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Giving Way.
Skitties: “You
again.”
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meet after
Those Slit Skirts Again.
*Don’t vou think that the pr
tvie in women's skirts IS
jumorous?”’

“Simply side-splitting.”
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Berths Engaged.

The Ari: was about to leave the
ZuCE for ils famous ferty-day cruise.

*A11 aboard!” called Noah. “All
pasrengers ashore:”’

At 2hat moment a young couple
was ween rushing madly for the
gangpisnk.. The shipper took a look
anf obeerved that it was the family
thal baf been kidding his scheme
‘he day ®2fore.

“Hey! Wait for us!” shouted the
man, wering his umbrella,

*Too late!” grinned Neoah, pulling

n the gangplank. ‘““We already
have » DAir of asses!”

i Suspicious.

Crawfeord: *“So you're going to
Zfre vp your doetor - because he
Juasn™t, -nmjerstand yvour physical
ot e ™ '
T AranAW

*

Picking Up Tea.

The packet of tea lay on the pave-
ment, apparently unnoticed by the
south who stood near. Jus: as a
stout dame came along he darted
farward, seized the packet, and, pre-
senting it to her, explained that she
had dropped it. A coin passed be-
tween them.

“I'm afraid you've been done, my
boy,” observed a passer-by who had
witnessed the occurrence,

“That person never dropped
packet at all”

“lI know she didn’t,” grinned the
youth; “it’s ’er as is done. Y’'see, 1
gets the packet at 'ome, tears a small
hole in' the paper, empties the tea,
fills it with ashes, and drops it in ‘the
street. Wonderful 'ow it works.
Serves folks right for not being hon-
est, | always ses.”

“Jack, when we are married, I must
have three servants.”

“You shall have twenty, dear—but
not all at the same time.”

the

“When Miss Willings married old
Moneybags, she gave ‘her age at
wwenty-Tive. I feel sure she is older
than that”

“On, I suppose she allowed one-

“

A canal-faring couple atiended the
the baptismal serv.ce ar a Dlagk
Country church near the wharf where
their boat was reloading,

When ine curate came to the re-
quest to “Name the child,” therc was
no response ffom eitnar parent. They

looked at each other as tho seeking
irspiration, and the clergyman gath-
ered that they had forzotten to dis-
cuss the point befosehand. Anxisus
to help them out of the difficuity, the
curate caught the man’s eye, and in a
whisper, suggested “John.” The
boeatman nodded as tho relieved of a
great' responsibility, and the cere-
mony proceeded to i.s conclusion.
As the worthy coup:e it the
building, the woman addressed her
spouse in tones ol wathering scorn:

“Yo' fule, yo', we've got two Jacks‘

now, and thisgen’'s a1 wench.”

Sir, 1 wouléd respect-
for an increase of

Employee:
fully ask vyon

Y salary; I have got married lately.

Manager of-Werks : Very sorry,
‘Herneyhand, I can be of no assistance
to vou. The company i8 not respon-

Two Smart Actors.

In a very serious drama a prisoner
was obliged to read aloud a letter
which the jailer brought to him. To
save himself the trouble of commit-
thing it to memory the actor had
been accustomed to have the actual
letter handed to him, One evening
the jailed thought it would be a good
joke to hand the prisoner a blank
sheet of paper. The prisoner, start-
ing to read it, was ~for a moment
thrown off his balance, but, recover-
ing himself, said with the most ser-
ene calmness . —

“Jailer!”

g f - N

“l1 am obliged to make an avowal
to you. Brought up by parents of
low estate, I do not know how to
read. I beg that you will have the
goodness to acquaint me with the
contents of the letter.”

The snarer was snared; but. his
wits saved him, too. After fum-
bling at the letter the jailer said:—

“Willingly; but I must go and look
for my spectacles.”

