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WITH THE NEW YEAR, 

WE beg to call our readers’ attention to 

| raid on the public 

ever seen a plum-cake set before a hundred 

No? Well, never mind. You 

will have an opportunity of seeing the same 

1 ‘ 
schoolboys? 

effects produced on a larger scale next spring. 
Some five and twenty years ago the same 

party made a determined and preconcerted 
crib. Their objective 

point—the United States Treasury—was the 

the rapid and marked improvement exhibited | 

in 

This 

continue 

in THe JupGe, both in cartoons and 

letter press, during the past year. 

shall 

until no room for improvement is left; 

improvement, we intend, 

for 

we are determind to make THE JUDGE the 

With 

the close of the year many of our friends’ 

lished in America, and to keep it so. 

subscriptions expire. We respectfully solicit 

a renewal from our old friends, and orders 

from our new ones—for we are making new 

friends every week. Subscribe now for 

1885, and no matter how hard times are, 

it will be money well invested. A good 

laugh is often better than money, and that 

(the laugh, not the money) we can promise 

you fifty-two times a year. 

AFTER THE DUCATS. 

Ir was Mr. George Wm. Curtis who stig- 
matized the Democrats as a very hungry and 

very thirsty party. Subsequently k2 joined 

| soldiers off the list. 

same as it is now. However, they were met 

and driven back, and Mr. Grover Cleveland 

paid the ruling market price for a substi- 

tute—a gentleman from Canada whose name 

escapes us—to help to drive them back. 

Who is to drive them back this time? 

Grover Cleveland; he will hire a 

substitute this time. Not Curtis, nor Jones, 

nor Schurz, who helped them to get there. 

It looks as if the looters of 1885 will have 

better luck than the looters of 1861. 

Not 

not even 

And there are so many little wounds in 

the party that only a golden salve can heal. 

Offices will content but then there 

are not nearly offices enough. We doubt if 
there are enough to give one among every 

some, 

ten thousand Democrats. 

their hunger? Perish the thought. 
To be sure, there will be a chance if pen- 

sions can be voted to the confederate soldiers. 
That would give hoe-cake to many a hun- 

gry Democrat, and if the pension list swelled 
too much under this kind of inflation, there 

is always the possibility of cutting the Union 
What 

anyway. 

business have 

they with pensions They are 

And why is this thus? Why should the 

New York correspondent of the provincial 
paper invariably act as if he were engaged 

Will that stay | 

in a go-as-you-please race with Baron Mun- 
chausen? It is not from a scarcity of news. 

Enough of the truthful occurs in Gotham 

every twenty-four hours to make a letter 
miles ahead of the best any of them send 
out. Neither is it love of romance, for their 

fictions are foolish, as a rule, and usually 

founded on fact. Why then? Can it 

that these men lie from the very lust of lying? 
Scarcely that, since some of them are church 

be 

members, and others are lawyers who would 

scarcely carry the practice of their profession 

into private life. 

Tue JUDGE believes he has fathomed the 

mystery. ‘The out-of-town correspondents 

usually collate their letters from the col- 

umns of the daily papers. 

BEECHER’S TROUBLES. 

THE Rev. Henry Ward Beecher is a 

The 
man 

of many troubles just now. political 
| parson’s lot is not a very happy one. He 
indulged in a good deal of luxury during 

mostly Republicans, and tothe victors belong 
the spoils. 

There are hundreds of other ways open, 

| but we prefer to wait and watch develop- 

BEST COMIC ILLUSTRATED PAPER ever pub- | ments. And meanwhile, dear reader, be as 

| observant as you can, and as disinterested as 

| you may. 

| pulled down by the pack of wolves. 
| hunters 

forces with them and aided them to elect | 

Grover Cleveland. When he and the other 

mugwumps come to rake over the political 

pickings in search of the spoils of victory, 

he will realize how very true were his words, 

really are. 
Hungry! 

They need no appetite-sharpening tonic. 

Have you ever seen a pack of wolves pull 
down an antelope on the prairie? Have you 

. 

Great Jove, they are famished! | 

| be as imaginative, but we doubt it. 

Keep your eye on the Treasury, 

and watch it when the Democrats get in, 
and bear in mind the simile of the antelope 

Old 

have told us that, of five 

minutes, there is not enough of the animal 
inside 

left to make thongs for a pair of moccassins. 

THE OUT-OF-TOWN CORRE- 

SPONDENT. 

the recent campaign, and the bills are just 
beginning tocomein. Luxury is expensive, 

as Mr. Beecher is forcibly realizing, and he 

is likely to have to pay a long price for his 
political whistle. 

For instance, vituperation is a luxury, 

When Mr. Beecher asserted 

that if every adulterer in New York State 

voted for Mr. Cleveland, that gentleman 

and a dear one. 

would carry the state by two hundred thous- 

and majority, he publicly made a very un- 
warrantable statement. There is only one 

alleged adulterer in New York State whose 

vote Mr. Beecher had a right to cast, and he 

commandment. 

THERE is nocreature in this world more | 

unreliable than the New York correspondent 

of an out-of-town (not necessarily rural) | 

paper. 

say this because, dwelling on the spot, and 
being more familiar with the happenings in 

New York than in other places, he more 

frequently tumbles across and identifies an 
astounding lie. Perhaps people who write 

from other places to New York papers may 

We 
| would prefer to retain some little belief in 

and what a hungry party the Democrats | human nature and the veracity thereof. We 
would rather continue to believe that the 
statements of events which appear in various 
provincial papers as occurring in New York 

| city, are as unique in their nature as they 
are colossal in their mendacity. 

Perhaps Tue JUDGE is impelled to | 

had no right to assume that so vast a 
ber of our citizens had broken 

The Rey. politician slopped 

with 

num- 

the seventh 

over on that 

great sloppiness. 
occasion an exceeding 

Mr. Beecher receives a magnificent salary 

from Plymouth church, and he is paid regu- 

larly. But that salary may be reduced at 
any time if the pew rents do not warrant its 
payment. Now, Mr. Beecher’s congregation 

has no wish to control its pastor’s political 
views, but it has a right to expect that he 

will be decent, that he will not violate the 

proprieties, and that he will not wantonly 

insult its members and the community at 

large as he repeatedly did during the recent 
campaign. 

Mr. Beecher to the fact 

that his vituperation has cost him dear, and 
has since attempted to eat his own words— 

but some words are indigestible. He fur- 

ther says that he is willing to accept less 
salary. 

has awakened 

That is very true. His salary might 
be cut seventy-five per cent, and still leave 

him overpaid. And if consistency were one 

of Mr. Beecher’s virtues, we might remind 

him that he once said that a man who could 

not live on bread and water was not fit to 



live. If his $20,000 salary were reduced to 

$10,000, or even to $5,000, he could still 

provide himself with an excellent quality of 

water, and a superabundant supply of very 

nutritious bread; but Beecher’s famous bread 

and water speech was levelled at working- 

men, and this laborer in the vineyard toils 
not, neither does he spin anything—except 

some very astounding yarns when he feels 

impelled towards politics. 
So, though Mr. Beecher may readily be 

assumed to be willing to take ten thousand 

dollars, if he can no longer get twenty thous- 

and, yet he would infinitely prefer to con- 
tinue his pastorate at the latter figure. So 
he slops over his dear brethren of Plymouth 

Church as is his He ignores the 

insults he heaped upon that large section of 

them who preferred Blaine to Cleveland; 
and he pumps up the ready tears and grovels 

in the dust of repentance. 
The spectacle is not an edifying one, nor 

can the exercise be pleasant to Mr. Beecher. 
Still dollars are dollars, and the reverend 

gentleman is naturally anxious to reduce the 

expense account involved in his late kick 

over the traces to assmall a figure as possible. 

But the interesting fact remains that pew 

rents at Plymouth church, for 1885, have 

fallen $7,000 below the pew rents for 1884. 
jut THe JupGE has a word of advice to 

you, Mr. Beecher. If you manage to find 

a rat-hole through which to sneak out of 
your present difficulty, and if other respect- 

able men shall once more be found to fill 

the places of those respectable men whom 
you have driven out of your congregation, 

select as your text the twenty-third verse of 

the twenty-first chapter of the Proverbs of 
Solomon, and preach your best sermon upon 

it—and practice what you preach. 

The text reads: ‘‘ Whoso keepeth his 
mouth and his tongue, keepeth his soul from 

troubles.” 

wont. 

A SUGGESTION. 

Brisk winter weather; several inches of 
snow on the ground, and the thermometer 

some half dozen degrees above zero. Trot 
out your sleighs; fill them with buffalo 

robes and pretty girls; pull your sealskin cap 

over your ears, and out with you—the wine 

try world is all before you, and if you have 

a good horse, you are pretty sure to have a 
good time, 

But suppose your sleigh is only the grocery 
wagon mounted on runners. Suppose your 
holiday sleighing is dependent on the horse 

which has been delivering your customers’ 

orders all the week; suppose you havn’t got 

a seal-skin cap, and times are too hard to 
permit you to buy one. Suppose you can’t 

fill the sleigh with buffalo robes, and the 
pretty girls, in consequence, wax red-nosed 

and blue-lipped and unbeautiful? What 
then? 

This is where THE JupGE’s suggestion 

comes in. Instead of mounting the grocery 

wagon on runners, mount the grocery stove. 

THE JUDGE. 
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ASSURANCE. 

Lapy—‘* You are the servant, I presume?” 
BripegEet—* Servant ! I’m Dictator of the Domestic Department.” 

Have a good fire. Crowd inroundit. Have 

the kettle boiling on it in case anyone wants 
hot drinks; hitch up your old moke to this | 
conveyance, and show the nobs on the road 
that you have just as good an idea of style 

as they have, and ten times a better idea of 

comfort. THE JupGE is the friend of 

humanity, and issues the idea without a 

patent. Anyone can use it; you can defy 
the cold, and preserve your caloric without 

buffalo robes. There’s millions in it. 

SO MOTE IT BE. 

Our clever and critical contemporary, the 

Norristown Herald has these kind words to 

say of us: 

‘““THE JUDGE, with the New Year, calls 
attention to the rapid and marked improve- 
ment in its cartoons and letter-press during 
the year. 
during the last couple of months, and con- 
gratulate his Honor accordingly. Printing 
the colored cartoons with more margin is 
not the least improvement.” 

