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THE RDUNDS OF THE PRESS.
WHEN that joke made its bow at the first,

It was brimming sll over with mirth ;
Like a rocket ite brilliancy buret,

To enliven the sona of the earth :
And the Editor said io hie heart,

« This ie fine, and I'm fain to confess
That & jokelet so polished and smatry

Will Boon travel the Rounda of the Preass !

Ab, his prophecy soon was falfilled,
And the joke made a start on its tour
At & pace that would quickly have kill'd
Any commonplace joke, 1 am aure.
Oh, the maddeniog rate of ite speed
Filled bis heart foll of trouhla and atress,
For more fleat than a thoroughbred steed,
Did it travel the Roande of the Press!

It was seized by the capitel's prints,
Throogh the provinces likewise it tlew
There Were even significant hints
It would journey to far Timbuctoo?
Ard the German upon it did sup
When they gave it a T'eutonic dress,
And it deubled the Frenchman right up
Aan it travelled the Ronndw of his Fress !

There was not an American seribe

Entertained any shadow of doubt,
When he aaw that remarkakble give,

That his daty was plain—*Cut it out !’
And from pale unte pole it was sent,

All the nttermost peaples to bless—
How the Fijians roared as it went

Un the Rounds of the Fijino Press !

Naw, tis clear that its terrible pace
Haa =poiled all the mirth that it bad,
Yet it stares us each week in the face,
With & look that's np?allingiy and.
Ah, it yearas for eternnl surcease,
Lo be freed from the printer's duress,
To repose in some haven of peace,
Far away from the Rounds of the Press !

A VERY OLD STORY.

New CLERX: *Young lady in front wants to see some
rings exactly like one she has on, &he says she thinke of
bavieg two alike just for the fun of the thing.'

Jeweller : * Don't waste time on her, That ring she has
is ao eogagement Tiog, sod she wants to find out what it
coat.’

HEARD SOMETHING DROP.

JuxEs ; * My wife essayed a hew #6le to-day, as cook.’
Brown : * Mice essayed several,’
Jones ; ¢ What were they ?"
Drown : ' Light rolls, and they were so heavy I could hear
then drop when I swallowed them.’

A CHRONOLOBICAL CORRECTION.

‘(00D night,” he whispered passionately at the front door,
' good night, good might, goodpnight, good !

* Excuse ne,’snid an elderly bass voice over the baluster,
‘Lt it's been good morniog for the last two hours. I
thought you'd like to know.'

Fatien: ' You children are well ofl now a-days. 1've seen
the day when I'd have been contest with much less than
you ategetting.’

Eldest Son: ' Yes, father, yoo ase you're much better off
since yoa came to live with us.

JOTTINCS.

i 1 AM noul proprietor,” as the devil said to the bad young

man who died. .

¢ Minfortunes seldom come singly,' as the desperate father
eried when he was told that hie wife bad presented him with
twinae,

t Men must work snd women must weep,’ as the wife.
beater eaid when he left off walloping to wipe his moish
brow.

tTwo heade are better than ome,’ as Uncle John re-
marked when he surprised his two nephews making him an
apple-pie bed, and knocked their two eranis together.

+Editor's box,’ as the conductor of the Society Siosher
ejaculated when be knocked the wind out of the gentleman
who came to thrash bhim.

* Only believe half what you see,’ s the drnnken gentle-
mean eaid. i

' Great Scott, how he's 'altered I’ sa the coal-heaver eried
when he saw his hosom friend on the galtows,

* Brevity ia the soul of wit,’ as the Editor of The Weekly
Wig explained when that Funny Paper for Funny Men
bade adien to the public six weeks alter ita birth,

‘I'm quite the cheese,’ to use the words of the mite.

HIS STORY—AND HERS.

A WOMAN was present while her husband diseussed the
financial sitoation.

¢] muat econfess,’ he said, ‘that the money market has
worried me a great deal.’

"It wasn't the money market that worried me,’ observed
hin wife.

*What was it ¥

* It was the market money.’-

THE NEW CRAZE.

MABEL ;_* I've been taking lessons as a surprise for my hus-
bapd. What do you thiok of it, girla ¥’

Girls; *It’'s not what we think.”

