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QUANTITY Vs,
“No, Miss Entbonpoint””
inpresario, =1 fear that | cannot star

QUALLTY,
said the

you as "\ Lady of Quality." 1 might
be alle to cast oo in the title role of
*A Lady of Quantizy,” however,"

Al next day the newspapers had
anuther horsewhip story. .

UXMASKED.

He—Whu iz that ugly old wono
vver there by the piana?

She—tth,  that’'s Mme. Cuosmetique,
the famons besuty specialist,

ACCURATE.

“What did yez mane be callin® Saw-
jint Donnigan a kopje? asked Mr
alan,

“Ft shows me culcher,” said Mr Raf-
fersy,  “A kopje is a little kop, and
Donnigan’s the smallest man on the
faree.” .

U MIABLE MOOD.

“Why is'it.” said Willie Wishiogton,
“that n womun who has no ties of af-
fection will devote herself to o pug
dug "

T der’t know answered Miss Cay-
enne. If T felt positively obliged to
make a choice T Lelieve there eould
e faund o man whe was Iess stupid
il aunoying than a pug dog.™

EVENED Up.
“This living in furnished roorus,™
I the wife, "is hard oun the chil

"
“Na doubt,” replied her husband,
who was pndeaveuring to reniove the
warks of sticky fingers  from  the
plush sofa, Lot the children are also
hard on furnishied reoms.”

ASPERATID

I .
How iy wife dowes ay-

Thies wl
gravate m

“You surprise me,
n't henpuek youl™”

“Ne It's her uwful meckness. When-
vveT we hiave an wegument, and 1T
in the right, she always sighs, and
suysr ), well, dear, have it
yYour own way.”

Surely she does-

AN INREPARABLE TSNS,
Neiphlonr (muvh distreaped):

Oh,
S the story is true, and yuur
nl has really eluped with the
wervant grielt

1 rtedl Wife {weeping): Yer, aud
1n the Lest givh 1 ever hal, ton —
w splendid ook and so nquiet and abedl-
ent, nnel vespectful, Goodness knows
where [ shall ke ahle tn get another
tike her!

THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC.

MEAN MAN,

The anenn man was jooking happy,
“Whose leelings have yau hurt now?’
Tu was asked,

"My nephew’s.” ruid he. “I have just
sent him u letter nsking bim to ae-
celt the  enclosed  hundred-dollar
cheyne ux a little birthday gift.”

“Nut where doex  your specialty
siich a4 proposition as

come i oun
that ™
=T didn't pot in any chegue™

115 FORTE.

Aspirant: There, professor, you have
hearl my voice. Now, please tell me
cundidly what branch of vocalism it
is lLest adapted for? .

Professor: Well—cheering!

A FEELING OF RESENTMENT,

“Did yoa do anything to eplebrate
Shakespeare’s birthday this week?™

=1 =hanld say nol.,” ‘auswered the
wan with the big diamend and the
fievve manstache. A man who wrote
thoxe box ottice frosts like “Muacbeth®
aml “King Lear’ ought to be glad he's
livin® without uskin' for any celebra-
Tiun="

A DEAD SHOT.
sSportsman. te Smithson, who hasn™t
brought down a siogle bird all day:
"o you know Lord Parkhouse?”
Smithson: “0Oh. dear, yes!
ufren shot at his house,”
¥porisman: “Ever hir it?”
THE NEWEST JOURXAXLASM,
Shunk: Yes; Wardle is quite an en-
terprizing  editor. When  he  heard
about Sheldon, of In His Steps" fume.
Tunning #an Nuerican datly journal as
Chrixt would ruan g newspaper, Wanlle
proposed to erlit his paper, the “Even-
Tigr Unterwnul,” as Batan would edit it.
amd he eame very near putting his pro-
jert inke execution,
vo: Why didn’t he?
Ite couldn™ think of any
changs to make,

I've

A COLD-BLOODED PROPHET,

Iirarnatic Anthor (after reading first
fwn avts of his pluy): Now, then, can
you tell now how the play is going to
enel ?

r: Of course T ean!?
Haow?
Manager: The sevcond night,

ONE TUHING AT A TIME,
Gearge: T think only of you. wy
darling, Do yvou think only of mne?
Malael: Why, Georgge: don't you know
P oarcopmgring ney troussean?

RAPID DEVELOPPMENT.

“You gre in business in the Soul 2"
askodt the ppssenger in the akull cap.

“Yer™ sl the passenger in the
simoking jacket,

s Unginesa ol out there ™

“Yeu Tn the lpst two yesrs our
plant haw increased in size mure than
nne thousand per cent.”

“ltirent Neott! Whnt wus 1he mize
of vour plant originally

“It conwisted of & pair of rubbitae.”

Baturday, July 28, 1900,

NI FOR HOME CONSUMPTIUN.
Addmiring Friend: How prouwd yon
must be, tilndys. of having n papa who
i= wn snthor, -

Ghivlys: Oh. mamma's very eareful
about our reading, 1 doo’t know
papit’s Imoks at all.

