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AN UNPLEASANT SURPRISE.

“How many of you are there " asked
A voice from an upper window of a party
of “walits.””

“Faur,” was the reply.

“Divide that among yon!” said the
voire, 43 o bucket of water fell. “like the
gentle dew from heaven,” on the expee-
tanta beneath.

HIS C(HARACTER.

“Why. Clara, dear, what has happened?
[t is nnt a month sinee your marriage,
and 1 find yow in tears alrea 10!

- Hilda,  darling! (reorge s

wnding as member. you know, and I've
anty just learnt fron the opposition
papers what a really dreadful man T have
maryied!"

THE OLD, OL» STORY.

Husband: “Now, what iz the use of
huying that silver-plated trush for a
wediling-present?  Why not send scme-
thing uscful®

Wife: “Huh! [ suppose yvou'd like
me to send ber a cooking stove and a
voal seuttle amil a Kitehen table.  They'd
Teak well on the piano. with our cards
attached, wouldn™t they ™

DISINTERESTED.
anid her father, after Mr

NoT
Mabel

Stalate had left, “that yuung man owns
shires in the gas company, dees he not?”

"y s

“And he ia also heavily interested in
e eonl trade??

“1 belivve so.”

“Well, hereafter he must be reminded
that his <departure is due at ten pm, ¥
wm eotivinesd that hiz devotion to you
ix not disinterested.”

WHICH?

He was a noble Jord, aml he wuas in
an awful rage with one of his footmen,

It s imtolerable!™ he exeladmed. “Ara
you a fuol, or am I#¥

“Oh! wy lord,” replied Tames, with
Tumility, anxious to uppease 1he great
man, U1 am sure you woull oot keep a
servant who was a4 fool”

LA SELF-PRESERVATIONIST,
Wenrvictti: Whnt an sld-luoking gen-
tlemsn yon are, te e sure!
Mpernon: Yes, Um draiting te be a
fenther duster au’s I owon't get in the
woup.

THE RPELL OF THE MOTOR.

“Must I take your answer as flnal,
thent”

“Yes, T hate you.
ever sfe you again!® .

“Ah. well, then it is good-bye. [
stippose [ had better ask your friend
Nancy Backbyte to come out in my new
motor to-morrow-—and »

“Haow dare you sty such a thing! Oh,
George, how could you forget me so
easily

I don’t want to

UNION RATES.

Mother: “Now, Bohby, if you'll be
goed for ten minutes I'l give you a
penny.”

Bobby: “Can’'t do it., mamma. Qur
hoys' ‘Be GGood Union® has fixed the am-
almamated seale at a penny for three
minutes.*"

REALISM IN ART.

Caricaturist: “Things have come to &
pretty pass when they refuse a tramp
joke because it was done in wnsh.*

Friend: “Rut how about the others?”

Carieaturist: “Suid the piz joke should
have been made wi.th a pen, the crazy
man in distemper, and hereafter want
all teetotal jokes worked up with a dry
point.”

IN THE XEAR FUTURE.

The Cook: “Oi'm sorrv, mum, but the
walkin' diligate av th* Suprame Ordher
av Cooks hov ordered me to throw up
me joh.” .

Mrs Subbub (tearfully): “Oh, Norah!
What have I done?”

The Cook: “Nawthin’, mum; but your
foolish husband pot shaved in a non-union
barber-shop th’ day before yisterday.”

BRIEF PANTOMIME.
The doctor's report.
A RURE THING.

AN ANSWER.

“Is what vondition was the patriarch
Jolh at the eml of his Life?” asked a Sun-
day-schuol teacher of a quiet boy.

Sl calmly replied the youth.

HATS OFF.

The lady wus choosing a lat. After
teying on nearly every hat in the shop,
whe pounesd with glee on one lying on
the rounter.

*are’s womething preity!™ she saaid,
as she Aried §t on. "There’s some style
whont Lthis, ikn’t theret™

Her friend sniffed.

“It's very dowdy,” she maid,

The other tried it at another angle.

“1t is enther dowds she maid. “1
won't take it. after all.”

Then w vaiee from behind her sall, very
bitterly:

“1f you've ynite done with my hat I
should rather like to put it on1™

CURED.

Playwright: “From the nature of my
play you see it ought to cluse with some
line or significant set from the hevo in
perfeet aveord with the feelings of the
wudience.”  Critie: “Why mnot let hin
Tiuve & sigh of relief. then¥”

WE'VE ALL BEEN THERE.

Juapar: “What are you Jooking so un-
noved about?

Mrr sbaspar: 1 expected a day's reat,
and didn't get it.  This is the cook's duy

out, but whe insisted oun etaying at
hoine.”
Tencher: “Now, Manter Kirby, you

khaiild be more correct in your composi-
tion, You sy ‘I love wchaol! Now,
wehool cannot be loved. Can’t you wuse
a mute correct expression?”

Muster Kirby: *l nate school ™

HER LITTLE WAY!

The fire policy onm a lady’s house—a
biy one—was brought to her by the
arent.

“There it is, madam,” he aaid, “the
premium is twenty pounds®

“Oh, how unfortuant:!” eried the pro-
perty owner, “Aly bank account is a
little low. Tell the company to let it
stand, and deduet it from what they owe
me when the house is burnt down.”

THE LIMIT.
“Ts this cruise to be a long one?”

“T think not. Our host's mother-in-
law is on board, you know.”

A LITERARY GENT.

“Literature certainly runs in the
Meribbler family. The two daughters
write poetry that nmobody will print, the
wons write plays that mobody will aet,
and the mother writes atories that no-
bady will read.” :

“And what does the father write?’

“Uh, he writes cheques that nobody
will eash.”

AMBIGUOUS. .

First Artist: “Well, old man. hew is
business?” E

Hecond Artist: “Oh, splendid! Got a
voniiiission this morning frox: a million-
aive. Wants his children painted very
badly.” -

First Artist (pleasantly); “Well, my
Loy, you're the very man for the job.”

HOT ON THE BAGPIPES.

Minks: “Yes, my boy, I have oatmeal
on my table every morning. I con-
sider it the most wholesome, most 7

Jinks: “But see here, don't you know
that catmeal js the principal dish in
Bcotland, and that country is a nation
of dyspeptiea?”

“Oh! It’s not the oaimeal that causes
dyspepsia there®

“What thent”

“The bagpipes.”

THE REAL PET.

Little Joe: “Mamma, can we take
Dickie with us out walking?”

Fashionable Mamma: ‘“*Certainly?
Tell the nurse to dress him.”

Little Joe: “Oh, T don’t mean Dickic
the baby; I menn Dickie the dog.”

Fashionable Mamma: “What?! Take
my dog out such unhealthy weather as
this! Of course mot.”

ALL BOBBY'S FAULT,

“What are you ecrying for, child?”

“Bobby has hurt me”

“How, prayi”

“] was gouing to punch his head, when
he ducked, and I struck the wall,

NOT LANDED YET.

Miss Ascum: “Wasn’t that Mr Bond
saw you walking with last evening?
Misa Coy: *Yes
Mise Ascum: “He js the landed free-
holder of the county, isn't het”

AMiss Coy (blushing): “Well—er—he
isu't quite landed yet.”

-

NOT IN THAT CASE.

He—Do you Lelieve that if one person
wivew unother o pair of scinsors it will cut
their friendship?

She—Nut if it'a 8 pice little pair of sil-
ver acinsors with my monogram on.

INNOCENT.

The Father—My daughter, sir, must
liave the sapme amount of money after
whe is wmrried thut sha had before.

The Ruitor—I wouldn't deprive her of
it for anything.



