THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC.

OTHELLO'S DCCUPATION CONE

Ir ever the wonderfnl age comes round
(Be that a_e or near or distant:

When mothers-in-taw by rhe law are boand
To be creatures non existent—

That is 1o say, when an aet nhigue
Requires, if a pair get warried,

That the mothers of those who the altar seek
Shall be to the halter carried -

How, how, in that age—alack and alra | —

Will the comic journalist #arn his brase*

1i ever an age comes ronnd when * booze
Abhorred with snch hate intense is,

That never a clubman is knowa to lose
His balance, or lose his senses,

While homeward boand : if an sge comes ronnd.
“Vhen the topper and tie awry gooe,

And the laip-pust hurged, and the key nafooad,
Are matters of history I'ygone ;

How, how, in that age—alack aed alas!

Will the comic journalizt earn his brass?

If rverin Epylaod there comes a time
When the law shall esteem it proper

To charge the wrerch with a capital erime
Who pokes a joke at a ‘copper’ :

A time wher onr butehers are, one and all,
With the hounesty eraze =0 smiten

That the man will be Bedlamed whe dares to serawl
About sansages made from kitten;

A time when some statute will gencs restriet
From tipping their hostelry waiter ;

When no bard by the editor-bend ir kicked,
No dude by hi= datlivg's pater:

How, how, in that terrible age—alas '—

Will the comie journalist earn his brass ?

A STRIKIKC RESEMBLANCE.

HE was the son of & worthy citizen, snd bad just returned
from college. His father was & brosque matter-of-fact
man, who bad no love for anything provoupced, and be
noticed with sorrow that bis son retarned with the latest
thing io collars and various other insignia of dudedowm.
Tlhe old gentleman surveyed liw critieally when be ap-
peared in his otfice, and then blarted cut :—

* Young man, you iook like an idiot.’

Jast at that moment, and before the yoang rnan bad time
o make a fittiog reply, a friend walked in.

'Why, hello, Billy, have you returned?
* Dear me, how moch yoo resemble your father 1

*%0 he has been telling me,’ replied Billy, =milicg
covertly.

¥rom that day to this the old gentleman has had mo faclt
to lind with his son.

he asked.

ONE FOR THE BARBER.

Bakier: ¢ Hair's very thin, sir.’
Customer: * It was thioner than that tuirty years ago.’
Harber: * Jodeed, sir, you sarprise tme? Why, you don't
lock nuare thao thirty oow, sir.’
Unatomer (brurqueiy): * Thirty yesterday.’

TRY TO SMILE.

TONGUE sandwich oaght to have a
telling effect oo m man’'s appetite.

Sympathetic Lawyer: ‘My innocent
elient, geatieman of the jury, haa
pasted throngh many tribolationa and
rrials—" Prisuneninterm?ting): * Yes,
bose, asd the worst of it ia I allus

waa convicted.”

-

SHE KNEW CuaRtie.—Tom de Witt: * Whom do yon
think Charlia Mumford had hie arm around last evening +'
Bessie Floyd ; * Lth, the pearest young lady, I suppose.’

A CERTAIN bithop rebuked one of his clergy for hunting.
‘ My lord,’ was the apswer, * every man must have some re
laxation. I assure vou I never :o to balls.™ *OUb ! said
the bishop, * 1 perceive you allnde to wy baving been at the
Governor's partg : bat I give yon my word [ was never in
the same room as the dancers I *My lord,’ responded the
witty parson, ' my horse and I are getting old, and we are
never in the same teld as the honnds.”

A RI3=,
lis strunge to think what celestial bliss
Iz centred in one trapsient kisa,
The burniog glow of hot, red lips.
The =oft warm touch of finger tips;
The thirsty. throbbing. thrilling pain
To kias the loved one Tet agair,
The addenivg sonnd of sobbing sighs
The rflaming fre of Aa<hing eyes
Are Heaven! But. oh! when the only one
Has tackled a Spanish onion !
. I"

Dioy'T HANKER AFTER IT.-—A wortby old farmer was
open to het that he eguld eat anything, and one of his
‘board’ers challenged him to tacklea zrow. *Yes,Ikeneata
crow.” “Bet yon a bat yoa don’t,’ said the gnest. The bet
was registered ;: the crow was shot and nicely roasted, bot
before it was served up the jokers contrived to season it
lavishly with snnff.  Old Isaac eat dowan to his repast, and
took a good wouthful of the crow, * Yes,” he said, as he
struggled with the delickey; *I ken .alf crow, but I'll be
if I hanfer arter izt

AWKWARDLY EXPRESSED,

AXNGELINA (anxiousty): * Are you sure, dear, that yon don't
regret it, and that yon dou't sometimes miss your Jife as a
bachelor ¥

Edwin {with cheerfal convietion}: *Not a bit, I tell yon
what, Aogy, I mise it so little that if 1 was to lose you—a
—1'm blesseq if | wonldo't marry again.”

