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RATHER OUT OF SEASON.
SHE had coma nE to town for the Cattle Show week,

Not to gaze st the catile, but pleasare to seek ;
And ehe wae not afraid
Of the men, thongh a maid,
For ahe'd worn off the first blush of youth, so to speak ;
And a sharpness of visage and redness of beak
Nicely suited & voics that waa mostly a rquesk ;
And her teeth and ber hair
Waere a bit ont of wear,
So that really of beauty ahe hadn’t & atreak ;
And ﬂthnngﬁ not eo ancient as Latin and Gresk,
It ia certain she bordered upon the antigue.
She waa not thia season’s goods.

She arrived at the station at noon by the clocks,
And she carried no trank, no portmaentean, ur box ;
Bnt sha had, all the same,
A huge hamper of game,
Where ahe'd hidden her cash, and her vary best froeks.
And, when she observed citizeon passing in flocka,
She said, *Oh I’ like the girls viewing fireworks from Brock's ;
Bat she saw, by good lock,
A youny man wicth & truck.
His apparel had suffered from maoy hard knocks :
And hia boots, being stranded, and right on the rocka,
Gave the office away that he dido't wear socks,
They were oot this season’s gooda.

Op his truck he’'d some hampers, & rather odd net,
But onr hercioe voticed & space there to let ;

And she thought she would grab

At the chance, 85 a cab
Seemed a sheer waste of coln, as she’d only to get
To the opposite station—the one on the * Met 5
And economy ne'er ruined anvone yet.

So she signalled his nibs
- By a dig in the ribs:
And, convineed bhe eonld do with the price of & waet,
She attracted the fish safely home to her net
With a threepenny plecs—and, you'll learn with regret,

. It was nob this season's goods,

5till, & loaf that is enide's better biz than no bread,
‘Was the notion that entered the gentlaman's head :
So the hamper waa thrown
On the trocka with his own,
And he carted it over, bant the was misled ; -
For, when he had departed, she noticed with dread
That he'd changed it for one of his own lot inatead ;
And she breathed a sad sigh,
When +he found by-and bye,
That it held half & brick, an assortwment of lead,
Aud & cat which, although only recently dead,
Seemed to wink ita off eye in & manner that said,
* I am not this season’s goods !’
Doss CHIDERDOSS.

AT THE OPERA.

8uE: * That couple in froat of us—do you think they are
marri -

He: *Yen: I am surathey are.
» lang time too.’

She : ' Why, how do you know 1"

He : * Haven't you noticed that when a pretty gitl comes
on the stage she slways hands him the opera-glasses right
away !

They have been married

THE WIFE: ‘John, you don't love me. You promised to
stop sankiog if I'd marry you.'

The Hurband: * Then 1 must have loved yon, my dear,
or [ woulda't bave lied to get you.”

TO0 COSTLY.

GOODMAN : ‘Iva a shame he treated yon s0; youn shounld
heap.coals of fira on hin head *

Furpien : * With coal at the present price ?
I'tn not 5o fond of revenge.”

Not moch

MORE FEMININE AMENITIES.

* WHAT's the tronble betweenr Mand and Lily ?'

* Why, yon see, Maud azked Lily to tell ber just whatshe
thonght of ber,'

“Yen.'

¢ Lily told ber.’

M-X 0’R—LL AGAIN. -

HE waa a popular lectarer, and he was deseribing to Jacky
and Cholly how he esimply appeared on the platform,
lectured for an hour, and made bundreds of thousands of
pounde by doing so.

* You and I conldn’t get thoneands of poonds h{ simply
appeating in onr dress clothes,’ said Jacky to Cholly.

* No,’ said Cholly to Jacky, * bus we don't look a= fanny
in dress clothea as he doen.’ .

The lecturer says that he doesn’s like the yonth of the
present day.

