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THE BOOK :

OR TO SPEAK MORE CURIOUSLY. THE HSEX -MANIACAL
NOVEL, A8 IT APPEARS TO THE UNENLIGITENED
) INTELLIGENCE OF HOWDLER, JUNIOR.

Arether loguitur :—

1 ¢comEe from haunta of prig apd crank,
I fill half-¢ultored erama—

By booming notions ‘ new’ and * frank,'—
With worbid monomania,

Though freed from humour, atyle, or taste,
And all sach superstitions,
M% stories go with breathless haste
brough half a score editions.

And I intend to break in two
Deenrum’s ruaty fetter ;

For honks may eome, and books ba blae,
Bat I will go one better.

I chatter lovingly abont
WNeurotic noodlen’ querrels ; :
I babule, gabble, equeal, and shout
Eternally of morale. .

And there [ draw a fractious wife
Ar balmy a= a haiter,

Wha'il rave about the Sexes’ strife,
Throngh reams of rlsky chatser ;

And bhere I Jeck my pages o'er
With tags from jaundiced rhymers,
And seraps of aocial ecience lore
Mislearned from shilling primers

Aud blend the whole, to break in two
Decorum’s rusty fetter ;

For books may come, and books be bine,
But I will go one better.

You'll never find a single word
Retween my Haring covaers

Of anything so goite absord
As saue aod happy lovers.

1 preach, T eereech, T storm, I wail,
O'er marrisge and ita tarrora ;

I make the wretched critics pale
‘With orthegraphic errors,

I mannder on through arid tracts
U gloom past comprehension,

I linger round aoplearant facta
With very marked attention,

Anpd do my best to break in twa
Decorum’a Tusty letter ;

For books may come, and books be bloe,
Bat I will go one better.

RowpDLER, JUNIOR-

A KEEN OBSERYER.

GRANDCA : * Now Willie, you say you're been to chorch.

Well, let me ses what you osn tell me abount it.*

Willie: * Well, what [ thought most strange was that
the man Io fiont of me had ears that weren't alike’

{Spanked.)

MRS DR. SHERLOCK HOLMES.

SIE COULD READ HIM FROM HEAD TO FOOT, INSIDE AND
OUTHIDE, AND THERE WAS NO USKE DENYING IT.

ALL of asndden she turned to the man in the tramear on
the left and said ;

* You were puttiog down an ingrain carpet st your houss
this morning. Den't attempt to deny i%, for I bave the
most concluaive evidencs.’

' How do you kaow ¥ he stammered in earprize.

¢Thets is lint on yonr koee, sir, showing the kind of
carpat, and yoor thumb la done up in a rag to prove that

ou hil; it with & hammer. ¥You have a bunion on your left
'oot.  Deny it at your peril " :

*Yea; I'bhave s bunion, bat—"

*I knew it, baranse you caonot keep that foot still, while
now and then you atter s coma word below your breath.
You are living with your second wife. Admit the troth of
what I say, or take the consequences.”

* How on earth can youo tell that ? he asked, as he began
to turn pale ronnd the mounth.

* By the bairs and dandrnff on yoor coat. Yoor first wife
always brushed yonm before you went cat. Now. sir you
have s amall child at home.’

* Yes, & boy threa years old, but——'

*1 knew it, becanse he stoved that jnmPing jack ioto
yeur pocket while yonu were playing with him jusk before
you came out. Yoo ara aleo an abeent-minded maa.
Denial will be useless, and may geb yon into serious
tronble,’

s

+If yoon were not an absent minded wman you wonld not
bave potketed that tahle napkin for & haodkerchief, nor
coma ont with your old baton. While your hirst wile has

been dead for soveral yeara, yon have not yet ptaced a tomb-

stope at her grave. Dlon's try to bleff me, air.”

* Yon are right, bat——" .

*Of conrse I am.  When we passed that marble shop you
#ave one look at the tombstones, and placed yoar hand on
your wallet, Voar present wife la oot domeatic.’

* No, she is not ; but how on earth can yor tell ¥

*The moths have eaten your coab, there are two battons

off your vest, and from the way you wriggle that right foot .

1’'m sure youo have holes in your stockings. Think not ta
deceive me.’

‘Great lands, woman I' he gasped as the perspiration
atood oot on his forehead, * bat yon must be—

* Mra Dz, Sherlock Holmes, sir,’ she finished. *Y have to
get out here to solve m mystery in & bmtcher's shop.
Blood has been found on a cleaver, the boteber's wife has
got & new sealskin jacket, and the errand by hax a boil on
his leg, 'Sdeath! 1 will ouravel the whote alfair in five
minutes, and spot the murderer! Good day, old man.
By the way, don't uae sandpaper ¢on your celluloid collar, as
it leaves scratches ¥

UTTERLY ROUTED.

