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LOVE'S LABOR LOST.

Al the lattice Cecll stands,
Mute ss marble statoe fi ghe;
Moves nhe not her clasped hands,
Sppeaks nhe not in rapture freely.

Hway the fimsy eurtains fro
In the night wind's soft vibration,
While from shadowed depths below
Floats & rhythmie undulation,

Star-like eyes like fire halls glisten,
Huby lips in necents meeting;
Pourly ears strain hard to listen

WEST SHORE.

o Will von walk into my spider? " eaid
the cook nnto the fry.

—

High water—two and & hall & montli
for this house and extra for buth and hose.

Spomresan--Son, [s there any bunt-
ing around here!
Jouxsy Hayseen=Yep,
you gan hont, but dad
won't wllow no aliootin’
on this pluce.

To love's sweet, postic greeting.

Chipago’s site tronbles would have been
over long sgo (f she had offsred a beer
front instead of ucold water front.

“Well, 1 never!” cried the Puritan
girl when the wine came aronnd.

Well, 1 do," replied ber escort, and
did.

Finser Mosquimo — Who is that bald-
headed man over (here ?

Bxoonp Mosquiro—0, he's & drommer,
and bo haa boen giving me a great fill,

Husnaxo—Marla, thin stair bannister al-
wayn reminds me of you.

Mana (tartlyl=Donbiless beeause it ia
needad to keep you straight.

Husuann—No; it's beoanse it's forever
s miling,

—

A STRONG RESEMBLANCE,

Mk, Giazzas—8o many people say that
Tommy lookn so much like his father. Do
you think so?

Mun, Fanore—Yes, indeed ! He's a chip
of the old blovkhesd,

Deop the fush o'erspreads her {ace

As again the clear notes swelling,
Like angalic songs of grace

Passioned words ol love are telling,

Does wlie draw the wrapper quick
"Round her throbliog breast, I won-
der?
Nay, she only drope a brick
(n the felines raising thunder,

Jrax La Rug Bumserr,

NOT RIGHT,

Giosus—I wondah why Garley always
calls bis sweethemrt “* Dovey,” doncher
know,

Dovtey=1 expect it's becanse she's
pigeonstoed.

HIS REASON,

" Why do you refer to that perumbu-
lating wpiritualist as ‘ Money?' I it
bocause she talks so moch? "

' Noj it Is becanse she I o circalating
médinm,"

MISUNDERSTOOD,

Diear Ot Lany (in street car acoldent,
excitedly)—0, gir, can you tell me what
has happened

Piovs Guxriaman—Pray calm yoursolf,
madam; remember that & kind heaven
henda over all.

Diear Ot Lany (to female sompanion)
=Martha Jane, what's this old fool sayin'
to me about men's overalls?
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WHAT TO DO WITH CONUNDRUMS,

Axy—I hear that young Mr, Silver is engaged to Miss
Fastlake.

Mankt (who wanted him herself )=S0 I hear. 1 could
uever anderstand Mr. Silver, He was always & conundrim
to me,

Awy (malioiously)—Is that the reason you gave him np?

A GROUNDLESS FEAR.

A malden fair of twenty years waa single, she averred,
Becanie b man maps np his wife if sho but speak s word ;
Bat now sha's almost thirty-five, hunts tea grounds in her cup,
And tho' shie's smiled and angled oft no man haa snap'd her up.
H. L. W.
' 1t's beastly weather! "'
" Yes; it's raining eats and dogs."”

IT PROBABLY WAS,

Mr, Nellson, while making himsell agreeable to Mise Nel-
lie, overhuars the following embarrassing conversation in s
COTIIRE |

Josnxy—1 say his nose s oot of joint!

Kirry—1 say it fan't—it's as straight as can be,

Jomssy—But T fell you it {1 Becanse last night when Mr, Gold
called on eister Nell, Aunt Em sald; * Homph! Mr. Nellson's nose &
ot of joint now!" 1 heard her as plain as day.

BELINDY 'N' ME,

Belindy 'n’ mo've hin qusr'lin’ about them * wimmin's rights.”
Bhin'a in for wearin' broeches, 'n' when I kioks she fghte.

L've olten told Belindy that 'twonldn't never do—

This tamal eaterwaulin’ made both o' ua feel blae;

But when T strikes an srgyment that downs hern, don't yer see,
Dellndy gits ‘er dander up 'n" maken it hot fer me.

Now, Balindy ain't cranky—she ain’t put up that way—

Tt when 't comes ter wimmin's iights she's bound £ have 'er say.
'N' I'm w0 peaky sartin 'n’ stabborn ex a mal,

Thiat abe in allun callin’ me s seramblin’, Ign'mt fool,

Ltell ye, 'tisn't funny when us two disagres,

Cuz Balindy gita "o dander up 'n’ makes it hot fer me.

Las' we strack & birgain, ter quit them ign'rnt fights,
Holindy sald she'd make a stop in talkin' wimmin's rights,
"N 1wl ' buay "or & soven dollar shaw

11 wo'd agree till Ohris'mas, 'n’ wouldn't pall 'n’ haal,
Yoo, we've bin livin' happy since, ex happy ex ean be,

Cox abio don't git 'er dander up 'n” make it ot far me,

Frang (0, Twck.

et e
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Manny Svm—Dar she am now, my 1l gal; hress ‘er bones,
Uscex Mose—Youn bettah bross 'or fieeh if you wants hit to do
‘or any good, Mammy Sus, "deed you do.
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