GROUND FOR HIS BUSPICIONS,
 Pghaw! Her father doesn't look as il he were & million:
alre,
i Why, he wears elegant clothes and lives on the top shell.”
“ Yen; and that's what makes me sasplelons.”"—Judye,

——

AT HIS OWN BHADOW,

A man aroused his wife from a sound sleep the other night,
saying that he had seen & ghost in the shape of & donkey,

HOh! lot ma slpep,” the irate deme rejsinad, “and don't
ba frightened at your own shadow."'—Terar Siftings.

——

NOT A PAYING BUSINESS,

A—~Who was that shabby looking man you stopped to
speak to?

B —He i a lecturer, just returned from a trip in the west,

A —Bat do lecturers lock an seedy as that alter a trip?

B.—Not generally, but he has been giving ' A Reply to Bob
Ingersoll,"'—Texns Siftings,

JUSTIFIABLE ENVY.

Mawaarva Enmror—You say here that you have col ivated
hot-h use lilnc bushes that have attained & height of over fl.ty
loet?

Howricurrurat Evrron—Yes; why?

Manaaixa Eprron (musingly)—Nething, only I wish 1 could
lilae that,—Texas Siftings.

HE WOULD PROVE HIS LOVE.

Ameuia (in an insane interval)—Oh, Arthur, T fear you do
not truly love me!

Arturn (strock to the heart)—Not love you, my darling!
What can [ do to prove my devotion?

Auerta (frantically)—1 know nol!

Axriton (after & pause)—Will you—will you play something
on the piano ?=Puck.

Buxco Srrexsn—Excuse me, air, but fan’t this Mr. William
Gireen, of White Moun 1?7 Dodge is my name, and [ mamber
meeting yon one day last summor when [ was up in Michigan
—in Bilan Brown's store under the post office. (lad to nee you
in Now York. How's Silas?

Mu. Guees—~How d'ye do, Mr, Dodge!  Why in the dooce
don't you fellers git some new direcktoriea? Silan was burst
out winter bafors last.—Lancaster Life.

A BURE BIGN,

“ Ma, I think pa and the men in the other room am playlng
lw.."

“The ides! What makes you think so, my son?"

“ Why, I hear them whistling religious songn.”"— Time

e

IN ETERNALSUMMERVILLE.

Hore, Watrsn (in Southern California)—Orangesraws liced:
quartervdstewed(riedbaked ?

Gusr (desperately)—1 don't want em' in say shage. |
want mest and potatoes,

Warren—Meat !

Guesr—Yen, moat |

Warren—Potatoos ?

Gumar—Yen, polatoss !
Wairen (to propristor & fow momenta later)—Seond for the

police; crazy man i the dining room.—Omaha World.

WEST SHORE 78

HAD THE REST OF THEM,
A bankrapt basker had just made out his sohedule of asnts.
“ Bt what will you say when you meet your erediton? "
asked u Triend,
“Oh, | shan't maet them ; they travel on fool, while I al-
ways tuke o cab."—Judpe.

THE EXCHANGE FIEND,

Stalks he in with & grand, superior smirk,
Andl u plx-fdr wslime cheroot,

Domands he the Kalamazoo Kejerk,
Or the Jordan Jimpleoule,

With a nerve that wonld make a dodo blush,
And a willion volis of gall,

Ho yells: " V' in an awial mah,
Bt thotight 1'd make you & call,

“Woull yon ke fo save the Suagville SAriek
And the Oslikosh Offalyun?

And, while 'm here, will take a peep
At the Frogtown Family Fun,

 Jant lay ‘v by for me on a shell
Aud 1'il cull for ‘em avery day.

Was a joamalist yoars ags mysall—
Usedl 10 be on the Jimtown Jay,

“ Conld handie the paste and shears right sllck,
Andl waan't slow with the pen—

To edit & newnpaper aln't no trick
For hustlin®, brainy men.

Y What am | doln' now, "dys my?
1 delft with the bosiness tides,
Clerkin' for Nixey & Noverpay,

Denlers in rage and hides."
w Minneapolis Tribune,

A VALUABLE ANIMAL,

A man, while croasing & lot, was attascked by & young ball
call and was soverely bruised.  Just as the victhm had landed
on the wale slida of the fence, an olil negro came oul of & eabin
noar by, and, calling the man, salid—

“ Down you wanter buy dat animal, sah 7"

 No; | want 1o kill the infernal thing, sad 1'm golag to do
(010 1 haye to wulk ten miles for & gun."

W'y, what s you gt ag n bim?"

 Dicdin't you wee bim butt we over the fence?"

W'y, look yore, he didn’ wesn dal ter be buitin’, He
thought be win ‘eommendatin’ you, b, In ha'pln’ you ober.
I's traited Blm ter he'p folks ober de fonce, s’ dat's w'y he
s raluble. W'y, In' wintab w'en | had da rhonmatis |
couldn'tor got erlong widout him. "~ Arbausaw Traveler,

AT THE HENDERSON HOP,

Mine Warre (who has been & wall flower all the evenlng)—

A walta? Mr. Hendorson, you are too kind !

M Honouason (host of the ocousion)—Not sl all, Mise
Waite. You know the performunce of one's duly ls somelimes
swoster (han actoal pleasire.—Harper's asar.

—

TO STAY WITH THE OLD MAN,
 Oh, Angeline, 1 love you!"
And the malden shouted, "' Bop!
Whit have you got 1o live upon?"
| saltly snawered, ' Fop! " — Epoch.