The Appropriation committee, they say, 
will ask one hundred thousand dollars for a 
pedestal for Bartholdi’s statue. If Bar- 

We have noticed it, particularly | 

The Darwinian Alphabet. 

A to M 

A is an ape, the forerunner of man, 

From Ape to Man. 

According to Darwin's magnificent plan. 

B his next brother's got up in the scale 
Of creation, since he has discarded his tail. 

C is a creature, a live one, J think, 

But Darwin don’t know, he’s the one missing link. 

D is for Darwin, I wish, I must own, 

He would trace his own line, and let our line alone. 

E is an Exquisite pinched into shape, 

The most perfect of monkeys, the best style cf ape. 

F is his fur, which good Dame Nature gave, 
But he scrapes it all off when he learns how to shave. 

G is gorilla, a monkey, you know, 

But you'll see men just like him wherever you go. 

H is the head, and it ought to contain, 

Both in monkey and man, some proportion of brain. 

I is just I—you may guess, if you can, 

If I’m nearest akin to the monkey or man. 

J is THe JupGE, who is wondrously blest, 

| For doth species in him are displayed at their best. 

K’s for our kindred. It’s rather a bother, 

| I confess, that an ape is ‘‘a man and a brother.” 

L’s for the ladies, but they must escape, 
Even Darwin daren’t call Mrs. Darwin an ape. 

tholdi’s must have a cool hundred thousand | 
to stand on, what sum would be large enough 
for that extravagant person to go on? 

Grant has refused a pension. 
his countrymen will be pretty unanimonsly 
of the opinion that the General is no true 
American after all, or that his late troubles, 
or advancing age have affected his mind. 
Refused a pension! The didactic poet of 
the future, having been forestalled in the 
matter of tears of dotage that flowed from 
Marlboro’s eyes, will be only too glad to seize 
on this melancholy incident when he comes to 
point his moral at some hero’s expense. 

And now | 

M is a man, that’s the best I can say, 

But he winds up the matter, at least for to-day. 
M. K. J. 

} 

THe Pittsburg man who succeeded in 
| cornering oil intends to try his naked hand 
at capturing eels and quicksilver. 

First American Citizeness—‘‘ Must have 
| been a awful Richepin that Sally Bernhardt 
| lost, to make such a fuss about it.” 

Second American Citizeness—‘“‘ Yes, I 
| guess it was one of them breast pins set in 
| diamonds, that the queen of France gave 

er. 
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SAMPLE COURTSHIP. 

In the fall he spouts 

IN the spring the young man’s fancy lightly turns 

to thoughts of love, 

And, assisted by young Cupid, makes some gir] his 

** turtle-dove.”’ 

In the summer then he takes her to each pic-nic in 

the glade, 

And to all moonlight excursions which are on the 

steamers made. 

his gew-gaws to obtain some 

ready cash, 

And proceeds to hops and parties with his charm- 

ing female mash. 

In the winter she deserts him for a better looking 

swell, 

And he swears like any trooper when he hears their 

marriage-bell! 

“ JEF JOSLYN.” 

A Useless Argument. 

‘So you think of buying that railroad, 
do you?” 

** Yes; it’s such a bargain I can hardly | 
afford to let the chance go by.” 

‘** Tell me, do you go into it alone?” 
** Well, I had thought some of speaking 

about it to Bangs. I think he’ll go in when 
I show him that at the price mentioned the 
property is as cheap as dirt.” 

‘I’m afraid you’ll have to advance some 
other argument to him.” 

“‘ Why?” 
** Well, he’s just lost about a million in 

real estate.” 

What kind of timber is the best?—That 
which is O.K. 

Why is Beecher the fastest clergyman on | 
record? Because he catches the devil so 
often. 

It will not be long until Cleveland will 
find that the duties of a cabinet-maker are 
much more arduous than those of Sheriff, 
Mayor, or Governor. 

Ir is said that the widows of Brigham 
Young have been prohibited from visiting 
their husband’s grave. The beautiful ceme- 
tery wherein he rests has almost been con- | 
verted into a swamp by his sorrowing ex- 
wives. 

The Electoral College Gets Between 

Them, and Now Betsy and He Are 

Out for the Rest of the Day. 

SHE—“ Isn’t 
elected President? ” 
He—“ Certainly, why do you ask?” 
She—‘‘ Oh, Mr. Jones was explaining that 

nobody was elected yet, that only the elec- 
toral college was elected and that—but I 
couldn’t understand what he meant.” 
He—‘‘ Oh yes; you see when we vote at 

these elections we don’t just vote for the 
candidate straight. I didn’t vote for Cleve- 
land, I only é 

She—‘“‘ Didn’t vote 
may I never ” 

He—‘‘ Oh yes, to be sure I voted for Cleve- 
land.” 

She—‘‘ But you said you didn’t.” 

for Cleveland! well 

He—“‘ Well, of course, I couldn’t just vote | 
| for Cleveland, because 

She—‘‘ Couldn’t vote for Cleveland? Why 
you said Blaine was the meanest ” 

He—‘‘ And I say it yet, why, of course, I 
voted for Cleveland but 

She—‘‘ But you just 
couldn’t.” 

He—‘‘ Thunderation, Kate, can’t you wait 
till I get through?—-You see Cleveland had 
his electoral college, and Blaine had his, and 

””? 

now said you 

She—‘‘ But what is an electoral college?” 
He—‘‘ It’s something along with the con- 

stitution down at Washington—something to 

Cleveland the man that’s | 

prevent something—something—but it don’t 
amount to nothing—so that after all I really 

| voted for Cleveland.” 
She—‘‘ But you said you gouldn’t.” 
He—‘‘ Confound it, how often must I tell 

you that I did; but that I couldn’t just vote 
for him himself straight.” 

She—‘‘ But you said you did.” 
He—‘‘ Goddlemity! didn’t I tell you ten 

hundred thousand times that I didn’t—that 
| I couldn’t—that I did—that Cleveland’s 
| electoral college—but a fellow might as well 
| talk politics to a mule as toa woman. You 
| wouldn’t understand about the electoral 
| college if I kept on explaining till Cleve- 
| land’s inauguration next Fourth of July.— 
| Where the—? I’m sureI put my pipe under 
| the sofa eushions this morning, but in this 
| house you never can find anything in its 
place.” 

A PENURIOUS old man of Coblentz 
Incurred a most shocking expense 

By wedding a wife, 
Near the close of his life, 

Who would not take care of his pence. 

GEN. BUTLER has not lost his political all, 
his modesty remains. 

Reporter—‘‘ General, what is your opinion 
as to the probable make up of Mr. Cleve- 
land’s cabinet?” 

Gen. Butler—‘‘ Pardon me; the duty 
which I owe to my clients will prevent me 

'from accepting the office of Attorney 
| General.” 
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Ants and Aunts. 

WE were on a mossy bank, 
Kate and I together, 

Just for one brief hour to bask 

In the sunny weather. 

Kate had two old maiden aunts, 

Very prim and proper; 
If she came to walk with me 

They would always stop her. 

Auntie Jane was far the worst— 

Law! I did detest her— 

But each day, from three to four, 
She took her siesta. 

‘*Kate,” I murmered, ‘‘ how time flies 

In your haven woody, 

Just in twenty minutes more 

You'll be doing ‘ goody’. 
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‘Rest your little nestling hand 
On our bank so mossy, 

Let me lay my own on it— 
Do, love! 
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Don’t be crossy. 
= 

** Aunt Jane will so very soon 

Waken to abuse me;— 
—— es 

Dearest, give me one—just one— iy a 
, So “itt me How can you refuse me?” pone ~~ ” \ \ Bad 
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But as I her taper waist 

With my arm enfolding, 
Only just had bent to take, 

Katie scarce withholding, 

- 
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DISCRETION THE BETTER 

IRIsHMAN—“* Faith, if yer claim ther bird, take it from the beast.” 

PART OF VALOR. 
ns 

DutcHMAN—“‘ Vell, let it go. I’m too big minded to dakes avay anything from any 
pody smaller than myself.” ‘*Oh! the ants!” she cried. 

Jane was going for her, 

I thought 

In order to the diligent cultivation of. my Not Up to the Standard. 
mind, my library shall never be without at —— 

As away from me she sprang 

With a scream of horror. 
= ee Ms 

— 

ee ee ee’ 

> 

How I swore and stamped my feet 

At those maiden ladies; 

I had missed my kiss, and wished 
Every aunt in Hades. 

But ’twas not 

That my Kate was springing, 

from aged prudes 

It was from the insect ant, 

Equally as stinging. 

So I wiped away the tears, 

Kissed away the swelling, 

And left Katie, just in time, 

At her Auntie’s dwelling. 
M. K. J. 

Young Sapheadly’s New Year 
Resolves. 

WILL hereafter resist every temptation to 
rise before twelve o’clock. 

Will bear up under nausea and headache 
till I have finished my fifteen cigars a day. 

Will economize space by wearing the tight- 
est possible breeches. 

Will never look at anything with the 
naked eye so long as it can be seen with 
glasses. 

Till my right hand shall forget its cun- 
ning I will never cease to part my hair in the 
middle. 

Fatigue shall never prevent me from 
spending several hours every day in an easy 
chair. 

As self-examination is the privilege and 
should be the delight of every rational 
being, I shall devote all my spare moments 
to standing before the looking-glass. 

In the great crises of life, when at a loss 
what to do, I shall put on a pair of striped 
trousers and a white necktie. 

As time is precious, I shall punctually 
avoid keeping every and any appointment 
on matters of mere business. 

Must acquire the manly art of boxing. A 
good boxer need never be afraid to meet his 
tailor. 

least six hair brushes. 
To keep up a healthy interest in the vary- 

ing phenomena of nature, shall watch, day 
by day, the growth of my mustache and the 
varying color of my meerschaum. 

In order to guard againgt unsocial habits, 
shall always walk out accompanied bya cane. 

To keep up a healthy interest in the affairs 
of my fellow creatures, and cultivate conver- 
sational habits, shall always keep a dog. 

Must keep a more careful account of my 
income al expenses, so that the income 
may always be kept below the expenses. 

Will learn to do everything with delibera- 
tion, so that I may avoid the guilt of putting 
on my boots before my trousers. 

