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THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIOQ,

MY MOTHER (IN-LAW).

‘WHo ran to greet me when [ canie,

Who calied me by my Christian name,

So kind wans she, the gond old dame—
My mother—in-law,

Who equeezed my hand with might and main,
Who U?Len presssdl me to remain,
And said ' Be enre and call again.'—

My mother—in-law.

‘Who asked for my advice nupen

The shares hequeathed to Uncle Johin,

Which would be * I'lo’s * when she was gone—
My mother—-in-law.

Who watehed with sweet parental care

Oar 'Lill apd cooing ' on the stair,

And saw me take bﬁnt lock of hair—
My mother—in-law.

Who talked of sweet connubial blins,

Then left me all alune with Mias,

And caught me giving * Flo' a kizss—
My mother—in-law,

Who stoiled in & peculiar way,

* And what are your intentions, pray.

Regardine the dear child, I say 7 —
My mother—in-law.

Who turned a dragon from that hour,

Who turned 8 moon of honey sour,

And planted thorns in Cupid’s bower—
My mother—in-law.

Who, when the honeynicon was o'er,

Broupght seventeen boxes tu our door,

‘ To stay a week '—but left no more—
My mother—in-law.

Who rulea my wife, my houee, and me,
Who makes herself uneomninn free,

Periumes her breath with O.D.V.—
My mother—in-law.

EYERY MAN HAS HIS PRICE.

COLONIST (to African chief): ' Will you sell me your king-
dom for this blue cont anil & bottle of apirite ¥’

Chief (scornfully) : * Huw can you dare to make me such
an offer ¥ Forfeit the royal title | hold by right of inherit-
ance ; abandon the throne of my ancestors; stoop under
the yoke of foreign invaders? Never! An! if you had
made it two bobties of apirits '

PLENTY OF WATER.

TmsTY Lany & ¢ Tn there any water ahoard ¥

Captain {excursinn steanier): * Uoly ‘bout four fret,
mum ; but please don't tell anybody.'

A PAIR DF THEM.

NoT long since a ball was given at a lunatic hoapital.
Many triendns of the inmarea were present, snd also friends
of the governor. Amoag them was a well known journa-
lirt. He had the most diftienlt time imaginable to pick out
the =are from the ineane. Fircally he saw & yonng woman
close to him. He brusbed by her by mistake and begged
ta be excured. She resdily furgave him, and then asked if
he were not the Kiog of the Caunilal Islands?

The journalist veadily replied that he waa, and asked if
the young lady were oot the Queen? Then fullowed the
faoniest conversation. He began telling her of his do-
mipione end of the presents he wonld purchase her, He
would give her & golden throne studded with diamonds, sit
her dresses should come from Weoerth's, and she should have
the best French chiefa for cooks. Then he deecribed his
new palace. The description waa ornate in the extreme.
Thie conple talked in thia way for at least an hour. Then
they reparated, the yonng lady being claimed for a waltz.

*Sad case that,’ quoth the Joumnliuu to one of the board
a8 the young Indy went waltzing with her escort.

'Sed ? hat ie sad about her ¥

*Ob, haven't you met her? Well, ahe thinks that she in
(Jueen of the Cannibal Islands and that I am her king.”

'Somebedy has been haviog yon,’ eaid the heartless
governor, She ia no more craz tﬁan you are.’

This was the sad cese. A friend of the young lady had
informed her that the joornslist was as crazy as = loon.
They said, bowever, that he wan barmless, and all that
should be done was to humour him into the belief that he
was the King of the Cannibal Islands.

The king aod queen were aot on speaking terma for the
reat of the evening.

MORE RAVACING THAN TIME.

Mrs COBWIGGER: * Now, my dear, if you will make the
jam joay as 1 tell you, it wili keep a yenr.’
Mrs Knowem : * Ah | but yoo baven't any children.'

YERY TOUCHINC.

IT was only a newspaper stury,
And yet as I read ii o'er,

My eyes yrew moist and heavy
Anr they have not for years before.

It was not the art of the writer
That on my heart-strings awept,

Baot the etory simiple and 1ender,
Went to iy heart, and 1 wept,

But when I arrived at the * finis,’
1t caused my heart to ache,

And I spuke strong words, for that tender tale
Wes & patent niedicine * fake.’

HE JUMPED,

At midnight a man was walking down the street singing
* The Old Folke at Hyme ' &t the top of his veice. A win-
dovlv_wenh up and the vuice of an indipnant eitizen shouted
at him:
* You, there | Yon ought to be arrested and seat up for a
mooth '
* What have I done ¥ innocently inguired the singer,
* You are bawling alung the street and waking everybody
up !
R Rawliog !
* Yes, bawling.'
" Well, mebbe I wan; I waun't paying moch sttention.
I will now do my best, howaver.'
And he struck np * The Old Osken Buacket'about foor
ke.ydn] higher, and lifted every baby un thu sireet vut of ite
eradle.

Corseta have filled more graves than whisky, says Mias
Willard. 5o it seems wowmen kill themselves by getting
tight, s well as men.

