
A YOUNG REPUBLICAN.

fctttlo "CorH diaries?Ob, I'm going to bo an Omnibus Conductor, when I grow up."
Fair American?But your brotner'd goiing to ho a Duke, isn't ho."
L L. C.?Ah, yes; but that's about all he's lit tor, you know!?Loudon Punch.

\u25a0Widow' (ordering tomhstnno)?And I don't want any maudlin sentiment on It; just
f»ut, "Died, Age 70. The good die young."

PREPARATIONS FOR WAR.

Helping; Both.
"Say. .Tack Perkins has aaked me to lend

him $10."
"Well, do It. As a personal favor to me,

Ift him have It."
"Personal favor to you?"
"Yes. If you don't let him have it, he'll

tome to mc for it."?Harper's Bazar.

Direct Taxation.
"It is a wonder to me," said lhe visiting

stranger, "that you don't have theae Streets
repaired. They are simply horrible."

"Friend," answered the village Mayor,
"them streets is our chief source of In-
come. Didn't yon-know that iho iownjb.Sl
got tn anti-profanity ordiuance':"

The Proposed Giraffo Corps on Active Service.?London Punch.

Our ftnirant Colonel (Your (laughters, my dear Sirs. Tympanum, are looking de-
lightful to-night?simply delightful!

Mrs. Tympanum (rather hard of hearing, and very intent on a rotl at ducklings)?
Yes, aren't, they! I've htid them stuffed with sago aud onions!

AT THE FANCY DRESS BALL.

The statement frequently made by scien-
tists and doctors that the wearing of hats
Is what makes men bald is nonsensical.
They become bald because they wear their
hair short. Look at the women. They wear
their hair long, and a baldheaded woman is
something rare.

The pieventlon of baldness then is plain.
Wear the hair long Do not cut it off.
No one ever saw a man with long huh
who was bald, and no one ever will.

"'I want you to understand "
Tho young ntan turned defiantly to the

old one, who had Caused the youth to !>?>
arrested tor serenading his daughter.

"that I shall continue ;n pay oourt!"
Hat.ding over his ten-dollar tine to ihe

Magistrate he glared angrily <il the inam-

orata's pspA, and allentty rubbed tho placa
where he had been Pinched.

A "FIZZ" EFFECT.

??THE" NEW WOMAN SOLDIER.

THE "80-PEEP" COSTUME.

THE LATEST IN CLOWNS.

IN THE HOME FOR INFIRM JOKES.

Silence reigned in the funry editor's
sanctum. It was also raining cut of doors,
but that Is another .story. The editor had
received a cathode rays of salary, which
was Invisible to the naked eye. and lip had
gono out to spend it. There was a sudden
fluttering In the pigeon-holes ot his desk,
and then tho jokes tbat had lain thero he-
san to crawl out and huddle around the
electric light to get warm. They were a
miserable lot to loot; at. It wan pitiable
to sco how they tried to hide their asc
from each oilier by pulling their new
dresses and coats closer about them, for
any one could see at a glance that their
freshness had long since departed.

One Joke alone sat apart from the others.
Thi-i joke was lying at case rig.it In the
middle of the desk, tho coveted place of
honor. He was on tho finest Irish linen
paper and typewritten. He glanced with
a supercilious expression St lite old jokes
Ilustered about the rlecirie light, shrugged
his shoulders nnd smiled contemptuously.
He was the new Roentgen Photographic
Process joke and ho had just come from
abroad.

'?Humph! 1' exclaimed the Mnlhc r-ln-T-aw,Joke, as sho pulled a threadbare shawl;closer about her scrawny shoulders, "some
people put on a heap of airs! Every joke
has his day, my fine scientific friend, as
you will discover to your cost before lone,

iWhy, I remember w hen I was considered
ithe funniest joke in the paper. There
wasn't an issua of Punch that I was not
in and ""Don't notice him, my dear." raid the
Summer Qlrl Joke. "You are simply draw-ing attention to your own age and-?"

"Well, you are a trifle passe yourself,"
mapped tbe TJlnomor Joke, "and how you
\u25a0.-an go about in this weather in a last sea-
son's bathing dross la more than T "

"Come off!" cried the Coat Joke.
"I won't"." screamed the Bloomer Joke,

"and you are lust horrid to suggest suoh
i thing. T don't- wonder, though, seeing
that you've been living ou vulgar circus
posters ttnrl tomato cans all your??"

"Hon't ray anything against the tomato
can." put In tho Weary Wragglea Joke.
"It is my stock In trade."

"fitockiu" trade Isn't so hud." said theKargain Day Joke, "but it's oil. All of
them are. Why, T heard only to-day that
the Roentgen Process Joke was as old as
lhe pyramids and that the ancient Egyptian
scientists had; ""That 1s not so." exclaimed the Ttoentcen
Photographic Process Joke from his place
in the middle of the desk. "I am brandnew "And any one can see through you at a
glance." tittered the Bievele Joke; "you
give pip that tlre-d feeling."

'T don't anprove of cathode Harht burner
mys«tf," aald 'he Undertaker Joke.

