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TWO FRAUDS.

1 took her to the opera—
She's dear to me—

I made believe that I knew French.
And so did she.

We sat there and we heard them ging,
Hut neither stirred,

Because we didn't understand
A single word.

‘We didn’t dare to clap our handy
Or smile or frown,

For fear we'd be the laughing-st.ek
Of alt the town,

8o there we sat upright and prim
Through all the show; 4

I knew her mind and I would give
A lot to know

If while T inwardly langhed at
The maiden she,

Who locked so sweet, 50 innocent,
Laughed back at me.

THE MYSTERY.
Promoter (at the end of . s glow-

ing description of his new scheme): |

*There's millions in it!"
Caunticus Investor: ‘And still yon
want my paltry £100.

HARD TIMES.

An old gravedigger who l'ved i a
village at the foot of tht Grampians
wa - cne day complaining about the
duliness of the times.

*Man. John, is trade that bad wi’
ye? said a aympathising neighbour.

‘Bad!” retnroed Jchn, brirging his
stafl down with an impatient gesture,
‘T have na Loried a leevin soul this sa~
weeks.”

DISCIPLINE.

Bhe was a large woman, with a
wide, firm mouth, shaded by an in-
cipient moustache. “When I marry,™
she said. in heavy tones, “the lucky
man must have the advantage of a
military education.”

“Why so?” inquired her
friend,

“Because he will then know the
value of implicit obedience to orders.”

dearest

“TO BE

OR XOT TO BE™

* Ah, my fatherland, this is not the
leant of the sacrificea that 1 have made
fur you I

tYhe Kaiser, who {8 the Lond High
Admiral of the Germau pavy, has
irened nn ediet furbidding naval ofi-
cers to wear moustaches.)

SHE KNEW BETTER.
Eessie: Why didu’t you marry him
at the seaside?
Maude: It wouldn't have been safe.
Tle was the only man there.

TRUE NERVE.
Johnson: ‘What kind of
ie 'Thompson T
Railey: *‘Well, he's one of those
fellows that can take a glasy and
stop—provided you treat first’

& fellow

HIS MISFORT. . s
Harvey: ‘It's too bad it haoppened
to Plumpkin!® .
Frank: *‘What happened to him now,
poor fellow?"
Harvey: “Too bad he was born.*

HE FLED.

“Here's a story of a couple who mar-
ried to win a bet,” ghe said.

‘I'm not a betting man,” he return-
ed, hastily. Soon after he took his
leave, and he really didn’t breathe
freely until he was a full block away.

THE TRUTH OF IT.
She ; “Why do married men live
longer thuan single oues ?7
He: “They don't;
longer!™

OXE OF TWO THINGS.
Jones: ‘What do you think of 2 man
who had to use a safety-pin to con-
nect his trousers with his suspend-
ers? -
Hrown: ‘He should either get mar-
ried or get a divoree.”

TW0O REASONS—PERHAPS.

First Lawyer: ‘I thought yon were
retained to defend Gory Dick, the wife
murderer?”
- Second Lawyer: 'T was asked to, but
my conscience wouldnt let me. It
was such a brutal erime. And be-
sites that, he has no money.’

CONDENSED MILEK.

‘T’¢ you buy condensed milk, Ma-
dam?’

‘I presume that we must, but I never
thanght of it before, 1 always order
two quarts and pay for twoe quarts,
hut it never measures more than three
pints?

I'DOR CONSOLATION.

The Friend: ‘Didn’t the pamson's
visit conzole you?'

The Widower: ‘He's a poor hand at
consolation.’

The Friend:
say?

The Widower: ‘Said she wasn't deadl,
but gone beforet

‘Why ,what did he

EXPLAINED.

A hoard of physicians were inquir-
ing into the state of mind of an
alieged iunatic.

“You told us just now,” esid the
spokesman, “that you were the Em-
prror Nopaleon, and wow you say you
are the Ihuke of Wellington. l'ray
explain yourself.™

“Quite right," returned the patient,
cheerfully; *“that wus by 8 differeat
mother.”

They didn't ask him mny more
gquestions.

it only seems ~

A FUEBSY WOMAN,

“Mra Binka seemp like & very fussy
woman.” *“Fussy?’ “Bay, if ehe
built a house, she'd insist u?on hav-
ing all the nails manicured." .

HER PROMPT REPLY.

He: I saw a beantifu! smile illo-
minate your face at my arm stole
around you. Tell me, darling, what
were you thinking about?

She: About the pins in my waist,

OENITHOLOGICAL.

I dearly love birds, he gently sighed.
And then she didn't do a thing but
hasten to open the piano and softly
begun singing 1 wish I were a bird.’

They are looking for a nest now.

HE OUGHT TO HAVE ENOWN
BETTER.

