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"THE .+ KING

Four goodly meals each day.

|

It was & king of Yvetot
Whaom few historinns namey
A sleeper fast a waker slow,
No dreams had he of fams.
By Betty’s hand with nightcap crown'd,
He snored !n state—ths whole clock round—
Protound|
Ha! hal bal ha! Ho! ho! ho! hol

| A kingdom match with Yvetotl

Hol bol

Four goodly meals a day, within
His palacs-walls of mud,
Ha stow’d baneath hils royal sking
And on an ass—his stud—
In trlumph through his realm would jog,
His guard, with vigllance agog,—
A dog!
Hal ha! hal hal! Hol hol hol hol
A kingdom match with Yvetot!
Hol hol

No ocostly regal tastes had ha,
Bavs thirstiness alons}

But ere a people blest can be,

“YWe must support the thronsi

Bo from each cask new tapp'd he got,

(ii1s ewn tax-gath'rer) on tha spot,
A potl

Hal kat hal ha! Hol ho! hol hol

A kingdom match with Yyatot!
Hol kol
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OF + YVETOT.

-~ Tchabod's Eldventure.

3 17

As be approachsdl the stream, his heart
began to thump; he summoned up, how-
ever, all his resolution, gave his horse half
& score of kicks in the ribs, and attempted
to dash briskly across the bridge;.but In-
stead of starting forward, the perversa old
animal made a lateral movement, and ran
broadside agalnst the fence Ichabod,
whose fears Increased with the delny,
jerked the relns on the other =lds, and
kioked lustily with the contrary fool: it
was all In vain; his steed started, it is
true, but it was only to plungs to the op-
poaite side bf the road into & thicket of
brambles and alder-bush The school
master now bestowed both whip and heel
upon the starveling ribs of old Gun-
powder, who dashed forward, snuffing and
snorting, but came to a stand just by thé
brifige, with a suddennesse that had nearly
pent his rider sprawling over his head
Just at this moment & plashy tramp by the
side of ths bridge caught the seanitive ear
of IJchabod. In the dark shadow of the
grove, on the margin of the brook, he be-
beld somsthing huge, misshapen, black and
towering. It stirred not, but seemed gath-
erad up in the gloom, llka some glgantlo
monster ready to spring upon the traveler,

The hair of the affrighted pedagogus rose
upon his head with terror. What was to
be done? To turn and fly was now too late;
and besifes, what chance was there of es-

wrs horror-struck on percelving that hs
was heandless! but his horror was still more
increased, on observing that the head,
which should have rested on his shoulders,
was oarried befors him on the pommel of
his saddiel His terror rose to desperation;
he ralned a shower of kicks and blows up-
on Gunpowdler, hoplng, by a sudden move-
ment, to give his companion the slip—but
the specier started full jump with him.
Awny, then, they dashed, through thick and
thin; stones flying and sperks flashing at
every bound Ichabod's flimsy garments
fluttered in the air, @ he stretched his
leng, lank body away over hils horse's head,
in ths engarness of his flight.

They had now reached the road which
turns off to Slespy Hollow; but Gun-
powder, who seamed possessed®with a de-
mon, instead of keeplng up It, made an
opposite turn, and plunged headliong down
hill to the left. This road leads through
a sandy hollow, shaded by trees for about
a quarter of & mille, where It crosses the
bridge famous In goblin story; and just
beyond swolls the green knoll on which
stunds the whitewashed church.

As yot the panic of the steed had given
his unskiliful rider pn apparent advantnge
in the chase; but just as he had got half-
way through the hollow, the girths of the
fFaddls gnve way, and he felt It slipping
from under him. Ha gelzed It by the

AWAY THEY DASHED.

caping ghost or goblin, If such it was, which
could ride upon the wings of the wind?
Bummoning up, therefore, & show of cour-
ogo, he demanded in ptammering accents—
*Who are you?' He received no reply. He
repeatsd his demand in a still more ggeitated
volos. , 6till there was no answer. Once
more be cudgelled the sides of the Inflexible
Gunpowder, and shutting hls eyes, broks
forth with Involuntary fervor Into a psalm
tune. Just then the shadowy object of
alurm put itself In motion, and with a
scramble and & bound, stood at once in
the miédle of the road. Though the night
wes dark and dismal, yet the form of the
unknpwn might In some degree be &scer-
talned. He appeared to be a horeeman of
large dimensions, and mounted on & black
horse of powerful framea. He made no of-
fer of molestation or soclabllity, but kept
aloof on one side of the road, jogging mlong
on the blind mide of old Gunpowdar, who
had now got over his fright and wayward-
ness.

