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DASHING

YEACHER: “How would you punc-

tuate ‘The wind blew the five-
dollar bill round the corner'?”

Tommy Smart: “I would make a
dash after the five-dollar bill.”

QUITE A DIFFERENT
MATTER

“Why do you object to vaccination?”
asked the busy magistrate, sharply, of
the applicant for an exemption certi-
ficate.

“It’s a matter
was the reply.

At that moment the clerk whispered
to the great man on the Bench.

“Ah!” caid his worship. “I am in-
formed that you have a brother in the
police force. Now, does he object to
having his children vaccinated?”

“No, sir.”

“Very well; if vaccination is not
against your brother’s conscience, why
should it be against yocurs?”

“Well, you see, sir, it doesn’t ex-
actly fellow. Bill, as you're talking
about, has got neither children nor
congcience.”

He got his certificate.

of conscience, gir,”
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UNDERSTOOD ALL
RIGHT.

|

CHINAMAN was once brought be-
fore the magistrate of a Canadian
city and fined a dollar for an infrac-
tion of the by-laws. The magistrate
found it a bit difficult to explain the
pugishment to the “Chinkie,” who, ap-
parently ignorant of English, stubborn-
ly refused to understand.

“Now, look here, John,” the magis-
trate explained impatiently, “It's a
dollar, see? You pay money no-go to
prison. Savvy?”’

“No savvy,” retorted the Chinaman
for the tenth time.

“Let me get at him,” cried the cor-
pulent constable, fresh from Erin, who
had made the arrest. “I’ll tache the
haythin to miscomprehend yer honor.”

Permission being given, Michael
jumped over the dock rail, seized the
Chinee, and yelled in his ear, “You
wid the fdte off the tea-caddie, d'ye
hear? Ye're fined two dollars.”

“Heap big lie,” replied the Chinaman
blandly. “It’s only omne.”
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STRIKING FOR HOME
“Yeg, sir, I’'ve been a soldier, and
once came mighty near being mixed up
in a battle, and if it hadn’t been for
obeying the orders of our old colonel,
who was a regular brick, I might be
sleeping with my marfial cloak round
me now,” musged the old warrior.
“Why, how was that?’ asked a
listener.

“Well, the enemy were in sight, and
we were geiting ready to go for ‘em.

abie, when all of a sudden up jumps
the old colonel, on a stump, and shoufs.

““Now then, boys, up and at ’em!
Strike for home and country!’

“Some of them—a good many, in
fact—struck for their couniry, but [
struck for home, and precinus glad 1
am I dia i’
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WHAT WAS HISREWAD
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MHE late Edmund Garrett, a brillianti

jouraalist and one-time assistant
editor the Pall Mall Gazette, was
a man vhom other men loved. But !
along wi'h.his virtues he had an ex-!
tensive list of peculiarities, some of |
which ™ #1¢ humorously exploited by |
his biographer.

Garrett .had no idea of
he used to get into some
the ofiice of the Pall
reason.

“This must stop,” he said to me,
“and matters must be mended.” !

A day or two afterwards anm invita- |
ticn cante from the proprietor to din-!
ner. IEdmund said that at any rate
there must be no doubt about this en-
tertainment and his punciual attend-
ance thereat, and a good deal of fuss
was made about getiing ready for it.

Shirts were looked out, white ties
and drezs-clothes were overhauled, and
all the rezources of our establishment
brought into requisition, so that the
appearance of the guest should do jus-
tice to the host. Dinner was at eight
and long before that time Edmund was
arrayed in spotless raimenti, starting
out in good time to get to dinner.

1 stayed reading in the flat. After
about half an hour I heard somebody
coming up the stairs, and I heard to
my amazement the latech-key put into
the lock. The door opened and in
came Edmund, with a face ashy pale.

He took off his hat and threw it on
the flocor and said:

“Hang if, old man, T have muddled
4t again! It was last Wednesday.”

