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A MISCALCULATION.
K E-r i ux.Ni tuz,t h. /'cen sit.îzd;'., a week al a slUtliiummcr /il1)

''What is rny bill, please ? "
C LLE (siziiig hini ip)- \znety-five dollars, sir."
KFitciiA'îý thIx,fi,ý zuf~dok- Oh, no !Vou Mean a

hundWrC(l dollars. I"'0go a httndrccl."

A CHANCE ACQUAINTANCE.IT was a I)eautifui warm spring day, and the Deacon
'vas standing out on the portico of one of the best

hotels in town, when O'MNulligani, an Irish American,
carne up and acccasted hinm.

" It's a foine day, sor, to be out sun-shinin' yerself on
the front piazza. After the maniner of yer country, sor,
would it be a brache of conduct for one gintiernan to ax
another gintiernan what the narne of this town rnoigbt

"No, 1 don't see as it would," answered the Deacon.
"Wel, thin, sor, will you plaze tell me its narne, for

it's the rnost barnbuzzlesome town Oi ever got into in ail
nie loife, sor. Therc's only one street in the town that
runs strate east an' west, an' it's as crooked as a ram's
horn, an' (accordin' to miy compass) ii's contracted the
habit of running very much to the north-west and ter-
rably to the south-east. Sor, I perceive it's a double
geared sort of an arrangement, an' runs two different
ways both at the saine toirne, sor, viz., N.W. and S.E."

"V er seeru to be a stranger here," observed the Dea-
con, and then continued to answer his interrogation.
IlThe week-day tiame of this town is Dundas, but they
call it Valley City for a Sunday name."

IlBedad, that's loikze meself. They caîl me Pat ail
the week, wben Oi'rn workin' in the shop,. but. when Oi
git me boots blacked, an' arn inside av mie tother clothes,
they caîl me Patrick O'M1ulligan, sor."

"Whar d'ye corne frum ?" queried the Deacon.
'From Michigan, sûr," answered Patrick, "lbut 1

wasn't born there, howsornever."
"No, it don't take mucb to guess whar you wuz born,"

said the Deacon.

"lAv you guess l'il trate," said Pat, ' an' av ye miss,
you put Up the dhrinks. Is it a go ?"

"Jreland, of course," guessed the Deacon, proniptly.
"You're shtuck for the refreshrnent,"responded Par.

1 wvas born at sea, in an English ship, on German
wather. Me father was an Irishman, an' me mother was
a Dutchrnan. 1 Ianded at Dublin, where I lived wid
me grandfather tili he died. Then of course we dih-
solved partnership, and I carne to Arnerica, %vhert
Oieve Iived the rest of rny loifé. So you see I'mý a
sea-gul be birth, a Hibernian be virtue of naturali-
zation, an American be oath, and a Dutchman be
nature, so now you have it, and you're welcome
to it. It's the full pedigree of Sur Patrick O'Mulli-

IWelI, by Georjge 1 " said the Deacon, Ilif that don't

beat ail the pedigrees of' ail the pigs I ever owned."
Just then the bhostier drove out with the l)eacon's rig,

and that good gentleman clinibed in without delay, took
up the reins, and nodding pleasantly to Mr. O'Mulligan,
said, Il<Weil, good-bye, friend."

-But fwvhat about that trate ? " shouted the latter.
The only answer wvas the gentie crack of the whip,

as I)cacon Stout drove away.
WItLLARD E. D)ERBY.

THE "TIMES" OUT OF-JOINT.
The Tinics. says that as Lord Salisbury bas no business to hringz

up liefore Parlianicnt it is not clear why a speech fromn the thronc
should bc produccd at all.-Gable despatrh.

W E have long thoughit that the London T'imes was
wvcakening in its intellectual grasp and this proves

it conciusively. No business to bring up ! As if that
biad anything to do witb the time-honored institution of
the Speech from. the Throne (capital letters, please).
WVhat business have our Parlianient and Local Legisiatures
balf the tirne anyway, except to indulge in slangwhang-
ing, vote the estimates and draw their pay. And yet
m,'ho ever hieard in this so-called dernocratic country of
such an insidiously subversive proposai ?

The 2'iines man is getting a good deai too fresh, and
we trust that the Enipir.e or Casteil Hopkins or sorne
other truly loyal authority, whose ivords ivili carry weight
with right-rninded people, wvîll cail him down. Or else
next thing he'll be proposing to dispense with the mace,
the usher of Black Rod, or some other bulwark of the
constitution, and then the dark shadows of anarchy and
revolution wvili loom ominously in the batkground.

TOO THICC.

B EES WAX-'l They tell mie girls are very thick at the

FLIPJACK-" SOrnC of thern are. The one I mashed
at Niagara can't weigh rnuch short of twvo hundred
pounds."_______

A THOUGHTFUL PARENT.

BRU Y « Hello, Pgnflyuantgigt

your lot, are you ? Fences are out of date nowv."
PIGSNuJFFLE-" I know they are, but l've got four un-

married daughters you must rernber.'-
BRADBURY-" What bas that to do with it?"
PIG;SNLTFFLE-"' Weil, don't you see. I can't very weIi

put up a front gare without a fence, can 1T?»