Pater (in an undertone): It's eleven
o'clock, Maud, and 1'm going to re-
tire. What is Mr Smith waiting for?
Aaud: That's just what he's waiting
for, papa.

HORRORS OF CRIME.

“This iz a strictly judicizl proceed-
ing,” said the facetious foatpad, who
kept the revolver i at his
victim's head while the other footpad
went through the victim's pockets.
“I am bholding you for robbery.”

CRUEL REVENGE.

“Mr Burk’s marriage didn'f come
off.”

“What was the matter?”

“His tailor was an old rival and
didn't get his wedding suit made in
time.”

A SAD CASBE.

‘I suppose you want a piece of pie,’
sail the young housekeeper. ‘No,
lndy, I don’t,’ replied the tramp; ‘but
I'd be t'ankful fur a ole suit o’black
clo'es, if yer got ’em. De poor feller
wot yer gave a piece o' pie ter yesti-
@'y wuz a brudder o' mine.”

THE IGNORANCE OF YOUTH.

‘Pa, who is Shylock?’

‘Great goodness, ‘boy, you attend
church and Sunday school every week,
and don't know who Shylock was!®
said the father, with a look of sur-
prise and horror. “Go and read your
Bible, sir.’

OF THE SAME MIND.

Mr Courtney (flatteringly) : 1 had
the bhlues awfully when 1 came here
to-night, Miss Fisher, but they are all
gone now. You are as pood as medi-
cine.” N

Miss Fisher’s Litle Brother: * Yes;
father himself says she’ll be a drug
tn the market if she doesn’t catch on
to sotge fellow soon.”

THE GOLF LINKS.

Lofter: “Indeed, Miss de Vine, 1
wnust eay it. You are the star of the
links."

Miss de Vine: “Now, that is very
nice of you. And you are the first
to discover me, too.”

Lofter: “Then may I have an as-
tronomer’s reward 7’

Miss de Vinc: “What is that, Mr
Lofter?”

Lofter: “The right to give you my
name.”

MARY'S LITTLE LAMB.
Mury had » millionaire,
Hia Lead was soft as dough,
And everywhere that Mary went,
Why, he was sure to go.
e foliowed her to church oms day,
And then they had a row,
Arranged by Mary. Mary livea
Omn alimony now.

BO INCONBIDERATE.

“It becomes my painful duty,” fal-
tered the man, “to—"

Bhe needed but to lock once into
his face to divine the awfml truth.

“If my husband has died tell me
at onhce!™ she mhrieked. “Don't you
understand I shall need every mo-
ment to get my mounrning ready 7"

Qur Choirmaster (atter lamenta-
ble failure on part of pupil)-—* Con-
found it! I thought you said you
could ‘ read at sight "3

Pupil—“ 50 1 can But not first
sight.”

A USEFUL IMPEDIMENT.
“Your office door sticks badly at
the bottom.”
*“Yes; I keep it that way so I can
have time to get busy before people
come jn.’*

PROBABLY BTILL SMOKING.

The Old Lady (deaf): “Has your
grandfather guit smoking yet? The
last time I saw him he told me he
was going to do so scon,”

Her Young Visitor: M. nd-
father died last week™ v g™

The Old Lady (still deaf): “Yes?
Has he quit smoking yet?”

UNTTY.

“But,” they expostulated, *“you
have painted the milkmaid on the
wrong side of the cow!™

“Yes,” replied the painter, *“quite
s0. But kindly obeerve that I have
painted the cow without any joints
in her legs! What of it? Why, she
can't kick, of course!”

It is now well understood that art,
while it may be unreal, is not neces-
sarily devoid of unity. .

HE COULDN'T WEAER TROUSERS.

It is told of a ¢ertain Bishop that,
while dining at the house of one of
his friends, he was pleased to observe
that he was the object of marked
attention from the son of his host,
whose eyes were frmly riveted upon
him. After dinner the Bishop ap-
proached the boy and asked: “Well,
my young friend, you seem to be
interested in me. Do you find that
1 am all right®”

“Yes, sir,” said the boy, with B
glance at the Bishop's knee breeches,
“You're all right, only (hesitatingly)
won't your mamma ¥ou wear
irousers yet?

THE OLD, OLD STORY.

A pretty girl applied at the gen-
eral delivery window of the post of-
fice, and smiling at the bashful clerk
she twittered: ‘1 there any mail here
for me?”

‘I—I—I beg your pardon, Miss," re-
plivd the clerk, blushing in four col-
ours all warranted to wash.

*I said is there any mail here for
me? she twittered again, with a amile.
pints.'

‘I—I don't know, Miss. 'l msk
some of the other boys. I'd like to
Le, bt you come too late, for I'm
already bespoke by another girl.”

The postmaster gave the young man
a few lessons before he let him take
charge of .a window again.