QUITE DIFFERENT,

* Who bronght about the
* Her little brother.’
*How?

'Told her father—confound the young scamp—that she
was kissing me, when the facc was she waa only sitting on
my lap.’

nt?

CROWDED OUT.

ETHEL: *1 like this dress very mueh.
lighifully tighn

Dresminaker (hauding her two small silken bags) :
theyare. Yoo'll have to carry them in your hnngz
1ok ronm in the drees for Ltbem,”

It ia just too de-
But where are the pockets ¥

‘ Here
. There's

MISCELLANEOUS.

A DISTINCTION.—Miss Pikestafl': * He tried to kiss me®
How dared heY Miss Pussley (sympathetically): * How
could he ¥
A BACHELOR'S OUPINION. —Howe: *lan't that a great
baby, vil wan? Duwe (decisively]: ‘li's a howling anc-
B.

cera.

Small Boy: ‘Papa, what makes you so bald? Papa:
*Oh, that's because wy mother used to pat me eo much on
the head for being a guod boy.”

The Bweet Girl Graduate: fAnd what do yon think,
Maudie | Then be winked at me with his alfer ego
* His alter ego # * Hiw uther eye, of course I

AN ALARMING PROSPECT.—She: *Would you like to
hear me siuy ** Forever aod Forever ¥ He: ‘—KEr—well,
noL quile su long as that.’

Humble Citleen :
of Wy ear.’
trille largs.

THE EXCEPTION.—Madison Squeer ; © They eay thatone-
balf uf the world dowsn's Kuow bow the other half lives,’
Morzison Essex : * The man who wrote that never lived in
a small town.'

* But,” said the hotel-keeper to the striking waiters, * you
get precisely the same foud Lhal we verve to the guests.’
* Yes,” replied the leader, *that's what we are kicking
abouc.

*Sambo, where did all those chicken feathers on your
coat cute from Y ¢ Lunno, masea, but | bab my apishous—
dat measly niggah, Satu Jubawmag, 1 jes traded coats wif,
am none tuu goud.

Huavand : *No bloe stosking for me. An ignorant
woman wekes a far better wile,” Wife: ' Am 1 a good wife,
Juhn !t Hustand : * Yes; you are an ideal une,’

NOT AT ALL BURPRISING.—Mrs Eazlern: * My goodness
me! Hirsm | 1 see Uy Lo papers that 8 wan hue just died,
aped voe lundred and eighteen years,'! Mr Eastern:
*Wall, wan't 1t 'bout time, Mara ¥

Fureigoer : * Zay tell me you bat nearly dhree hundred
tousand words in your langwich. How efter can you use so
many ? New Zeuland sulicitur: * Hubh ! We use all of ‘am,
wy iriend, every Liwe we draw np an indictment.’

A [MSTINCTION. —Cholly : * What's the difterence, old
chappie, buiwees & wowan aud a Jady? I've leard don's
you kauw, bub Lean’t remember.” Idickey: * My deah boy,
& lady 18 & surt of & wuluun we are acquainted with, while a
womsn is & sort uf lady otber people aie acquainted with.”
He: 'O, fuir aayel, sent from beaven tu cheer my lonely
life ! O, peri, of sume uodiscovered paradise 1 O, light of
iy tife, henit of my heart, I koeel betore yon in bunible
supplication, aduring you a8 vever woiinn was adored by
rmuital man | 1—' Bhbe: * That'sallright, but, say, do you
love e ?

‘1Ml go to him mysell,' cried the infuriated shopkeeper,
*I'll see whether e won't pey hiv debte? L'l tell him ho's
a rascal, & swiadler— ' Faber,” remarked his mors
prudent son, gravbbiog him by the coat tails, "dun’t yon
think it wuuld be wiser to talk that way to hiw through
the welephune 1

AT THE NEwspovs' MissioN Scuoor.—Teacher (to
Mickey): *Now, Mickey, yun read the [esson 1o me Brst
sod then tell e, with thy buvk clused, what you read.”
Mickey (rewding)—* Hee the tow, Can thecow tun? Yes,
the cuw cap rua. Cun the cuw tun as swifuly us the horse?
No, the hurse runs swilier than the cow, (LUlosin up his
bouk tar tell what he has read).  Gwt onto de cow. %iu ber
jig eteps ron?  Ho'cher lifu she kio run.  Kio de cow do up
de hurse & runniug? Naw, de cow ain't in it wid de borss.*

Bhe: * L' so ylad yuu can atay to \ea. Such s joke I'm
goivg w bave with luy busbuny! He's alwsys growling
Bbuut my evukivg, and to duy liis moiber happeued o drop
in, agd L gul her to wake selnscakes,  Wun't be feel foolish
when be begios to enidcit sud thea linds vub that Lis
mother made Lhem berseli? Half an hour later. He:
"My dear, yuu are becomiuyg an angel of & couk. These
caken are as fius an iy wuitier makes '

‘ ee hers, barber ; yoa've cnt off n, piece
Tonsoriat Artiet: * Yes ; they seemed to me a