"Well. Pm read anyhow," cried tha
Roentgen Photographic Process Joke,
ingrilv.

"Indeed'" e-ted . the Amateur plmtne-

Panher Joke, "r beard you were eotnrlww.''
"What does thst mean?" pined the Pre-

-1 .-nctnns Child J.olr«.from Harper'ji Draw'ett
"Why. read. red. rod yon idiot! rton't

-?nit see?" said the Rordtn* House Steak
toko In a toneh tone. "Can't you see
through c littlp thing like tbet?"

"Ioftn.'.'ortad the Roentgen Rhotoarraohta
!Process Joke !n a triumphant tone, "hilt T
draw thp line at you. Mr. Tt H Reefsteak,

IThe rest nf vmi are so thin th«t you are
Inot worth InnUinp- throne-h. Th rt dust on
you mjo-M lip herd tn nenelrnte. but "
| The old Joke* drowned his voice at thi"

; fcrribh- angry, and they were prewiring
Ifo tmrl theeisep-eq noon thn Roentateti
I aristocrat w-hen the doni* opened end the
funny editor rami. In. Thpv (lew hack to
their pigeon holes and lav nitet. Ti'-

Ieditor picked un tbe Popiitgcn T'hotogrnnhi'-

Jnke. glanced at it. frowned and
tossed It inio a pigeon hole with the others.

"Whoop'" they all cried In chorus, "I
told yon so! T told you so!"

And then the funny editor sat down nnd
wrote a brand new- ink" on thp Collar
Rutton, turned out the light and went
heme.

Tho Roentgen Photoarranhlo Process
Joke's career was ended. ?New York World

AVliero Tie T.t-etv fne T.ttio.
"Veil ran ed used fo anything, my boy."
"You wouldn't say that if you had ever

seen my wife."

Afiltnreiitlv.
"f seem to he well versed in everything."

said the editor as he received nooms writton
on all and every hind of subject*

Her Birtlnlnv fJift.
KtheT?What aro you going to gtv© roe

for mv birthday?
George ? T thought you might lilio these

fllk-emhi'oidercd suspenders you gave mo a
year ago.

The l'ee.rl Was Snfe.
Jeweler?Here is a nice pearl ring for 1
Mrs. Buylu?Yes, it is very prelty. but I

am afraid of pearls: they are unlucky.
Jeweler ?Xo d..nger about this one; It's

an Imitation.

Cnlleil TDown.
Wo used to think old Brooklyn worse than

Hades;'
We took our lives ;n hand to get to town.

But the brljrjrge trains now arc even safe for
ladies

Since the trustees got their llttlo calling
down.

We used to rinse our throats out every
Sunday.

With foaming beer or else wd;h whisky
brown.

But now wo must drink lemon pop till
Monday

Since tho rumshops got their Utile calling
down.

The wickedness of Gotham Is departed;
Tho ballet girl, has lengthened out her

gown;
And I wonder, now the great reform Is

6tart>-d,
Will tbe churches get a litlle calling

down? ?New York World.

Bnt He Didn't.
Old Bullion (to lawyer)?Ki.v my will to

avoid Iswsultd or contest. Make It co ex-
plicit that there'll he no chance for misun-
derstai ding. 1 want the right party tn

Lawyer?Now don't you worry. Leave It
all to me. _

1

11 iylnvii>s initl Ituywuys.

Van Grit?Broadway Is the great hlgh-

wav of the city.
Van Hit?To you It may he, hut to my

wife it is merely a buyway.?New York
World.

Without lite. SHgfhteat Doulit,
Hilldan ? What aro those policemen

watching that side door for this lovely Sun-
day morningt

Wtlldon?There must he a murder going
on somewhere in the neighborhood.?New-

York World.

"So you are eating at a flvo-ceut res-
taurant now?"

"Yes. had to."
"Lose your money?"
"No; wife going to do her own eoostng

after this month, and I'm preparing my
sysreni for tlm change."

'Tin;. Im* She Pooled Him.
Iasked bey to have a porterhouse sleak,

The damsel, rare aud sweet;
I dared lo do it because that she

Looked nice enough to eat.
?Detroit Tribune,

Tin- Uonrdlna House Feud.
"You mustn't quarrel "
Mrs. Skinner turned an admonishing eye

toward the chronic kicker.
" wilh your bread and butter."
The chronic kicker laughed disdainfully. 1
"Ths bread Is weak cnutißh '
He folded his napkin with precision.
"??but the butter can siand Up f '.'

both!"
The figure of speech may have he n apt, j

but ii was vvoftll lack of tact iv a bonder |
two weeks behind.

A Fatal Barrier.
DMwaing ucam me viue-co\cre.l amor nt

the southern end of tho garden, about page
-tit,, the man and tiie woman gazed earnestly
in each other's eyea.

"My own," murmered the man, "my very
own?may I call you so? Thanks. Then
will you, sweet oue. bo my wife?"

"Ah!" c-he said, her frame convulsed with
sobs, "would that you had not spoken,
Aubrey, for I can never bo your wife!"

"You never can?" ejaculated the discon-
certed lover, starting bark in amazement.

