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THE CLOSURE AT HOME.

Paterfamilias entered the drawing-room at ten minutes to six o'clock, and found the family still undecided. There was a pause in the conversation when he made his appearance.

"Where are we to go?" he asked, taking out his watch. "You have been quarrelling for the last week, and I have given you till this hour. So get through your amendments as fast as you can."

"I prefer Paris," said Materfamilias, "and I am supported by all the girls. We are decidedly in a majority."

"Paris is simply awful at the end of July!" cried the eldest son. "Give you my word, mother, the place is impossible."

"Venice would certainly be better," said his younger brother. "Charming place, and you get a very decent table d'hôte at Danieli's."

"Oh, Venice is too dreadful just now!" exclaimed Aunt Matilda. "If we are to go with you, we certainly can't travel there. Besides, there's the cholera all over the Continent. Now Oban would be nice."

"Are you speaking seriously?" asked Cousin Jane. "Scotland never agrees with me, but Cairo would be perfect."

"Do you think so, my dear girl?" put in Uncle John. "I fancy you are making a mistake. Egypt is very well in the winter, but it is fearfully hot in August. Now they tell me Killarney is simply delightful at this season."

"Ireland! No, thank you!" exclaimed Reginald. "We have had enough of Home Rule on this side of the Channel to go across to find it on the other. No; give me Spain, or even Russia."

The hands of the clock were close upon the hour, but still there was a minute or so to spare.

"Russia indeed!" snapped out Priscilla. "Who ever would go to Russia? But people do tell me that Chicago is well worth seeing, and——"

At this moment the clock struck six.

"Time's up," cried Paterfamilias. "We will all go to Herne Bay."

And they did.
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THE TEST OF TRUE GENIUS.

Pictor Ignotus Number One. "Yes; I rather flatter myself there are precious few of my Contemporaries who care about my Work!"

Pictor Ignotus Number Two (not to be beaten). "By Jove! I rather flatter myself I've got the Pull of you there, Old Man! Why, There's Nobody cares about Mine!"





The New Atomic Theory.

(According to the New Journalism).



Mankind are debtors to two mighty creditors,

Omniscient Science, and infallible Editors.

Nature is summed in principles and particles;

The moral world in Laws and Leading Articles!







CRICKET ACROSS THE CHANNEL.

We believe that our lively neighbours, the French, having seen that there is a chance of some alteration being made in the rules of cricket in England, have determined to suggest some changes on their own account. We give the first list of proposals:—
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1. The ball in future is to be made of india-rubber.

2. Armour to be allowed to the striker, so as to prevent accidents from the ball.

3. The umpires to be henceforth experienced surgeons, so that their medical services may be available for the wounded.

4. Camp-stools to be permitted to the long-stop, and other hard-worked members of the field.

5. Fielders expected to run after a rapidly-driven ball, to be allowed to follow the object on bicycles.

6. The wicket-keeper to have a small portable fortress in front of him to keep him out of danger.

7. The bats to be made of the same materials as those used in lawn-tennis.

8. The game to commence with the "luncheon interval," to be employed in discussing a déjeuner à la fourchette.

9. The uniform of the cricketer in future to consist of a horn, a hunting-knife, jockey-cap and fishing-boots, in fact the costume of the earliest French exponent of the game.

10. The outside to have the right to declare the game closed when fatigued.

11. A band of music to be engaged to play a popular programme. A flourish of trumpets to announce the triumph of the striker when he succeeds in hitting the ball.

12. Those who take part in the great game to be decorated with a medal. All future matches to be commemorated with clasps, to denote the player's bravery.

Should these reforms be adopted by the M. C. C., there seems little doubt that the national game of England will receive a fresh lease of popularity in the land that faces Albion.



THE LATEST CRISIS.


[Mr. Bartley protested in the House of Commons against Mr. W. O'Brien's conduct in dining in the House with strangers at a table reserved for Members. Mr. O'Brien explained that Mr. Austen Chamberlain had taken a table which he (Mr. O'Brien) had previously reserved. The question is under the consideration of the Kitchen Committee.]






A crisis! A crisis! The man is a fool

Who desires at this moment to talk of Home Rule.

Though we know that in Egypt a something is rotten,

The intrigues of young Abbas are straightway forgotten;

And we think just as much of the woes of Siam

As we care for that coin of small value—a dam.

For a crisis has come, and the House is unable

To detach its attention from questions of table.

Their tongues and their brains all the Members exhaust in

Discussing the rights of O'Brien and Austen.

They debate in an access of anger and gloom

As to who took from which what was kept, and for whom.

The letters they wrote, the retorts they made tartly

Are detailed—gracious Powers preserve us—by Bartley,

Who can bend—only statesmen are formed for such feats—

His mind, which is massive, to questions of seats,

And discuss with a zest which is equal to Tanner's,

The absorbing details of a matter of manners.

Mr. Bartley you like to be heard than to hear

Far more, but, forgive me, a word in your ear.

Though we greatly rejoice when all records are cut

By your steam-hammer mind in thus smashing a nut,

Yet we think it were well if the Kitchen could settle

In private this question of pot versus kettle.

And in future, when dog-like men fight for a bone,

Take a hint, Mr. Bartley, and leave them alone.
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