THE AUTHORESS: *Yes, Mr Fling, I have just bagun
another book, but did you read my last
M Fiing : *Well—er—ab, only the firat faw chapters.’
The Authrress : * But thera are no chapters ¥

Mr F.: * Um—I shonld have said, I meant the openiong -

descriptive passages.’

The Authoress {coldly}:
pasnages. .

Mr K. : *Oh, yes, of conrse I meant the preface.”

The Authoress (icily): “ There is no preface.” (The lasb
that was seen of him he waa edging toward the door.}

“There mre mo descriptive

ACAINST THE NEW WOMAN.

THE Antl-New Womanite is growing qnite deaperate. - Ha
—or iaitshe Y—has 1aken to pillory the girl of the period
in the *agony column' of the Sfandard, fromm whenes I
culled thin awtal warning—

DPEUTERONOMY, 5th Verse, 22 Chapter.—* The woman shall not
wear that which portainethtoaman . . . forall that do ecare
an abomination unto the Lord thy God.'

OI couree, there is another side to the gnestion—

The imodern woman thinks that trews
Would ndd to human bornhomie;
And o rhe practises her views
Iu epite of Deuterooomy.

Ooe Little Girl in the Slams: * Wot yer say she died
of ' The Other One . * Eating & tuppennv ice on the top
5[ ‘u;pnddun'.' The Firat-mentioned : * Lort what & jolly

eath.”

A TRIFLE TDO TOUCH.

Tux eannibal king sat apos his bamboo throne, clothed in
the awiol dignity of his position, snd m faded silk seasf,
His eye was fastened npon the entrance to the throne room
as if in expectancy. Premsently it opened, and the sicretary
of stats entered and bowed to the sarth.

‘A deputation awaita withoat, your majesty,’ sald she
secretary.

¢ What kiod, slave ¥ inquired his nibe.

* Of white persons, your majesty.’
a . \;\_"ould thay minister to my spiritaal or phyaical wants,

og

* Your physieal wants, your majesty.”

* Ah, then thay muost be missionaries ¥

* No, your majesty."

* What, bound ; not misslongries ¥*

‘No, your majesty, thay are here on bosinesa of atate
from the white conotry. They are politiciane.’

A look of dissppoiniment elonded the face of the king.

* Go, slave,” he eaid, waving bis hand with an imperions
1 , ¢ and d the ¥ of the calinary depart-
ment to put cut the fire in the kitohen stovae.

EACH SEEK THEIR PLEASURE WHERE THEY FIND iT.

Snz: ¢O0Ob, Charjes, look, quick ! .
He: *Where, what, I can’t see anytbisg.’
Bhe, *No! Not the girls on the stage, bot at that
handsorce fellow in the box over there.” (Charles motters
* soinething inaadible.)

'WEEKS Y. YEARS.

HE (five weeks after marriage): *1 have hronght you s
birthday present my sngel—a diamond mecklace, which,
however, will pale befoie the brightness of yoor eyes.’

He (five years after marriage) '] have brought yon o
birthday present—an ash-tray,’ R

* She: * But, my dear, [ do not amoke cigars.” -

He: ‘*No.o; but if you have an ash-tray for me to pul
my cigar ashes in, it will save yon the tronble of aweeping
them op Yoo koow." .

TOD MUCH.

THE wayworn man had fallen in the steeet ina very good
swoon.
The ¢ nsoal crowd gathered” and the naual meo-who-
koowa-what-to-do shonted :
- * Stand back ! and give him air,’
‘The wayworn man gob ap.
+ Air " snid he, with Boe senro.
had nothing but air for three days !’

+Air! When 1 sin's

THE MAIDEN AND THE MiIRE.

* DEAR me, how dreadfal V' .
" The atreen crossiog lay thick with muod.
* My pew silk stockings, wo, and-—-"*
A sgh escaped her. .
* Not s horrid man in sight "
Stifling & sob she seized her skirta and tripped over.

COMMERCIAL TRAVELLER {to the Booisx of the hotel):
* Call me at six in the morning.”

Boots: ©Yen, mir; but is not that very early for yoo to
rire, gir.’

Commercial Traveller;: 'I don't want to rire; I only
wan’ the plessure of rolling over and going to sleep ngain.”

o0 o

QUITE OFF.

HE : ' If you wounld bot s1y yes, Amanda, my lovs, I wonld
tréeat you bike an mogel.’

She: *Yer, I believe you. Nothing to ast, and less to
woazr! Not ma’ : -



