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WIT AND HUMOR

A reader sends a story from the 
New York Sun for me to put on the 
Indian list, stating that he heard it 
in Shea’s theatre in Toronto ten 
years ago. It is a new one on me, 
however, and I think it is too good 
to be given “one pillitory,” as the 
typo and proof-reader conspired last 
week to describe the process to which 
I subject ancient humor. It was told 
the Sun by a school teacher in a foreign 
district in New York.

“In the English work,” she said, 
“I often give my pupils half a story 
and ask them to finish it in their own 
way. I did that yesterday.

“I told them about a little girl 
named Elizabeth, who started out one 
morning with the resolve that she was 
going to be good all day long as if it 
were Sunday. Her Sunday-school 
teacher had told her that little girls 
should behave as if every day were 
Sunday, not put on their kind and 
polite manners only when they put on 
their Sunday dresses. So when Eliza
beth put on her school dress, she re
solved that she was going to be very 
good all day.

"She had not gone very far—only 
to the first corner—when she saw 
another little girl standing there, 
crying.

“That is where I left the story for 
them to finish. They were to tell 
what Elizabeth did. This is the way 
the most serious boy in school com
pleted the plot :

“Elizabeth saw the little girl crying, 
so she went up to her and asked her 
what was the matter.

“ ‘I had two quarters,' sobbed the 
little girl, ‘and a big boy took one of 
them away!’

“ ‘Oh, that is too bad! said Elizabeth. 
‘What did you do ?’

"Oh, I cried, “Help! Help!” just like 
that,’ said the little girl.

“Why, is that all the loud youcalled?” 
exclaimed Elizabeth.

“ ‘Yes,’ replied the little girl. T 
have a bad cold and can’t call any louder 
than that.’

“So Elizabeth took the other quarter 
away from her.”

Said an old salt, “I remember once 
when the Britannic was thought to be 
sinking a woman ran up to me, grabbed 
my arm and yelled, ‘Oh, oh, oh, we 
shall all go to the bottom! Mercy on 
me! How my head swims!’ The mate, 
overhearing her wail, growled, ‘Hang 
it, madam, never fear! You can never 
go to the bottom while your head 
swims.’ ”

“To think,” sighed the disheartened
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t, “of having to write a bushel of 
ove-songs for a barrel of flour!”

“Why,” said the other poet, "you’re 
in great luck, my friend. I’ve got two 
bushels of returned love-songs on hand, 
tell me where your groceryman is!”

Jack—“Smith asked me to come to 
his home this evening. Says he’s going 
to celebrate his golden wedding.’”

Gladys—“Why he’s been married 
only three years.”

' —“ThJack—“That’s what I told him. 
said it seemed like fifty.”

He

“Here, Willie!" cried the boy's 
father, "you mustn’t behave that way. 
Everybody will be calling you a little 
glutton. Do you know what that is ?”

“I suppose,” replied Willie, “it’s a 
big glutton’s little boy.”

Two young merchants. Clint and 
John who occupied adjoining stores in 
a small town, were intimate friends. 
When business was dull they visited 
back and forth. Each was fond of a 
joke. One cold, blustery day, when 
customers were few, Clint sat behind 
the stove in John’s store. A young 
woman, a stranger, came in and John 
stepped forward to wait on her.

“I am soliciting subscriptions for 
the Fresh Air Fund,” said she.

“You'd better speak to the proprietor 
about it,” John said, politely. “You 
will find him a very liberal man. He 
is back there by the stove."

John grinned as the young woman 
approached Clint and restated her case.

“How much are the merchants gen
erally giving ?” Clint asked, with grave 
interest in the cause.

“Some are giving as much as a dollar, 
but we are grateful for any sum, how
ever small.”

“John,” said Clint, with an air of 
authority, “give the young lady two 
dollars out of the drawer.”

And John, of course, had to fork 
out.

A certain humorist, who is, as a rule, 
extremely averse to social functions, 
was induced to attend a ‘literary’ dinner 
given in honor of a novelist. He had 
been told off to take in to dinner the 
sister of the host, an excellent woman, 
though anything but ‘literary.’ The 
conversation touching upon the beauties 
of Chaucer, about whom a certain set 
was then cultivating a fad, a spirited 
discussion ensued, during which the 
bewildered sister caught from time to 
time only the name ‘Chaucer.’ At last 
she whispered to the humorist :—

‘Who is this Mr. Chaucer they’re 
talking about so much* Is he very 
popular in society?'

‘Madam,’ solemnly responded the 
other, ‘that man did something that 
forever shuts him out of society.’

‘Oh!’ exclaimed the worthy dame, 
and what was that?’

'He died several hundred years ago.’— 
Tit-Bits.

