TRUTE.

Tit-Bits.

A New Way to Cat Becfstoak.

A young marricd couplo havo juit gono to
housekeoping. The other morning the
neighbors were treatod to this bit of col-
lt})‘quial cntertainment as the tyo parted at
tho gate:

o—** What shall Torder for supper,

! recious?”
w3 PiGhomte A pisco of beofsteak, and oh, dutl-

of the goods, so it-will be tender.”

v Y™

] The Ruling Paseion of an Advertiser.
Weeping Spouse—** Xahall ercct & monu-
/ ment to you, dearest, when Xou aro gond. [
shall have ‘Loving Husband® engraved at
tho bottom of the column.”

Dying Advertiser—-*‘Good ious, Panl-
line, that will never do! Top .of column,
cighth page, next reading matter—or—I re-
fuso to die 1

Tho Beoret in Painting. -

Mre. Artless—“Good morning, Mr. Pal-
ette. I've buta moment to spare ; can you
tell mo briefly the secret of yourart "

Artist Paletto—*Certainly, madame. You
y have only to select the right colors and put
them on the right spot.”

Mrs, Artless—“Oh, Xace. Thank you,
very much.”

Bezan to Look as Tnongh They Couldn't
Agres,

oA e

Tom Dabbe and Mort Spillers, two colored
gentlemen, fonued a copartnership to do a
general plasteting ‘busindss. Gae moming,
the ~acond day after articles of agrecment
had becn asawn up, Dabbsseized au ax-hand-
loand knock»d Spillérs down and beat him
unmercifully. Spillers got up, rubbed his

cad and, tariing to a white man thet stood
vear, said:

‘Dis proves one thing, sho’. Efitkecpson
dis way mo an dis man kain’t agree.”

A the Barber's,

Ministerial Patron—*“My i but you scem
bent cn carnago this morning.  Sarcly there
never was anything duller N\an that razor.”

/Barber—*‘1 am sorry 1 w.u't agree with

and b onc of your sermons."’

Bapid Promotion,
Mrs. Pongoe—‘‘How is Thomas getting
along in collegc this scason?”
Last gcar
rst.

ra. Brindlo—*¢ Splendidly.
ho was third baso and this year he is

His pop sent him fifty dollars when hoheard
of his promotion.”

Two Ways.

Sollum ~*How do yoii manage to make
your home happy ?”
Jolly —«QOh, letul?vwifo have her own
way in everything. How do you managoe?®”’
Rum—<I always go away.”

" Xalled Five.

Father—Well, Charles, it’s nearly six
mmonths since you hung out your shingle.
How do you getalong?

Young Doctor—**Pretty well X'vo had
sc\;:ln cases and two have completoly rocov-
cx, ”

Father (cheerfally) —Good. I
soon be able to give Jack
points.

cs8 you'll
o Ripper

It Wouldn't F it Her,

Geo ¢ Accept me, Lucille, and I will
i"ﬁ you for thoreet of your lifo on angels’

" Lucille—** Genree, X cannot be yours. I
hava it on tho best of authority that angels,
do not cat.™

A Test ot Bachelorhood,

landlady — ** That now boarder needr.’t
make me think ho isa bachelor. Ho's cither
merried or a wilower.”

Hillings—*¢ Hw can you tell?”
Vandlady—*H» always turns his hack to
xg: :éxﬁ? 1o wyiams bis pocketbook to pay his
§

ing, do tell thoman to cut it tho right way ly ¥’

you, but you sce I-was at chuith yesterday De.

The Old, O1d 8tory.

Bashful Rustic Lover (trying to work him-
sclf up to tho sticking point)—*Sally, docs
your ma likome ?” .

. "g'ally—"hh says you aro a splendid fol-
er
B. RJL.—*And docs your palike me, Sal-
l !"
ySnlly (enco ingly)—'""Pa said tho oth-
er dnk' ho wished he had a son oxactly like
ou.

n"n. L.—“And—d—do youlike me, Sal-

ySally (leaning herhead on his manly breast)

‘La, Tom, you know I do "

One minute lInter Sally was engaged to
Tom, and the disagrecable job that ho had
dreaded for five ycars was a thing of the
peat,

Not Buch & Very Lovely Oreature,

This is the way a Western chap publishes
the g(rl who went back on him:

“Sho is five feet eloven in her stocking
feet. Her backbone is as straight as a
poplar. She is forty-fivo ycars old. She
never was married and nover will be.  There
isn't enough fat on her to grease the hin
of o butterfly’s wings, and she sits amid the
fermentation of humanity and the crash of
thermometersand laughsthe boiling mercory
to scorn.”

