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WHERE HE FAILED,

HE had chased the me:
Over many a gory fiald,

He coold stand behind & batsman

'Giatnst all bowlers wickets keap.

Ie & pugilistic conteat

He was held among the best ;

He e¢ould mingle in a riot

And ecjov it too with zest ;

Bat his fine physique was rnined—
Crashed in & most brutal way,

WWhen his wife took him out shuppiog
On & ladies’ bargain dag.

football

ANOTHER atory shout tha late Mr Sporgeon. He was
once, so it is said, addressing a Sunday school om the
jeason of the day, which happened to ha “ Jaenh'a Ladder.”
He got slang swimmingly until a Jittle archin ir one of
the back peats aqueaked ont: * Why did the angels have
to bave s ladder when they had winga?

After the inevitable inugh had sohsided, Mr
Spurgeon aaid : ¢ Wall, that is a fair question, who
can answer it 7

Thers was n panse, and then op went a podgy fist,

* Wall, my littie man,” asked the great preacher, _
*why wonit ¥ } e

* T w'po<o they was &-moultin’,' was the astonishing
roply, and the address was concluded,

A CHEERFUL YIEW,

* You dread the wedding day, eh 1" said Boothby to hia
friennd Yoaoghay. *Oh? cheer up. Marriage ien't
such & bad thing.’

*T mnet confess I feel a little nervous about it,
Boathhy,” raid Younghov.'

*Tat, man,’ replizi Boothby, cheerily. *I was
reading only this moroiog that the buman hair
may be stretched oue-third af ita entire length aad
yet regain its former size and condition. Louk on
the bright aida, boy 1

They were an their way to the theatre, and she was
tremufously happy. She felt that the warde she so
longed to hear wuald be spoken that pight, aod the
ilea rmomle hor almoat dizzy with delight. * Mr
Sumpaon,” she said, softly, ** why do you wear that
hit, of atring ahaut your finger ¥~ * Ob,"” replied Mr
Sampson, takiog it off, ** that was to remind me of
my engagement with you to-night,” It wasn’t much,
bt it was enoogh to take away tha delightful
dizzinena,

LIFE'S LIMITATIONS.
* Do your beat and lst that end it,
All your worry s in vain ;
Yan can carry an cmbrella, i
Butb you cannot make it rain.

A PUBLIC-SPIRITED GITIZEN.

Hrs EMPLOYER : * Patrick, I have employed you as porter
for & year. During that time I have foand gnn to be dia-
honest, neglectfal, stupid, and cowardly ; but I will not
discharge you withoot one chance.”

The Porter: *Fot'll I do, sor ¥’

His Employer: *I've obiained a position {for yoa on the
police force.’

ATTEMPT Y0 OBTAIN ONE,

“Dip you know,’ aeked the lawyer, * that the legal profes.
sion is the only profession that haa no patron saini—at least
none that it wilrownf

! What's the reason for that ¥ I asked.

*1don't know,” answered the lawyer. *Carelessness, I
suppewe, When the saints were haoded around the repre-
sentative who should bave been present was probably argu-
ing with the judge in another court.’

* What dij !on mean by ** At least none that it will
own?' ' asked. -

* Many yearn ago,’ was tha reply, ‘an Liish lawyer who
wan a {ervent Catholic songht to provide his profession with
w patron ssink.  So genvine was his desire for one that be
travelled to Roma te conault the Pope. The Pope gracicusly
received him.

*Pray, Your Holiness,” said the lrishman, * grant the
lawyers & patron aaint. "

¢ According to i ha story, which is & venerabla one, the Popa
loozed over the list and found that there were to saints thab
had not been given to the other professions, at which the
Irish lawger was mnch cast down. Obwerving his depres-
sion, the Pope bade him sheer ap and then directed him to
go to A church wmear by, to blindfold himself and to pass
arouad the interior saying Ave Marias all the time.

*«*And,” #aid tha Pope,‘s the fimt saint you touch shall be
the patron saint of yonr profasdion. ™

¢ Mueh gratitied the de-oat lawyer went away to follow
the instruetions, He passed arogad the church praying.
‘When he sropped he pnt ogt his hand. He was in front of
the sttar of 8t Michael,

***Re thon the lawyer's patron emint?" be eried, and

pulled off the bn.ndl:re. Alas, he waan't toaching St. Michnel
gt all1 His bhand was resting on the devil under St
Michael's feat.”

A COLDEN BPPORTUNITY.