Ichabod, who had no rellsk for this
strange midnight companion, and bethought
himself of the adventure of Erom Hones
with the galloping Hesslan, now quickened
his steed, In hopes of Itaving him behind.
The stranger, however, quickencd his horss
to an equal pace. Ichabod pulled Gp, nnd
fall into a walk, thinking to lug behind—
the sther did the same. His henrt began to
sink within him; he endeavored to resume
his psalm tune, but his parched tongus
clove to the roof of hls mouth, and he could
not utter a stave There was something In
the moody end dogged silence of thia per-
tinacious companion, that was mysterlous
and appalling. It was soon fearfully ao-
counted for. On mounting a rising ground,
which brought the figure of his feliow-
traveler in relief agalnst the sky, gigantis
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pommesl, and endeavored to held it firm,
but In valn; and had just time to save him-
el by clasping old Gunpowder round thes
neck, when the saddle fell to the earth,
and he heard It trampled under foot by
his pursuer.

For a moment the terror of Hans Van
Hipper's wrath passed across his mind—for
it was his Sunday saddle; but this was no
time for petty fears; the goblin was hard
on hls haunches; and, (unskilifol rider that
he was!) he bad much ado to malntain his
seat; sometimes slipping on one side, some~
Umes on another, and sometimes jolted on
the high ridgs of his horse's backbone, with
& vivlence that he verlly feared would
cleave him asunder.

An opening in the tres now cheered him
with the hopes that the church bridge was
at hand. The wavering reflection of a sil-
ver star In the bosom of the brook told
him that he was not mistaken. He saw
the walls of the church dimly glaring un-
der the trecs beyond, He recollected the
place whers Erom Bones's ghostly com-
petitor had  dlsappeared. ‘If I can  but
reach thut bridge,” thought Ichabod, "I
am eafe.” Just then he heard the black
steed panting and blowing eclose behind
him; he even fancled that he felt his hot
breath. Another convulsive kick in the
ribs, and old Gunpowder sprung upon the
bridee; he thundered over the resournding
planks; he gained the opposits alde, and
now Ichabod cast a look behind to sea If his
pursuer should vanish, according to ruls, in
o flash of fire and brimstone.

Just then he saw tha goblin rising In his
stirrups, and in the very act of hurling his
head at him. Ichabod endeavored to dodge
the horrible missile, but too late. It en-
countered his eranlum with a tremendous
crashi—he was tumbled headiong into the
dust, and Gunpowder, ths black steed, and
the goblin rider passed by llke & whirl-
wind.

The next morning the old horse wag found
without his saddle, and with thé bridle
under hls fest, goberly cropping the grass
ot hls master’s gate. Ichabod did not make
his appesrances at brealkfast—dinner-hour
came, but no Ichabod. The boys assembled
it the schoolhouse, and strolled ldly about
the bauks of the brook; but no school-
master. Hans Van Ripper now began to
feel some uneasiness about the fate of poor
Jchabod, and his saddle. An inquiry was
set on foot, and after diligent Investiga-
tion they came upon his traces,

In one part of the road leading to the

L ]

BY WASHINGTON IRVING.

el
"

church, was found the saddls trampled in
the dirt; the tracks of horses’ hoofs deep-
ly dented in the road, and evidently at
furlous spesd, wers traced to the bridge,
beyond which, on the bank of a broad part
of the brook, where the water ran desp and
black, was found ths hat of the unfortunates
Ichabod, and closs beside it a shattered
pumpkin, * * »
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Thus start my lady’s humour?

Name ye some galants to her,

Why stralght forsooth 1 woo her.

Then burst (s) she forth in passion,
__"Xou men love but for fashion;*
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Yet sure I am that no man
Ever so loved woman.
Then alas, Love, be wary,
For women be contrary.
L I B B
April 1s In my mistress’ face,
And July in her eyes hath place;
Within her bosom 18 September,
But in her .he:u-t‘ L oold Decemben

As fulr as morn, &s fresh as May,

Come pledge me on this ground,

We cars not for those martial men
That do our states disdain;

But we cars for the merchantmen
Who do our states maintaln

To them we dance this round, around,

To them we dance this round;

And he that is a bully boy,

Come pledge me on this ground.