“RING OUT WILD BELLS."
THE following is enthusiastically
dedicated to any of our young
friends who are lucky enough to have
a “new arrival” at their homes:
Ring out; wild bells, and tame ones

too! !
Rinz out-the lover's moon!
Ring in the little worsted socks!
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time, and
trouble at
Mall for that
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E occupants of the railway car-
riage were listening with joyiul

V[‘ H

interest to the tales of the young man

in the corner. He had been all over the
world several times, apparently, and

his adventures had becen marvelous. i

“Cpolness and courage are the
things,”  he was saying. “Take this
case. We were in Central Africa, tra-
veling among cannibal tribes. One
evening, when we camped, I had stroll-
ed off while my men prepared supper,
when suddenly above a rock in front
of me 1 saw the heads of three na-
tives who were watching me. What
was I to d@o? My sgun was at the
camp. To turn back meant having
spears through me. In a moment i
decided. Close by were some stones.
Pretending I didn’t see the niggers,
I bent down as if to examine the
stones; then, quick as lightning, 1
picked up three of them and filung
them with all my force at their heads.
Every one found its mark, and the
three natives dropped like sheep. 1
always take a good aim, and it served
me well then.”

Then the red-faced man opposite,
who had been listening carefully, chim-
ed in:

“An’ wot did yer
cigar or a cocoanut?”

‘ave, guv'nor, a

CEMETERY PROSPECTING.
HERE is said to be enough gold in
the teeth of tne living and dead
people of this country to fill the larg-
est freight ship afloat. Prospectors ten
thousand Yyears
pickings in what constitute our cem-
eteries of to-day.

THE GOOD OLD DAYS.

THE good old days when a man drove

a horse with one arm and supported
a dainty bit of calico with the other
are only memories of middle-aged
couples. The present generation only
imagines it is enjoying itael!‘. :

I wasn’t feeling the least bit comfort-|

lhim for the occasion.

hence will find riechf

i,

WA‘ITER: Are you ringing that bell
Trate Customer: No, I'm tolling it,

TOOK HIM DOWN

mMHE son cf a laborer had become, as

he rather ioo insistently affirmed,
“a gentleman.” One day, having ar-
'ranged a dinner-party after his own
heart, he wrote to ask his brother,
iwho had also risen im life, to visit
Now, the bro-
ither was in no sense a snob, but a

1
i

‘I quiet, gentle-minded scholar, who oc-

casionally, as scholars will, absent-
mindedly neglected the outward adorn-
ing of his person.

Therefore, the one who called him-
!self the gentleman thought it neces-
sary to beg his brother to bring his
very best dress-clothes, and this
quest he several times re
ing that his guests were Lo be most
particularly “swell.”

he scholar’s life was rendered bless-
ed by a delicate strain of dry humor.
He answered the invitation as follows:

“My Dear Brother:—As you have
laid so very much more stress on the
appearance cf my clothes than on my-
self, I fancy I shall best meel your
wishes by sending you my best dress-
suit for the occazion. You will, there-
fore, receive it per parcel post, car-
riage paid, in plenty of time to be
prezenied to your friends at the din-
ner.”

A TROPICAL YARN

“Buns give me the creeps,” said the
| sailor.

“Why?"' agked the vicar.

“Well, once we were bound for
China, with self-raising fiour and cur-
rants. We struck on a rock, and, hav-
ing no boats, it looked all up. But the
fiour started workin’, an’ it frothed up
through the hatchways and sizzled
over the side in big lumps, which got
baked hard by the sun and bobbed
about like tremendous buns. I got
aboard a big one, although the water
swarmed with sharks. They started
eating the edges of the bun. Daily it
grew less, until 1 was cramped. Then
i got washed ashore with only two
bites left. Now I never see buns with-
out a shiver. If you offered me a pint
o' beer an’ a pork-pie, now——"

But the vicar fled.

for me, sir?
I thought you were dead.

WHEN SILENCE
‘REIGNED

The scene was the pretty little re-
sort of Puddle-on-Sea. The hero of
the occasion was a sleek, well-fed
gentleman, who had motored over
‘from the nearest town to deliver his
lecture, “The Art of Getting On.” He
had gathered his victims round him in
the village schoolroom, and was get-
.‘ting on splendidiy. Suddenty there
‘came a wonderful outburst.

“The successful man,” he said, “is

ithe man who strives. His motto is

JiPush, and keep pushing,’ for by thet
Aalone will he reach his goal.”

{3ittle man, who bobbed up
Tbull's eye of a target.

