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Zion City has adopted a set of very
A beginner at golf was playing his 

first game, and his opponent was 
struggling with his emotions as he
watched the attempts to hit the ball. 
But he was unable to repress a 
smile when he overheard his caddie 
remark to his confrere:

“Bill, if he was a-playin’ wiv new- 
laid eggs his golf wouldn’t cost him 
much, would it?”

f The attendant led the visitor into 
the violent ward.

“For Heaven’s sake!’’ exclaimed 
stranger, “what are those

straw, 
rib-

, It is said of General Smuts that, 
during Tiis last visit to England, he 
was present at an official reception,
and in the course of the evening he 
found himself next to a rather high 
and mighty young officer.

“Let me see, ’ remarked the latter, 
staring at General Smuts rather 
superciliously, “haven’t we—ah— 
met somewhere?’*

“Yes,’’ replied the General. >. / 
“Thought so,” remarked the officer, 

adding with a bored air: “One 
meets so many people. Let me 
see, where did we meet?’’

“In South Africa,” retorted the 
General, curtly.. “You surrendered 
to me during the war!’’
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;A>? nU"M -Sstrict rules for women’s dress. The

slit skirt is barred, the open-work 
blouse is barred, lace stockings are 
barred, etc.
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lunitics doing with that 
leaves, flowers, feathers, and 
bons?"

“Our millinery department,” 
plained the attendant, 
whe^e the hat styles originate.”

.h.h 1. ijfmI» fen mii
H. P. Andersen, defending 

Zion City’s course, said the other
day:

mmt jA iff!iifc* Æex- 
“This is

. m
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|:4"Ijij JTT“If you w’ould realize the neces
sity for this course all you need do 
is to look at the latest Paris fash- 

The bodices are outrageously 
The skirts are more and

«I r1l!A school scene. The teacher 
speaking:

“Be industrious, children, and you 
will succeed. You remember, do you 
not, the great difficulty George 
Washington had to contend with?”

“Yes, sir; yes, sir.” the children 
piped-

“And what difficulty, what almost 
insuperbable difficulty, nearly crip
pled the great George?”

“He couldn’t tell a lie!” chorused 
the children.

XL,
4. “Mary,” said her little brother at 

the breakfast table, “did Mr. Evans 
take any of the umbrellas or hats 
from the rack when he was going 
home last night?”

“Why, of course not, Jack,” re
plied Mary, with a laugh. “Why 
should he?”

“That’s just what I’d like to know’,” 
said Jack. “Because wThen he went 
out I heard him say, ‘I’m going to 
steal just one,’ and—why, what’s the 
matter, Mary?”

t Bions.
decollete, 
more cut away in front.”

. Dr. Andersen permitted himself a 
shocked smile.

“These dreadfully decollette blous
es—these skirts more and more cut 
away—can it be that the ladies are 
trying to make both ends meet?”
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After H is Own Heart.

At the Progressive banquet in 
New York last month a westerner 
told a story about the colonel.

“My wife and I,” he said, “have a 
large family of children, and when
ever the colonel comes west and 
stops off we have a new addition to 
shovV him- That pleases him, you 
bet.

’The last time the colonel came 
to see us he was in a hurry. As he 
was leaving my wife said to him:

” ‘But you haven’t seen our last
baby!’

“ ‘No ma’am.’ says the colonel, his 
eyes twinkling behind his glasses- 
•and I never expect to!”’

r&fcVI A ,* •v-x /• .\ m[ im V#I ■ A
I,zA tourist recently stopped for a 

drink of milk at an Irish cottage. 
He noticed on a dresser a brick 
with a faded red rose on the top of

“Why do you keep these?”
“Sure, sir,” was the reply, “there’s 

memories hangin’ about them. I)o ye 
see this big dent in my head? Well, 
it w’as the brick done it, sir.”

“But the rose?” asked the tourist.
His host smiled quietly.
“The rose, sir, is off the grave of 

the man what threw the brick.”

One on the Butcher.
Mrs. Putton-Ayres had picked up 

a few French phrases which she 
worked into her talk on every pos
sible occasion. Entering the butch
er’s shop one day she inquired if he 
had any “bon-vivant.”