As a mind unfurnished is a mark of 
neglected opportunities, will get me a wig 
before I get bald. 

As profanity is a low vice (as practiced in 
this country) shall import all my oaths from 
London and Paris. 

For the encouragement of art, shall never 
omit to call every new picture beastly, and 
every new opera a bore. 

Must improve the fleeting moments by 
teaching them to fleet gracefully. 

In order to keep up a proper spirit of inde- 
pendence will never fail to find fault with 
the sum that old Sapheadly allows me for 
my expenses. 

Must never forget that a gentleman is 
never excusable for staring at every woman 
he meets, except when he does it for the 
purpose of staring her out of countenance. 

No matter how fortune may favor Great 
Britain, she will always be in great straits. 

** Yes, sir; after my death the insurance 
company will come down with $5,000.” 

“Yes, that’s perfectly proper, but what 
bothers me to comprehend is how far down 
they will have to go to settle up with you 
after you have died.” 

He was boasting of the growth of a west- 
ern town, and said: 

‘** Well, sir, to show you how healthy it is, 
I will tell you that we have had but three 
deaths in the past year.” 

‘*How many doctors are there in 
place? ” : 

“Twelve.” 
** Humph! 

the 

, 

They must be good ones.” 

Full Man (to the full moon)—‘‘ Say, you 
up there, can lend fellah a quarter?” 

Fnll Moon—‘‘No, my last quarter’s gone.” 
Full Man—‘‘ ’Sh, all boys broke?—turn 

rascal out.” 

Cot. GRANT says that his father, who is 
engaged in writing his recollections of the 
war, verifies his facts by a laborious corres- 
pondence, because the writer doesn’t trust 
hismemory. Ofcourse not. What historian 
does? But has Gen. Grant no imagination? 
If not, he had better drop history and drop 
into poetry. 

THE average American editor gets so bored 
and harassed by these Presidental campaigns 
| that he always rejoices when the election is 
| over so that he can find relief from politics 
by discussing the chances of the different 
candidates and the probable result of the 
election four years after. 

THE Marquess of Salisbury, in his late 
speech-making tour in the North of England, 
stepped on to the balcony of his hotel to ad- 
dress a crowd which had gathered to do him 
honor. And his mind, it seems, was pre- 
occupied to that extent that he appeared 
without his trousers. We presume the 
modest Marquess began his speech with the 
{time-honored formula: ‘‘ Ladies and gentle- 
man; It is with no small degree of embarrass- 
ment that I appear before you on the present 
occasion.” 
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THE VICTIM 

By ‘“ JEF. 

OF A HOBBY. 

JOSLYN.” 

AMATEUR MUSICIANS, TAKE NOTICE. 

pi 

Mozart’s occupation during the day was 
that of hair dresser in astreet-car stable. In 
the ordinary United States lingo, he manipu- 
lated curry-comb and brush over the horses 
belonging to a soulless corporation which 
only allowed him ‘‘ Wan dollar an’ twinty- 
foive cints” per diem for his services. 

When night came, he would eat his frugal 
supper and then hie himself to his fifth-story 
back room, lie down on his bed, and make 
the welkin ring with airs on his favorite 
instrument,—musing the while: 

‘* Arrah! but this is phwat oi call comfort. 
( Tootle-te-tootle-te-too!) Wan av th’ ould 
back-numbher poets sez ‘ moosic hez char- 
rums to soothe th’ savage breasht.’ Oi 
wondher af that curmudgeon av a Smith 
down sthairs ull consint to me marrhyin’ his 
daughtter of Oi kape this up long enough? 
Blang-blang-bol-dol didley-blang !) Bedad, 
i guiss Oi’ll git up, ophen th’ windy an’ 

play ’im a few notes, so he'll be shure to hear 
th’ melodhious poipes.” 

Rising and opening the window, he would 
seat himself way out upon a ledge that had 
been constructed by a previous occupant of 
the room for holding flower-pots, and start 
an imaginary “‘ Fisher’s Hornpipe” or some- 
thing akin thereto of a horrible nature, after 
this order: 

“* Rity-ti-tity-ti-tity-ti-too; drone-dro-one- 
dronity-drone ; Scrickity-screakety-Scrackety- 
sco0; wheeze-whee-heeze-wheezity-wheeze !” 

Well, ‘‘MaGlag” kept this periodical 
racket up, until life became “‘a weary burden 

OZART MENDELSSOHN 
(who was called ‘‘MaGlag.” by his comrades, 
for short) had grown to manhood imbued 
with the idea that his mission in life was 
music. 

He believed that he could play the bag- 

MAGLAGGERTY 

sto ‘th’ Quane’s own tasthe.” The 
other tenants in his lodging-house thought 

* differently, however, as will be seen further 

and a carking care” to all the inmates of the 
tenement, and finally they held an indigna- 
tion meeting, and put up a job on him. 

So one night when he was making the 
hours hideous with a serenade that would 
have drowned out the noise of asteam boiler 
factory, old man Smith from the floor below 

fired a charge of rock-salt from a big blunder- 
buss up at MaGlaggerty’s dangling legs.— 

| just as Mrs. Fritz Vogel poured a kettle 
| of scalding hot water on his head from the 
| garret above! 

The effect of the recent dynamite explosions 
| under Scotland Yard, London, weren’t a 
flea-bite in comparison with the sad havoc 

| that this double fusillade created with our 
Irish Minstrel! 

His bag-pipes were blown to smithereens, 
and his frame filled full of saline particles 

| from below,—while his face, neck, and 
| hands were burned to blisters from the 
| deluge overhead! 
| But all this was of but little moment to 
his bombarded “nibs,” for he also fell 
from his lofty perch down five stories to the 

| alley beneath, and when he was picked up 
from its cobble-stone pavement, the soul of 
| Mozart Mendelssohn aGlaggerty had passed 

out of its earthly abiding-place into a better 
land, where he is now probably satisfying his 
tuneful instincts by thumminga golden harp 
in the Heavenly Choir. 

The lesson meant to be conveyed herein 
to all those misguided persons who aspire 
to become musical experts, is, to be very 
careful in your selection of instruments for 
night practice, and discriminate against each 
of the following noted abominations: 

As you journey through life—whatever you do, 
Oh! don’t try to blow on the awful bazoo; 

And touch not the bag-pipes, nor play the hew-gag,— 

Then you'll ne’er come to grief like Mozart MaGlag, 

Monographs. 

MADE OVER FROM PROSE. 

He took the cider pitcher, 
And opened the dark cellar door; 

He made a misstep and slipped the length 

Of the stairs to the cellar floor. 

He laid there bruised and bleeding, 

When sharp cut a voice through the air: 

‘‘Now, John, did you go an’ break thet jug 
In your monkeying with thet stair? ” 

Good Lord! but John was raving! 

He yelled, as he rose like a flash,— 

‘Your ra . pitcher ain’t broke yet, 
But I'll break it, by George!” C-r-r-ash! 

A literary swell —an editor with the 
dropsy. 

A woman with pretty teeth, or a new 
secret, can’t keep her mouth shut to save 
her soul. 

No, John, in England, when criminals 
are sentenced to the penal colonies, they are 
not ‘‘transported with rapture,” but with 
simple steam power. 

Strange language ours. Listen to this: 
A fall on the ice isn’t a nice fall. The New 
Year custom of swearing off, is wearing off! 

Frozen kisses are the latest thing out— 
after dark. They have to be taken in and 
thawed out by the stove, however, to get the 
full flavor of ’em. 

Some scientist says the temperature of the 
bee is from three to ten degrees. Now we 
have, ordinarily, the greatest imaginable 
respect for science, but in this case we must 
in sorrow and surprise give it the lie. We 

Was. 
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know what the exact temperature of the bee 
in its healthy state is, for last summer we 
were, somewhat unexpectedly, called upon 

to test it, and, by actual experiment, several 

times repeated, we found it in no case to vary 
from two hundred and seventy-five degrees, 
and that, too, in the We repeat, 
therefore, that the ‘‘ scientist” referred to 
is either a fool, ora base, unmitigated knave. 

Advice to married women. Don't make 
it too warm for your husband when he comes 
home late from the lodge. A man is like a 
lump of ice—the warmer it’s made for him, | 
the quicker he runs away. 

shade! 

You can’t always judge by appearances, 
my son. Because a man wears a single eye- 
glass, it is no sign that he is blind in one 
eye. It is just possible, you know, that he 
can’t raise money enough to pay for another 
glass. 

Thirty persons upwards of one hundred 
vears old are living in New England to-day. 
Yankees have always been accounted a close- 
fisted, parsi:nonious race, and it now seems 
they can hang on to lifeso long that Death 
becomes discouraged and the grave dislocates 
its jaws yawning for them. 

Small boys are not wholly bad, as some 
misanthropes would have us believe. The 
other day, in Newark, N., J., a dear little 
bey filled the top of his sister’s piano full of 
molasses, and she couldn’t sound a single 
note. Ifer neighbors smiled that day for | 
the first time since eighteen hundred and | 
eighty-one. That was the year she got her 
plano, 

TOM ADDIS. 

His Congressional Record. 

Pompovs Visitor—‘‘ Ah, by the way, 
when were you in Congress, Mr. Dupont?” 

Ed itor—‘‘ I was never there, sir.” 
‘Never there? Why Smith is forever 

talking about your Congressional Record—” 
**Oh, yes; I have that in bound volumes 

just over there on the shelf.” 

Useless people—good ones. 

Dumb as an oyster—a clam. 

‘‘Dere’s watermillions in it,” cried Black- 
berry Sellers as he clomb over the garden 
wall. 

“Freedom shrieked when Kosciusko fell on 
her.” And now, when Lord Alfred sings of 
her, she howls. 

The proof that house ventilation is really 
a good thing, a very cardinal virtue in fact, 
is that ninty and nine preach it while but 
one practices it. 

Why should a young man not choose a 
woman for his wife who weighs two hundred 
pounds and over? Because she would be so 
waistful. 

Patti, they say, has but one castle and 
that in Wales. Ill-used Patti! There be 
plenty of young things who have sung in 
opera only a season or two, yet they have 
castles in Spain, more than they can count. 

The virtuous minded Philistine, whose ex- 
perience of art is that she generally comes in 
utter nakedness, is anxious to know whether 
Bertholdi’s is a lady, and if so, whether the 
French, when they send her over to us, will 
send her clothes along. 
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PRECAUTIONS. 

