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• »Romantic Rhoades—Ah, how quiet and restful is yon peaceful homestead.
Prosaic Floods—Aw, don’t fool yersetf! You’ll find dat jobs lmi in he most restful, mnercent localities!/

’S* f*rMow it Works « Vxifc. ore,

R -The President df the Standard Oil Com­
pany wap sitting in his office humming a 
tune to himself when his confidential man 
rushed in and exclaimed;

“Mr. President, our Company has been 
fined $1,500,000 and driven out of the 
State of Texas?”

“So? Then draw a check for the am­
ount and cross Texas off the map of the 
United States.”

Ten minutes later the man Was back 
to say;

“Mr. President, we have been fined a 
million dollars by the State of Miss­
ouri!”

“Draw a check and send it to them. 
Also, cross Missouri off the map.”

There was peace for a quarter of an 
hour, during which the great man.smiled 
to think what a* good old world this was, 
and then his henchman reappeared to

y: ,
“Mr. President, the State of Kansas has 

beaten us in our suits, and we will have 
to pay about two million dollars in fines 
and costs.”

“Draw a check for the amount. James, 
and see that there is no more Kansas 
left on the map. Don’t hesitate to come 
again if you have to. This is not my 
busy day.”

The confidential man held off almost 
half an hour this time, but when he did 
appear again it va» on the jump and 
with hie eyes bulging out.

■‘WdV* James?”
“Mr. President, the State of Michigan

rMA ON THE YACHT.

Mr. Newlywed—You’ll become used to the motion of the yacht soon, dearest. 
It's your home, you know, for the next month.

Mrs. Newlywed (trying to smile)—Then whit ails me, I suppose, is home riek-
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\ ft-Fair Bather—I think it's too warm for anything. 
Xotfhg Man—Well, you're dressed for it. ilvfa ness.
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Saving a Drummer v4 A I f Not So Deaf. ••zk“Do you know that I think some special 
Providence watches over the good men of 
my profession ?” said the Boston drummer 
as he lay back in his seat and smiled com­
placently.

"Isn’t it cheek instead of special Provi­
dence?” queried the sausage factory agent.

"Come now, but don’t try to be sar­
castic. Let me illustrate what I mean. Be­
tween Buffalo and Detroit, one day last 
week. I fell in with two or three gay 
spirits, and one of them in particular 
tried to flirt with every woman on the 
platform as we made the various stops.
When I gently took him to task about it 
he turned on me and said that when we 
arrived at St. Thomas he intended to get 
off and kies the handsomest girt around 
the station. That was his home town, but 
I didn’t know it. He had also telegraphed 
his sister to meet him, but I didn’t know 
that. He put up such a bluff that I put up 
ten dollars on the result. There was a stop 
at St. Thomas for refreshments, and as 
we dropped'off our flirting friend made a
dive for a good looking young woman #
with his arms outstretched to enfold her with the train, but the stake-holder saic 
an4 the name of Sadie on his lips. Sadie tiie money was mine and handed it over, 
side-stepped him and a man stepped in. Jpet as the train moved off the real Sadie 
He, didn’t ask any questions, but shot out came hustling along, but she was too late, 
with his left and the would-be kisser Her mistaken brother had got his dose 
crumpled up like an old cabbage-staljc. and the drummer was ahead of the 
He hadn’t ceme too when I bad to lëare again.” JOE K

dr/tf/z' \ The Colonel had a aeat in the car along-* 
aide of a very respectable looking man 
who wse reading a newspaper, and after 
he had folded the sheet up he was asked:

“Well, what do yon think of the- po­
litical situation?’

“Din,” Tespdnded the man as he looked 
around.

“Do you think Bryan will be a candi-
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“Dm.”"Cross Texas Off the Map.’" Isa
; "Will Roosevelt run again?”AT THE -BALL GAME.

Shortstop—We don’t seem to be abla to 
hit that coimtry pitcher.

Backstop—No, he’s got one of those ru­
ral free delivériee.

- jr Sr au 
f/ 5 Jhas begun suits against us on six hun­

dred counts ;the State of Ulihois on eight 
hundred; the State of Pennsylvania on 
one thousand, and the State of Indiana 
an fourteen hundred.”
J“Soî WeU’ c™«s 'cm off ^ waited a minute and then !
the map—cross em off. asked*
£Sj£ fnythinK « ... "What do you make of things anyway?’

tbe^Statea°before6 mentioned Z

buy the remainder of the country for 7

Yard. Thats aU today. “But I've been asking you a whole lot

of questions, and. y on. have replied .to each. custom house at $2,500 a year and didn't 
and every one with an W I took it propose to talk politics and get the bounce 
from that that You must be hard of hear-, you would have hit the mark. Try me on 
mg. . chi eke*, sir, and youTl find I can hfcaV

“Net at all, sir. If you had taken it- every word you say.” 
that I was holding down a job in the

“Dm.”
S\“Do the people seem to want Foraker?” W" 5

“Elm,” i
“Or do they seem to lean to Taftî”
“Dm.” I

zz AF 'à3C
Shot Out his left hand and the would-be 

kisser crumpled up.
Tne Colonel.