—

Kot for Pablication.

Rov, Charles: Poundtext (who hasbeen
writing his sermon, Jocking up suddenly)
—*¢ Maria, will you take the children out of
the room for a few minutos?”

Mrs, Poundtext (in surprise)—* Cer-

tainly, my dear. But—are they annoying

ou ¥
y Rev. Poundtext—*¢ Not at all; but I have
juse dip the mucilage brusb in the ink-
well, and Iwould liketo beat liberty to
make a few remarks.”

A (lerical Admonition.

A young clergyman, at the first weddin
he e\"‘er celebrated, thought if wasag
time to impress uslon the couple beforo him
the solemnity of the act.

X hope, is," ho said solemnly, “you
{xi?ve, w$ considerd this important step in

c.
¢ I hope 8o, your rivereunce,” answered

mllh' *very bold k

¢ It'an very, atep you're taking,
Mary,” aai((l:?ixe ;?nistcr. Py €

‘¢ Yes, sir, I know itis,” roplied Mary,
whimpering. “Pecrhaps we had better wait
awhile,”

‘¢ Perhape we had, your riverence,” chim-
od in Dennis.

The minister, amazed, and seccing his fee
vanishing before his eyes, took a more cheer-
ful view of the situation, and said :

¢ Yes, of course, it's solemn and import-
ant, you know, out it’s s very happy time,
after all, when the peoplo love, cach other.
Shall wo go on with the servico 1"

¢ Yes, your riverence,” they both replied,
and were soon made ono ; but that young
minister is now very carcful how he intro
duces the solemn viow of marriagoe to timid
couples.—{English Ex.

Why She Oalled g Halt.

““Georgo 1"

1{ wasn’t what she said somuch as the way
in which shesaid it. She took the wond and
drew it out until it was & long tremulous
filament of sweotness. Yet there was a tinge
of reproof iu her tone.

“ Goorgo " She only mid it once in real-
ity, but it is customary with story writers to
sy 'Georgo twico under these circumstan-
ces.”

*“ What isit?”

“You have been squeezing my hand with
gmat."regnhxit.y and cmphas.s for somo
tinie,

“ X know it,"” he replied, with the frank.
ness that was characteristic of his manly
nature.

¢ Ploasc don't do it auy more,” and her

voice dro; almost to a whispar. -
oropped d'cd“?-ikq -heart-

This soun

**No more?”

The Ago of Ronson.

Mi:"Chevy Chase—*I think I'll take that
copy of tho Society Scorpion home with
me. I'want to square myself with my
wife."

Mr. Harry Hounds—*“But why will that
squaro you, as you put it, with Mrs. Chaso?”

“Bocaugo thero's an articloin it pitching
into Mrs Busby.”

““But is she down on Mrs Busby ¥

“Cortainly shv i, It wasat Mrs. Busby's
house that Imeot Mrs. Crasher.”

“x’\nd what’s the matter with Mrs Crash-
er?

‘“Why, it wasMrs. Crasher who commit-
ted the unpardonable sin. She told some-
body, who told my wife, that it wasa won-
der to her that such a fascinating, sgreeablo
man as Mr. Chase, meaning your humble
scrvant, had remained single.  Somchow, 1
nover told her X was marriecd. That's the
reason Mrs. Chase will be glad to sco  Mrsa.
Busby rod$ted. If you were married, my
hoy, you’d know something about the subtle-
ties of & woman’s logic.”

A Libersl Qitizen,
Musician—** Beg pardon, sir, but I'm
around collecting subscriptions to buy the vil-
Inge band new instruments. The old ones are
ncarly uscless,”
Suburban Resident—¢¢ Is it the instru-
ments that’s tho matter with that band

¢« Y.e.s, sir.”

¢ Great Wagner ! Why didn't you say so
before ? I'll order anew set for you to-mor-
row.”

Romancs and Reality.

Romantic Miss—‘ Do you love me well
cnough to do battle for me "

Ardent Suitor—*¢ Ay, against a thou-
“ell, Me. B gfish

¢ Well, Mr. Bi is
deal of attention.  Woul
me?”

¢ Yes, I would.”

¢ Could you defeat him ?”

“’N-o, he’d probably thrash tholife out of
me.”