Doctor—‘‘ How under the sun did you get such a cold in your head?” 

PaTIENT—‘‘ Why, popping it out the window to see who was at the door.” 

Proverbial Philosophy. 

NEVER talk behind a man’s back; always 
talk before it. 

Small acorns on big oak trees grow. 
Stocks preferred maketh the heart well. 
There is an end to all things, except the 

man who leaves the door open. 
‘Where there is so much smoke there 

ought to be a little fire,” said the man to the 
kitchen stove, ‘* but there isn’t.” 

Short visits make long friends; long visits 
make short friends. 

‘Silence is a cheap virtue,” but some 
people do not want anything so cheap. 

Laugh not at other men’s failures—es- 
pecially if you hold their notes. 

Learn to keep your mouth shut—when | 
you are in the dentist’s office. 

Many a nickel makes a mickle. 
An honest man’s the no-blest work of 

God. 
Argue not with a fool or he’ll make one of | 

you. 
It is the early worm that catches the fish. 
The wicked shall not prosper, but how is | 

it about my neighbors? 
When a wicked man dieth his expectations 

shall perish, but other’s expectations then 
begin. 

Judge no man by the coat that he wears, 
but take particular notice of his hat, over- | 
coat and boots. 

Many people would shrink from laying a 
straw in an enemy’s way, but they would not 
hesitate in the matter of saw-logs, and 
stumps, and so forth. 

Speak not in praise of your own deeds. It 
always looks better to hire some one else to 
do it. 

Some people say they let scandal go in one 
ear and come out at the other. We have 
often noticed that the other ear has a wonder- 
ful voice. 
A wise son heareth his father’s instruction, 

but he is a six-toed, double-jointed one that 
| always doeth it. 
| If you live in a stone house don’t throw 
glass. 
| There’s many a man of many minds. 
| 

Remembrance. 

My spirits wax fainter und few; 
Even nature is murky and shrouded, 
And the heavens have lent me their blue. 

| You have gone, and my future is clouded, 

} 
t 

You have gone; and the angels, in sorrow, 

Seek comfort in tearful display— 

I would they'd some handkerchiefs borrow, 
For it has been raining all day. 

Sweet Oblivion! draw over thy curtain,— 

And, waiter, a little more rye: 
Reminiscences dragging a skirt in 

Leave my palate confoundedly dry. 

| And yet, though you left me no trinket, 
No keepsake of bangle or curls, 

In a solitaire toast I will drink it:— 
You are one in a dozen of girls. 

| Stop! I wrong you, and feel somewhat prouder, 

Though the token you left I'll not bruit 
Abroad: a deposit of powder 

Where your head lightly touched my dress-suit. 
w.J.L. 

Hoopskirt, did you say? Well, you’d 
think a hoop’s curt to see how it answers 

| when you tread on it. 

Becky Sharper—‘‘I suppose you have 
heard of my marriage?” 

Old acquaintance—‘‘ Yes; and I congratu- 
‘late you. You have a protector now—what 
,every girl in your situation ought to have.” 

B. S.—‘‘ Oh, I wasn’t thinking of that, 
I married forrevenue only, though, of 
course, I don’t object to incidental protec- 
tion.” 
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HE JUDGE. 

| this Same opera at the Bijou, 

now as if Harrigan and Hart Ir looks 

would make a success of their venture at The 

New Park. For the first 

of man, this theatre 
When it first commence 

expenses. The finny tribes th 

has struck 

themselves in the murky waters failed to 
catch on. The Panorama that followed was 
a money losing scheme. Everybody remem- 
bers the numerous fiz les t AC ¢ ea 

Stevens and Murtha attempted torun it asa 
] + tu tr j theatre, and when at las vas turne 

a Museum with the admission at ten cents a 
head, the populace caref led 

With the alvént of Harrigan and Hart, 
business has taken a boom, and now every- 
thing is flourishing and the once forsaken 
and disconsolate looking rner of ‘I ty- 

fifth street and Broadway, begins to show 
signs of life and activity. 
“Mr. Harrigan’s latest is culled ‘*M 

Legacy,” and the author himself appears as 
Dr. McAllister, a veterinary su | 

Doctor 18 in love wien / | 

Dusen (Mrs. Annie 
mule stock-jobber. my rt pla t] 
part of Molly UcGouldrick, a garden true 

woman, and Mol/y is bel b] mi 

Baldy O'Brien (John Sparks). Johnny 

Wild is Mrs. Van Dusen’s colored Iman 
who bears the remai , 
Showe rs, 

There is a rich old un 
in the cast, and he is the man with the 

legacy. He makes Mo//y his heiress, and, 
after numerous difficulties are ove 
the Doctor marries his lady love, ant 
well. 

There is a le vee of col re ] Pp opie 

colored broker’s on Th mpson street, and 

Braham has as usual written excellent 
for several songs. 

‘Pat and His Little Brown Mare.” ‘Blow 
the Bellows Blow,” ‘‘Mister Dool ( ” 

and one or two others. 
The company of the Theatre Con 

has been rather hard worked since the burn- 
ing of their pretty little theatre, and they 
have spent most of their nights rehearsing 
any stage they could get, after the regular 

Kavie 

performance was over. ‘That they have been 
enterprising and plucky no one will deny, 
and the public, appreciating their energr and 
sympathizing with their misfortune, crowd 

New Park every night. the auditorium of the 

Young Mr. Duff is doing - fair bi 
the newly built Standar Up to the 
present, a journey from i ‘sidew alk to the 
inside of this theatre was 
to manage as “‘ A trip to 

‘* Prince Methusalem” 

the second time from the and now 
the patrons of this pretty theatre are trying 
to make up their minds whether or not they 
approve of Millocker’s Apajune.” Lillie 
Post, Belle Archer, Mathilde Cottrelly, 

Francis Wilson, Will Rising ete., are in the 
cast, but McCaul] in days of yore, produced 

isiness at 

about as difficult 
Africa” itself. 

has departed for 
Cas ho, 

and made 
failure. Perhaps the Casino singers 

do better with it this time. 

Emboldened by the success of the new play 

Wallack’s, Shook and Collier announce 

intention of giving us an American 
lrama. ‘The coming man this time is Mr. 
Louis B. Nathal. Cazauran has nothing to 
lo with it, so we shall, at least, be spared 

the pain of witnessing another ‘ Fatal 
Letter.” 

Nathal’s play is said to be in five acts. 

are laid in France. ‘Time of 
Louis x1v. The story is that of a young 
girl who is brought up to believe she is the 

= onal 

Cal 

their 

[he scenes 

daughter of an old woman retainer of a noble 
fami ly. She accidently hears that she is 

really the daughter of a nobleman imprisoned 
nthe castle. She assumes the costume of a 

boy, and secures admission to the dungeon 
by impersonating the dumb boy who was to 
take the — of jailer. The prisoner es- 

his daughter, but is capes throug - of 
ht back, he is however ered ¢ roug 

four 7 to “te innocent of crime and is par- 
doned by the king. The play is said to be 
adapted from ‘* T Dumb Girl of Genoa.” 
It reads very like tl libretto of an opera 
called ‘*Fidelio,” which has been given several 

times this season at the Metropolitan. 

We have already seen the dungeon cell, 
the female rescuer disguised in boy’s clothes, 

nnocent prisoner, and the jailer.—Any- 

Miss M \ud Harrison will play the part of 
the heroine in the new play, but the play 
will not be produced till Chree Wives” 

to draw well. 
U s and Co.” 

is ( eased 

‘We, has *‘ caught on” at 
The Fifth Avenue. This in spite of 
Mestayer’s horrible and disgusting litho- 

advertisements that 
window of every cigar 

to Central Park. 
Ifis sore and battered head looks as if it 

might have belonged to the victim of aslug- 
ging match, rather than to a member of an 
alleged first comedy company, and 

would think its coarseness and vulgarity 
would tend to diminish the box office receipts 
rather than augment them. There is no ac- 
counting for tastes however, and there are 
people that delight in monstrosities and re- 
pulsive spectacles of all kinds, sore heads in- 

graphic have disfigured 
from the store 

Ciass 

one 

cluded. 
Lawrence Barrett has succeeded Mme. 

Ristori at the Star. Mr. Boker’s Tragedy, 
“Francesca da Rimini” 
excellence. 

Since the 

is the play, par 

business at 
has been 

arrival of Materna, 
the Metropolitan Opera House 
better than ever. Damrosch has it his own 

way, there not being even an Italian Opera 
troupe to interfere with him. Money flows 
into the treasury and everybody about the 
building *s happy. 

Last week Wallack’s ‘*‘ Lady Clare” was at 

Niblo’s. Why Wallack’s? Notamember of 

the company that played it originally at 
Wallack’s theatre wasinthecast. ‘This weck 

Harrison and Gourlay have skipped to 
Niblo’s, and are as mirthful as ever. 

Last Thursday there was arattling Actor’s 
Fund Benefit performance at Daly’s. 

Daly’s Company, the Wallack’s, the Union 
Square, and the Madison Square C 
all took part, no wonder there was 

house. 
On the twenty-second Mr. 

on pan Cs 

} 
wu crowaecd 

and Mrs. Me- 
Kee Rankin will have a benefit at Wallack’s 

t The Fourteenth Street Theatre, Agnes 

Booth will play in * The Wages of Sin, 
Grand Opera while Lotta The 

House. 

Gus Williams in ‘‘ Captain Mishler” is at 
The People’s Theatre, while our 

friends are dividing their t 
** Nanon” at The Thalia, and 
von Ravenna” at the Apollo. 

uppears at 

German 

me betweeh 

‘De r Kechter 

My Love. 

My love she is the | faire st maid 

That dwells in Arcadi 

And though she 

I know she 

tries my heart full sore, 

loveth me. 

Her form is like the budding rose, 

Her step is light as air, 

Her face the 

So bright it is and fair. 

Her eyes are the wild g: 

So large and soft they be; 

They flash anon, 

I know she 

is like harvest moon 

izelle’s, like 

but what care I? 

loveth me. 
w 

Good for Round Dances. 

SHALL I invite some newspaper men to 
the party, Mabel?” 