I REALLY DON'T ENOW.
Waould 1 marry again? Sometitnes 1
y UNo” .
Yet inen are all charming as far as they

Ko,

And yet there are times when they
hother one so— -

T really don't know.

At other times, too, when the world
appears slow, .
With many a place that a woman ean’t
go
1'nless she ix flanked by a fellow, and
-
T really don’t know.

Porhays i some lovable sweetheart
once rame
Anel offered to share bath his heart
and his name—
I might be persuaded to enter the
game.
T really don’t know.

Tt is all very well a eynie to be,
Yet woman is sweetest when loving,
vOou see, ’
S0—if I loved hin. and I knew he loved
me—
Well. I really don’t know.
CAREFULLY GUARDED.
Julin: Is Carrie jealous of her hus-
bawd?
Eleanor: Jealous? T should think
so!  Why, on their wedding trip she
wouldn’t let him admire the scenery?

AN ALTERNATIVE.

1 will die.” said the rejected suitor,
“amit then she will see how much I
loved hep!™

“ont go to extremes”
friend, soothingly.
tlicate
drink ™

saidl his
“Couldo’™ you in-
your feelings by

taking to

AR SHE IS SPORE.
He: | suppose Your French lessons
were of great service to you in Paris?
Bhe {just returned from the Exhibi-
tionh: Net very much. The stupid
erentures don't seem to understand
their own langnage, '

THE REST OF THREE.

After muceessfully defending. at sn
asgize, n prisoner who had pleaded
an alibi, Kir Frunk Lockwood went for
a walk ju the town, nnd met the
siding judze, who enid, *Well, Lock-
wonnl, that was s very good ulibi.”

“Ves, my lonl™ was the unswer;
“I had three suggvated to me, apd 1
think I selecied the best.”

A MORAL ROGUE,

Foolpad (to tourist whom he has
roblwd}—"What! A love letter from
unother womanu in your pocket? Yon
wreteh, T um guing (0 send tbat to

your wife!

DERPLY RKEGRETTED.

“What's my husband? Nothin®, air:
Win dend this many a yvear! Rlown
to picces in a gunpowder magazine!
There wasn't even time for a p'lice-
man to take his dispositions, an’ no-
thin’ to hold & postmaster’s examina-
tion on, sir!™

O i Y
ESSENTIAL T0O HAPPINESS.
Magiatrate: Can't you and your hus-
band live together without ighting?
Complainant: No, Your Worship—
not happily. -

SOLDIERS OF THE QUEEN.
“Sure. Terence, if yez go to the
front, kape nt the hack. or ye'tl be
kilt., Oi know it!”
“Faith, an' isn't that the way O0i
gets my Jivin™?” '

A JUDAS KISS,

“£hall T leave the hall-lamp burn-
ing?"

Mrs Jagesby: “Noj Mr  Jaggsby
won't be home until daylight. He
kissed me five times before he left
this morning. and gave e iwenty
dollars for a new bonnet.”

° NOT KOw. -

Heturped Toarist: “Is’ Mr Good-
heart still paying attentions to your
daughter

“"No, he isn’t paying her any atten-
fion at all,”

“Indeed?

"No;

Did he jilt hep?*"
he married her,”

HIS VIEW OF IT.

She; “I think it's a shame that so
many of our society women are going
on the stage.”

He: “Oh. I don’t know! A woman
isu’i to blame for trying to get up
.n the world.”

A DELICATE COMPPLIMENT.

A prominent gentleman in Scotland
is in the habit of lending small sums
af money, without asking interest, to
any deserving parly who asks it. Re-
<ently he was asked by a well-known
character in the city where he resides,
named Jnok . for a few pounds to
purchase o cart and cuddy. an® set up
in the fish business..

“Well, Jock.” said the gentleman.
"if ¥ give you this moner how are
you going to pay me?”

This wa=s a poser for Jock: but a
thought struck him, and he bLluried
out; “Weel, sir, if ye're kind enough
tae grie me the money. 11 tell ve whit
1"l dae—T"11 name the cuddy efier ye!™

A GENTLE TOUCH.
Visitor: *But surely you don't like
eing exhibited in shop windows?”
Actress: T don't know, Do you
think you wonld mind. dear. if youn
were gnod-looking?™

THOSE MEDICINE ADSA.

Aunt Susan: Did the story you were
just reading in the newspaper end
huppily, Joshua?” .

{'ncle Joshua (approviugly): “Gosh?
Yen. The beautiful heroine got cured
of an incurahle disease. an' it telts
the name and price of the pills that
done the trick.”

BOUND TO SELL.

Clerk: "That’s a very fine piece of
gaotls, madam.”

Mudam: “T don’t belleve there ix
enough here™

“We have more just like it.*

“It’s a little too high, too.”

“We will order A darker shade, with
pleasure.” -

“And it's awfully expensive.”

“*You wil not ve hurried with the
kill, madam.”
; “And T know my husband won't lke
t."

“W«-”\n-lll enclune & divorce with the
8.



