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BEAUTY

From many

.bye, Moike,
‘Shure, four dollars a&-day workin’ on

Doth Banish Age

It can do no more. But to add
to beauty there is nothing so abso-
lutely necessary as one of our pom-
pdd()ur Bangs or a Boucy Transfor-
mation. It is put on quickly and
gives a neat, dressy .m({ trim effect
that can be produced by it only.
Write for free booklet of every-
thing in hair goods for man or
woman.
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No Shade for Pat.

Pat: “I'm afther biddlng you good-
It’s to . Panima for me.

the canal looks like & ‘gold min beside

the one dollar and. twen y-ﬂve cents in

Ameriky.” ¢
Mike: . “But, Pat, do you mind that

“Panima -is - one of /the hottest places

in the world? It's one hundred and
twenty in the shade most ‘évery day.”

Pat: “You don't: sn&pose I'm such a
fool as to stay in e shade all the
time, do you?”
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A Terrible Possibility.

Little Lucy came home from school
crying piteously. It was some time be-
fore the family could learn the cause
of her trouble, but finally the sobbing
grew less violent and she wailed out:

“Teacher says—it I don’t get my
spelling lesson-—she’s going to make an
example of me, and—she puts examples
on the blackboard, and—if she puts me

‘there, Im—afraid the scholars will rub

me ou—t!”
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What He Had Read.

An unlettered Irishman’s applieation
to the court of naturalization resulted
in the following dialogue:

Judge: *“Have you read the Declara-
tion of Independence?”

jkpé)llcan&_l “No, sir.”

udge: ave you read the Constitu-
tion of the United States?

?p&)]lcanﬁ ‘“No, sir.”

udge: ave you read the histo of
the United States? .

Applicant: ‘“No, sir.”
udge: ‘“No? Well, what have you
read?”

Applicant: “Oi have some red hair on
the back of me neck, your honor.”
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A Tip in Advance,

A gentleman who was in the habit of
dining regularly at a certain restaurant,
said to the darkey waiter: “Erastus,
instead of tipping you every day, I'm
going to give you your tip in a lump
sum at the end of the month.”

“Dat’s all right, sah,” replied the
darkey; “but T wondah ef you would
mind payin® me in advance?” )

“Well, it's rather a strange request.”
remarked the patron. “However, here’'s
a five dollar bill for you. I suppose
you are in want of money, or is it that
vou distrust me

“Oh, no, sah,

smiled ’'Rastus, slip-

ping the bill in his Jpocket; *“only T'se
leavin’ hyar to-day, sah.”
lee Might,
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Appropriate,

The little bugler wore a proud smile
as he turned out on guard for the first
time.

“Have you learnt all the calls, yet,
my boy,?’ asked the officer, encourag-
ingly.

“Nearly all, sir.”

“Do you know the sergeant’s call?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know the assembly?”
“Yes, sir.”

“And the fire alarm?”

“N—mno, sir”

“H’'m. Well, now, what would you
sound if a fire should break out?”

After a pause:

“Er-er, ‘lights out, I suppose,” he
stammered.
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His Exclamatory Ailment.

A colored man in the employ of Repre-
gentative James D. Richardson of Ten-
nessee was detailing to a friend the
particulars of a relative’s illness, when,
according to the Congressman, the fol-
lowing’dialogue ensued between the two
darkeys:

““Yes, siree!” exclaimed the mnegro
first referred to, “Moses is sure a sick
man, He's got exclamatory rheuma-
tism.” -

“You mean inflammatory rheumatism,”
explained the better-informed colored
man, de word ‘exclamatory’ means to
yell.”

‘“Yes, sir, I knows it does,” quickly
responded the other, in a tone of de-
cided conviction, “and dat’s jest what de
trouble is—de man jest yells all the
time.”

Had Not Reached the Limit,

Two gentlemen were traveling in one
of the hill counties of Kentucky not
long ago, bound on exploration for pitch
pine. They had been driving for two
hours without encountering a human
being, when they came in sight of a
cabin in a clearing. It was very still.
The hogs lay where they had fallen, the
thin claybank mule grazed round and
round in a mneat circle, to save the
trouble of walking, and one lean, lank
man, whose garments were the color of
the claybank mule, leaned against a
tree and let time roll by.

