
lug ille, 1 qidulgiiig lit the matin,' his -wolnan le to swcp out' ti:er
g.:muc. I bcst uon.

Louise---"How i it that youi andjack De Peyster
arc so cool to cacli other lately ? You 'used to bc±
sudh good frîends." Ada--"Why, didn't you knowy
that we wce engagcd ?"

"Dear me I hope it ain't serious" said old MN1rs.
Bunker. ilWhat's thc mattcr? l' "lEthel says in. hier
letter that she and lier hlusband had a row on the
lakce Saturday afternoon." Plooli,'that ain't a r-o-w
row. It's a r-o-wv row."

li1er Thougits- Mamma (to littlè five-year-old
dauhtc)-" Xhat is my little- Ncllieýsmi1ing about.

so prettily ?" Little Nellie (with a wise look) "PJs
jest finkin' of my fouglits, mamma;-zat is ail."

Tommy- 'Il bought this dog tookemneou
of him." Sistcr's intcnded: IlHowv is that?" Tom-
my- 'Il expect that you-wvill give me two-pence for
tying 1dm up cvery time you coie to sec my sister.
He's awful savage."

A couple of pick-ptckeis followed a, gentleman for
sorne distance with a vicw of availing. themselvesof
the first opportunity to, relieve 1dim of his purse. He
suddcnly turned into a lawyer's office.' "What shall
wvc do now ?" asked one. "lWait for the lawyer," saîd
the other.

The minister wvas callingfor recrui#ffoetémpr
ance work. "In one little toý/vn," cried,' "theîè's
seventeen gin-milis ; that's where we want to,ý go,
brethren." el Ycs, yes," shouted.a red-nosed, sléepy
individual in-the rear of thechurch, "lut'"s go nqw.'

THE PRAIRIB ZZ:Zý:ý

First Honest Villager: Wcll, how d.id jean
Rivcrc corneout? Did thcy convict 1dm of poacli-
ing? Second Honest Villager: No; there was no,
cvidcncc àgainst him, and lie swore solcmnly tîiat hie
wvas 'iocnt. First Honcst Villager (with a fcarfu 1
snccr): Iinnocent? Oh, ye, lices innocent; just as
innocent as 1 ain, the-scoundrel1"

Sambo, the typical -Sambo, joined the Church, and
the shepherd of his sou! thought bcst to look after
1dm. "Have you stolen any chickcns, Sambo, since.
you met with a change of heart ?" said the shepherd
one day. "lNo, massa. Oh, no, I hasn't stole no
chick'ns taI!." "lAny turkeys ?" pcrsistcd the pastor;
"Oh, no, massa. 1 hasn't took nary a turkey." IlWell,
Sambo, I amn glad to hear it,-v.'ery glad." And the
good man wcnt on. 1 "Golly," chuckled Sambo, peep-
ing inside his coat, "lif he'd sed ducks he'd had me."

"Arthur," she said, "lown now that you don't love
me as mudli as you used to ;. be candid." IlGreat
heavens I why what on carth, why, I. swear by the
sk-y, by the carth, -by-oh, by everything, that I love
you more and mnore--there is no sacrifice in-,the.
wor!d I would not make for you. What could pos-*
sibly have-" "Oh, a littie thing. You didn't-
cuddle me up to you as closely when you came in--"
"Ng9 , 1 shouldn't think so. Why, I've got thre
cighteenpcnny cigars, that 1* won tossin!g, in Mny
breast pocket-don't want to squash 'cm 1"