HousEnoLnkr (appearing soddenly) : * You're weleome to
the silver il you'll take this portrait of my wife’s mother,
too. I've been irying to get rid of it for years I

AFTER agopisiog for sight montba on the border-land of
uncertginty, young Pe:kina mustered up cosrage enongh to
declare his passion for the beantiful Miva Wiswall, and wus
aweetiy and gracivurly accepted.

*My own darling I’ he cried, joyfully folding her to his
heaving breast, 'how very, very bappy yoo maks me |
And youn do love me Y’

! Ye aa, Harry, | —listen.”

* What is it, my angel ¥

* Notbing, T was mistaken,

* My precious onel

! Listen, dear.’!

*What ia it?

Go on, dear.”
If you unly knew

1 No one is coming. Las us be happy-—
hnpﬁv in—*

ush—listen! No; I sm not miswaken this time
The newaboy is coming with the evenioy paper, and & am
=0 anxious to koow wha's got in at Thanew Won's you
ron and get the paper, darling? .
Ha went, and never, never came bt

Sambo joined the charch, snd bis pastor Mveaght it best
to look after him. * Have you stelen any s, SEambo,
aince you met with & change of beart ¥ said the minister one
day. ‘' No, nama—no, o, [ baan't stole se whick’ns "t all I
¢ Anv tarkeys ' pervisted the pastor. ‘O, no, massa—1I
hasn't took bary s turkey!' * Wall, Seeslbo, I'm glad te
hear it—vary giad, Watoh and pray {'—wnd the good man
weant o *Golly,’ chinckled Sambo, peepiog inside his esay,

. if bhe'd mod ** ducks” he'd & had me I’

THE PRODOF OF THE PUDDMMC 18 IN THE EATING.

Mz SEEDYMAN {to barmaid) : ' Whisky, pleass.’

Barmaid : * Scoteh or Irish, sir ?*

Mr Beedyman: *Oh! I dunno, gimme the same aa thas
feliow bad what's:lying under the billisrd table.’

BRDAD CRINS.

*WoMEN'S rights I’ exclaimed & man when ths subject was

broached. * What wmore do they want? My wife boesss

me ; ony danghters boes ua both, and the servant girl bosses

theh whole family. It's time the men were allowed some
t," )

Grandma (to little May, aged 5, the houssheld terror) :
‘Doo’t you know that poor mamma is very delicate, mod
that when you are »o ve1y, very nang hty it makes ber ve
machk worse? Mamma ean’s stand it any longer., You will
kill bar. Now what shall we do ¥ May (sitting on small
ltnolinfmnl:olﬂ‘ ima, while in ping on
sofs) : < Wall, [don't know ; bus if ahe'd get snother doctor
perbaps sha conld stand it bettar.”

Baid Paddleford ic his wife on the way back
from the museum, * 'm firmly eonvinced that women
have mn inpate, natoral, eonstitutional love of ths
horrible.” *Good t.hinmr ¥ she retorted, *or -
you might have been a slor 10 your dying dey."

* Never woold call a boy of mine * Alins,”’ said
Mrs Jones, Huontaville, Ala, *if T had & bundred
to pame. Men by thai name is alius cottin’ wp
capers.  Here's Alias Thompson, Alias Williams,
Alias the Night-bawk, all been took up for atealing.’

In;oll; if‘ m:n" thi; o wd 1
4 hor o
It {emnt the o::n !.h:{amalk)gs‘t',ho;“;:in.
Bot the money he has In his parss.

BHE : You never hear of women eashiors emberzl-
Ing or running off with their employers’ monay,

He: Not often ; but when it does happen they
take the employer, too.
hp +1 h{ ;, ,-.}nh hemist's shop app 1y

B great harry): ‘I wan’t somethiog to cure &
bad headache.’ [(Chemilet rushes round gl.he eounter
snd shoves a bottle under the lgant.]emnn'u noss,
tbe pongency of which nearly chokes him.)
Gentleman : * You drivelliag idiot? You manine !
You jacknss ! It's my wifs that’s got the headache.’

1t in only the female mosquito that bites e and
animals, aud draws tnlmng.‘1 The maile mmmptl LY
vegetarian, and is never blood-thiraty.

Do not eall to mind the day whick hax pased from
you ; do pot lament for the amborn to-morrow ; do
not build on the coming and the passad away ; taks
the 'ftﬂenh bou-, and de not cast your life to the
Wi

Advioe is ltke counterfeit mon
are ready enough w0 part with it,
take it

- Most people
t none care to

FRANKY (aged six} : * Annty, dear, do look. I've hadmoch
a gratey Lead puk on my doll, amd i only ooat a shilling.'
Annty : *Yes’; ik ia a beanty.”
Franky : ‘I wonder whatthey wonld charge to pot & new
head on you, #nDeY.’