“Boned what, ma’am?” asked the 
butcher, puzzled.

vivant,* she repeated. 
“That’s the French for good liver, 
you know.”
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i 38 : Vt A drill--sergeant was drilling a 
recruit squad in the use of the rifle. 
All went smoothly until blank cart
ridges were distributed. The re
cruits were instructed to load their 
pieces and stand at “ready,” and 
then the sergeant gave the com
mand: “Fire at will!”

Private Lunn was puzzled. He 
lowered his gun. “Which one is 
Will?’’ he asked.—Tit-Bits.
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WThile tjhe judge wras giving his 

charge to the jury in the burglary 
case, one of the jurymen fainted. 
His lordship had just impressively 
said: —

“Gentlemen of the jury, in. arriving 
at a verdict you must take the testi
mony of the witnesses for the de
fence into consideration and give 
them full weight.

At the words “and give them full 
weight,” the juryman swooned away. 
He was a coal merchant.

THINGS THAT ONE MIGHT HAVE PUT DIFFERENTLY.
“How de do, Lady Smythe? Pve just driven the motor over to fetch my wlf© away.” 
“How nice of you, Admiral; hut I do wish you’d come sooner.”

«v t
A Lesson From History.

F. Irving Fletcher, at one of the 
Sphinx Club's dinners in New York, 
began a historical review of adver
tising with the words :

“None understood the value of ad- 1 
verUsing better than Samson. Sam
son took two solid column^. The re- 

/ suit was that he brought down the 
house.”
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4mould» the character is completely 
upset by statistics from Paris.”

Frapps: "What statistics are you 
thinking about?’’

Phillips: “Parisians eat one hun
dred thousand pounds of snails daily, 
and yet the people are considered 
fast-”

Mrs. Jawkins: “I heard something 
this afternoon that fairly knocked 
me speechless.”

Mr. J.: “Do you mind repeating it 
to the baby, my dear?”

Mr. Hoggenheim: “Come and dine 
w’ith me tomorrow?’’

Mr. Walker: “Sorry, I’m fixed up; 
I’m going to see ‘Parsifal.

Mr. Hoggin helm: “That’s all right; 
bring ’im along with you.”
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A gentleman, rushing from his 
3 dining-room into the hall and snif

fing disgustedly, demanded of 
Jcames, the footman, whence arose 
the outrageous odor that wras per
vading the whole house. To w’hich 
Jeames replied: —

“You see, sir, today’s a saint’s 
day, and the butler, ’e’s ’igh church, 
and is burning hincense, and the 
cook,, she’s low church, and is burn
ing brown paper to hobviate the 
Hincense."

Unflattering.
Charles F. Murphy, apropos of 

Richard Croker’s famous letter, said 
good-naturedly at Good Ground:

“Mr. Crocker’s letter makes me 
feel like the lady at the Norristown 
Hotel. This lady was plainly dress
ed. but she did not think that s e 
locked out of plaôe at the 
75-cent table d’hote. Yet her waiter, 
having set before her a plate of soup 

. and a plate of fish simultaneously, 
bent down and whispered in her ear:

Eat yer soup first.

A story is told of Viscount Bryce, 
whose book on the American consti
tution is a classic on the other side 
of the Atlantic. A young American 
had as companion on one of his 
railway journeys in tlis country a 
more elderly man. They got into 
conversation, in the course of wrhich

Mr. Green: What a lot I seem to 
have learned tonight ! How L 
have benefited by this conversa
tion " ith you, my dear Miss 
Roberts Somehow your intellect 
seems to appeal to mine. Are you 
a literary lady?

Miss Roberts: No, I am a teacher 
in an infant school!
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C UxV At a luncheon tn her beautiful New’ 
York residence a journalist said to 
Mrs- O. H. P. Belmont:

“I am glad you entertained Mrs.
Pankhurst so splendidly while she 
was here. Mrs. Pankhurst is, sav
ing your presence, the most brilliant 
woman speaker, the most eloquent 
woman speaker, I have ever heard.”

“And yet,” said Mrs. Belmont, 
smiling, “she never finishes her sen
tences, does she?”

