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SUNSHINE,
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AN ODOURLESsSs REGION,

In

Great

that ¢co
Americ

portion of

ntry ¢
n Desert," embracing a

Fexas and Ari

mee known as the

ona, there

are
no odours Thert luscious grapes and
many other fruit srow, especially near
the cross-timber cot but IS no
perfume 3 wild flow have no smell, and
carcasses of dead animals, which in dry
SCASONS are I “'\ trtul, emit I\-‘A'A[“‘U.
It was alwavs SUPPOSC
plain, upon which no pl
breathing t) . Id iy

atmosphere,

Yo named, and

we perf u
perfect than

mn the Desert of Sahar L no one would
look upon i country now,

Another singul common to the
desert )

ind NCCES at a great

1nihed.

\ few

bushes will look like a

distance iy

SCragey mesquity

noble forest, 8y driven

tele

tkes into  the

ground will seem like raph poles, -

Cincinnati Enguirer,

—

BROKEN STOWAGE,

She—-Werg You upset by the fail of
the bank 2 He--Not ¢ mpletely, but 1 Jost
my balance,

She--Tell me, when you cre in the army,
were you cool in the hou f danger? H
=Cool? T actually vered

Mrs. S.<-What is the name of your eat?
Mrs. W,—Claudc Mrs. s Why do you
callit Claude?  Mrs, W Because it scrateh.
ed me,

Papa-- Jack, what ar you crying about .
Jack—The conjuror at the cireus to-day took

five pigeons out of my hat, and kept them for
himself

Auntie’s  Escort— Enfant Terrible—And
did they go into the ark two by two? Mam
ma-— Yes, dearest Enfant Terriblc Well,

who went with auntie ?

O1p v. NEW. — Are you.” he Inquired, “a
‘New Woman'? “Well." she answered?
Sharply, “I don’t think you or anybody ¢lse
had better call m an old

womar

—=dustralian 7 aned Copnt Jouirnad,

Jones -1 kenas fourteen years old
Smith —How n you tell the age of a chick.
en?  Jor By the teeth Smith-. By the
teeth Chickens don't have 1 th,  Jones

But I have!

There is a woman in Connecticut who
Wi numb it hoe When cts
her her hushand wall nd it,
and says, n, I wi

Mr. McSwart ! ready for chureh)

Lobelia, what's t} matter with t necktie
of m ? T can't find any way to fasten the
thing on. ~ Mrs. McSwart —-Oh' () Oh!
Put that down, Bil gert “That’s my new hat,

Clergyman  (examining & < nday-school
class) mn any one of yo ¢ what
are the n n small scholar -
P e sins you ought to have
committed and haven't

“You made a great mistake in sayin’ that
my father wuz hung for hoss st lin cried
the angry subscriber “Impossibl replied
the  editor ‘No, sir! 1 know what I'm
talkin’ about.  Hit Wuz a mule he stol

HEe'D Gor Norics 10 LEAv) Mr. Muftin
ish: “There's Something wrong with this
teapot, waiter Ivrl\f.,(?”!rl“‘v‘ Waiter
(with malicious grin): « not the fault of
the teapot, sir, but the tea Ihey brew it so
weak here, it really has not strength to get
up the spout.”— Funny Cut

A disappointed fish hawker was |

selaboring
his slow but patient horse in the

treet ore

day, and calling out his wares at intc rvals, as
“Herrin' ! Herrin Fresh herrin A tender
hearted lady, sceing the act of cruelty to the
horse, called out sternly from an upper win

dow, “Have you no

mercy 2 No, mum,
was the reply

i ““nothin’ but herrin

A story is told of My Balfour’s recent golf-
Starring tour, He had made
in which he had sent the
far as the ball,
his caddie,

an iron shot,
soil almost half as
“What did 1 hit >
as he looked round
a hidden bowlder or
I'h¢ only reply was
have been comj
“Scotland

he asked
to discover
a decapitated stump,
about as crushing
ressed into

as could
a single word