“ Mercy! Well, never mind. Il tako
you withoutany fighting ; and, oh, do please
remeinber, my darling, promise me on your
honor, that if you ever see Mr. Bigfish com-
ing, you'll run.”

More Important to the Readers.

Foreman (whistling down the tube to the
cditor)—*‘Ono of these articles must be left
out There isn't room for both.”

Editor—*What are they?”

Forcman—*‘Earthquake in Eurvpe, fifty
lives lost, and a picce about selling more
papers in Quohoslh thau all the other dailies
combined.”

Editor —«

ying me a good
(F;'ou gght him for

.ve out the earthquake.”

Didn't Need to Xnow.

Tourist—\Vhat is the name of that ruin?

Peasant—I don’t know.

Tourist—And what is that mountain
called.

*¢ Don't know."”

¢ Oh, excuse me. 1 thought you belonged
1o this place.”

¢“So X do, but I don’t need to know all
these traveler's things.”

Her Beoommendation.

“Y onderstand,” sud a handsome roung
woman cntering the printing office, “*tiat

Hs Took Hor at Her Word,

Wifo—What | Drunk again t You ought
to crawl into o hole in tho ground and hido
yoursolf,

Huasband—Thatsh sho, my dear. Give mo
koy to tho wino shellat.

A Orusher,

‘I8 thero anything you wish for, deart”
said the young ‘wife, fondly, to her husband,
at the breakinst table, on the morning after
tho wedding.

““Yes, I wish somebody would give mo
810 for that five-thousand-dollar check your
father put among the wedding presenta.

An Altogether Too Observing Darky.

A Southern planter hired o colored man
and put him in his field to w .k. After o
little the planter camo to the colored man
and asked him:

**Did you seo a coarkh pass along the road
a while ago ?”

“Indeed I did, boss. Oncob de hosses
was o gray hoss and the odder hoss wase,
roan, and lamo in his off leg.”

“Did you see those huntors that wore
over there to the left

“Indesd I did, boss. Omne ob dem was
Kurnel Jones; ho was de tall one. De
sccond one was Major Peters, and do third
one was Tom McSnifter. Kurnel Jones
had one ob dose newfangled breech-loading
guns what breaks in two.”

**Did you sco thoso wild pigeons fly over
a while ago "

“ Yes, indeed I did, boss. Dar was nine.
teen ob 'em, and dey lit in an old corn.
field down yonder.”

“ Well, you sco too much for a man who
is hired by tho day to work. Hereis your
day's wages. When I want to pay a man
to seo what's going on, and not to work, 1'll
let you know."—7'exas Siftings.

Deocidedly Awkward.

In o volume of reminiscences recently
published, the writer, an English clergyman,
narrates an amusing dialogus between him-
self and Doctor Tait, then bishop of London
and afterward Archbishop of Canterbury,
to whom he had applied for holy orders.
Ho was charmed with the bishop, he says,
So grave, kindly and courtcous, but neither
the young candidate s reverence for the offico
nor his respect for the man restrained him
from asking one embarrassing question.

The bishop gave mea private examnation,
as was his wont in all such cases.

] propose,” he said, “to have a little talk
with you about the lesson for to-day.”

I bowed and waited for the talk ~to begin,

“What are the lcssons for to-day?™ said
the bishop.

I felt nonplussed, but thought best to bo.
quite candi(?.

“ I don't know what the
In point of fact, I nerver rc:j
the day.” -

““Younever read the lessonsfor the day, 22 2
exclaimed the bishop, ina rather horriiéd ™
manner. .

‘ What do you read, then?” g L
* I find 1t more convenent, .m_v;v}_’ -
stead of following the sclecting ~Seyrg
to tako u somo%)ook of . ol
through it.” Star el

The bishop looked T2 _o¢
- “And a very go, 8
“H}t:wcvcr, o% tho e+
wish to 3 o
are the xmca :

“ Will you s}
1 hayejust éai’ iy
and thow:’ie

are, my lord.
the Jessons for .-

you employ only girlsand that you are in wlf,]:

nced of aforewoman'
“Yes,"replicd ti.

make upa form?” .
“Just look at meand sce,” sho.

turning herself around. Sy
Sho was cngaged.

. The Spectro.of
~: ,‘H. o B!lggi:a: Pl

tre: -

theoos of anguish (whatever thoy-are);-and. 4 ’

his form shook with emotion. *“Why not?”

*¢ Because,” sho faltercds

“Go on.” e oo

¢ Becanso, I'm getting a com op my it
fingor,” . SR SR

TN

prmter. “Can__you