Mabel ; * Oh, well, I know Jack will be plensed, because
he's so fond of dancing.’

AT THE ART CALLERY.

fOH, oh! eaid Mra Gushington, *what a lovely, lovely
picture ! So true, so—"

'Wait a bit, Mrs Gushington,’ said the artist, 'it’s wrong
side up—let me put it right first.’

¢ 0h, oh, oh ! Why, that way it's even more lovely atill I’
she exclaimed,

PA PLAYED POKER.
*PAPA, did you ever see & king ¥’

‘Yes, my son,’
* Ob, did you, honestly? A rvesal king ¥
‘Yes.'

'Myli how did you feel when yon eaw him? Wkat did
o1

1 didn’t do anythiog, my son—the other msn had aces,

There was B Eoung fellow called Soook,
Who fondly believed he conld cook ;
But the firet time he tried,
The ateak that be fried
Was ns tough as the back of n book.

HORRIBLE PUNISHMENT.

MRS WICKWIRE : * They say that the words we haven
in life go on echoing through space forever, What
think of it ?

Mr Wickwire : *I bet that {s the way fnture poniehment
s meted ont. I'll be compelled to travel through space ard
cateh up with all the idiotic thinga I said to you when I was
courting and be forced to listen to them all seain.’
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OF COURSE KE CAN'T.

* WHAT is this pew patent medicine of Brown's for ! Colds
and sonsnmption, or———'
*Great Cicaar ! he ean’t tell nnotil the labels are printed,”

THE LAST STRAW.

ARTIST : "1 am going to paint this cottage of yours.’
Woman: * Aum gled tae hear it, for it hasna been dune
for mouny a labg dayg, an’ a’ve been at the landlord ower an"’
ower again, but he never heeded. (After & panse}—But
losh, man, whanr's yer pail an’ brush?* {Artist collapsea.)

A MODERN PHARMACOPQEIA.

WOMAN’'S RIGHTS.

Symptoms.—Not infrequently the patient labonrs under
the delusion that she is burdened with a mission, There is
a constant cravieg for & vote, and & dangeroan tendency to
‘rational * dress and drawing-room meetings. Old. fashioned
writers quote blue spectacles as a proof of the presence of
the malady, but this is erroneous ; blue spectacles do not
necesanrily indicate short sightedness. The bump of com-
purison or proportion is small, the subject thinking * Femi-
ninity > a bigger word tban * Humanity,’ by reason, perhaps,
of its greater number of letters,
and too prolix.

Treatment.—The following may be administered :—L
husband, 2 or 3 or more babies, If this does not effect at
least a partial cure, the case is hopelesa,

HE WAS A MARRIED MAN.

By the dim. uocertain light of early morn there was visible
in his countenance an expression of weariness as he groped
here snd there for his troneers,

* Thatk heaven g

The words came from the bottom of bis heart, as was ap-
parent from their intensity,

*I won't have to get np aod build fires after I'm dead,”

In strange contrast to his hard, bitter tone, was the-
sweet, feminine voice that made reply.

‘1 dow't see,’ vouchesafed the voice, *why you shomld
thank heaven for that.' .

He merely hissed between his clenched teeth and pro-
ceeded with his work.

The speech is often dry

TRIED TO PLEASE HER.

AT THE BALL.

' WHERE {e Ella ¥

* She left the ball.room a few minutes ago, saying, that she-
dida’t fancy being sqneezed in & crowd.’

*'Wan Charley with her ¥

'Yee; and I think by this time be has found a place
where there is no crowd.’ '

*I love you,' said the bicyclist
To the maid he did adaire.

¢ Oh, dear I’ saia she, * you cause in me
A large puenmatic tire.’

'With the exception of ' procrastination ™ yon are the
greatest thief of time I ever heard of," remarked the judge
to & prisoner in whose pockets no fewer than fifteen watehes
were foand,

MANACING A HUSBAND.

HE : * There len’t enough on this breakfaat table o feed o
canary bird.’

She: *I konow it, mr dear; bot there are sevaeral I:hlnF&

T (13

I want yon to order from the market. and 1 know you
forget all abount it uolers you leave the house hungry.’