MONEY NO DBJECT.

] WANT a poeition,’ he said as he entered the office.

*I'm sor1y,” said the head of the firm, * but we reaily have
oo need of any men at present.’

4 (Jh, that's sll right,’ said the caller cheerfully. I don't
expect any ealary. lo fact, I'm willing to pay for the
privilege of having employment.”

*What kind of a position do you want ¥ asked the mer-
chant in astonishment.

*1 don’s mach care, as long as ity one degree higher than
the typist and the ctice boy.'

' Why those two particalarly ¥

*Well, you see, it's jost_tbis way,’ explained the caller
confidentially., *P'm married and have ooe child—a boy.
Now that boy won't mind me, and bis mnther just langhs
when I try to exert my sathority. So l've got desperate,
aod I thooght if [ conld get a poeition where the type-
writer gitl would have to obey rue aocd the ottice boy would
have to get ul}; and huatle when 1 epoke, it would sort of
square me with my digoity, which is rapitly getting away
from me. Woonldn’t do anyone any harm, yoo koow and it
wonld make roe feel eanier in my mind to realise that 1 was
& toan who had to be oheyed.’

De Kary : *Willl het aboutit? Of conrse 1 will ; 'l
bet anything. I'll bet my bead againat vours if yon like.'

Mabel de Munre : * No, thank you. I object to laying
edda.’

THE WAY THEY WORX IN AMERICA.

A WELL DRESSED, smooth faced yonng man, whose card
bore the name of & preminent newspaper, was shown in, and
be tock out a notebook and penril, and faid :

* You are J. D. Blank, president of the () and V Railway.
Foll name, please.”

‘Young man, have yon any businesa with me ! sharply
demanded the official.

' L have sir. I am the nbitoary editor of the Fiier. You
will die within the next few years, and we want yvonr
obituary so that all we will have to dois togo to the pigeon-
hele marked * B and take it out when the time comes. I
want yoar photo, of conrse.  Please give we the full nane,
age, birthplace, a brief history of your early stroggles, date
of marriage, pame of wife, and so forth, and =o forth,'

The ntticial tarned red and whbite, snd ga<ped fer breath,
and the yooag man coldly continued :

' We want about & qaarter of a colnmn, iacluding cat,
which I guarantee to do you full justice. W hich cemetery
are you likely to be buried in! Whal's your religion?
Harve you made your will* Do you swn a vault or only a
lot? (oing to bave a monument, or oniy & common bead-
stone? Troubled with any disease likely to carry you off
suddenly * Strictly terperate or only sos0? Belong to any
gocieties, and what church do you attend* How maoy
children ¥

The president pointed to the door.

‘Yea-—um. Bat husinees is business. Likely to have a
big funeral® What =hall I zay you are worth, ciear of all
debta? Honest, wpright, and beloved by all, of conrse?

Self-made man, kiod hueband, and fond father.  Qor loss
iz his gain, (ot a paseable photo of yourself lying aronnd
the ebhanty T

*Young man, go out ¥ shouted the president ; * go out, or
I'll base you put oat.’ 3

' You won't give me Do adrance obit. ¥

¢ No, sir,’

* No photo ¥

* No, sir,”

* Don't want no eulo, when yon shutfe off

*No, sir,’

* Sorry yon feel that way, bot I'm fixed for it To case
of your demise we'll use a photograpb of thevporter down.
stairs and work over the history of the eogise driver who
was killed a month ago? Got te bave these thiogs, yoo
know, and the Flicr never gets left on & pigeon hole obi-
tuary. Good-day, sir ¢

KISS THE BOOK!

SHE: * Do yoo really mfan what you say *°

He: ‘I swear by those sweet eyer nod rosy lips—"

$be: ¢ Very weil ; you've sworp, now why don’t you kise-
the book ¥



