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HER CLOAK.

SuE wears & ¢loak of white swansdown
bove her evening dress,
And lets it fold, withont & frown,
Her form with soft caress.
Her ¢rnel coldness even thaws,
ithin ite warm embrace,
As with a tender smile she draws
It closer to her face.

Whenever she and I go out,
She wears that eloak o hide
The charma I love to dream about,
While seated at her aide,
The next day, too, I think of her,
While hogra I devote
To picking bits of tleecy fur
From off my overcoat !
HARRY ROMAINE.

POETRY APPLIED TD COOKERY.

You~c Housewire : ‘I wish to get a pair of chickens.’

Degaler: *Yes'm. Here are some very nice ones.’

Y. H: ‘ Have yono any game chickens ¥ A

D.: *Well, ma'm, they don't often kill game chickens.
They keep 'em for show.’

¥. H, : *I should prefer game chickens.’

D, : ' For what reason, ma'm ¥’

Y, H, : * Because game chickena are brave.’

D, : *Well, what o' that ?

Y. H. : *The poet says, *the bravest ate the tenderest.’

A FAR-BICHTED YOUNG MAN.

SHIPPEN CLARKE: ' Why 4o you give 20 expensive jewellery
to your fancée !

Cashin Hand : * I do it from economical motives.”

Shippen Clarke : *How's that?

Cashin Hand : *If [ spend money on theatres, flowers,
lollies, damee tickets, and the like, it would be eunken
eapital ;—but after we are married [ aball be able to raise
money on that jewellery. See?

EXTRAVACANT.

PHYSICIAN (to dyiog editor) : ' My poor friend, I eannot
conceal the truth from yon any looger. You have only half
ao hour to live.’

Editor Clarion (feebly): ' Doctor, will you plense tell the
foreman, wheno 1 am gooe, to place my obituary oo the front
page, top of column, vext vo pure reading matter? I wonder
if 1 am extravapant in indulgiog wyself in that Inxary for
once in my life ?

HARD LUCK,

I CALLED upon my lady love
Avpgninst her stern behest ;

5o ahe just pressed the button—
The footman did the rest.

YERY LIKELY.
FoNn MoTnex : ' 1 wonder why baby cries sn?'

Smal) Sister : '] expect the poor thing feels strapge; it
haan't got used to you yet.'

I3 YOGABULARY.

Miss VAN GUYEM: * Delighted ko meet you, Lord Dol
mtaire.’

Lord Dulstaire : ' Chahmed, I'm shuah.’

Miss Van Guyem : ‘So sorry to wiss your eall the other

Lord Dulstaire: "Chahmoed—I mean—dweadfully sowry.’

Miss Van Goyem : * Bot T waa actually gricved

Lord Dulataire : * Chaliming of you to—ah—ah—'

Miss Van Guyeni: ‘If I felt it was an admissible gnes.
tion, I shonld dearly love to ask you how yoo liked New
Zenland.'

Lord Dualstaire : * Chabmed--I pssure yuh.’

Mies Van Goyem : 'I thonght you'd eay so, And you
went to Rotorus, I believe. Of course you wers—'

Lord Dulstaire: * Vewy moch chabhmed, weally,'

Miss Vao Guyem : ‘ That just expressenit. But if yon
stay throogh the summer you mast go to the Sounds, It will
charm you, I koow, to eojoy the charming scenery; and
the atmosphere is such a charm that yon will really be —’
Lord Dulstaire : * Chahmed, I'm shnah '

Mgs FRONTPUK (to minister's wife}: *Why is yoar huc.
band slways asking for money, money, money ?' |

Minister'a Wife {wearily): 'I presume it's because he
never gets any,’'

TRY TO SMILE.

CremisT: *A pennyworth of camphor, did you say, my
boy? Funny Boy: ¢ Yen, that's what I catnphor ! (Then
the chemist wonldo’t eerve him, and no wouder I}

P
OVERHEARD 1% THE MARKET.—*T say, what do they
tark these apple barrels ** Open this end ” for ¥ * Should
have thought any silly would ha' knowed that. D'ye sup-
ose we can afford to pack big ‘ons a® Loth ends of the

atrel ¥
.

- &
A wife shoold be like roast lamb, tender mnd micely
dressed. No sance required,
-

e

Traveller (takivg out a well-filled cigar-case): * Pardon
me, bot have you a match? Seedy Individual (suggea-
tisely}: * Yea; but I bave oothiog to smoke.’ Traveller:
*Then you won't need the mateh. Thaoke.’

-

.

DyING IN HARVESS.—He had been in the Gas Office for
most of his life, and the end was at hand. ' Are you re.
signed ¥ kindly inquired the minister. * Never,’ cried the
old man, fiercely. 'l may die, but I will never resign.'
And he passed away as he bad lived.