Ballad.
By Hans Breitmann,
Der noble Ritter Hugo
Von Schwillensanufenstein
Rode out mit shpeer and helmet,
Und he coom to de panks of de Rhina

—

Und oop dere ross & meéermald,
Vot hadn’t got nodings on;

Und she say, *Oh, Ritter Hugo,
Viere you goes mit yourself alone?

And he says, “I rides In de creenwood,
Mit helmet und mit shpeer,

Till 1 cooms Into em Gasthaus,
Und dere I trinks some beer!”

Und den outshpoke de malden
Vot hadn't got nodings on;
*1 ton't dink mooch of beaples
Dat goes mit demselfs alone

sYou'd petter coom down In de wasser
Vers dere's heaps of dings to see;
Und hafe & shplendid tinner,
Und drafel along mit me

“Dears you sees de flach a-schwimmin®
Und you catches dem efery one'';
Bo sapg dls wasser malden
Vot hadn’t got nodings on.

*Ders ivh drunks all full mit money
In ships dat vent down of old;

Und you helps yourself, by dunder!
Te shimmerin’ crowns of gold.

“Shoost look at dese mhpoons and vatohas!
Bhoost see dese diamant ringsl

Coom down und full your bockets,
Und I giss you like efery dinge.™

yot you vantsh mit your schnapps und
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A pretty grace In saying nay.
Bmil'st thou, sweetheart? then eing and

say,
Ta D& no.

But, oh! that love enchanting eye!
Lo! hero my doubtful doom I try.
Tell me, my swoot; live I, or dle?
Bhe smiles—Fa In la;
Bhe frowns—Ah, mel I dls,
L B B B
My bonny lasa, thine eye,
Bo .]rl
Hath made ms sOrTow 80;
Thy crimson cheeks, my dear,
Bo clsar,
Have so much wrought my woej

Thy plessing smiles and grace,
Thy face,
Have ravished so my sprites,
That lifs is grown to nought
Through thought
Of love, which me affrights.

For fancy’s flames of fire
Aspira
Unto such furious power
As, but the tears I shed
Make dead
. The brands would me devour,

1 should comsumse to nought
Through thought
Of thy fuir shining eye,
Thy cheeks, thy pleasing smiles,
The wiles
That forced my heart to dle;

Thy graoe, thy face, the part
Where art
Btands gaxing stfll to see
The wondrous gifts and power,
Each hour,
That hath bewitched ma

L B B

Ay flocks feed not, my swes breed not,
My rams spesd not, sll is amiss]
Love is dying, faith's defying,
Heart's denying, causer of this
All my merry jigs are quite forgot;
All my lady’s love Is lost, God wot!
‘Where her falth was firmly fixed In love,
There a *nay” is placed without remove,
One silly croes, wrought all my loes!
O frowning fortune! cursed, fickle dame
For now I see, inconstancy,
More in women than in men remain.

L L I B ]

Wea ba thres poor mariners,
Newly come from the seas;
We spend our llves In jeopardy,
‘While others live In ease.
Bhall we go dance the round, the round,
Bhall we go dance the round;
And he that is a bully boy,

lager? ,
Coom down Into der Rhinel
Der ish potties der Kalser Charlemagne
Vonce filled mit gold-red winel™

Dat fetched him—hbe shtood all shpell-
pound;
Bhe pooled his coat-talls down;
Bhe drawed him oconder der wasser—
De malden mit nodings on.
—Charies G, Leland
——

Rioh and Poor; or, Baint and Sinner
The poor man's sins are glaring;
In the face of ghostly waming,
He is caught In ths fact
Of an overt act—
Buylng greens on Sunday morning.

The rich man's sins are hidden

1In the pomp of wealth and station;
And sscape the sight
Of the children of light,

Who ara wise In their generation.

The rich man has s kitchen,

And cooks to dress his dinner;
The poor who would roast
To the baker's must post,

And thtus becomes a slnner.

Tha rich man has a cellar,
And a ready butler by himj
The poor must steer
For his pint of beer
Where the saint can't choese but spy him.,

The rich man’'s painted windows
Hide the concerts of the qualfty;
The poor can but ghare

A crack’d fiddle In the alr,
Which offends all sound morslity.

The rich man is Invisible

In ths crowd of his gay soolety;
But the poor man's dslight
Is a sore In the sight

And a stench In the nose of plety.

