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‘““BUSTER BROWN"’
Greatly to the ammeement of his par-

ents and the attendants at a resthurant |
in the Strand on Tuesdny, & small boy |
uaholhndﬂhhlllw“-'

view of half a dozéw Londdn streét ur-
chins, and then invited them in to tea.

This replica in real life of ‘‘Buster
Brown,”" the precocious child so hum-
oronly depicted ecach wetk by R. F. |
Outeanlt in the New York Herald, slipped
off hiscchnir and was wandering round
the shop when Lis eye caught the group |
at the'door.  They were ragged n-l'
nct overelean, but they pleased ‘Buster |
Brown, '’

With the unconscious’curiosity of five
years he examined their rags, pulling |
open their coats, apparently amazed n:
the econpmy of clothing, and finally ask- |
ed them in to share his tea. "

The “fither of the boy compromised |
the matter with a scone apiece, and sent :
tte ragiged contingent home happy. There |
was, however, a little struggle before
““Buster'’ relinquished his claim to the
‘“bat,”” a block of wood with which his
guests ‘bad been playing cricket.
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BECAUSE I LOVES HIM.

Cav ying » large basket of lﬂnu, a
young . woman volunteered 30 give evi-
dence ﬂ*mmm'-!‘t
urday * Albert: Williams, whe was
(Larged with disorderly condirt, and wu
stated ‘g,,hu icked . the, girl. -

Mr. Femwish:’ What. is be te ym-
Well, he keeps each other company. He's |
fond of me, he is

Mr. Fenwick: But does he usually dis- |
play his affection by kicking youl !

The witness (earnestly): You see, sir, |
‘twas. all my fault. Bert ain’t ‘to
blame—not a little wmt. He thought
| o\lght to carry our basket of flowers,
and 1T wouldn't. Of course be was

rght,” and 1w to blame.

Mr” Penwick: “Why 4o you go Wwith
bim df he acts in-this '?_v!n'-'l'h wit-
végs (musprised) :  Bucause' 1 loves him.

The prisoner (with self-satisfied air): |

Yes, she does

The witness: Dont do anything
bim, =ir, please doxi’t.

“Mrl Penwick said prisoner was for-
tunate to have sach a symipathetie- plead-
er ‘on his bebalf.- He adyised him to
be_king to the girl, and merely . bound
him over.in his gwn recoguisances.

A few mimites afterwards the man
andi the gicl “left the court as ‘though |
nothing unusual happeiiéd, the girl car- |
rying the basket.

THE MARINER'S YARN:

Pawn in the docks the other day they
were talking about a schoener which had
hwn,‘ncl by lightning, when the re-
m« gingled out an old mariner and

AAcabalis 11 it sems to me 1've

IN REAL LIFE.  the deck amidships, and bored a ble’

as big as my leg right down lhrough
tielm«:fﬂ.'a x>
‘‘And she fouldeml, of course!”’
‘‘No, sit. - The witer began rushing
in, and she would bave feundered, but

there came a second flash, and a bolt |
| struek my fore-to’-gallant-mast.
cut off mear thke top, turnéd bottom end !
up, and as it eame down it entered the |

It was

hole ‘and plugged it up as tight as a2
drum.

the plog in the planks. '’

A RATLROADER’S PRAYER.
O Lord! Now I have flagged Thee
Fit my feet from off the road of life
and plant- them safely on deck of the

train of salvation. let us use the

{ safety lamp of prudence, make all eoup- |
lings in' the tmin with the string Iinl.‘
headlight be |
And heavenly Fatker, keep |
all switches elosed that lead off on wid- |
ings, epecially those with a blind end. |
O Lord, if it be Thy plearure, have every |
semaphore block aloag the line to show |
the white light of hope that I may.make |
And |
give me the ten comimandments |

of Thy love, and let my
the Bible.

the run of life without stopping.
Lord,

as a schedule, and when I have finished |

the run and have, on schedule time pulied

into the great station of death,
verse, say with a smile:

thou good and faithful servant.

in and sign the pay roll and receive your |
| cheek for eternal happiness.’’—Ex. |

TOOK HIS NAME OFF THE
et - Ry

An old woman went to Mr. Murphy ' |

grocery store early one morning.

“Good” morning, Mr. Murphy,’” she
said.

Murphy was busy writing and made no
reply. “What are ye doin’?’’ per-
sisted the old woman in her efforts to
be sociable.

“1I'm makin’ out a list.”’

““What kind of a list?"’

“£ list of men in this block that 1
can liek.”’ .
“‘Is Dimniz, my husband, on it?"’

‘““He is. His is the first name.””’

With that the old woman went to
look for her Kusband to tell him that
Murphy was going to “‘‘lick’’ him. Din
nis heard the news and them hurried to
Murphy’s store.

““Murphy,”” he said, ‘‘1 understand
that you're makin’ out a list of men
you can liek.”’

“1 am,’’ answered Murphy.

*“1s my name on the list '’

“It is. It's the first ome.”’

““I'Hl have you understand there never
yeét lived & Marphy that could lick an
O'Brien,”” mid Dinnis, taking off his
coat. © ‘‘And you ean’t lick me.’’

‘‘In that  case,”” said Murphy, ‘1’1
scpiteh . you off the list.’'’—Milwaankee
Free Press.

HAD A KICK COMING.
Short—Hello, Long! “Where are  you
m

When we got down to dry dock, |
we simply fawed off either end and left |

may |
Thou, our Superintendent of the Uni- |
{“Well done, |
Come |

GENERAL

>|JOB PRINTERS |«

PUBLISHERS, ENGRAVERS, ETC.

.HEADQUARTERS FOR UNION WORK..

-

BLANK FORMS
CONSTITUTIONS
LETTER & NOTE HEADS
ENVELOPES
TICKETS
RECEIPTS, Etc.
HAND BILLS
WINDOWS
POSTERS, E¥c.

-EVERYTHING IN PRINTING..

SHEPARD BROS & CO.

(FRED PERRY)

106-108 ADELAIDE ST. WEST
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