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rell scared. A cab was driven up
():)f'lmﬁx, and a wagon for his bal-
loon, Charlie thinks it was too bad
the whole thing didn’t takc, place in
our back yard, but I don’t. And
now my story’s done,

The man and hisballoon came tumb-
find down, )
With rather too much of a l)oun'd.
1 hope that this scare will makehim
L
declare
That its wiser to stayon the ground.
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Nedders: What's a bon mot?
Slowitz: Something you always
think of after it's too late to say it.

Tommy Shary (laying down two-
pence far)thing): A loaf of bred,
please. Baker: It's dearer, my
boy;it'srtiz. Tommy: All right,
mister ; give me onc of yesterday's,

Fond Parent: Goodness, how
you look, chilid. You are soaked.
Frankie: Plase, Pz, I fell into

the canal, Fond Parent:
with your new trousers on ?
kie:
off.
‘T am told,” said thecaller, *‘that
your husband is engaged in a work
of profane history," “Yes," re-
plied the author’s wife; *“it cer-
tainly sounded that way when [
heard him correcting the proofs.

Mrs. Cawker: Don't you think
it is very strange that Mr, Stivitt’s
hasn't returned my call yet? Mr.
Cawker: Notat all; it is merely
the result of force of habit, “How’s
that?”  “She was a telephone girl
before her marriage.”

What,
Fran-
I didn't have time to take’em

Mamma: Well, Tommy, didyou
give the poor dog his ‘medicine
while Iwas away? “Tommy: Yes,
Ma. Iread the recipe, and it said
the compound could be mixed on
an old brokendish. I couldn’t find
such a dish. so I had to break one.

“Is vour Vienna bread fresh 2!
of the baker; i
he could reply, she add.

asked Mrs. McBride
but before
ed: *How stupid of meto be sure !
Of course it couldn't be very fresh,
for it takes about ten days to come
from Vienna, You may give me
two loaves.”

Young Mrs. Sappy: Oh, Adol-
phus, I can hear the burglars down
stairs.  Young Mr. Sappy: Then
now we shall know if those spoons
Iboughtarereallysilver. If they're
silver, they'll take them, and if
they’re not, they won't,

“James,” said the milkman to his

new boy, “d’yve see what I'ma doin’
of ' *““Yes, Tsir,” replicd  James,
you're a pourin’ water into the
milk.,” “No, I'm not, James, I'm
pourin’ milk into the water. So if
anybody asks you if I put water in

my milk you fell them no. Allers:
stick to the truth, James, cheatin''

is bad enough but Iyin’ is wuss.”