«I V
«• Iv3 an argument arose as to a certain 

point in American politics. They 
differed widely in thvir opinions, 
and finally the y-.ung man said: —

for I’m 
fellow’-countryman,

éMV /
i r-1^.

! ^4 “I know’ that I’m right, 
quoting your 
James Bryce.”

*T am Bryce!” was the other’s 
quite retort.

It Sure Am.
Down in South Carolina they 

caught an old negro roost-robber 
“w’ith the goods on him,” as the 
saying goes, and forthwith haled 
him into court to stand trial for

9 M♦ • *
V/ He had held forth for so long on: 

the subject of bis adventures that 
the entire smoking-room was dis*- 
tictly hvred. Finally he reached 
India.

“It was there that I first saw’ a 
man-eating tiger,” he announced, 
boastfully.

"Pooh! that\< nothing,” said a 
mild-looking little man, edging to
wards the door. “I once saw a man 
eating rabbit.”

And he sauntered gracefully out. 
-Tit-Bits. f

Z.Not Always.
William J- ’ Burns, the eminent 

detective, had just captured a forger 
who, formerly clean-shaven, now had. 
his countenance disguised under a 
huge growth cf brown dundrearies.

“Ha, ha.” laughed Mr. Burn», “his 
disguise didn’t go with me. It isn’t 
always true, you see, that the best 
way to get out of a scrape is to raise 
a beard.”
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A vicar and his churchw’arden 
were playing a round of golf. The 
man of the cloth was completely off
his game, and after foozling most of 
his shots, and suffering from the dis
advantage of being unable to use the 
common expletives which give com
fort to the ordinary golfer, he gave 
up In despair.

“Cheer up. my friend,” consoled the 
layman. “There’» one thing—you’ll 
get your own back when you have to 
oury me.”

“That’s all very well,” was the 
gloomy reply of the vicar, “but even 
then it will be your hole.”

y'/ Church: “Are you doing any
thing to help along this reform in 
spelling?

Gothim : “Yes: I’ve just dis
charged my blonde typewriter.”

if chicken stealing. When old Rastus 
was placed in the dock the judge 
said :

A
if y

I “Now, Uncle Ras, I suppose you 
realize that you’re in a court of law, 
and you quite realize w hat a court 
is?"

4
So you are deaf and dumb?” 
“PerfiCtly. But I will not say a 

word except in the presence of my 
attorney.”’l!u /! :

lit “Why, shore, boss!”
Rastus, “a co’t? 
shore a place where dey dispenses 
wrif justice!’

«• i came back 
Why a co’t am

Aviator (to workman who has res
cued him from the sea): “Ah, my 
preserver, my good preserver!” 

Workman (dejectedly) : “Stow it, 
Don’t chaff a fellow just

Ii! ft-
117-J:< ?

Mother: “Helen, little girls must not talk all the time at the table-” 
Helen: “When will I be old enough to, mother?”

guv-nur.

because he works in a jam factory.” \\>/ Busy Days.
“Gent uptown telephones for an 

officer, at once.The w’ife of a bibulous citizen wait
ed one paynight, for her husband 
till ten o’clock, and then went to 
the police station to see if he was 
there.

"No, ma’am, he ain’t here,” the 
sergeant said; “but sit down and 
wait—we’re expectin’ him 
minute.”

• JA. Burglar in theThe cry of “Divide, divide!” 
which aroused discussion as to its 
legitimate use in the commons the 
other evening, reminds one of a 
country view of tne .words, as noted 

every in “Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways.”

Fair Play.
Tw o motorists, ha\ ing 

ruined their tempers — and 
tires — in a vain attempt to find a 
hotel with a vacant bed, were at 
last forced to make the best of a 
small inn. Even then they had to
share a bed. which was — and on 
this the landlord laid great stress— 
a feather bed.

They turned in, and one of the 
pair was soon fast asleep. . The 
other was not. He could not man
age to dodge the lumps, and heard 
hour after hour strike on the 
church clock until 3. Then he vio
lently shook his snoring friend.

“What’s the matter?” grow’led 
the sleeper. “It can’t be time to get 
up yet!”