A small girl, lost at Coney Island, was 
kindlv cared for at the police station 
until her parents should be found. The 
matron, endeavoring to keep the child j 
contented, had given her a candy' cat, 1 

I with which she played happily all day. 
i At night the cat had disappeared, and 
the matron inquired if it had been lost. I 

‘No,’ said the little maid. T kep’ it 
most all day. But then it got so dirty I . 
was 'shamed to look at it, so I et it.’— ; 

! Youth' Companion. i

EVENING ON A CANADIAN FARM
At evening when the cattle come home 

to drink,
Cool are the long marsh grasses, 

dewy cool
The alder thickets and the shallow 

pool.
And the brown clay about the trodden 

brink,
The pensive afterthoughts of sundown 

sink
Over the patient acres given to peace;
The homely cries and the farmstead 

noises cease.
And the warm day relaxes link by link.
A lesson that the open heart may read

Breathes in this mild benignity of air,
Those dear, familiar savors of the 

soil—
A lesson of the calm of humble creed,

The simple dignity of common toil
And the plain wisdom of unspoken 

prayer,
—Charles G. D. Roberts

Watches that 
Keep time
In buying a watch here you run no risk, 
for our watches are fully guaranteed by 
the makers ; besides we stand back of 
them with our guarantee to refund money 
if they do not prove satisfactory
At S10, postpaid, this is the best watch 
ever offered in the West — a 15-jewel 
'* Reesor Special" movement, an accurate 
and reliable timekeeper, in a solid nickel, 
solid back, dust proof case ; the same 
movement in a 20- year gold filled case 
S14.00.

D. A. REESOR
"The Jeweler" 

laaauer of Marriage Licenses
BRANDON, Man.

WAS WEAK AND THIN
ONLY WEIGHED 73 POUNDS. 
NOW WEIGHS 113 POUNDS.

Had Heart Trouble and Shortness 
of Breath for Six Years.

WILBURN'S HEART AND NERVE PILLS
cured Mrs. K. E. Bright, Burnley, Out. 
She writes : “I was greatly troubled, for 
six years, with my heart and shortness of 
breath. I could not walk eighty rods with
out resting four or five times in that short 
distance. I got so weak and thin I only 
weighed seventy-three pounds. I decided 
at last to take some of Milbum’s Heart and 
Nerve Pills, and after taking eight boxes 
I gained in strength and weight, and now 
weigh one hundred and thirteen pounds, 
the most I ever weighed in my life. I feel 
well and can work as well as ever I did, 
and can heartily thank Milbum’s Heart and 
Nerve Pills for it alL"

Price 80 cents per box or 3 boxes for 
$1.25 at all dealers, or mailed direct on 
receipt of price by The T. Milbum Co., 
Limited, Toronto, Ont.

Pg JL^ For proof that Fits can be 
■ HO cured write to

m a gaga Mr. Wm. Stinson,
V VI fv U 1*4 Tyndall Ave., Toronto,

for pamphlet giving full particulars of 
simple home treatment. 20 years’ suc
cess—over 1000 testimonials in one year.
Sole Proprietors—Trench’s Remedies Ltd., Oublis

Here Is Strength

With health and strength as the sole foundation, many a man has built fame and 
fortune. For lack of it, many a budding genius has passed into oblivion, many high 
hopes have been shattered, many hours of misery spent.

The world is full of half-sick, half-well, half-successful men, any one of whom could 
become a power in life with vigorous strength as a fundamental asset—could find happiness 
where he now sees nothing but gloom.

I CAN RESTORE YOUR STRENGTH
There is no medicine, no mystery, no magic in my treatment. It is founded on the 

great basic truth that electricity is the motive power of the human body, and that effort 
causes an expenditure of this power.

Success is possible in this world to any man who has the energy to strive for what 
he wants. A man without strength has no inclination to work. The vital energy of the 
human body is electricity. This has been proven. The way to become strong, to keep 
strong, and to stimulate ambition is to give your body a charge of electricity every day 
giving you a good reserve fund of vitality to draw on.

The newest device for electrifying the human body is the Dr. San den Hercules 
Body Battery, com posed of a series of cells arranged in the form of a girdle, to be worn 
comfortably about the body at night while you sleep. It is the most convenient, most 
comfortable, and most effective means of applying galvanic electricity for curative pur
poses.

FREE UNTIL CURED.
In order that every sufferer may have a chance to prove its merits I now offer 

this famous Appliance on trial for two months, not to be paid for unless you are cured. 
Or, if you prefer to deal for cash you get a discount

This Belt cures to stay cured. Weakness of any kind, whether in the nerves, Stom
ach. Heart, Liver, or kidneys also Rheumatism, pains in the Back and Shoulders, 
Sciatica. Lumbago, Indigestion, Constipation, and all troubles where new life and 
strength is needed.

FREE BOOK
Call at my office if you can. If you cannot call, write to me 
an ! I will send you my FREE BOOK, with full information, 
sealed, i>ostage paid. Save the address and write.

Dr. C. F. Sanden, mo Yonge st., Toronto, Ont.
Office hours, 9 to 6.


