.””

«And right the poet was too. I wasat
home not an hour ago, and the house was
turned upside down, all the beds out of the
windows, and the furniture in the corners,
and my wife with a dish rag around her head,
and the children so dusty you couldn’t clean
'em with a feather brush, and the hired girls
raising Sam Hill, and four niggers beating

carpets, and the paperbangers at work, and &
window cleaner with a'hose turned on, and no
dioner and no prospect of any, and the duce
to pay gonerally—oh, you and the t are
shoutin’, and you're mighty right too, there’s
no place like home.”
* ¥

1 don’t profess to be a temperance lecturer.
nor, I believe, does this profess to bea tem-
perance paper, but & humorous one, though I
know GR1p belicves, as every right thinking
bird should, in temperance ; so I sec no harm
in introducing the following excellent m
from a very valuable and much appreciated
cxchange, and trust that none of GRis's tem-
perance friends will be offended. )

THE DEATH OF PONCE DE LEON.

[MSS. found in a bottle at Green Cove Springs, Flovida,
and beli-ved to vefer to the lowa Prokibition Law.)

[
This is ¢o tell you the end of a gay and adventurous
Spaniard,
T.eon his patronymic, Ponce his given name;
Great on plum-duff or a handspike, immense on a lar-
board lanyard,
Soldier of the Church and the Cross, of Spain and
fortune and fame,
Secking the Fountain of Youth, he sailed from sacred
an Jago.
Such vg.-\s hix innocence holy, he lay his course for the
States;
Meaning to trade with the natives, he brought an assort.
ed cargo—
Rosaries, relics and rum—regavdless of revenue rates.
Ponce was a green young cove, prey to the land specnka.

tors ;
Thi sis the fountain he found—called after him, * Green
Cove Springs.”
“Bunco-steered by land-agents, bugs, beetles and State
legislators,
Florida ranners, Virginia creepers and other things,
A fellow of temper cven,
And pleasant address as well,
Helping & fricnd into heaven,
A mere acquaintance to—well
He bottled the waters of youth,
‘Tanght savages goodness and truth,
Imporied the light of the Cross,
Exported—a doubloon the gross— |
The water of Life, Of evil
He'd none. If he slew, at the worst,
. When consigning his foes to the devil,
He always absolved them first.

.
Our hope had been dazzled and dashed, and little left
behind it ;
Years hl:d waxed and waned since we left St. Jago's
shrine, X
Still we searched for the fountain, but hanged i we
could find it.
Weik grew our great Captain for want of the immortal

wine.~
The Bottling Company (limited) stock still lower was
quoted ;
The gentle savage no longer took guaranteed scrip for

sand. .
We tricd a collateral truse, but that mortgage could not be
floated. .
Wearicr, hungrier, thirstier greve our little band :
Shaky the great speculation, savage the royal humor ~
Even Ponce de Leon's hopes began to sink.

We thought the tountain a fable—a mere room-trader’s |

rumor—
Whenu at last we reached this longed-for fountain's brink.
And 1 said to him: ** Ponce,” says I—
. As we sat on the golden shore,
And he asked m= to drink it: ‘ why,
‘This is water, nathing more! ®
And he says to me: ““ What! " says he:
¢ The fountain immortal can be
Only water? Leftenant, yon lie}*
And I says to him: ** Take it and try !™
And a Seminole maiden brought a
Bumper to him in his hat :
And he said to me ; ** Yes, it is water,
And very bad water at that !”

) R L.
One by onc the soldiers took the cup and passed it
Onward, each to each, and set it down untried.
Knowing it by the smell, they did not seek to taste it ;
And the Captain, speaking, callcd me to his side.
el the kl_(ing to the ground has come the great under-
taking § ) .
All the Springs we've stck are water—nothing raore.
Bugs infest 'em and snakes, their thirst uncultuerd slak-
ing: .
Lying thick on thcir brinks is the barbarous alligazor.
Nothing is left us to drink, nor eau-de-vie nor.whiskey.
In this land the mint and julep flower no more.”
So great Ponce de Leon, far from his own sweet Biscay,
Felt my answer pierce and cleave him to the core.
" And he.bowed down his hopeless head
In-the drift of thé world’s tide, - .
And dying, “ /675 waler," hesaid: : . .
" Itiswater!” He said it—and died.

And when the maiden brought up
T'o us the insipid cup,
We answered in one breath :
* Remove it : bring us death!”
When Ponce raised his high, sad head
Once more, no soldicr rep(ied H
Then dying, '* Thou hast conguered,” he said :
' Prokibition! He said it—and died.
—-Life.

GRIP’S CLIPS.
Al paragraphs under this head are clipped
Jrom our exchanges; and where credit ig not

given, it is omitted because the parentage of the
item is not known. :

An exchange sadly wonders that no one
asks whether 2 man may marry bis dcceased
wife’s mother.

Dr. Pierce's ¢ Pellets "—little liver pills
(sugar-coated)—purify the blood, speedily
corvect all disorders of the liver, stomach, and
howels, By druggists.

A New York paper says the Brooklyn hridge
isto be ‘‘opened with eclat.” If any person
thought it was to be opened with an oyster
kuife or a crowbar, they will now sec their’
ervor,—Norristown Herald,

Mulcahy - says the statement that John
Roach’s ship is the firat iron vessel launched
in America is a mistake, as Mrs. Mulcahy fro-
quently launches iron vessels at him.—Boaton
Commercial Bulletin,

¢ Queen Victoria has bestowed the title of
barouet upon sixteen doctors.” The enly
wonder is that she did not give them the title
of bayonets, or something else in the deadly
weapon line.— Peck s Sun.

One of tho most sanguinary punsof the seca-
son was perpetrated by the Boston Bulletin, as
follows: ** A blooded horse is of course a good
gore.” After such an effort as this life ap-
pears much brighteri—New York A dvertiser,

“Say, Bizzy,” said the office boy to the
keeperof the chips, *why were the antedi-
luvian oysters bad ?

¢“@Give it up, dear boy.”

I ¢ Because it was the time of No-ah.” - &.Y.
Life.

Literally translated : Guibollard has read
in a journal scientific, that we are coming to
construct at the Estranger a tclescope re-
a{;proaching the moon at 32 leagues of our
globe. -“The imprudents!” he cries himself
with terror ; they will so much do that they
will make her fall upon we.”

An Indiana clorgyman rode a distance of six
miles to marry a couple. As he was startin
for home a coin was given him, When he go
home he looked at it, and it was an old-
fashioned copper cent. The next morning the
groom appeared at his door, and, having ex-
plained with considevable embarrassment how
the annoying mistake bad been made, took
back the cent and handed the clergyman a
quarter.

A contemporary thought to get its composi-
tion done more cheaply. This is the aort of
apology offered the next day : For ‘‘jugs of
worthless spirits frozen ” read *‘joys like
viewless spirits flown.” For * potatocs of
Europe » read “potentates of Europe.” For
« over-failing remedy " read ° never-failinﬁ
remedy.” Kor *‘infernal state of nature
read ‘‘internal state of nature.” For *‘died
of the turtle” read ‘‘ dined off the turtle.”
For “Ruffians” read ¢ Russians,” [For
“ matter of heresy ” read ‘‘ matter of hear-
say.” For “delicious girl » read ‘‘delirions
girl.” For *found dead with a long word in

‘| his mouth’ read ¢ found dead with a long

sword in his mouth.” For ** fond of his bot-
tle? read “famous in battle,” For ‘“hen
which croweth ” read ‘ hour which cometh.”