COUNTRYMAN (to dentist): * [ wonldn’t pay nothin’ extra
fer gas. Jeat yank her out if it does hart.”
Dentist : * You are plucky, sir. Let me see the tooth.’
Countryman ; * Oh, "tain’t me that’s got the toothache ;
it’s my wife. 8hbell be here in & minote.”

HER CREAT SACRIFICE.

CLARENCE, dear,’ aaid the sweetly-loving wife, ‘I do not
sea how onr little one can go any longer without a new pair
of pantaloons. Theonly ones he hes have beea pateched
nntil he can wear them na longer.”

With a deep sigh the husband laid down his paper.

+1 don't know what I ecan do, Phyilis,” he said, *I can’t
afford ta buy him new ones just at present.”

*Then, my darling,” replied his better half, with & des-
pairing gesture, * the worst has come. I shall have to have
my bicyecle tronsers cat down for him.’

SHE MADE HAY, ETC.

He waa obviously desparate.

* Do yoo love me 1" ho auddenly demanded.

iYen'" she answered at onee, althopgh it was the firap
time the suhject bad been bLroached,

He shilted nneasily in hia chair.

*Your frankpesn,’ he faltered, *is—er—'

'E ing,' she aug d, with & swest amile, which
gradusally faded when sha remembered that she had no wit-
tesgen

AHHIGIIOI.I!. .

YOUNG GAYROY : * I ean't make ont this Yetter at al) ¥
Old Gsyboge: *Ub! any donkey can read i’ (And he
was annoyed becanss the youth smiled),

THE PARADOX OF TIME.

Time goes, you say? Ah, no |
Alas, Time stays, we go; .
Ut sles, were this not a0,
What need to chain the bonre,
For_Your.h were always oors ?
Time goes, yon say *—ah, no !

Qurs is the ayes’ deceit,
Of men whoss filying feet
Lead through some landseape law ;
‘We pass, and think we ses
The earth’s fixed sarface flee 1—
Alas, time stays—we go !

Oncs in the days of oM,

Your locks wera curling gold,
And mine bad shamed the crow,

Now, in the seli-axme stage,

We've reached the silver age ;
Time gogs, you ssy -ah no !

Once, when my voise was strong,
1 iilied the woods with song,
To praiss your ‘rose I.I:I§ " snow ;'
My bird, that song, ia dead ; :
‘Where are your roses fled ?
Alse, Time atays—we go !
AUsTIN DoRSON.

SHE WANTED PARYICULARS-

Yousc TUTTER: *I've just booght s mew horse, Miss
Clara, and I woald like to take you out for a drive.’

Miass Pinkerly : * I hope heis not too spizited. You know,
Mr Tutter, I am dreadfuily timid.’

Young Tuttsr ; * Ob, oo, Tesoreyon helsn't. He gives
me no tronble at all.’

_M:n_Pmk_arly (anxionsly) : * Is he so gentle that von can
drive him with one hand ¥

KNEW BETTER.

THE rich old suitor assared her that she was mistaken,

: Why.' he impetuosly exclaimed, ‘I wonld die for you.’

The sweet young thing, who was just badding to woman-
hood on £1 & week, with four yonnger nisters, sighed and
shook her head.

‘ You promise that now,’she falteved, ‘bnt after we are
married yon would forgst all about jt."

CAUTIDUS MAN.

Mgrs Wo=rRY {awaking her lord): ¢ Charl t oap. 1
think baby has the eronp.” o B up.
Mr Worry: * Hadn's I better wait till you're sorat

CHiNa nffers & rewsrd of two hondred tasle for the head of
a :Iap offizer, and one hundred for the head of & private,
It's & case of heads shey lose, taels the nther fellows win.

L'ENFANT TERRIBLE.

Frossig : ' Tell me, grandma, how 4td you like beiog in the
ark with Noah 1"

Grandma : * Bt I was oot in the ark, my child.*
Flowie: * Weren't you; then how was it yun werea't

drowned ¥