The rich man has & carriage
Where no rude eves can floot him;
The poor man's hana
Is & third-class train,
With the daylight all about him,

The rich man goes out yachting,
Where sanctity can’t pursus him;
The poor goes afloat
In a fourpenny boat,
Where ths Blshop groans to view him!
—Thomas Love Peacock.

I Mun Be Married a Sunday.
I mun bs married a Bunday;
I mun be married a Bunday;
Whosoever shall coms that way,
I mun be married & Sunday.

Roister Dolster is my nams;
Roister Dolster is my name;
A lusty brute I am the samaj
I mun be married & Sunday.

Christian Custance have I found;
Christian Custance have I found;
A widow worth a thousand pound;
I mun be married a Bunday,

Custance is as sweet as honey;
Custance i{s as sweet as honey;
I her lamb, and she my coney;
I mun be married a Sunday,

‘When we shall make our wedding feast,
When we shall make our wedding feast,
There shall be cheer for man and beast,
I mun be married a Bunday.
I mun be married & SBunday.
—0ld Bong.~
———
To Minerva
(From the Greek.)
My temples throb, my pulses boll;
I'm sick of song and ode and balladj
Bo, Thyrsis, take the midnight oll
And pour it on a lobster-salad.

My brain is dull, my sight 1s fou;

. I cannot write a verse or read—

Then, Pallas, take away thine owi,
And let us have a lark instead.

—Thomas Hood.
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HE FRENCH OF BERANGER.

Bo well he pleaased tha damsels
The folks could undsrstand
A bundred reasons him to call
The Father of his Land
Hia troops hes levied in his park
But twice a year—to hit a mark,
And lark!
Hal ha! ha! ha! Hol ho! hoal hol
A kingdom match with Yvetot!
Hol hol

To stretch his rule he never soughty
No nelghbors’ alumbers vexed;
To frame his laws (as good kinge ought)
Took pleasura’s code for text
He never caused his subjects dear
To shed pave only on his bler—
A tear!
Hal ha! hal ha! Ho! ho! ho! hol
A kingdom match with Yvetot]
Hol hol

The portruit of this prince serens,
Tha greatest of his lins,
In Yvatot may #till be geen,
His fav'rite heer-shop's algnl
On holldays the boozing crowd
Bhout, pledging deecp the relic proud,
Aloud,
Ha! ha! hal ha! Hol ha! ho! hal
He was the Hing for Yvetot]
Hol hol
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Bave thirstiness alone.

In trlumph through his realm would go

« Pineville Htories. »

SAM ODVM, THE TAILOR.

Bam Odum was ths father of al!l the
tallors in Pineville; or, In other words, he
was the first man that ever got up in the
tallorin business in our town. He was &
monstrous good workman, and used to give
his customers fits whenever he made

any thing for ‘em. He was a vVery
Industrious man, and ons of the clev-
est little fellerm that eyer Illved.

Every body llked him first-rate; and even
after Mr, Bhears, the “fashlonable tallor
from New York,” eot up his emporium on
ths opposita slde of the street, Sam got as
much to do as he could attend to. But
Bam Odum did have one fault. He had fits
himself sometimes—drunken fita—when he
wasn't fit for nothing for weeks together.
He didn't have no wife; and ueed to keep
& sort of bachelor's hall, as he called 1f,
in the back room of his shop, whar he al-
ways had a bottls of good licker, and a
half dozen split-bottom chairs, for the ac-
commodation of his friends, and a wsoft-
plank floor for them to sleep on If thay
happened to be overcome with his hospl-
tallty.

Bam wasn't drunk all the time. He used
to touch his bottle lightly, as & common
practiee; but every now and then he used
to have a regular blow-out, os he called It,
when he wouldn't do nothing elsa but drink
whisky for whole weeks. On sich occasions
he was very qulet and good-natured, and

T il

he llstened for o minit. The nolse growed
louder, and a volce sald, “We must have
him along this timel” and the next minit
ther was a loud blast from about five hun-
dred horns, and more’'n a thousand dogs sot
up & most unearthly howl all round the
housa,

The thought flashed on Sam's mind that
the devil was after him with his hounds.
Quicker'n lightning he sprung from his bed
with eyes startin from ther sockets, and
every halr on esnd—he rushed to the door
and away he went. His friends, aroused by
the nolse, waked up jest in time to ses him
clear the garden fence.

*“Odum! Btop, Odum!™ shouted one,

“Katch him!"” hollared the other, both of
them glven chase with all ther might.