“Oh, no, Papa; they’re such sticks.” 

“* Well, my child, of course as you please, 
but I do not like to slight the gentlemen of 
the press.” 

‘** Well, perhaps you had better ask them, 
after all. We've got to have some round 
dancing.” 

It Never Smiles. 

“‘T never saw such a solemn baby as 
Jones’. Why, it never smiles.” 

«Tt doesn’t take after its father, then.” 
‘“ No, but its mother does.” 
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‘TOOTHACHE,’ 

TOOTHACHE is a pain wot hits you in de 
tooth and all round there, and makes you 
feel as if your head waz a borde with car- 
pentirs a drilling holes in it with a rusty 
gimlet. I know, cos I had a toothache the 
other day, and Jim sez, sez he, git it out, 
and I thot that waz a pretty good scheme 
myself; but when I got into the dentist’s 
chair, as they call the man wot drawz tooths, 
it quit hurting—of corse, I didn’t have it 
out, but wen I got home again, it was aking 
worse than ever, and Jim told me to fill my 
mouth with cold water, and sit on a stove 
till it biled—the water he meant, not the 
stove. I wuddent do that, and the blamed 
thing kept on hurting just the same. 

The only way to serve a tooth wot akes is 
to take it out, but that hurts worse, and 
takes a heap of morril currage, cos it cents 
the danger cumming, and always quits 
aking wen the man is reddy to pull it. How- 
ever, if you have it out it don’t ake no more; 
at least you don’t feel it, and if you ken 
keep your tung out ov the hole where the 
tooth isn’t any longer, a gold tooth will 
grow. I never was able to keep my tung 
quiet, cos there’s a big empty place that that 
unruly member (that’s wot teacher calls it) 
is bound to explore; so I never had a gold 
tooth. I reckin it must be pretty hard to 
keep your tung away, cosI never saw any- 
body with a gold tooth. Aunt Jane has a 
tooth that’s pretty nearly halfgold. I guess 
she managed to keep her tung out a good 
dele of the time, tho that’s funny too, for 
Aunt Jane never could keep her tongue quiet 
I’ve heard my dad say. 

That’s about all I know about toothake, 
and its all I want to know, and a good dele 
more. If I ever have another, I’Il notis it 
more careful so as to rite about it better next 
time, for wen I had this toothake I somehow 
wazn’t thinking much of my next compozi- 
tion. But I’d rather never have another 
and find something else to rite about. Tooth- 
ake ain’t a pretty subject, no way you can 
fix it. 

One of the Family. 

SEVERAL moons have waxed and waned 
since Mr. Josiah Wilkens inserted an ad- 
vertisement in a morning daily, to the effect 
that he would be extremely pleased to find 
board and lodging in astrictly private Ameri- 
can family. 

Josiah had grown weary of restaurants 
and boarding houses, and so he thought he 
would try the private family plan. 

Of course, his a. ertisement called forth 
legions of answers that were written upon all 
kinds of paper from antique parchment to 
postal cards, but a monogram on an illumin- 
ated piece of bristol board that came in a 
Tiffany envelope sealed with sealing wax at- 
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treme satisfaction thata family of high social 
standing, might be induced, for a certain 
consideration, to take a refined and agreeable 
gentleman into their elegant home. 

The very thing, thought Josiah, and that 
evening he made it his business to call upon 
the writer of the note. 

An awkward servant girl took his card and 
ushered him into an expensively furnished 
parlor to await further developements. 

The room was dimly lighted, and a vague 
idea passed through his mind that a little 
less red plush and a little more gas would 
be conducive to comfort. Just then there 
was a rustle of skirts and he found himself 
face to face with the lady of the house. 

She presented a somewhat pleasing ap- 
pearance and assured our young man that, 
just for the pleasure of thing, they had con- 
cluded to take a stranger into their midst, 
and that he would always be treated as one 
of the family. Josiah soon found out that 
‘just for the pleasure of the thing” they re- 

quired a pretty stiff monetary consideration, 
but arrangements were finally concluded, and 
in a few days he found himself installed in 
expensively and very uncomfortably fur- 
nished apartments in the Brown Mansion. 

The Brown household consisted of father, 
mother, young lady daughter, and a pair of 
twin boys. ‘Twin devils, Josiah soon learned 
to consider them. The daughter was young 
and rather pretty. The father did nothing, 
and was apparently of no account. Mrs. 
Brown ruled the roast, and remarkably well 
she did it. 

She always carved, and Josiah never before 
realized how long a two ribbed piece of beef 

could be made to do duty, nor how thin a 
slice of meat could be cut and yet hold to- 
gether. There was plenty of silver on the 
table, and a vast expanse of table cloth, but 
the one servant was awkward and untidy. 

Old Brown did nothing but lounge about 
the house, and Josiah was puzzled for some 

tracted his attention, and he read with ex- time to find out how they managed to make 

PLEASURE. 

BroTHer—‘‘ J don’t see why you enjoy so much company ? 6 

SISTER (fond of society )—‘* Goodness, it’s not the company I enjoy so much, as the 

pleasure I have after they are gone, running them down.” 

| both ends meet. He finally discovered that 
the ends didn’t meet, and then he ceased 
wondering. A many things ceased 

about the same time. Roast beef ceased to 

| become a staple dish, and bob veal, chuck 
| steak, and pork took its place. Servant after 

servant ceased to put in a customary appear- 

jance, and grate fires and the furnace gave 
; out altogether. ‘Theonly thing that did not 
| cease appearing with regularity was the day 

became due. Week after 

| week he paid Mrs, Brown the proper stipend, 
and on that day he noticed a little heap of 

|coal would appear on the side-walk and a 

fresh piece of meat would be placed on the 

table. Then it began to dawn upon our hero 

that he was supporting the entire family, and 
paying high for the privilege. 

The Browns were in terror lest any of their 
acquaintances should find out they had a 
boarder in the house, and if Josiah, by 
chance, met any of their set, he was always 
introduced as ‘‘our friend, Mr. Wilkins, who 
was paying them a little visit.” Mrs. 
Brown would supplement this with a sly nod 
toward Miss Brown, and ‘it began to be 
whispered about that Josiah was engaged to 
the young lady. 

This was becoming ‘one of the family’ 
with a vengeance, but Josiah did rather ad- 
mire the young lady, and affairs might have 
ended according to the desires of Mrs. Brown’s 
heart, if she had given him more to eat and 
had held a tighter rein over the conduct of 
thetwins. These dear children, according 
to Mrs. Brown, were great lovers of Natural 
listory, and they had pet guinea 

squirrels and white mice ad libitum. Josiah 
was patient and long suffering. He stood 
starvation and freezing well, he even let one of 
the squirrels chew up his scrap basket and his 
hats without a murmur, but when one night 
on retiring he found his bed filled with white 
mice, he could stand it no longer, and, like 
the worm, he turned. He turned his back 
on the seductive smiles that wreathed Miss 

good 

Josiah’s board 

Soon 

’ 

pigs, 
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Orp Party (pretty full, evident! 

(hic) seem to ma La any headway al 

ning, he turned a Brown’s and the next morn 

deaf ear to the apologies of Mrs. Brown, and 

he turned the sole of his boot to eat h of the 

twins in succession when he met them on 

the stairs. That evening when he returned 
he found numerous belongings of t 

family adorning the side walk. They had 
been dispossessed and turned out of the 

elegantly. shed dwelling for non-pay- 
ment of rent, and as Josiah was ‘‘one of the 
family” his trunks and clothing, along with 
other and chattels, were well dis- 

tributed over the front stoop. Miss Brown 
was weeping and wailing on upper step. 

Old Brown and Mrs. Brown were endeavor- 
ing to get the things into a truck, while the 

twins, with a guinea pig and asquirrel under 
each arm, were enjoying the scene immense- 

ly. 

* Josiah called a cab, and from the dedris he 

extracted part of his traps. The rest he bade 

adieu to forever, and he is now enjoying the 

table delicacies of afirst class ‘‘ hasherie” 1 

Thirty He luxuriates in the 

radiance of a grate fire and in not being con- 

sidered ‘one of the family.” 
He has learned that the alleged head of 

the Brown family wasa broken down gambler 
and a dead , and he (Josiah) leans 
back in his plain but comfortable arm-chair, 
and smokes and ruminates, 
of sympathy for pretty Miss B 
man he has nothing but supreme 

and he is no longer interested in the old lady. 

As for the twins —— them. 

he Brown 

furni 

goods 

th 

street. 

peat, as 

ls a tinge 

For the old 
contempt, 

he feel 

F. CUTTER. 

Hr was going down town yesterday, with 

two dozeu eggs in a paper sack when the 

bottom fell out. However, with a little 
paste the sack can be made as good as ever. 

The Palestine Commandery Ball will take 
place on Tuesday evening, January 15th, 

at the Metropolitan Opera House. 
Special preparations have been made to give 

even more than usual prominence to this 

festival of the Knights Templars, always 

among the most popular of the winter season, 
and this year novel features are to be intro- 

duced. 

1885, 

CONFESSION, 

Dre udfu } storm, positively dreadfu ) Can 4 

A Girl’s Soliloquy. 

SAINTS and angels! Here have | been 

waiting ever since the fall to 

from Pa to rig for 

this morning he 
W hat use will that be, Iwonder. Why, 

I want forty-eleven things, and ) 

about a dozen I mast 
dollars would sear 

really requil 
skin j: 
bonnet. 

vet something 

me out the winter, and 

lars. 

there are 

have, and one hundred 
ely buy one of them. I 

e a tailor-made costume, a seal- 

icket, an opera cloak, and a new winter 

be poor. The t 
Ah! how sad it is to 

prea her last Sur day said, ‘‘all is vanity, 

and there is no real happiness here below.” 

How could he say that when Jenny Jackson 
has three tailor-mad« Worth’s er 
tions, nothing bonnets 

snits of fie 

of Paris and 
mantles enough to furnish a dry-goods store. 
Why she and I went to school together, and 
I was younger than she then, and a thousand 
times prettier, but she looks like a 
young angel, and I ike an old fright. 

