NOTES AND NOTIONS

BY JOBH WINK.

A NEW NIMROD.

Mr. Gorman's come to town
Upon his lttle pony;

He, wonts o feather in his eap

- From this electton ‘phoney.

He packs conventlons ta his grip
To bave them nlce and bandy,
Bo when he takes them out in town

There are no words to bandy:

He wants the people to amuse,
He hates to see 'em moody;

8o {n conventidn halis he has
Hls show of "Punch and Judy.”

He pullz the strings, the figures moves;:
1f any he finds fumbling, '

He slmply jerks them from the show,
And’ down .they come m-tumbllng.

Ltke Louls who ruled France so Tong,
That monarch terse and tardy,
This Scnator runa.everything,
And says, “I am the party."”

When people choome executives .
Who differ with his Ego,

And ‘dare mssert the people's will,
Why, very soon out they go.

His benchmen with high-handed force -
Bhlke the amendment rattle,
And say, “We're patrlots to the: core!
Thll ll the people’s battle!”

But there's & hunter after them;
He'll have 'em up a tree, sirs,

And when he throws A few more bombs,
’l‘heir finlsh they wlil see, ulrm

No pnly that tries tricks to fool

The publlc can he galner;
And so we'll bear them cry. ""Don't shoot!
_We'll come down, Mr. Rayoer!”

HOW SHE LOVED HIM,
“You will love me how lonxv dearesty”
“T|1} you are short, darllng.

COLD COMFORT:
“What pollcy would you advise when
the party falla on cold days?"
“A blanket paltey, 1 sbould say,”

THE ¥FROZEN-OUT FOQUR.
“'Tou mny think” says King Blll, “you

‘ know what you're about,

| Dear Mr. Vandfrer, In kicking us out.

But don’t you forget, sir, In firlog this
blast,

| The xmc! romurku he kicks best who
kicks last.

Much mare ot this Blg Four you're cer-
taln to see—

Tbere're uuhhrrt and Littlg and Bkin-
ner and ME."

A PRACTICED HAND,
“1 can caoll even this bluf,” ga the
wireleas telegraph operator remarked to
the station at Glbraltar,

POGR OLD TRAY!
"“;hnl.‘n the howl about that new

piay?
“T den't know, but [ thlok they tried
it on the wrong dog.”
JOBR WINK.