The street and yard was full of men and
horees and dogs, and in & minit all hands
was In hot pursult of the flyln Odum, whao,
with his night-shirt streamin in the wind,
was makin for the woods over fences and
ditches, brush and briars, with the speed of
a race-horse,

The horses couldn’t follow, and the men
couldn’'t keep up, and the dogs wasn't al-
lowed to give chase. Men and horses went
tearin about in every direction. The horse-
men tuck the road to the woods, to try to
head him, and them on foot was climbin
the fences and racin over the cornfields, and
through the brush and brlars all hollerin to

.-,ummg‘“‘“““"

Couldn't persuade him out of the notlon the old gentleman wasn't after him.

never disturbed anybody; but sometimes he
used to keep it up so long, and drink so
much licker, that his head-works would
git out of order, and then he used to have
the devlishest notions that ever entered ths
brains of any human white man. Bome-
times he would get so bad off that he
would have to have the doctor to him for
geveral days; and when he would git over
his crazy spell, It would be = week before
hs could do any thing, and bafore he would
look patural out of his eyes. After drinkin
to a certaln notch he ssemed to have &
{deo that the devil was gwine to carry him
off; and sometimes, when he got in ones of
the=e tantrums, hes used to sees all sorts of
sights, and it tuck three or four of his
friends to hold him in his bed, and all they
oould do they couldn’t persuade him out of
thas notlon that the old gentleman with the
horns and the cow's foot was after him
with & three-pronged pitchfork.

One time, jest after the October elec-
tion, when Bam's candidate for Governor
got beat (he has a great politician, and
used to bet atrong sometimes), ha tuck ons
of his regular blow-euts, Hs had been full
as o tick for more'n & week, and had got to
that pint when it was necessary for him to
taper off. That was always a difficult mat-
ter with Sam, and had to be managed with
& great deal of caution, His friends had
been settin up with him, and watchin him
for & couple of nights, and he was jest be-
ginnin to come to his senses a little, when
& clrcumstance happened that llke to been
the eend of him.

It was about daylight on a cold, frosty
morning, and Bam was Iyin on his bed
tryin to collect his senses, which had been
wanderin all over creation, while his
friends, what was watchin him, had drapped
off into & doze. He had seed "the man with
the poker,” as he called him, two or thres
times durin the night, and had managed to
give him the dodge; and he was wonderin
whether the old cuss had gin up the chase,
or was fest skulkin about watchin for &
good chance to git hold of him. Bimeby

Sam to stop. But they mought as well
hollered to the winds. Away he went,
never stoppin for any thing, till he got to
the woods, In which he soon disappearsd,
screamin and yellin like a maniac all the
r time,

After runnin about half & mfle in the
woods, he tuck a sweet-gum, and, climbin
into tha very top limbs, sct thar when his
pursuers coms up, tremblin end shakin like
he had a ager, with his shirt all tors to
ribbons, &nd his legs and feet bleedin whar
they was cut and scratched sll to pleces
with the brush and briars. !

Hila friends tried to ccax him down from
the tres, but all they could do they couldn’t
git him to move & pex.

“Come down, Bamy,” ses Jos Enderman,
*what upon yeath bas got Into you to cut
sich a antio this mornin? Come down, old
fallar.™

Sam tuck ne notice, but jJest kep on,
groanin and screamin and holdin tight to
tha trea

“Come down, Bamy—we's yer friends—nos
body shan't hurt you.'

*Oh, let me off this time, Mr. Devil,™ ses
Odum, clingin to the limb he was on, and
lookin down as wild as a loon.

“Nonsense!"” ges Bob Moreland. “Ther
aln’t no devil hers. Don't you know me,
Bam? Coms down and less go homs befors
you catch yer death of cold.”

“Ow!—ow!—oo—00—00!" ses Odum.

*Oh, don't be & dinged fool, Samy!™ ses
old John Hendricks, who was a partickeler
chum of Odum’s and had had the “man
with the poker™ after him a time or two
himself, "“Come down out of that. No-
body alnt gwine to hurt you.”

But all the scoldin and coaxin in creation
couldn't move Sam. He know'd the old
devil was after him with all the hounds in
the infernal regions, and he was detsrmined
not to let ‘em catch him if he could help it.

His friends findin that they couldn’t do
nothin by reasonin with him, they all agreed
to go away and hide themselves, and pes
if he wouldn't come down by himself. But

he heard a noise out of doors llke the
trampin of fest. Bpringin up on his elbow

thar he sot and sot, makin the ugliest noise
through his rattlin teeth that ever mortal

heard, lookin round all the time as wild as
& buck rablt, but without movia to come
down.