"No, no," she said, with a choking sob.
"But you love me?" he queried, anx-

iously.
"Yes, yes!" she replied, convulsively,
"And you have never loved another?"
"No, no."
"And will always remain single if you

I don't marry me?"
"Yes, yes!"
"There.* never been any scandal atmt

! you. has there?"
"Sir!"
"No, of course not," he hastened to mut-

ter. "Pardon me; 'twas an unworthy
thought. But as far as I can mako out
there seems to be no bar whatsoever to our
union."

"No"?the light of love Irradiated her
'lassie features--"there's nothing to prevent
our koine married."

"Then why?why"?tho man's voles vi-
brated with tense passion?"why can yon
not merry me tf there Is no earthly reason
to prevent it?"

"Because," she answered. In a tone ot
helpless despair. "I am tho heroine in a
woman's novel."

As he recognized the Insuperability of tho
obstacle before them ho quailed, aud then,
with deep drawn sighs, they both glided
Into iho third volume.?Now York World.

Nut Wl.nl it's Cvncketl 1 i> tn Tt<-.
"T hoar tbat another big trust has been

secretly organized, hut anybody but a blind
man can see through their work."

"Ti what do you refer?"
"Tho window glass combine.*'

A Chance for Realism.
Bowner?Have you seen that littlo toy

theater given away hy a Sunday paper
with all the actors mado out of paper?

Towner?Yes. I wondered why they
didn't make 'em out of wood, and then
New Yorkers would havo taken them for
the real article.

A Fitting Celelirnfion.
Voting Curate (solemnly)?Wo are en-

tering upon another twelve months of our
lives. In order to distinguish this year,
what do you propose?

Miss Wanterwcd ?Just that.
Young Curat j (puzzled)? Just what?
Miss Wanterwcd?Propose. It's leap

year, you kuow.

Itviiic Cost Too MncTh.
Tom?That rich old uncle ot yours Is a

pretty mean man, Isn't bo?
Diek ?Mean? Why, they thought ho was

dying tho other night, and I guess ho was,
till somehow or other he got hold of a
catalogue of a coffin factory and tho high
prices scared him into staying alive.

Hnril Hit.
Little Willie?So you aro a pilot, eh, Mr.

Suitor?
Mr. Suitor?No; what mado you think I

am?
Willie?Pa says that you spend most of

your time passing schooners over tho bar,
and of course I thought

Voice from Above?Willie! Come to bed!

or tin- Snmc Mni.o 6t llloyele.
"V-s," said the OummlhSVltlS sr..". "! 'don.. dOUttt lhat having fought In the «»? ]

regiment Is calculated to hind nun tog thur
firmly, snd io is a mrmbcr.--r<:p In tne san \u25a0'

lodge: iuiL for n al heartfelt sympathy gltn-j
mo two ftllfiws who have Q» sstrtc k'tKtl

Jnst So.
Wad«»?When I was In Boston I met tho

eminent scientist, Professor Mulllgrubbe,
In a cafe and he set 'em up like tho rest.
What do you think of that?

Butcher?l-Im! Sort of intellectual treat,
wasn't it?

A Wine Child.
Teacher?Gli'O me tho definition, of har-

many.
Dick, Hicks?What, ono is looking for

after getting knocked out.

PutuitM tic'iic
Klr.:t Fl.--!:c::trsu?l.e: pi" onrry that ha*,

set. Any ona :«n sec yon c groCtl a*, tho

Second X! h'-.-tnai;- Wh jr, ll"., st aM 1
:arry it?

Fiw t, r'lihoraiilri' .V* H wait aulrijj-

Answered.
Bunco Stacrer (meeting hayse*d with tba

glad hand)?Well, well, Reub, how are all
tho old folks to hum?

Reub (passing on)?Still old, thank jral

"Hear that story about Goodman hitting
tbo pipe?"

"Dear me, no. Is it so?"
"Sure. He came home tha other night

when the gas in his hall was out and h»
struck against tho steam pipe leading'
from tha radiator."

Phil Pi tic rtbo ol<l reporl«f)?tfeh, t
boo tho Error Beta over to Brooklyn onro hi

j Now Ell.or Evening Error ? (riuchr
jpioasod)?;.! ihai \u25a0 ? i»a \u25a0>

Phil !?r<itep?Yep: I cow a ma'i. r I"V. 'Vo 1
hvi'lli (Oi vitsicrtiny .-.111. olio '''.\u25a0H^.llta-ift:\u25a0"??>?«"\u25a0: »" olti pair if -wntK. WtpltTj)... . ,

_~ ;. iota. «t»0 ftfartJ ?

"Bui thine/* like this, you know, must bs
after a famous victory."

AN EXCITING COON HUNT.
(From Col den Days.)

Hsmbone (after liftingunseated for ths fourth t!mo,-'F.ie, l/limc?you, HI "rely".i for a day* nun'in', not .1 day's ehuntlo.'?
Loudon Fun.

THE NEW FOOTMAN.

"Oh, mamma! lent John a darling?"

Tim T.OS ANGELES HERALD.