Pa don’t see why I can’t w rap for the opera 

to say 

now 

] look 

in the same bull-dog colored shawl I wore 

last winter. Men, even the best of them, 
are so very inconsiderate. There’s my last 
winter’s hat, which was made out of a lovely | 
green parrot, has got full of moths, and the 

head is now quite bald, and it has no tail. 
I told Pa about it, 

his horrid laughs, 
but he only gave one of 
and advised me to retail 

it. I suppose he thought that funny, because 
he knows I do sometimes dispose of my 

second hand things. I could not dress at 
all, if I did not, but Pa does not know yet 
that I sold his snuff-colored pentaloons to 
buy my new sable muff. We'll have a row 

over that in the spring, but I think they 
were most unsuitable to a man of his age. 

It is very strange, but it grows more and 
more expensive every year to try to dress 

decently. Why, last year I could make my 
bustles of paper, and they cost me nothing. 

That won’t do this year, and so I told Pa, 

but he said that was not his fault, and that 

he really bustles and crinolettes 

were both ugly and dan but that he 

thought 

gverous, 

verily believed that women would pad them- 

the selves out with dynamite, if that 

' fashion. 
were 

gives me one hundred dol- | 

not see why not, and then I told him I 
wanted some electric beads. And he said, 
he had no doubt I did, but that if I got 
them I must keep out of the cars, for he 
could not have me go near a conductor. 

When I saw he was in that nasty, nagging 
mood, I just let him alone, but I mean to 
take out his cat’s eye pin and diamond studs, 
and if those don’t bring what I want, I’ll 
bring out some of the spoons, see if I don’t. 

The Cornet Fiend. 

Tue racket falls on bulging walls, 

And tumbling houses held for taxes, 

The long n 

Let 
Toot 

Hoopen-te-groopen-ta-ta, 

tes float from fields remote, 

loose from horn that French or Saxe is. 

tyro, toot; toot loud and strong and hearty— 

rra-ty, traa-ly, traa-tar, 

hoopen-tarty! 

The challeng 

Snake Rock’s slow echoes answer surly, 

wakes the sleeping lakes, 

And murmurs back Quinnipiac, 

Where oyster boats le 

Toot, novice, toot 
Gnarr-rra! poo-poo-ta! Zoo-poo-ta! Noopen-ta hopen- 

om large and burly, 

toot lusty and toot hearty— 

te-tarty! 

O summer breeze 

That shame thy whi pe ring breezes lazy, 

Soft as the croon of d 

And sad as midnight cats 

Toot, toot, toot; toot 

sweet sounds be these 

oves in June 

gone crazy 

once again and hearty— 

Rrra-ra-ra, tra-ta-hopee, graa-topen-poo-hoopen-pule | ] I 
tarty! 

Now f ind fa now nearer blare, 

Phe lingering notes that woo and mock us; 

Lo! s iain that fairy strain 

t Third Ward party caucus, 

Toot, maniac, toot; toot stout and shrill and hearty— 

ypety-poo, plup ploopety plup, hoopiety poo 

pup-tarty 

—New Haven News 

Art Criticism. 

Critic (who having ‘ liquored up” con- 
siderably before visiting the exhibition, fails 
to observe that he is only in the vestibule, 
standing before a mirror)—‘*‘ Ah! portrait 
of gen’leman, I shpose (hic)”—(writes)— 
‘‘drawing exshe’ble—great want taste in 
choice ’f subject; fit only for a place in bar- 
room! 9 Philad: Iphia Cail. 

| Too Gross to Relate. 

Dark was the chilly night, and the distant 
glare of the electric lights and the occasional 
fitful flash of a November meteor only served 
to de pen the shadows of the massive brick 

buildings which line Fifth avenue, when two 
Pittsburg attorneys ran into eacn other. 

‘Oh, is it you, R. A.?” said one: and 
was immediately answered by a deep “ Yes.” 

‘**Say,” continued the first speaker in a 
mysterious voice, ‘‘did you hear that story 
about ‘288’ to-day?” ; 

‘“*No,” answered the other excitedly: 
‘what is it?” , 

‘* Oh, it’s too gross—too gross entirely! ’ 
replied his companion in a mournful voice. 

** Tell away,” resumed the first, and I’ll 
try to stand it. If I must hear such dread- 
ful things, I must.” 

** Well,” exclaimed his friend, ‘144 is one 
gross, and 288 is two gross, isn’t it?” 

A meteor shot across the sky like a flash of 
lightning—a thud—a moan—a chuckle—a 

dark form stealing away in the darkness—- 
and all was silent.— Pittsburg Dispatch. 
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THE JUDGE. 

A Hard Winter. 

JonEs—“ I see that all the signs point to | 
a hard winter.” 

Smith—‘*‘ True. I noticed an infallible 
sign of a hard winter at breakfast this morn- 
ing.” 

Jones—‘‘ Indeed! What was it? 
Smith—‘‘ My wife reminded me that she | 

was still without a sealskin sacque.”—P/ila- 
delphia Call. 

” 

Edison’s Improved Phonograph. 

Mr. Epison has been lately devoting his 
time to perfecting his phonograph, the 
curious talking machine which created so 
much stir a few years ago, and was then so 
quickly and completely shelved. The new 
machine, he says, will be run by electricity, 
is double grooved, will receive and utter two 
sounds at once, and deliver the message or 
sing exactly as rendered. If this isso, every- 
body who can afford it will carry a phono- 
graph around with them whenever they at- 
tend church, concerts, lectures, etc. It will 
soon pay for itself. 

Say your wife is crazy to go and hearsome 
expensi\ J foreign star like Bernhardt, either 
in opera or in tragedy. 
off, saying that the Weather is too inclement, 
or the logs havn’t come down, or that you | 
must save up money toward buying a seal- 
skin sacque, and you will go with the phono- 
graph and bring the whole business back to | 
her and the family just as good as new, and 
betterin some particulars. ‘Then, as an off- 
set, she can take it to church with her while 
you stay at home, and when she commences 
grinding out the sermon at home, you can 
get up just before the collection is taken and 

go out for a walk. Oh, Edison can’t get 
that improved phonograph ready any too 
soon. ‘*'There’s millions in it! ”—/eck’s 
Sun. 

Unfulfilled Ambition. 

A YOUNG man with a broad back anda 
sorrowful look was standing in front 
Board of Trade the other day, when 
quaintance came and called out: 

** Hello! Thomas—out of a job?” 
“Yes, out of a job,” was the sad reply. 
““ No! Why you were porter for a whole- 

sale house for three years past.” 
** Just so, but I’ve been discharged.” 
‘**Is that so; have trouble with the boss?” 
** No, not exactly. You see 1 went into 

the house to work my way up. The first 
Christmas I ought to bave been promoted to 
salesman, but I wasn’t. The second Christ- 
mas I ought to have been offered a partner- 
ship for my faithful services, but the offer 
didn’t come. This year I ought to have 
married the daughter of the senior partner 
and found a house and lot in my Christmas 
stocking, but that prospect has now de- 
parted.” 
“And you left? 
** Well, I overhauled the old man on the 

street car yesterday and intimated that I was 
ready to do my part, but he never let on he 
knew me. This morning! was told my ser- 
vices were no longer needed.” 

** But can the house run without you?” 
““It may possibly squeeze along, but if 

there is a failure it must not be laid up agin 
me. Do you know of any bank where a man 
can begin as watchman and work up to 
marry the President’s widow? I think I’ll 
try that business for a spell.” —Chicago News. 

an ac- 

” 

You can stand her | 

The Cause of it. 

‘HE used to set type oe 

Who the pitful story was telling, 

so the gravedigger said, 

‘ Considered himself an adept at his trade 

And prided himself on his spelling.” 

‘* As you may perceive, I’m arranging the sods, 

And shaping them into a pillow, 

there nods, 

Like a plume, the conventional willow. 

And over them soon I will see that 

““Oh, yes, he was killed by an editor’s hand— 

a fact, 

oad land 

Killed instantly, too, that’s 

And scarcely a paper in all the bi 

But laughs at the terri! 

“The cause? Only this, the rtunate wight 

Was one of the type-setting throng 

Who always insist upon sp 

Which writers sp 

lling words right 

ll purposely wrong 
— Boston Courier. 

Had the Refusal of it. 

**Say, Sam, did you see de man.about dat 

The Effects of Whiskey. 

‘*WHat’s that you’ve got growing on your 
face?” inquired Yeast of Crimsonback. 

“*Oh! it’s a swelling of some sort,” re- 
plied the afflicted man. 

**Why don’t you put some whiskey on 
ur” 

“<< What for? ” 

- Why, to break it.” 

‘© Will that break it? 
“‘ Well, I should think so. Dve known 

whiskey to ‘break’ many a ‘swell! ”— Yonkers 
Statesman. 

” 

Had Seen it all. 

ONE night while John McCullough was 
playing ‘* Virginius” in Little Rock, a lean 
old fellow from the hills, while standing at 
the foot of the opera house stairs, was ac- 
costed by an acquaintance, who asked: 

‘Uncle Billy, are you going to see the 
‘ s¢ ° 

show? 
house? ” 

“Oh, yes; I seed him, and he gib me de 
refusal ob de house.” 

** How long did he gib you de refusal ob 
hit?” 

‘* Foreber. He refused to hab anything 
to do wid me.”— Tevas Siftings. 

At Vassar. 

Tvror—* What have you on the board 
there, Miss Flyrte? Surely you don’t mean 
that for a scalene triangle!” 

Miss Flyrte—‘‘ Dear me, no! _ I 
know anything about horrid old scaly 
angles. You know I never 

don’t 

tri- 

| hateful old things.” 

of the | 

Tutor (severely)—‘‘ Well, what have you 
good enough to substitute, pray? 4 

Miss Flyrte—‘‘ O, that? That’s my idea 
of an all too simple, perfect hat. I thought 
I might as well do something, you know. 
Isn’t it a duck? ” 

Tutor (blushing)-—‘* Really-—ah—- Miss 
Flyrte—I shall have to ask you to stop— 
after the hours.’ 

Miss Flyrte—‘* Why, of course. I know 
you won’t be cross, and mayn’t I wait till 
1 o’clock, so we can have a real nice, long 
talk? Say yes, like a dear.” 

Tutor (utterly routed)—‘* Well-—ah-— 
really—why Curtain.—£x. 

” 

Stage Girls and Their Admirers. 

