- “Why, no. Pve been practicing it n
my husband for years.”
» The Real Thing.
“Why do you call your auto she™

at critical m
most of the time
< broke.”

1 B

Two Tales.

raising the devil
and keeps me

‘Nodd: “1
is a great success. Runs; like a dream.”™
Todd: “Why,
breaking down every night and kept
¥ou up untili midnight.”

a0
it's a good thing for peopie
ve to it

| Minager of @epirtient store: “Are
e e Toe 0 T B et o
Kkieptomania >

tell you that auto of mine,
I understooq it m!

“Because it is always breaking down '
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A woman
5.30 o'clock in the m:':a"'“‘l' her to
W train was still two 'If time were mon:
S D D TP L WAS BN wrould Bave s v

d've S'pose that bell was? Oh ' man
i ninety-nine cent . -
or garden

lower berth
had set the . e

is one who has already

s

£ -4

When womin
rine fashion
pattern,
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of the bonne:—dog-

;locked door with their
ds

“Well, I recently saw—or, rather,
heard—a dead new one on a sleeping
car.

“It was on a trip from New York to
Chicago, and the train was due in Chi-
cago about 8 o'clock in the w
There were five
travaga

York

impatiently

orning.
show girls of an ex-
NzZa company moving from New
ta. Chicago on the sleeping car.

80's to] A woman cannot make a monkey
-first every man she
teo late.
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take in his life
take of his life.
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not preferred creditors.
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A schemer

28

Proceeds to borrow.your umbge%\_

Jl;dnaberger:
making money,

b

Judasberger: Which one®

The poet one day wrote a aonnei ing room door and maybe she alone| ' Inventor: I kne"v»yo_u diin't know it
d ”n' .lc_ke‘ S ———————————— — i
In praise of his lady-love's bonnet,— :;, : - s s She had not been to London for some
she: “It's absurd! € reappeared about an hour and a ¢ i
%“& g s quarter later.” = |twenty years. They had been

of the theatres and enjoyed
according to ti:eir own sweet w
she bad énjoyed Herself,
plied:

“I missed a good
altered, oJ.nh.”

“Yes, my dear: what did you particu- Wife:
a sin and a shame, larly miss?” ,h“ o
ng on the “Ah!" she said, looking up at the cloak.

as if half in prayer,
ceiling as if half in
become of that dear.

Swains in the days of my gir’hcod?”

“Nothing serious, doctor?"
the curious neighbor,

./ | ¥ith a serious look, stroking his chin:
“Now,” said  the inqusitive bacheldr, | YOu see, Mr.. Inksling is a joke writer.

“I want to ask you a question, Do yvu

A COMPARATIVE EXHIBITIOl:Z

5 i

Mrs, Farmer: “I dqon’t suppose you ever
Weary Willie: “Oh, yes, In

me younger
women,"” !

T

A LADY-BIRD,

days

did any h
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an’l(‘lhhehhu brok>n. his funny-bone.*
2 P € chaperon whispcred to her charge.
e ,{nmtg;e{:‘};:‘:‘ B o ly; 1) Who sat next to the fish they were bt
i . o S prompliy; angling for: “We are coming
ain’t allowed to. —Philadelphia Press. tunnel dear:
. "Now, Menry,” she began, with set the other side with me."”
“Tsh!” replied the modern maiden,
“judging by the short. tunnel we just

“May I kiss you before I go?”
SWel-l —

“Weil ?}’ eagerly,

ey, all sleepy people
Paradoxical as it sounds, tke coming
o arcived. -

were created a maga-
plate was not used for af

meets; sometimes she's|

He who says he has never made a mis-
makes the greatest mis-

Unfortunately the men who kchlm
that the world owes them a Hving are

is a man who points out
the -silverlining of a cloud. and then

There’s several ways-of |

l'l.wentor: Yes, but only one honest-

the rounds
themselves

ays,
and, returning to their home, the affec-
tionate husband asked his wife how

and she re-

deal. Things have

“what has becom-'

prayer, “what has Religion is too inexpensive,"
t 0'd-f>shoned lan- )
guishing look which lassie: gave to thek-

inquired
“I am afraid so,” replied tre doctor, ;

to a long| . “All right” replied’ her B
you had better sit over on “here it is.”

| Mava:
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OF NO ACCOUNT.
) “Plaze, mum. kin I git
“Is it necessary,
“Well, no, mum! ‘but meé an’
wants to git married, thot'

, you.
T of a' mon using her religion |
Husband:. “Of course not,
News, :
I “Surely you're not jealous of
husband ? \ -
“Yes, I am. He simply can't
his eyes off the women.” ¢
“Oh, yes, he can. You
. him some times when he has

a crowded street car.”—Phi
{ Ledger, -

Jaw, “I must have ni‘ty dollars

“Gracious, Henry!” she excla

suddenly paling. “What's the mat:

Are you sick?"—Washington Star.

