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MISS BROWNSTUN (to her brother Fred's sporty friend)—What shall | play’
THE SPORT with a long grin)—If you take my tip, miss, you'll play Vanbones for: amight

aud place

What Interested Him Most,

It was in a Bowery concert hall where the
employee who was held In the highest esteem
there was the bouncer.

One night a stranger drifted in. The stranger
was looking for trouble. He found some in short
order when he pourced a glass of beer down the
back of the miin who was playing at the plano.
The bouncer waltzed up i a vety graceful man-
ner and selged the stranger by the collar with
one hand, while with the other hie grosped a bar
of iron which wuas shaped like, and intended pur-
posaly to bear the similitude of, a roll of music,
I¥ing on the top of the plano.

The trouble-seeking stranger and the bar came

. Inte vlolent ¢ontact, and the former was then

hurled Into the outer darkness.

In half an hour he suddenly made his reap-
pearance. He did not look well. Approaching
the bouncer. be inquired:

"Are you the feller wof Lit me?" %

“Bure,” replied that functionary with grmtt
cheerfulness, “‘wotjer want®"

“No maore trouble with you," returned the
steanger hastily. “but say.” he went on, “where
Ao yov buy your music? '

ey

A Thrilling Incident
His chest heaven convulsively, and the velns
stood out upon his forehead. In lis anger he
‘advaneed towart the other with eutstretched fist.
But by a strenuons effort he controlled himself.
"Moo matter!” he muttered suvagely, “‘the day

will come!”
. - - - L] - . . 5
+ Sure enough. at dawn the next morning faint

Later, &t its
gecustomed hour, the sun arose.
Thus was the phophecy fulfilied.
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Ekber to bg Had.
. EDITOR—I want a graphic desctiption of the
prize ﬂght.
namn'mn—ru sir Pﬁonomph!e or cine-
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0dd Mortal.

WOMAN—Don't you find loafing Inborious?
TRAMP--Yes, ma'anm, but I rather like the work
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The vaifish on

And never speak gl ali,

The bullfrog met the soft-shalled orab,

And laid & buncp plot;

He bailed a yellow hansom ‘cab,

And in both fallows got.

Dut the labster overheard their gab,
And took them to his pot.

Along the oteaii's gleaming brine
The sunfish met the crane;
«  Said ke, “I've just vome out to shine,

- And must go back again,

“Qbh; prithes, dance & set with me

Upon yon big sand-hill"”

Thus spake the grane, in tones of gles
His voice was sharp and ehyill.

*Ang then |t have you stay to tea,
For | arm sure you willl”

IN GOoD FAITH.
I fondiy frust that I've not erred

In rendering these tales,

I just rvelate thon as I heard
Fhem from some gpouting whales,

o,

the young K000
That same dogp. paid ‘a cally

‘Weas milking time, epnd fie said “meow)”
Whick made the sea- vie bl

“Pig said that they ore alrafgers now,

You sce. my icash s an the line,
And mwch it tooks like tain."
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Reealled;

Her best Chinese Sunday school inholar sat in

the parlor with her.

“Datlee,” he asked boldly, In cholce pigeon
English, “mnay I pless your NIl hand?”
she said softly.

*No, John, no,”
in a hand laundry now, Jobn.”
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“You are not

And John can't think #t out yet..
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~ THE RHINOGEROS FﬂMlLY AT ﬂOME
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Ante-Prandial Words. ™

FARMER GRABALL (entertaining the preach- B
ev}—Sufferin’ Moses!" This mus’ be twm

o

days' grace I've heerd uv! S

NS S ———

“See Leve, Mr, Peterson, love is love.an’ all that.
weared pauts or shake we, sep?

A Stitch in Time.

Dzceptive.

m&wrx—ﬁw e, But
nmr 1ot aﬁw
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JASPER—A womnn §8 i0 plder thnu aﬁt Tosesicn

in a2 Hurry.
hpste. DA Lé ‘repent at

“Bo he married 1o

she 1g dncarichy lelsyra ™

"No. he repentad in dinste, toa"
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THE SPINNING WHEEL.

A, —=put walfortunately it Belonged-—

“ all unconsdions of dooger,

“weming a

Loy <o the yelling was constiued,

but youse elther gor ter shake dein low

A False Alarm.

The last rays of the far Western sun gilded
the whitewashed roof of litile Fort Fodder with
golden glow, glenmed brightly on the guns and
accottrements ont on the parade ground and
perred siyly into the barracks where the garrison,
slept or lounged the
Hut their vest was not
undisturbed, Suddenly and without
norrid yell robg out, followed by a suc-
vession of terrible shrigkes and flendish crieg, awe-
inspiring In their cold-blooded ferocity, terrifying
lu their deadly mennce. Hvery soldler made a
Meghiuloslike dash for his gun, cartridge belts
werd steapped on, the women' hurried Into! the
tort proper, and Ingtant preparations svere made
for defending the fort against the Indian attack,
But 88 seconds
mijputes and minntes into hours

timeé away until dione*.

O remain

lengilieped. into
and nothing was seen of the copper-colored fiends,
Ihe colonel commanding sent out sCouls o recan-

moire,  They réturned shottly and reported vo
trace of the redsking within a rvadlus of five
mbiles,

“Phen what the devil caused all that horrible
demazded the colonel,

“Why, I Euow!” suddenly ¢jacnlated a young
feutenant just ont from the East. *Yale's play-
Ihe the Carliste Indisps ot New York to-day.
I8 50 far away ['oouldn™t exactly distinguish the
college yells/nt first,” he explained apologetically.
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A Genlus.
TH#H GIRL8—0h, ook at Jack!
JACK (taking o lenn)—Yesh {hie); golng t' give
{m'tashiun of fntoeshionted (hiv) pershon at zhe
Aub ‘tnlght, T e (lile}hearshing now.
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Spoae?”

Superior.
OLDUN—Remember, my boy, that bhell4s paved
with good intentions.
YUNGUN—Well, hell has the bulge on New

York anyway.
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