Wuat is the reason that footlights throw 
resplendance round persons who in any other 
position would be considered dull? The 

chorus girls in our theatres are, toa majority, 
from the ranks of decent poverty and in- 
decent affluence. In either case they were 
not in their previous state courted by the 
fellows who now chase them. One night a 
young man asked an usher at the Casino to 
carry a bouquet to the stage for a chorus 
singer. The employe declined, because the 
demonstration would have broken into the 
performance inopportunely. Thereupon, 
the adorer carried the flowers himself down 
the aisle, stretched across the orchestra, and 
handed them to the object of his wild re- 
gard. 

‘* Until two months ago,” said a person of 
whom I inquired, ‘* that girl ran a sewing 
machine in a shirt 
wouldn’t have wasted a second glance on 
her.”—N. Y. Cor. Troy Times. 

remember the | 

factory, and this masher 

‘* What sort o’ a show is it Lige?” 
‘© One o’ these here actin’ shows, whar men 

an’ women come out on a platform an’ bow 
an’ scrape.” 

“* No hosses in it, Lige?” 

** No hosses, Uncle Billv.” 

“Then I don’t believe ll goup. I got 
enough o’ that sort o’ thing when Abe 

Spiller’s school shet down. We’ve seed all 

they can do. Come on here an’ let’s go 

| round here whar that fellow is playin’ a fid- 
dle in a grocery.”—Arkansaw Traveler. 

THE President’s message has been widely 
copied, though in literary merit it certainly 
falls below many shorter articles from less 
exalted writers. Mr. Arthur isa man in ex- 
cellent taste in neck-tie matters, and is a 

superb managing editor of a suit of clothes, 
but he does not seem to have properly seized 

the literary idea of the nineteenth century. 
His idea of plot, we must say, is very poor, 
but the moral, which he paints red, stands 
boldly out all along the line. As an author, 
we do not believe that Mr. Arthur has a good 

conception of character, and some of his at- 

tempts at humor are even worse. The navy 
joke which he ‘* got off” is very old. The 
‘‘paragraphers” throughout the country have 
reduced it to a threadbare condition. His 

pleasant reference to the treasury, though, is 
inspiriting. He speaks of millions of dollars 
with charming carelessness as though the 
associaticn with such matters were an every 
day affair. He ommitted to joke the south, 
which negative feature is the most original of 
his entire work. By hard study Mr. Arthur 
might become an excellent editor of an 
agricultural paper, and might exercise ex- 
cellent judgment in the arrangement of a 
semi-annual horticultural supplement, but 
we do not believe that as a story writer he 
can ever take rank with Hawthorne. He 
might try his lily white hand on the drama, 
but even in that line we can hardly expect 
him to rise above some of the Grecians who 
dealt somewhat in that line of business. <A 
producer of a presidential message seems to 
be “writing to space.’ He has just so 
many columns to fill before he goes to press, 
and requ sting the foreman to tell him when 

| he gets enough, he goes to work with premed- 
itation and forethought. The President who 
would confine himself to about three ‘‘sticks” 

full of matter is not likely to find employ- 
ment in the White House.—-Arkansaw 

Traveler. 
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Why does thy face so seldom wear a smile? 

Nay, do not grieve; we have 

To linger in this sorrow-burdened sphere 

Oh then repress thy tear 

I wn Plunkett, in 8. F. Call, 

I sMILE infrequently because, dear Lil, 
Your verses make me singularly ill; 

If you no more would cannonade my ear 
I'd average less auster« 

S. F. Wasp 

Truth. 

YES, my son, it is a solemn, eternal fact 
that ‘‘ Truth once crushed to earth will rise 
again.” And in these days of awful careless- 
ness truth is kept so busily engaged In per- 

forming the grand rising act that she looks 
like a man picking up pins.—Burdette. 

In the Trade Himself. 

‘*Tlow much did =. 

“Oh, a dol 

‘“‘That’s a big price, 

‘““ No, I assure you. 
costly.” 

‘* But Iam a druggist myself.” 
**QOh, vou are. Well—of course—fifteen 

cents.’”—NSan Francisco Chvoniele. 

you say this was? 
lar and a half.” 

isn’t it? ” 

The drugs are very 

The Professor at the Party. 

PROFESSOR CHARI HircHcocK once 
visited England, and in arecent conversation 
with a friend, he remarked: ‘* By the way, 
I got into The Court Journal when I was in 

ES 

England.” ‘* Indeed,” the friend replied | 
with interest, ‘‘and how was that?” ‘‘Oh,” | 
returned Mr. Hitchcock, airily; ‘‘ it was in | 
the report of the Duchess of So-and-so’s 

garden party. JZ'he Journal described the 
affair and gave a list of the saying guests, 

| will 
| 

that there were present His Grace the Duke | 
of Connaught, his excelency, the minister of 
this. and the honorable colonel thus, and 
‘others of minor importance,’ “1 didn’t 
hear your name, though,” the friend re- 
marked. ‘*Oh, I,” replied the Professor, 
‘was one of those others of minor impor- 
tance.” — Boston ( wrier. 

A Lucky Heir. 

LAwYER—‘“ So your father is dead?” 

ou seem to take it rather cheerily.” 
he left considerable property.” 

nd do you think on that account he 
1] mourned ? ” 

“Oh, ves, he should be mourned, but I 

am not to do it.” 

* Then earth 

only child.” 
‘Oh, vou 

mourning thistime. You see he didn’t leave 
a will.” —Chicac ) Ne ws, 

“Ten. 
ee y 

** Yes; 
ss A ‘ 

shot rat ha i not be 

the one 

is? You are his who on 

**Work, Work, Work!” 

How many women there are working to- 
day in various branches of industry—to say 

nothing of the thousands of patient house- 

wives whose lives are an unceasing round of 
toil—who are martyrs to those complaints to 
which the weaker sex is liable. Their tasks 
are rendered doubly hard and irksome and 
their lives shortened, yet hard necessity 
compels them to keep on. To such Dr. 
Pierce’s “‘Favorite Precription” offers a sure 
means of relief. F 
is a certain cure. 

or all female weakness it 
All druggists. 

| is what most men desire, but to keep from | 

tions and other humors. 

THE JUDGE. 

| An exchange asks: ‘** Will the coming wo- 
but a short while } man work?” ‘This depends altogether on 

the number in the family, wages and nights 
out.— Boston Post. 

THE average man begins life by believing 
everything and ends by believing nothing. 
The average man, you will observe, is acon- 
sistent jackass.—Boston Transcript. 

THE Boston Journal says a man having 
lived in Boston forty years, can never be con- 
tented elsewhere. Forty years in Boston! 
Just think of it ”"—Hartford Post. 

THE Queen of Burmah was the owner of a 
half bushel of rubies, yet she was no happier 
than a Hunter’s Point girl with her first pair 
of diamond (glass) earings. — Brooklyn Times, 

Fuirts are like fiddlers—no good without 
their beaux.— Waterloo Observer. Yes, and 
they are also like fiddlers because they always 
have their beaux on a string.— Boston Globe, 

Ir the dynamiters keep on it will not be 
long before Macauley’s New Zealander can 
sit upon a broken arch of London bridge and 
sketch the ruins of St. Paul’s—Boston 
Courier. 

CoLorED SweEp—“ What’s I doin’ in de 
ribber? I’se washing myse’f. Hain’t yer 
read in de papurs dat de demycrats wants a 
clean sweep in de Austin postoffice, an’ I’se 
makin’ perparashuns ter apply for de situa- 
shun.” —7eras Siftings. 

PoLicEMAN—‘* Have you a permit to play 
here?” Organ Grinder—‘‘No, but it amuses 
the little much.”  Policeman— 
‘*Then yo. will have the goodness to ac- 
company me.” ‘* Very well, sir, what do 
you sing? ”—Fliegende Blatter. 

‘* Yrs,” said the theatrical manager, ‘I 
have had an application from an Indian for 
a position in my company, and I think I’ll 
engage him.” 

‘** Indians can’t act,” said the star; ‘‘what 
will you do with him when you get him?” 

‘* Well,” replied the manager, ‘I think I 
try him in Lo comedy.”—-Boston 

Courier. , 

ones 80 

THERE never was a better example of the 
concise form of expression common to real | 
Western Americans than the answer of the | 
man of the Sierras, who, when asked about 
the character of a neighbor, replied, ‘‘ Mis- 
ter, I don’t know very much about him; but 
my impression is that he’d make a first-class 
stranger.” — Bloomington Eye. 

MastTer—‘ Well, Susan, did you mail my 
letter as 1 told you?” Faithful servant— 
‘* Yes, sir; but I had it weighed first, and 
as it was double weight I put on another | 
stamp.” Master—‘‘ Good girl; only I hope 
you didn’t put it on so as to obliterate the 
address.” 

stamp so as to save room.”—Paris paper. 

A Bargain in Corner Lots 

filling a grave in a cemetery lot ere half your 
days are numbered, always keep a supply of 
Dr. Pierce’s ‘‘Golden Medical Discovery” by 
you. When the first symptoms of consump- 
tion appear lose no time in putting yourself 
under the treatment of this 

medicine. It cures when nothing else will. 
Possessing, as it does, ten times the virtue of 
the best cod liver oil, it is not only the cheap- 
est but far the pleasantest to take. 
purifies and enriches the blood, strengthens 
the system, cures blotches, pimples, erup- 

By druggists. 

Faithful servant—‘‘ Oh, no, in- | 
| deed, sir; I just stuck it on top of the other | 

lawyers will have to do the | 

invaluable | 

It | 

CAPTAIN ‘BATES and other show “ giants” 
complain of the inconvenience and discom- 
fort of being so tall. Let them organize 
comic opera companies and start on the road, 
and in a few weeks they will be short 
enough.—N. Y. Weekly. 

A MAINE jury has fixed the expense of 
kicking a person out of astore or other place 
of business or habitation at $21. We are 
glad we don’t live in Maine. The expenses 
of running our office would bankrupt us in 
less than two months.—Burlington Free 
Press. 

AN exchange says that monkeys are com- 
ing into demand as ladies pets. ‘There must 
be some mistake, for a fashion journal of re- 
cent date said that the dude had had his day. 
However, fashion journals, like weather 
prophets, cannot always be relied upon.— 
Peck’s Sun. 

‘*'T HAT was a mysterious robbery the other 
day.” ‘* Why, I don’t see what mystery 
there was about it. The detectives caught 
the thieves the same day.” ‘‘ Yes, that’s 
what I said.”—Boston Post. 

