WHY SHE WOULD NOT EXCHANGE,
My heart and hand I give to thee,
Canst thou not give us much to me"

Baid I, * my pretty maiden?"

* My hand is thine,” the maiden said
And added, sa she bowed her head,
*' My heart 's too heavy laden,"”

“ My heart in light,” continved
* And glnd with love, and, therefore, why
Not give me thine, sweet malden? "

Suid she, hor choeks lit a8 with flame,
It was by an exehange it came
My heart's too hieavy laden,”

LOOKING TO THE FUTURE,
Mus. Bansts—DBenjamin Franklin, what is yo' doin’ spend-
in" all yo' money an' livin' like the prodigal son ?
B, F.—1"se workin fuo' de fatted calf an do bes' robe, Minsnus,

NOT ALWAYS NEEDED,
[ hinve an idea of being an author, Jack ; what do you think
about it?

Jaok=The ““ idea " in the essentinl, though many have soe-
ceeded fuirly without it.

CANDOR,
Sowtunkno—Here, pard, is an article for the pross; take it
and tell me candidly if you can see anything in it.
Doxtxo—No, [ can't; what in there In it, anyhow?
Fomtpnero—1 don't know,

A HINT,
Miss Faxsie—Mr. Bhrowdlellow, | never know how 1o tuke

you,
M. Bunewormirow=1 wish you wonld find out,

NOT BO EASILY ENDED,
Jack==Jim, I've aboul mads up my mind to get married and
have done with it
Jist (& five years married man with three children )~ Yes,
" have done with it 1" That matter grows on you.

TEMPORAIRLY POSTPONED,

Par=Waell, Moike, und did yo thrash Finerly as yo was
afther doin'?

Mixe (with a bandage around Lis head)—No, be jabers!
When [ met Finerty | discovered that I had me hands o full
of bein' thrashed that I concluded to put the job off for & wake
or two.

Joxes (who is belng stared at by Mr. Blank)—What are
you looking at ?

M. Evaxx—Oh, nothing In particalar.

A WISE SUGUESTION,

Citanvig—Here is & letter | can't understand, Listen to
this as & sample: I think we would belter discontinue our
correspondence.’'

Guonas—Well, that s not just plain. You would better
wrile her for an explanation.

WEST SHORE,

LG

THAT DEPENDS,
Cuannin (1o his hig brother)
~Hun & deer four legs like a
dog or two legs 1ike & chicken ?
B Brormwn (bowlidered
That depamds, Charlle, on the
way you spell b,

SBamno=Well, Sitanna, what
' oye gt fo' Christains?

Bosawsa=1 did'n git nuthin',
an' [ "apec’ dat’s mo'n I's titled
ta.

NO RIVAL NOW,
Tamenov—1 hear you have a rival—how s it *
Witonov—Oh, no ; thal matter's sottled,
and some one else for it now !

I'ROSPECTS GOOD,
Jonxson—Don't you think Mis Jones a beautifal young
lady ?
Baurson—Yeu ; what are her prospects ¥
Jowwson=—VYory good, indeed | ahe's my girl,
CANDIDLY,
Mu. Niogrginow—Don't you thiuk, Miss Aubery, 1 woull

wucosed on the stage ¥
Misa Avmuny—Not unloss you act bettor on the stage than

off of It,

I's wy rival

— -

THE ORIGIN OF A KTORY,
Muss Lvey (hin very dear friend)=1 henr Mr, Johoson,

thint you wee engaged, 1n it so?
Mu, Joussos=Well, | guoss that story got started last
woek— | was engaged then.

HARD ON THE FRESS,

“Papa, will thers bo pewspapers In henven "' " Parliape,
my ehild; but they will have & new set of editors and report:

".I L

BIE CHOSE ANOTHER,
“Hhure and | knaw yor mithor well when she wan swals

sixteon.  And IV ber fault entotrely that I'mi not yer father.”

TO MY PRETTIEST READEN,

111 were Sants Clans Ul tall you what 1'd do ;
1'd by the pretilest gilt (o town and onder [b=to you !

UNCONSCIOUS INGRATITUDE,
Lerree Sosin—=Papa, | wis’ you was Haota Taus,
Para=Why, my dear?
Lavrie Busie—Tans ha's #o dood,
MIKE SUSPECTS PAT IS FLUSH,
Par—Faith, Molke, and do yer think it Is mor hlissed 10

give than to recave’
Miks— Yoo, | dothat, Pat, and If 1'd anything I'd be afther

gitin’ rid of I,