Naturally he brought back with the
spectacles, the genuine letter,

Bound to Be Rich,

Father: ‘“Never,
The idea of the
of a rich banker throwing
away on a poor man! You
marry wealth or not at all.”

Pleading Daughter: *"But,
phonso is not poor.”

“Not poor? How can he be other-
wise? Break off
without delay.”
“But he is wealthy—very
pa.”

“How can an hotel proprietor be
wealthy after such a season as this?
I'll warrant he hasn’'t got five pounds
to his name.”

“But, pa, he is
prietor.”

“Nonsense! He
it. liere is his card:
Blank, Whitecap Hotel.”

“1 know; but he is not
prieto:.”

“What is he, then?”

‘“T'he head waiter,”

“Oh, that is <iilerent.
child.”

Proud
never!

child,
daughter
herself

must

pa, Al-

wealthy,

not an hotel pro-
himself admits
‘Alphonso de

the pro-

Bless vou,
my
secluded corner,

It was a hemmed

in with palms and fairy-liglats, calm,
and restful. In the distance

could be heard the strains of a band,
playing a slow, rapturous waltz. The
very air breathe with romance.

“Do you realize what it would /nean
if I were to give you such a beautiful
ring?” he asked, softly.

She thought she did; but, instead
of saying so—for she wished to hear
him say these blessed words herself

she cooed a gentlie:—

“What? What would it mean,”

“It would mean,” he said, as he
rose to his feet, “that I should have
to live on sixpenny iunches and wear
old clothes for a year.”

cool,

said a pompous ignor-
amus. 1 believe in education, sir—
the b‘t-st education that money can
buy. My father spared no expense
on my schooling, and I shall spare
none on my children’s.”

“1Then I suppose you will give them
11 an academic education?”’ remark-
ed his f!'i(lld.

“Yes, o sir,’

“VYoa cir”™
Yes, sir,

was the reply; of
course I will That's the kind of
education that I got, and if it takes
every shilling of my fortune my boys
+nd girls shall all be macadamized
father was.”

. *hhhair
asS uiell

it is allowable for a man to pun
on his own name if he does it well
«nG not too often. Cardinal Man-
ning used to tell a story of his friend,
3ishop Jramstone, who seems to
have been a wit as well as an emnwng
ecclesiastic. One day a member Ol
his flock approached him with the
remark that he wanted a wife, ;m_d
ha added the usual modest condi-
tions—she must be young, ricl} uml
pretty. The Bishop answered him
‘n an instant

.n“;‘ :)L: are mistaken,” said he. “My
name is Bramstone, not Brimstone.
I do not make matches.”

Fatal. : :

“}jear about the new poison?”’

“Shoot.” : i

“Aeroplane poison.

“What the dickens is thnt?"n

“One drop and you're dead.

The Wiles of the Weaker.

A college youth just retuz'neq from
~ hunting trip called one evening on
the lady then brightest in his many-
tiamed sky. During a luil in ilne
chatter he proffered a request for
what was once—long, long ago—
technically known as “a chaste sa-
lute.” :

“Jack.” she said, “if you Kiss me,
I'll tell dad.”

Jack laughed at the threat and
pecked .at the lady, whereupon she
scurried upstairs, leaving the lad in
considerable suspense.

“Dad,” she cooed timidly thru the
tobacco smoke. “Jdck’'s downstairs
just home from a hunting trip. He'd
iike to. see that new gun of yours.”

“All right,” grunted dad, and des-
cended the stairs, gun in hand.

Jack departed immediately—sans
hat, sans ‘overcoat, sans cane-—and
was seen no more.

’

“Bur-reds is intilligent,” Mrs.
Brannigan observed, as she encount-
ered her friend, Mrs., O’'Brian. “Ye
can tache ’em annyt'ing. Me sister
has wan as lives in a clock, an’ whin
it's toime to tell th’ toime, it comes
out an’ says cukoo as manny toimes
as th' toime is.”

“Dthot’'s wondherful!”
O’'Brian.