“Wonder if he can speak,” said one
traveller to the other.

“Try him,” saild his companion.

The two approached the man, whose
yvellowish eyes regarded them without
apparent curiosity.

“How do you do?” said the Northerner.

“Howdy?’ remarked the Southerner,
languidly.

“Pleasant coumtry.”

“Fur them that likes it.”

“Lived here all your life?”

a The Southerner spat pensively in the
ust.

“Not yit,” he said.
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Unanswerable,

Bertie: “Pa, who’s that a picture of?”

Pa: “Father Time, with his scythe.”

Bertie: “But he’s nearly bald.”

Pa: “Yes; most old gentlemen are.”

Bertie: “But say, pa, I thought Time
had a forelock.”

November, 1:¢
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A Simple Explanation,

Mike and Pat worked for a weaiihy
farmer. They planned to turn burgiars
and steal the money which the farmer
had hid in one, of the rooms of hig
house. They walited until midnight,
then started to do the job.

In order to get the money they hag
to pass the farmer’s bedroom. ike says,
“I'll go first, and if it's all right youy
can follow and/do just the same as 1"

Mike started/to pass the room. Jusg
as he got opposite the door the floor
creaked. This awoke the rarmw. wheo
called out, 7“Who’s there?”

Mike answered with a “meaow!”
(imitating a cat). The farmer’s wife
being awake, too said, “Oh, John, it's
the cat,” and all was quiet.

Now Pat started to pass the door, and
as he got opposite it the floor creaked
again The farmer called out again,
louder than before, ‘“Who's there?”

Pat answered, “Another cat.”

<
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Evening Up Accounts,

During the South African war, letters
sent home by British soldiers had to
yass through the hands of a censor. A
certain private had sent four or five
letters home, and portions had been ob-
literated by the censor, and were there-
fore illegible on their arrival at their
destination. = He decided to even ac-
counts with the censor, and at the foot
of the next letter he wrote: “Please look
under the stamp

At the censor’s office the letter was
opened and read as usual. The officer
in charge spent some time in steaming
the stamp from the envelope, but his
feelings can be better imagined than de-
scribed when he read these words:

“Was it hard to get off?”
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Why His Nose Was Red.

The late Mr. Duffy, of Keene, N. H.,
acording to “The Boston Herald,” had
a very red nose, although he was noted
in his town as a total abstainer, both
by profession and practice.

On one occasion, when he was on
business in a liquor saloon in his neigh-
borhood, a drummer came in to sell
cigars. To gain the good graces of the
bartender, he invited all in the place
to drink, to which invitation all readily
responded save Mr. Duffy.

The drummer went to him, and, slap-
ping him on the shoulder, said, “I say,
old man, what are you going to have?’

“I thank you, sir-r, but I niver
dhrink,” was Duffy’s quiet reply.

“What? You.never drink?”’ the drum-
mer respouded, with a sarcastic laugh.
“Now. f you never drink, will yoy
please tell us what makes that nose of
yours so red?”’

The impertinence of the questioner at
once aroused the irascibility of the old
gentleman, and he replied. “Sir-r, it is
glowing with proid because 1t is kept
out uv other people’s business.”

She Was Excused,

One evening as the mother of a little
niece of Phillips Brooks was tucking
her snugly into bed. the maid stepped
in and said there was a caller waiting
in the parlor. The mother told. the
child to say her prayers and promised
that she would be back in a few min-
utes. The caller remained only a short
time, and when the mother went up-
stairs again, she asked the little girl
if she had done as she was bidden.

“Yes, mamma, I did and I didn't,”
she sald. 5

“What do you mean by that, dear?

‘“Well, mamma, I was awfully sleepy,
so T just asked God if He wouldn’t
excuse me to-night, and He said, “Ob,
don’t mention it, Miss Brooks.”
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