‘“Sonas without words’—what the tea- 
| kettle sings.—————Who is the best known 
manin America? John Smith. The 
worst kind of fur to wear near tne face is 
chin-chilly.—Somerville Journal. 

Weare gradually coming round to a belief 
that Tennyson, in speaking of ‘‘brass mouth 
and iron lungs,” tried to work in a patent 
teakettle ad. If this is not so we trast Alfred 
will contradict it immediately.— Boston Post. 

THE innocent stranger who makes a tour 
| of.the New Orleans dives and succceds in be- 
ing robbed, generaly locates his robbery in 
some respectable place, for the benefit of the 
report that will be sent to his family.—New 
Orleans Picayune. 

A New ENGLAND entertainment is a 
troup of howling or rather singing dogs. 
They are said to be a great improvement on 
the average traveling comic opera troup. 
They don’t sing ‘‘ Pinafore,” though they 

| prefer doggerel rhymes.— Norristown Her- 
ald. 

| ‘JT RETURN the enclosed manuscript,” 
wrote the editor of a religious weekly, 
‘simply because I am so full at present.” 
The contributor replied that when the 
editor’s toot was over he would be glad to sub- 
mit the manuscript again.— Burlington Free 
Press. 

‘‘An, Mr. Sampson, won the case, eh? 
What do I get?” exultingly remarked the 
plaintiff in a recent lawsuit. 

‘* Well, as our charges are one hundred 
dollars and the verdict is for that amount, I 
think that you get, let’s see, you get left,” 
replied the lawyer.—Brooklyn Times. 

** Pa, did you see the rainbow this morn- 
ing?” asked a sweet sixteen of her father. 
‘No, my daughter, but you will see a wet- 
beau to night, if that soft dude of yours un- 
dertakes to serenade us again like he did last 

| night.” And the old man placed a bucket- 
ful of water inside the window.— Newman 
Independent. 

MANAGING EDITOR—‘“‘ Scribbler, did you 
see General Echelon this morning?” Ubi- 
quitous reporter—‘‘ No; he left town two 
days ago.” Managing editor—‘‘ Did you 
interview him?” Ubiquitous reporter— 
‘**[’m just going to; how much shall I make 
it?” (As he works on space he makes it two 

| columns. )— Burdette. 
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FOR THE CURE OF NERV 
sD DHy ESS, NERVOUS DEBII 

ee = ~ I MAN H¢ 
——_ c BODY AND 

yy ~ONEALTH RE Db, YO I UL ERRORS, 
A MEI lL WOKK TO 

jp Vi AWAY, show Mt : 
Pe ee ers | vw the may be« i 

a T i M ly Vi WITHOUT 
TI ai MI NE. will be sent free by post on receipt 
of sta i r pe Kk Ss 

\ \ NG, 445 Canal Street, New York 
° 

CRAZY 
diagram <h ¥ to put 

Vo sil “{ r« ts 

Patterns ‘ 
r 1 web Kat Greenaway 

ete., with mat f transfering to the silk, cents 

Our book ‘*‘ How to Make Home Be rautl iful’ teaches all 
th bre ry t md ava I chwork stitches 
Price 15 cen All the above, 31,00, # stipa id 

J. L. PA\TTEN, 
38 W. ith St. N. Y. 

i aca TO. ANY LADY 
" € rt 8 we 

| caial 1¢ and price t 

fis « ber G 4to their ry 

fr is and try to fn- 
fluence saleafor us. Woe willeend you free, any op he 
ced, LADIES’ GO MUR RUDBLR WATER PR Gik 

sa e, and e of our hands e Colored C es 44 
: } 0 

E, &Coy 

; some titled personage. 

PATTI has a $1500 billiard table. 

it for a song.— Boston Transcript k 

She got 

o be fore the holi- 

sume business after- 

CONGREssS will do nothin 

days, and continue the 
ward. —Lynn Lhe i. 

QUEEN Victorra’s fortune is over $80,- 
000,000. There is an interesting widow for 

Hartford Post. 

when a 
members of his 

man wants offices 

family they say 

In Connecticut 
for all the 

he’s got the _ hog chol i Boston Globe. 

NEBRASKA will exhibit a lot of petrified 
snakes at the New Orleans exhibition. The 

boots in which thev were found will not be 
exhibited.—Philadelphia Call. 

‘CHILDREN! children! 
Sit down and keep quiet.” =5 Why, what’s 

the matter, Ma?” Doggie is taking his 
| nap.”’—Philade phia ( all, 

stop that noise. 

A CHICKEN was killed in Wilkes county, 
Pa., recently, and three brass buttons and 
the shell of a pistol cartridge were found in 
its gizzard. Now weknow what has become 
of the United States army.—Bosfon Trans- | 

( ript. ; 

‘“* ARE you going to the bal] this evening? 

asked Bob S pinkle of Gus De Smith. 
‘*No, the company is rather too much 

mixed to suit me, and besides they did not 

send me any invitation. 
—_ T\ ras Siftings. 

Why should I go?” 

Tom—‘* Now that the horse-car fares are 
to be reduced to five cents we can all afford 

to ride. Five cents is nothing, you know.” 
Bill—** You forget, Tom; five cents will buy 
a glass of beer. If a man wants to be waste- 
fully extravagant, let him ride; I prefer to 
walk.”— Boston Transcript. 

asks ‘* which is the worst, Ten- 
nyson’s poem or play? ‘Well, we read 
the poem first and thought it the worst, but 
on a perusal of the play we changed our 
minds. Not being certain, we again read the 

l changed our mind, so we poem, and again 
feel compelled to answer, both. — Bos/on Post. 

INQUIRER 

First DunE—‘ What an outwage, bajove! 
The diwectohs of Lon’un bank have for- 

hidden their clerks with an income under 
$759 to get married, baj ve,” 

Second 

Say SO. 

should 
a fellah to live, 

Dude—*t An outwage! I 
How do they expect 

I wondah, if he can’t mawy a wich girl ba- 
jove?’ ’"— Philade elphia Call. 

‘*“No ma’am!” exclaimed the provoked 
young man to a young lady, who on the | 

him to 

**T don’t play 
refusal of her favorite, had asked 
accompany her to a party; 
second fiddle to any one.”  ‘* No one asked 

| you to plav second fiddle,” replied the girl 
with a smile; ‘‘I only asked you to be my 
beau.”— Yonkers Statesman. 

Tne fire in Melrose, 

might have 

had not the hydrants been frozen. An ac- 
commodating milkman happened along op- 
portunely and thawed out a hydrant with a 
ean of hot water which he carried in his 
team. ‘The suspicious circumstances was 
not used to his diseredit on account of the 

| good use he finally 

La ynn Item. 

Young and 

Sunday morning, 

middle-aged men suffering 
from nervous debility, premature old age, 

loss of memory, and kindred symptoms, 
should send three letter stamps for large illus- 
trated treatise suggesting sure means of cure. 
World’s Dispensary Medical Association, 
Buffalo, N. Y 

been extinguished with small loss | 

made of the water.— | 

is sweet while | Lxtss, like molasses candy, 
away.— Gorham it lasts, but melts 

Mountaineer. 

‘** Don’t lie much on the left side,” says a 
writer. No, if you must lie do it on the 

— Burlington Free Pre SS, 

soon 

winning side. 

YOUNG MEN!-READ THIs, 

Tver V alc BEL of Marshall, Mich., ofter to send their 

celebrated ELrc ) LTaic BELT and other ELEcT+ Ic APPLI 
A CES On trial tor thirty days, to men (young or old) afflicted 
with ver is deb. lows Vitality and manhood, and all 
kindred t bl Also for _ imatism, neuraigia, paralysis, 
and many otwr di eases plete restoration to healtn, 
izor and manhood iranteed » risk is incurred as 
irty d trial is allowed Write them at once for illus 

I pulet tre. 

1¥SICIANS AND DRUGGISTS CGomomine Iron 
—RECOMMEND— with pure vege- 

Py¥sDe pela. 
indigestion, 
Malaria, hills & 
Fevers, & Neu- 

Take no other 

B: Chemical © 

BEST TONIC = Md. 

FIRST CLASS 

Grand Squure é& Upright 

Re — tonics, it 

| i ralgia. An un- 

FLAW OS. 

sul7> aon for Dineen 

| Warerooms: 3 W. 14th St. & 129 E. 125th St. 

Cc ures 

injure the teeth 
cause headache 
or produce con 
stipation, — other 
Tron medicines do 
The venuine has 
trade mark and 
crossed ot lines 
on wrappe 

Factory, N. E New York. corner 124 st. and Ist ave., 

Fra square Liltoovaic Cx 
| —STEAM LITHOGRAPHIC PRINTERS: —— 

FINE COLOR WORK ASPECIAL TY. 

| Estimates Carefully Prepared. 

| 324, 326 and 328 Pearl St., 

—NEW YOR K.— 
| 

Send $1 . or $5 for a retail box, 
by expre 1 best candies in Amer 
ica, put Y el cantly, and strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. 

Refers to all Chicago. 

GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
75 Madison St., 

Address, 

Chicago. 

wre 
Mesteea 

say hig 

“ee 
aa 4 

- Spear (now ree 

~~ Sat 
| | prescri pti 

} tired.) Dr t 
| DR. ‘WARD & CO. ‘LOUISIANA, MQ 

CONSUMPTION. 
sitive re ; Bertie swore disease , by it 

8 of cases of t ors iofiong 8 anding 

h av nenred. Indee one Aguas fhleh inttoemsaa 
that Iwillsend TWO bOTTLES FREE, together witha VAL- 
UABLE TREATISE or is disease,to any sufferer. Give ex- 
press & P. O. aduress. DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 PearlSt. N. ¥ 

PA cossune ‘ti 
ling Seale 

| receive a Solid Gold, 
re than one correct an- 

. a jean Watch; the 34.0 
g Sw h ting must send 25 cts. 

‘ . 2 Lady’ W eter. 
en Name, All 
heirnameoneac ch 

i 1 m List of 100 
Ww ety es of cards. CAPITOL C AR D MFO. Con Hartford, Conn, 

“arments. 1 pa k ‘hia 
S Carte w 

| yof ¢ 
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