“No, it isn’t,” retorted his friend,, 
continuing to shake him, "but it’s 
my turn to sleep on the feather!”

Could Be Trusted. ,
There is a certain Ohio judge

wrhose wit has enlivened many a 
dull ease. . On one occasion, counsel 
made in his court this statement on
behalf of a plaintiff of somewhat 
bibulous appearance:

“My client, your honor, is a most 
remarkable man, and holds a very 
responsible position; he is manager 
of a waterworks. ’

After a survey of the client, his 
honor replied :

“Yes; he looks like a man who 
could be trusted with any amount of 
water.” k

A certain territorial officer is much 
disliked by his men. One evening, 
as he was returning home, he slipped 
into some deep water. A private in
his regiment, however, happened to 
see him, and after sotne trouble suc
ceeded in pulling hua out. The offi
cer was very profuse in his thanks, 
and asked his rescuer the best way 
he could reward him.

“The best way you can reward 
me,” said the soldier, “is to say no
thing about it.”

“Why, my dear fellow.” said the 
astonished officer, “why do you wish 
me to my nothing about it?”

“Because, if the other fellows 
knew’ I’d pulled you out, they’d 
chuck me in!

house.”
- “Let me see,” said the captain, re
flectively.
soring plays, two inspecting the 
gowns at a society function, and two 
more supervising a tango tea. Tell 
him I can send him an officer in 
about two hours.”

Lié 1almost
their m Xw m “I’ve got four men cen-
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The canvasser was trying to persu
ade a voter that every member of 
parliament did not make money in 
the house, but the voter could not 
be persuaded.

“Come,” he answered, “I am not
going to believe that. Don’t you sec- 
in the paper often, enough cries of 
‘Divide, divide’? 
they’d cry ‘Divide!’ 
nothing to divide? 
just take the taxes and divide them 
amongst themselves, that’s what they

<AÆÊm
-mmmITourist: “I say. guide, it’s about 

time we were getting near those 
famous falls, isn’t it?”

Guide: “Yes, sir. May I request 
the ladies to stop talking for a mo
ment, and you will then be able to 
hear the thunder of i he waters quite 
distinctly.”

1
I jpSlIfesmf The Cnbby and His Bible.

An Edinburgh cabman was driv
ing an American round the sights 
of the northern city.
street he stopped, and with a wave 
of his whip announced:

“That is John Knox’s house.” 
“John Knox!” exclaimed the Am

erican. “Who was he?”
This was too much for the cabby. 

"Good heavens, man!” he exclaimed. 
"Did you never read your Bible?*
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Now, do you think 
if they’d got 
No, no; they

Fred: “I thought you’d forgiven 
•t I ar.d promised to forget

•>,» mm v'it: r
A good story of how’ the presi

dent of the board of education wras 
cornered by a London elementary 
schoolgirl is being told. It Is Mr. 
Pease's excellent habit to visit 
schools in his spare time, and he is 
just now devoting much attention to 
the problem of the disturbance of 
work by outside noises. He was in 
a school near a railway line the other 
day listening to a class of girls in a 
reading lesson, when a noisy train 
went by. He stopped the girl who 
was reading and said to her:

Did you unconsciously raise your 
voice as the train went by?”

The girl replied:
“If I was unconscious of it how 

can I tell you?”
For once a cabinet minister had no 

reply ready.

^vil i: VBut I didn’t promise to let 
> i u forgèt I’d forgiven it.” |m .fl
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Motorist : “I contend that the man with no regard for the lives of 
others deserves to lose his own.”

Candid Friend : “Then I hope you’re insured, old chap!”

do.
i.

Little Bobby heard his father say 
one evening: “Pshaw7, I wish young 
Sparks would go. It’s nearly mid
night and I’d like to lock up the 
house and get to bed. What on 
earth can Sparks and Mabel find to 
talk about all these hours?”

Bobby tiptoed to the parlor door, 
peeped thru the keyhole, and then, 
tiptoeing back to his father, said:

“It ain’t Mr. Sparks’ fault, pa". 
He can t go. Mable’s sitting on 
him.”
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N M LIAIA X “I wonder why the Baron and 
Javomir, the poet, always go about 
together? They are so utterly dif
ferent.”