“Just one thing constraing me to say
yes

“And what is that??
“Th: fact that“vou cannot very wall
Kiss me after you go."—Houston Post.

: 8 .

Farmer Foddershucks tv:.s angry wiin

his scapegrace of a son. “Young man,”
#he thundered, “ye're u disgrace to this
{ here fambly! It's a mighty good thing
| fer you thet I hain’t rich.”.

; “Why, dad?” asked h/s son sheep-
i ishly,

{ “Beecuz, if I wuz, I'q disinherit ye—|

| that's why!"—Cleveland Leader

{
| “Did my diamonds call foerth any com-
ment?” asked Mrs. Cumrox,

“Yes, indeed.” answereq Mise Cay-|
ienne I heard several people refer to!
You as the human chandelier.”—\v s, ‘f

i

! ington Star,

| The king: “This €rown is too heavy:
‘ it feels uncomfortable! . l
§ Court physician: “Your majesty, the |
| fault isn't with (hx{ CrOwWn; ‘the troub'-:
j is with your head—it's too light for ;'
! —Detroit Free Press,
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Auto-boat owner : *

AU Did you see me cut
Friend (enthusiastic

ally): “Sure! Say,

ALMOST AS GOOD,

down that fisherman ?» g
. 3T b
It's almost as g0od as automobiling:

r 4

| —“French

. -.are safe,” says Mosca. |

i
)
3
1
:
- 0" the wood,” rejoined our -klpl’e?u;
3
1
1

,dressing a man of the top-gallant mast

~ without a word. took his old pet tele-
_~ 'Scope from the bracke

. Tequired long practice to use a giass |1

3
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- was.a_simultaneous. clattering l;

|

.‘;Llida!i';:nt -as.much as_seeing the

. shadew.of one of them—privateers—ta '

» - tive again :!
-y‘mh!ngottlt;l!-m g
their dandy. hoist in ¢he nape of their
topsai

» .

“Well then, captain, I suppose we
“Why, don’t ® whoop till you're out

“There's often & swarm of these craft,
as quick as flying fish and as fierce as
sharks lurking about here—the infernal ;:
villains—to pick up all they can get.

However—Sambo, a couple of bottles
of that champagne I got from .the
governor.”

<.~'Sail ho!” eched thru our canvas,
and the brown face disappeared as it
by magic, and there was a moment’s.
itrampling of feet. All the watch be- |
low were tumbling up, as they call it;
and, as you may think, we tumbled up,
100, \

“Where away?" said the skipper, ad-
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Cross-trees. : ‘1
“Broad on the lee-beam,” was the
answer, . “standing on the same way ;
with us.™ 2
“'Glad she’s to lee’ard, at all events,” |
said the captain. st b
She’s going thru the water very fast, |3
Sir,” said the first mate, touching his!!
straw hat. 1
“What do you -make her out, Mr. |?
man ?” §
- '"Why, sir, she's a smallish vessel to .
carry three square-rigged. masts.” 5
Capt. McLeod looked. grave, and;?

and leisurely , 1
mounted the fore-rigging. It must have | -

from a yard which was continually on |t
the swing, and that sometimes twelvei‘
or fifteen feet at a lurch. However, the ;1
captdin took a long survey, and then 't
descending, went below, and returned f
on deck with an old aceount book, with i,‘
letters down' the edges of the leaves {}
which were closely scribbled over, and it
an immense lot of loose memor= S
andums, written on all sort scraps
of paper, backs of letters and torn bills |s
of lading, and turned up B. After &
long scrutiny,‘ during which we all i}
Stcod anxiously around him, waiting |s
for the old hard-a weather's fopinion. ;s
he brought his clenched fist down up-
on the old books and exclai 3 -
"By heavens, it's her and no other,
and he read:

‘“The Jean Bart of Dieppe, consort 10
the Belle Poule, was a barque—built
sharp for slave trade—altereq to frig-
ate rig for privateering. Low in the
Water and very fast, particularly on a |t
wind—lofty rig—high in the lopsal{o— t
always strongly manned and heavily

'E B4 BB .




