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HI8 FATHER WOULDN'T CATCH ON.

THE yoang man laid s eigarette down on the hall table
whilg he went to interview his Iather on the financial situs-
tion. After a few preliminaries he said—
¢ By the way, dad, can [ have a few ' stamps” to-day?
* Posf stamps ¥ inqnired the father, inoocently.
1, Nao, sir,” was the impatient reply ; * [ miean **scads.” *
. 44 Beads,"” my son ?" inquired the old gentieman, in mild
astonishment.' . .
*I mean the * tin,” of conrsa.’ . Lo
Y And what is the '* tin,"” may I ask? R .
* Oh, the * ready,” don’t you know *
*No; I don’t know."
.. * Don't you know, ‘- spondulix ¥*' X
‘I can't say that I do. Who ia he? .
* Aw, coms ott, Gnv. What I'm out for is the ** stuff.”™’
! What stuff ¥ -
* Why, the ' soap," of conrse.’
.~ *The *‘soap”? Are yon in need of a bath ¥ and the father
looked over his specs inquiringly. s
* No, no,’ impatiently. 'I mean the sugar.’
*Oh.. Sogar and soap! Going to make a plaster, are
you? .
‘ Plaster nothing. I want the *‘chink.™’
** Chink "7 What's chink, pray 1’
* Why, 1t's ** dust.” Anybody knows that.’
‘ Oh, yes, excnse me. (ot the brush over here '
An he paid, * It almost knocked ma ont, “'Tisn't that kind I want. It’s **rocks.™’
But | matched that ribbon, dear,’ * Well, there'a doat in rocks, isn’t there '
—_ ! Won't yon ever catch en? exclaimed the young man.
1 want the '‘dnff,” the ** wherewithal,” don't you know ;
the “ rhino,” the ‘' boodle,” plain, ordinary, everyday ¢ash,
dad ; that's what I want.'
.*0h,’ exelaimed the father ip a greatly relieved tone,
¢ here's m pound,’ and that's all the young man got.

SUCCESS AT LAST,

ot
A GRAY-HAIRED, broken-down old man . 5
With annken eye and cheek, -
Climbed np the steps one winter’s day,
With humble mien and meek.

He rang the bell, and & woman came
And stood in the open door,

And s smile spread over his wrinkled face
A he saw hia wife once more.

And the old plad light shone in his eyes,
And his husky voice grew elear,

HE UNDERSTOOD.

Miss MaMIE (a8 her father returns from the office) © ¢ Oh,
there you are at last, you dear, aweet old thing ¥ - .
~ The Dear, Sweet Old Thing: *No you don't, Mamie. ~You
had a new £3 hat only two days ago, and now yon've gotto
wait awhile.’ :

HIT HIM BADLY. -

Hy: ‘I like smart wonien well enough, but I would not
care to marty 8 woman who knew more than I did.”

She: *1 see, and so you have been forced to remain
single ? ' '

AT THE COMMERCIAL LAW EXAM.

PROFESS0OR : * What is 8 commercial bill ¥
Papil (after siong] think) : *I don't know »ir.’
Professor (pensively) : * Lucky fellow 1*

A YOUNG DIPLOMAT.

MRx BROWN : *I'm nfraid to let you have » bicycle.”

Littte Johanie: ' Dos't feel that way, ma. Even if it
did kill me, remmember that it would be the last thing I ever
nsked you for.’

Her FATHER: 'Look here, young man, you arg paying
marked attention to my daughter, what are you intentions ¥
Jones : * Aw—mnrriage.' . .

Her Father : ' Bat how are you going to support her in
the style she iz accustomed to? . -
Jones : ' Well, we thooght we'd live with you I’

THE HUMORIST,

L

' Wo is that man* I heard him say ;
* What roskes bim look eo sad T - g
Why don’t he emile like other folks?
Or is he feeliog bad ? .
Can bp not see the genial son
Thalt's shiniog in the sky *
Conld he wot smile on this fair day .
Just obce il he should try 7' !
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* Uh, oo 1’ the other man replied, PN

*He is not made that way ;
He writes jokes for the newspapers,

Aud yet he's never gay.
His jokes cause other folke to langh,

Yet, solemn still is he ;
lq‘nking apoils & men like this,

hen just deliver me!