JOE KERR.
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Johnny—Can I go to the circus, pa?"
FatherNo, indeed. I wouldn’t : think 

of" letting ÿou see such a degrading exhi­
bition.

Johnny—Then won’t you please take 
me to the menagerie? Teacher says we 
ought to see the animals.

Father—What! Pay full price to see 
only half the show? I guess not.
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and sneezing

)LDS. A: X

\lS
In a few minutes and 
1 in one hour by in- 
lealing Catarrh ozone, 
ares with Catarrho- 
le head and nasal 
and heals the in- 

nembranes. prevents 
ghing, clears away 
feeling in the fore- 

^en’t used Catarrho- 
7 and try it on your 

be surprised at the 
3 delightful inhaler 
pleases everyone be- 
> quickly. Complete 
size 25c.
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Mr. Wise (reading)—I see that tiie potato bug has invaded France. 
Mrs. Wise—They shouldn’t worry. Haven't they Paris green at hand.

#N

The fièh (as Professor Bugg passes)—"I’ve seen some fool fisherman in my day 
but that one’s the limit!”

ca-

The Real Thing. *5

ÜJijUll)!A Curious Coincidence. He had been caught in a summer shower, 
and as he hoarded the street car the paste 
was dripping trome his straw hat and th 
headpiece had a most dejected and forlorn 
look. Observing that it was being stared at 
he said: \

“I. was up in Danbury, Connecticut, about 
the fltet of June, and going into a hat store 
I asked to look at a good bat.

'■ 'Do yen want a real Panama? asks the 
man.

“ T do,’ says I. 'but I don't want a Pana­
ma made In Danbury.’ -

“ 'Det me tell yoe,’ he goes on, thsr the 
our factory here.’ In 

fact, We beat tfie real thing all to pièéés.'
“ How do yon get the straw?’ ”
“ Comes up by our own steamers.' "
“ ‘And the making?’ ”

. " ‘We import the native women. Qot over 
four hundred of ’em.'

•• ’Ami the Panama atmeaphere? ’’
“ ‘We have two hundred barrels a week

, .. , -°“He*^raii't look lfkd a- man wfin’d lie about
And then we took'a square look at him a hat," continued the wearer, "aid I don’t

and saw that he was cock-eyed in both 
optics and had last his winkers and eÿe- bot used^some made'rtght there in Dàhbury!
brows to boot! and betoe in something'of hurry he neglect-

JOB KERR. ed to mention that whenever I went out In

iii
V"Speaking of the curious coincidences,” 

said the man from Pittsburg to the group 
in tiie hotel lobby, “but I encountered 
one only last week, and it is bothering 
me yet. In the smoker on the train Were 
three cross-eyed men, ail sitting near me. 
I was thinking how queer it was when 
one of them leaned over and whispered:

“ ‘I don’t like the looks of the cross­
eyed chap over there. 1 never trust one 
of the sort.’

“Five minutes the individual he had 
referred to came 1 along after a drink of 
water and stopped to say to me, pointing 
out to the cross-eyed man:

“ ’Look out for some gum game from 
that fellow over there.’

"It wasn’t over ton minutes later when 
the third man sat down beside me and 
spoke of the sunpote and the weather, 
and then dropped his voice and whisper-

“ “Stranger, have yon noticed that we 
have two crose-eyed men in this couch?’

“ ‘Why, we have three,’ I Sorted but.
“ ‘Where’s the third one?'
“ 'Begging your pardon, but you are a 

suSerer from the same cause.’
“ ‘Me? Why, what a mistake you 

make! I said two just to spate yam-feel­
ings. We really. Have three, and y Ou 
make the third.'

“We had a dispute,” continued tiie 
Pittsburgher, “and I'll he banged if the 
three of them didn’t set in and declare 
that I alone of all was cross-eyed! Did 
you ever hear of such a thing? Pin al­
most a good mind to go ty a doctor. PH 
leave it to you gentleman if I aim cross­
eyed.” ;
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LACKED FACILITIES.

Hook—Did you see a sea serpent on 
your yachting trip?

Cook—No, the champagne gave out be­
fore we were ten miles from land.

- tell me

x ought to wear a sailor’s sou’wdstér 
my Panama at’ home. ' ’

JOE KERR
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ATTENDANT ANXIETIES.

" hat a harassed look Mrs. Fussy always wears when she gets up a picnic! 
-Yas^jh»'» always either afraid of makej Ol tiiat the lemonade wpn’fcgn around

Bmpk>r«-"I thought you were to go to a funoral ysstorday aOsrnooh r 
Office Boy—“Well, it come pretty ewao to Lein* one whan c-o umpire g.ve tb-t w.e 

decision Id »a alxth! lntic
:ontinent. It faces
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