.
A NEAT COMPLIMENT.—A Misas Wise having martied a
Mr Young, there waa born to the couple s son whose re-
remblance to his mother was thus immortalized in rhyme :
You have your mother'a bonuie face,
A joy to all beholders;
Ah. yonrs should be & winning pave
Who've Wise head on Young shouldera,
-

How #E 01D THEM.—Lady of the Houss : * I don’t need
any of your burplar alarms,” ~ Ageat; ' That just what the
Indy next dany maid.' Lady of the House (on the slert):
! Said what! Agent: ‘That it was no uee of we ealling
here, an you wouldo's need any, because you had pothing
to stenl, but T thooght I——' Lady of the lHouse (gritting
her teeth): ' Give me three.‘.

*AN'T'LL CoME TO vnu, My LADY.'—Lady: * And what
in your Christiaa name? Coachman: 'Nebuchadoezzar,
wum.” Lady: ‘What a dreadfal loog pame, 1 should
never be able to pronounce it if 1 waoted you in n hurry.’
Coachman . *Yer don't need to prooounce nothin’, mum.
When yer wante me yon've only to stick yer fingers In yer
month sod whiatle, aud I'll be round afure ye can say Jack
Robinson, '

EXPERIENTIA DOCET.

ALGY : *I must be starting now, I think, darling.’
Roaie : * Yonr train doesn's go for half an hour yet.'
Algy: “No: but we've got to eay good.night and goad-
bye yot.'

THE DOGTOR.

THE doetor makes his way in the world by degrecs, though
sometimes his snccess ia marvellonsly sudden.

When you are ill, eill in the doctor, and he will'be cer-
tain to relieve you, if not of yonr ailmens, at any rate of
sone of your cash.

The doctor is somewhat out of it unlesa be can afford a
amart brougham ; the man who rides is always more clever
in the eyes of the world—by-the Lye, the world sometimes
auffers from the complaint of being blind in one eye, and
nog being able to see out of the other—tihan the man who
goes on foot, which rather koocke over the saying that
‘there's nothing like leather,”

Some Eeo le don’t believe in doctors, and wonlda't bave
one in the house if he paid them ; while others will call
frantically for the doctor if they have an incipient pimple
on the end of their noee, or if their hair won't lie down
atraight.

It is to the doetoy's intereet to keep one on his handa as.
loug as possible before putting you oo yoor feet; and the
great difliculty, when you get bim o »our house, is to get
him cat of it.  He will stick to you like a leech—is that
why in olden tiines doctors uzed to be called “leeches'?—
and, 8o to say, “bleed’ you of every cent you can scra)
together. Ol coutes the docter must live, but he mighs
giveyyou a chance of doing likewise,

‘You're all right now, wy dear sir,’ raid a doctor to a
patieat, e he banded him his bill, ¢ only yon must miad
and live well,'

! Tken, doctor,” groaned the convalescent, as ha paid the
bill, I shall have 10 come and live with you, for yon've left
tue Bothing ta live well on ’

Doctors” fees vary very much. A struggliog doctor will
make you sick for half-a crown, whereas, a swell doctor will
require five guiness, You c¢an do it yourself for nothiong
with a little mustard-aod-water ; bub most people are afraid
of doctoring themselves ; not one man in twenty knows
whether he ia sufferiog from hydrophobia, 8 soft corn, or
threatened bankruptcy. In very poor districts you can even-
Eez & bottle of medicine—real colonred agua pura, no bum-

ug about it—nod medical ndvice for a shilling ; aod catch
the small-pox for nothing while yon wait.

The doctor’s life is not all sweet; some of it is as bitter
as his prescriptions. At most uneartbly hoars of the Bight.
atd morning be is frequently called uvp to eee & patient,
thouogh iv depends & good deal on the accial position of the
patient whether he goes or mot.  If it is only Mrs Jones the
wosberwoman, he may say he will call ronod in the morn-
ing. He calls roand in the morning, but Mre Jones doesn’t
wabt him then—Mrs J. ia dead | But we mre thaokful to
8ay that it is only the black cheep of & noble profession who-
act 50 inhumanly,

Personally, we awe a deep debt of gratitude to a doetor,
He attended us for an attack of iodigestion, and after
much assidnooe care enceeeded in mseking it chrenic; ao
DOW we cannot eat anything more solid than & cup of cocoa,
which is very economical ; in fact, we are saving money fast
to pay tor our funeral,

AGED LOVER : *You treat ms an if I were & dng.'

Coquette : *Oh, no, I den't.  Ilike doge. I pat them on
the head, take them out walking, and [ even let them kiss-
rme. 1don't treat you that way, do 17