“I'll bring him, boys,” ses Johm Hendricksy
and with that he sent a nigger to town to
bring him s bottle of whisky.

As soon es the whisky come, Hendricks
tuck a drink himself, and then went to the
tres and azed Bam If he wouldn't Bave
some.

“Come, Bamy,™ ses Be, *It'll do you good
this cold momin. Come down, eold feller,
and try some.”

“Ow'!—ow|—uo—o0—o0l" was all that Sams
could say.

After tryin in valm to convince him thag
ther wasn't no devil about, Handricks tuck
another drink, and sot the bottle om =
stump & littla ways from the tres, Mo
Samy could see it, and then went and hid
himself again, to watef.

By this time the sun was up several hours
and the frast was off the ground. Sam be~
gun to calm down. He gradually got over ./
his ekeer. Lookin round to satisfy himself
that the devil and his hounds was all gona,
ho spled the bottle of whisky what Hes
dricks left.

“Now you watch him™ ses Hendricks,
"he's beginnin (o come too, and be's mon=
strous dry by this time, and if that bottle
don't bring bim, then he aain’'t Bam Odum
Do more.

Shors enough, the first thing they know'd,
Bam come slidin down the old sweet gum,
and gwine stralght to the stump, tuck &
good long swig. Before he tuck the bottle
from his head his friends had him sur-
rounded. The whisky had the effect to
bring him to his senses, and after putin on
somea clothes what they had brought for
him, he went along quietly enough with
'ern to his homs, whar every thing was ex-
plained to his satisfaction,

The whols circumstance grow’d gut of a
fox-hunt what the boys was gwine to have
that mornin. They bhad come after Bob
Moreland, who lived next door to Odum.
Not knowin that Sam wag jest gittin over
one of his blow-outs, they blow'd ther horne
to wake Bob, which wsot the hounds to
bowlin, and made pore Odum think the
devil was come for him shore enough.

The doctor was sent for, and Odum was
put to bed agin. He was scratched and
brulsed conaidrable, and wasn't abls to be
about agin for time. But that was
his last blow-out. The dresdful bad cold
he got llked to kill him, and gkeered him so
bad that he swors off drinkin" any more
whisky as long as he lived, and jined the
temperance soclety the first thing whea b
got welL—Alajor Joseph Jomes

The Jackdaw.
There is & bird, who, by his coat,
Axnd by the hoarsensss of his note,
Might be supposed a crow)
A great frequenter of the churah,
‘Whare, bishop-lika, he finds & perch,
And dormitory toe,

Above the steeple shines a plate,
That tuwrns and turms, to Indicate
From what point blows the weather;

Look up—your brains begin to swim,

Fond of the speculative helght,

Thither he wings his airy fight,
And thencs securely sees

The bustle and the

Thkt oty maabea beisw
Becure and at his sase.

You think, no doubt, he sits and muses
On future broken bones and bruises,
If he should chance to fall
No; not a single thought ks that
Employs his philosophic pate,
Or troubles It at all.

He sees that this grest rovund-about,
The World, with all its motley rout,
Church, army, physle, law,
Its customs, and its business,
Is no concern at all of his,
And says—what says he?™Caw.

Thrics happy bird! I too have seen
Much of the vanities of men;
And, sick of having seen "em,
Would cheerfully thess ltmbs resign
For such a palr of wings as thine,
And such & head between 'em,
—Willlam Cowpen.

The Frog and the Crah.
Thers was o frog swum in the lake,
The crab came crawling by:
“Wlit thou,” coth the frog, “be my maka?™
Coth the crab, “No, not L™
*“My skin Is sooth and dappled fine,
I can leap far and nigh.
Thy shell ia hard: so {8 not mine.™
Coth the crab, “No, not L™
*Tell me,” then spake the ¢rad, “therefos
Or elsa I thee defy:
Glve me thy claw, I ask no more.”
Coth the frog, *“That will 1.~
The crab bit off the frog’s fore-faet;
Tha frog then he must dls.
To woo n crab It Is not meet:
If any do, It is mot L

i
An [mportunate tradesman
temerity to call upon Talleyrand
quire when his bill was to be settled. “You
are extremely curious, sir,” was the satis-
factory reply.

—

A certain Viscount was detected trying
to cheat at cards, and turned out of the
house with a threat that next time he
came he should be thrown 0
window. He related o