“It is indade,” said Mrs. Branni-
gan. “An’ the wondherful par-rt ov
it all ‘is it's only a wooden bur-red
at thot!” :

said Mrs.

His Delusion.
Visitor—What is the matter with
that wildly raging man in a strait-
jacket over there?

Keever—He got that way trying.

to understand the income-tax law.
Visitor—And what delusion can
the man have who seems to be al-
ways smiling? g By .
#eeper—He imagines he does un-
derstandsit.
3 " — ':.:"_
. Quip From a Clinic. ,
- Deetor—CGolonel Fuller de- Rhumm-
is dead. .
Phnysician—Weak - kidneys?

1

the engagement

He Used His Eyes.

“Be observant, my son,” said Wil-
lie's father. “Cultivate the habit
of seeing and you will be a suegess-
ful man.”

“Yes,” added his uncle. “Don’'t go
thru the world blindly. Learn te use
your eyes.”

“Little boys who are observing
Know a great deal more $han those
who are not,” his aunt put in.

Willie took this advice to heart,.

Next day he informed his mother
that he had been observing things.

“TInecle’s got a bottle of whiskey
hidden in his trunk,” he said; “Aunt
Jane's got an.extra set of teeth in
her drawer and father’'s got a pack
of cards behind the books in his
desk.” :

Trapped.

A minister was greatly
by a certain get of women in his
congregation who persistently gos-
sipped in a loud tone during service.

One Sunday morning he executed a
plan whieh he had devised to stop
this annoyancée. At a given signal
the choir stopped abruptly on a cer-
tain word in the middle of a hymn.

Then one of the gossips,. unable to
check herself, was heard all over the
church to say:

“1 always frf mine in lard!”

“As we know,” announced the
minister, “that she always fries hers
in lard, 'we will prcceed with the
singing.”

disturbed

Catching Up.

you insist upon having
share of the pudding,
Harry?" asked the mother of a small
boy. *“Isn’t your older brother en-
titled. to it?”

“No, he isn’t,” replied.the little fel-
low. "“He was eating pudding two
vears before I was born.”

The Family  Zoo.
s funny, ain’t i, that. every-
body in our family's some kind of an
nimai?”

“Some kind of an animal, indeed?
What do you dean?” .

“Why, mother’'s a.dear, vyou know.”

“Yes. certainly.”

“And my baby . sister's mother's
Jittle lamb, and I'm the kid, and dad’'s
the goat.”

“Why  do
the biggest

6T 4
i\

A tourist, “doing” one of the many
old inns of England, had ordered tea
and a sandwich. The waiter was
boring her with his tiresome des-
criptions of the historic connections
of each pieece of furniture, and the
legends surrounding every article in
the house.

“So everyvthing in the house has a
legend connected with it,” she re-
marked, when he paused. “Well, do
t€ell me about this quaint old ham
sandwich.”

them.

Committeed to the Grave!

The American papers are publish-
ing stories of Dr. Weir Mitchell.
This is one of the best of them:

One day a patient came into his
office and found him closing a large
bundle of letters. *All resignations
from committes or boards,” he said,
gleefully. “I'm going to-‘gét off all
I have told my wife that
when I die I want her to put on my
tombstone, ‘Committeed to the
grave’!”

She: *“They say Di
party the other night..
He: ‘““That’s true.”
She: *“How did you know
He:

Toogocd

0

kissed a man at the Jones’

“I had it from her own lips.”

The Old Mare and Colt.
The motor car was, until recently,
a thing unheard of in a certain part
or Ireland. A peasant was very much
astonished one day when he saw
go by without any visibie means ot
locomotion. Iis eyes bulged, how-
ever, when motorcycle followed
closely, and disappeared like a fiasn
round a bend in the roaa.