“Well, the Baron thinks himself 
intellectual when he is with the 
poet, and the poet thinks he looks 
smart when he is with the Baron.”

like cheese, 

cheese!

V Tommy: “Do you 
Stella?”

Stella: “Oh, I just love 
Why?”

“Tommy (bashfully) : “A certain 
party called me a piece o’ cheese 
today!”
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z- -jv « “Why don’t you brush your hair?” 

asked the man of me boy with the 
frowsy head.

“Ain’t got no brush,”
' “Why don’t you use your father’s 

brush?”
“He ain’t got no brush.”
“No brush? Why hasn’t he a 

brush?”
“Ain’t got no hair.”
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“The question resolves itself into 
this,” said Harkaway : “Does prohi
bition really prohibit?”

“Oh, yes,” salt! Wilkins. “Pro
hibition prohibits all right, but the 
trouble is it doesn’t prevent.”

During the morning services at a 
wrestern university the pranks of tt\d, 
boys annoyed the instructor in 

' charge very much. Finally he burst: 
out: “Boys! Such conduct is dis
pleasing to God; and what’s more, I, 
won’t stand it.”
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How He Knew.

A certain young man’s friends 
thought he was dead, but he I 
only in a state of coma. When, in 
ample time to avoid being buried, he 
showed signs of life, he was asked 
how it seemed to be dead.

“Dead?” he exclaimed, “I wasn’t 
dead- I knew all the time what was 
going on. And I knew I wasn’t 
dead, too, because my feet were cold 
and I was hungry.”

“But how did that fact make you 
think you were still alive?” asked 
one of the curious.

“Well, this way- I knew that if I 
were in heaven I wouldn’t be hungry. 
And if I was in the other place my 
feet wouldn’t be cold.”—-London 
Opinion.

/2 i Vw
A Give-Away.

“What made you think Mr. Love-
twet had been drinking?”

“Why, when the charlotte russe 
was set before him he tried to blow 
off the foam.”
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“How7 did you propose to support 
my daughter, sir?”

“I didn’t propose to her to sup
port her at all. I only proposed to 
her to marry me.”

The Parson’s Imprudence.
“Confound her impudence!” he 

exclaimed iti an unguarded moment, 
speaking of an important but 
troublesome merrfber of the congre
gation.

Next day the lady called again, 
and the clergyman’s little boy en- 

_ tertained her briefly:
“What does ‘Confoun’ her im- 

p’ence’ mean?” he sweetly queried. 
“That’s what papa said when you 
went out the other day.”

Ask the Birdie.
Mother: “Now, Willie, run along 

to school, and mind you be a good 
boy! A little bird will tell mother • 
if you are bad.'

Willie: “All right, mother!”
Mother (after school) : “Well, was 

my little boy good at school to
day?*

Willie: “Nothing doin’; you go 
ask your birds!”
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A child-loving adult relates the 

following story:
Having recently moved, with her 

family, into a new neighborhood, she 
one morning answered the doorbell 
to find six or seven solemn young
sters ranged along the porch.

“Please, ma’am,” asked the small 
spokeswoman of the party, “who 
lives here?”

"Why, 1 do.”
Silence for a moment, then:
“Are there
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> any little Idoos? 
We’ve come to call on them if there 
are.”

:*
In .the Plural.

“Spell ‘cow,’ dear, ’ said the pri
mary teacher to a gentle little pupil. 

“C-o-w, cow.”
“That’s right, dear ! Now spell 

‘cow-e.
“C-o-w, c-o-W, c-o-w!"

A GENTLE HINT.
^om: I feel just like having a good time. Can’t we celebrate souie-

vAittÿ: Why, yes; today would have been the anniversary of our 
redding if we had married just a year ago. Let’s celebrate that.”

• e
Retired -Painter and Decorator (to 

artist whom he has commissioned 
to paint his diughter s portrait) : 
"And none o' your slapdash paintin’ 
for me: three good coats, mind ye!”

2$,

"Oh! Ethel, why don’t you use your finger bowl?”
"What’s the use o’ wastin’ this nice jam, mother, when I can U6k my fingers?”
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