. . om

* They say that in his family, too,

He's alaays oroes aod sour ;.
He gozen into vacancy

Many a weary hour,
And il his children speak to him,

He sngrily retorta;
They seldom dare to interrnpt

The current of his thoughts.”

Fraxx Mamion,

GIYING HER WINGS.

ENFANT TEHRIBLE : * Ma, dear, have apgels got wings ¥’
Mother : * Yea, dear.’ .
Hofant Terrible : ' And cag they fly ¥
Mother: *Yea, denr.’

Eufaot Terrible: ' Well, p& told our new governe:s she
was an aogel—and she can't fly.’

Mother : * Tudeed ! Bat she sl Hy—scon '

' anyway, sor.’

- Science has made great strides since then.

e "

WOULD COME OUT SOME DAY.

MEgs VERMONT BHOWNE : * Why on earth don’t yon gev
your basband te ent off bis whiskers ¥

Mrs Smitfian Jones: *I wouldn't have him do it for the
world, I want bin to let them grow and get them all ont-
of his aystem.' | . o e R

 TRY TO SMILE.

—_—

FOREK&IC Emgunscx.—Jndf z.' Prisoner, do yon acknow-
ledge yoor guilt.” Prisouer: No, my lord.  The apeech for
the defence lias convineed aven e of my innocence.’

. . - : owte . - . Ly

Harn TiMes,—* These are bard times " aighed the young.
collector of bills. - * Every place I went vto-day I wua re.
queated to eall nq'ain‘. but ooe, and that was when I dropped
in to see my girl. . : E

PHILOSOPHY.—Maater (bearing a trenmendons noise om
the stnirs): * Hallo, Pat, fallen dowunstaira? Pat: * Yis,
80T : but ir's no matter atall, sor. Oi was coming down

‘ «u P BN
: . NOT THAT KIND. A
He isn't & thief whose act we deplora, .
Or a man whom the honeat would shun, i .
Who says when he's taking farewell at the door, “*/-
‘I've made up my mind to e - “rt
. -

BRI

Doctor’; *Troubled with sleeplessness, ehi ¥ Eat ‘some-
shing before going 1o bed.” Patient: ' Why, doctor, you

" onee told e never to eat anything befure going to bed.”

Doctor (with diguity}: *That, madam, was in 1889,

’.d i
A GUVIDE TG MATETMONY. S
The right kind of lollies ; the right kind of nerve; -
A carriage kept handy; good menus to serve; - -
A theaire party ; the jewaller's gold ; B '
A mien blithe and hearty—a trifie too bold ; ,
The right kind of chafling ; the right kind of acnse ; ' -
The joke that seta laughing ; the ardour intense ; B
¥¥ith these liitle triffes any man cawn . .
Win love—if he's really the right kind of man, -
. N -
.

A Mls-ﬁouza—nn Fitz-Caudla: * Ah me | there was &

" time when yon aiways called ma ** Duisy," now it’a 1" Mrs. -
. Fitz-Caudle,” as if [ were the merest stranger Lo yom."

Fitz.Caudle: *Found out my misiake, my dear, Daisies-
shut up at night. Youdon't.’ . = .
. --‘ . P . . :

FETCHED THE PHYSICEAN.—Doctor: ' Why, how in this
wy dear sir?! You aent me m letter statingyon had beea,
sttacked by measies, and I find you euffering from rhenma-
tism,' Patient: * Well, you see, doctor, it islike this, there

. WBAn't & ron] in the. house that knew how to epell rheuma-

tiem,’ .

- - e
THE Wiy.—Tommy : * What's that bird, papa ¥ Fapa -
s :I‘hut wy hoy, is the toucan ; but we call it the ** millinery
bird,”’ Tommy : * Why, papa? Papa(who bad been there.
many 8 time) : *On account of the size of ita bill.’

*IN
You've drawa the wrong tootb.’ L.

Dentist 1 ' Don't giow 10 excited about a littla thing of =
th”e:im" It will coat you only £1 to bave a. new aua iu-
werted,” . .

FADDLE : wie you for damages, yoo woouadiel!