“Begorra!” he said, turn
would have

“who
had a colt?”

one

ing to his

thought that

'tats
S011,

thing

ALL’S WELLS THAT BECINS WELLS!
The Optimist (having his first lesson): *Of course, I expect
to be pretty rotten without my glasses.”

offered
janitor of the apartment in which he

Taking No ‘Chances.
A young Clevelander who is al-
vays generous with his touring car
to take the old colored

resides downtown the other day.
“No, suh, poss—no, suh, thank you,
guh,” grinned the ancient function-
ary. ‘I reckon I'll wait and go on
de street cyah.” “What's the matter,
uncle? Are vou afraid?” “No, suh—
me afraid? No, suh, I got to wait.”
“Uncle, have you ever been in an
sutomobile?’ “Nevah but oncet, an’

1

den I didn't let all ma weight down!

More Efficient.

Admiral Sir Alfred_jPaget tells a
goocd story of how a more than or-
dinarily ckeeky ‘middy” once scored
off him. He met the youngster at a
house party, and was c¢riticizing him
in a friendly way for not having
made better progress..

“When . I was your age I.- was a
sub-lieutenant,” he remacked.

“Yes, sir,” replied the boy. inno-
cently; ‘“but, then( is it nota fact
that the navy was never gso effi-
eient as it is today?”

Probabiy Right.
They were :;iiscussing the
American Indian
British

North
in a rural school,
weekly, when the
asked if anyone could teil

what the leaders of the tribes
called.
f answered a bright

says a
teacher
bim
were

“Chiet,”
girl, at the head of the class.

“Correct,” answered the teacher.
“Now can any of you tell me what
the women were called?”

There was a silence for a minute
or two, and then a small boy’s hand
waved eagerly alof:,

“Well, Frankie?”
cher. :

“Mischief,” he proudly annocunced.

little

asked the tea-

The editor of the Evening Star
was deeply engrossed in his. work
when he was suddenly interrupted
oy the office boy, who remarked:

“There’s a tramp at the door, Mr.
Hyde, and he says he ain't had
nothin’ to eat for six days.”

“Fetch him in,” said the editor.
“1f we can find out how he does it,

we can run the paper for another
week.”

Unfortunate.

The New Yorker was descanting
on the glories of Broadway.

“The streets are ablaze with light
-—a veritable riot,” he said. “Why,
there is one electric sign with one
hundred thousand lights.”

“Doesn’t it make it rather con-
spicuous? asked his English friend.

“Yes,” said the fat man with the
gold watchchain spread across his
ample waistcoat, “I have two and a
half-dozen children.”

The other man gasped.
c¢f them 'said:

“Surely—two ,

“Quite s0,” said the
“Two, and a half-dozen,
six, makes eight.
dozen.”

Then one

and a

fat man.
which is
-Two and a half-

An Entertainer.

Mistress (to praospective cook):
Your virtues all seem of a negative
quality. Haven't you anything  else
to offer?

The Candidate: Well, yes, ma’am,
I have. You see, I worked a year fer
them high-an’-mighty Van. Dams,
an’ I know their silverware is plate,
an’ their cut glass isn't cut, an’ their
imported gowns is from Chicago, an’
th’ old man comes home at two in
th® mornin’, . an’ th’ young French-
man who is goin’ to marry Clytie
Van Dam—she’'s twenty-nine an’
losin’ her hair—is no more a baron
than I am a queen. Aw, I know all
about 'em.

The Mistress (highly interested):
On second thought I'll engage you.

: Sour.
“Absinthe has driven: Binks e¢razy,
they say.”

“Absinthe-mrinded, eh?”
b

Prof. Talkalot—The boys were so
interested this morning that they
remained in my lecture all during
the dinner hour.

His spouse—I guess the lazy things
would rather sleep than eat.

i
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Old Country Paﬁy (who,

.
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for the first time in her life, has taken a “day trip” to Le

sible for any accidents that happen

—

- Anigd off for cash:” | » ....me, Officer, but could you direct us to the railway station?"
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