The applause was not precisely
jeafening, but there was a bit.of a' row
:,'.t"the' rear of the hall, in which a lit-
i{le man was the central figure.

“You, too, my friend,” said the lec-
iturer, rather angrily, “you’ll have to
‘push as well if you want to get on
‘in the world.”

For a moment there was complete
silence. KEveryone looked towards the
1ike the

Then out of the silence came the lit-

4 tle man’s big veice.

} marked,

re- |
iterated, say-!

THE ANNOTATED NOTE
BOOK

The woman was the author of a
ccokery book that had been published
at her request with wide margins and
ocecasional blank pages for notes ani
additional recipes. Often she had ex-
pressed a wish to see an old copy of
the beok and find out to what use the
blank spaces had been put. One day in
a second-hand book store her husband
unearthed an old volume. Noticing
that it had been annotated freely, he
bought it. After a day or two he said:

“How about the notes in that cook-
ery book? Were they interesting?”

“No.” she said curtly; “they didn't
amount to anything.”

When he got a chance he looked
through the book himself, Bvery note
the book contained was a remedy for
dyspepsia and stomach trouble.

NEVER SMOKED AGAIN

most in a man,”
said Johnson, “is the power of self-
denial. Now, take smoking,” he con-
tinued, lazily filling his pipe, and gaz-

recund at the rest of the party

ned 1n front cf the Jire. "It's a

s habit. and yet not one of you
men could give it unp. You haven’'t got
the strength of mind.”

At thig there arose a storm of dis-
sont. One man had left it off once for
a whole twelvemonth, and only re-
sumed it under medical advice. An-
other nad gone without tobacco for
two vears, and would back himself to
do the same again if the bet was big
enough; and so on, until a Yankee,
who was present, broke in.

“] knew a feller down in Nebras-
key,” he remarked, “who smoked tew
ounces of tobaccer every day for
tweniy-seven Yyeers, and then guv il
up at minit’s notice, and never
tetched it agin.”

“Fact, I du assure ye,” he rosumed,‘
as a murmur of unbelief arocse. e
wai jest lightin’ his pipe, when some-
thing cum to him, and from that day
to this he's never smoked another.”

“«Marvelous instance of will-power,”
said one.

“Iaxtrordinary strength of mind,”
exclaimed another. *“What determina-
tion,” cried a third. And then the

“what I admire

a

' door—“an’ he mniver lifted

Yankee spoke again, gazing medit-
atively into the fire the while.

“Yes, it were strange,” he said.
“fFriend o' mine, too, so I know it's
true. He were sittin’ on top of &
barrel of blasting powder at the time.

an’ the head of his match dropped
1

through the bunsghole!

BREAKING IT GENTLY

_\ BOY rushed into the house and
£X o0id to the lady: “I don’t want to
alarm yer, but I've got big news. The
men sent me up from the livery
siables to tell yer.”

“Good Heavens! what is |

“Why, you know your little boy,
Aleck, what the man can't keep out
of the livery stable round yon corner?”’

“Yes; well?”

1 told Aleck just now not to go
inter the stable among the horses, but
he wouldn’t mind me.”

“0Oh, dear, what has happened?”’

“He said he wanted ter see what a
borse did when Yyer tickled its heels
with a straw.”

“Oh, Heavens!” gasped the poor
lady and clung to the mantel for sup-
port.

“Well,
behin’ a horse,
heels, an’”’—the lady

Aleck got a straw, went up
tickled him on the
started for the
a hoof;
never so much as switched its tail.
Jt's a good thing for Aleck that he
dign’t, too, but I thought I'd come up
an’ let yer know.”

SURPRISED THE SPEAKER

Thin, angular, and spinsterish, Miss
Miggs strode through the streets of
the little village rounding up the house-
wives to come to to-night’s meeting of
the “Hopeful Society” on “How Hus-
bands Should Be Fed”

The little hall was fairly full by 8
Miss Miggs, Wwith her|

o'clock, when

! select ¢, mmittee of old maids, pranced!

onto the platform, and began her ora-
tion. Not much inspiration was to be
gained from the audience. A little
human touch is what is needed, thought
Miss Miggs to herself, to enliven the
proceedings. Putting on her best im-
itation of a smile, she advanced to the
front of the platforin.

“So many of you women,” she start-
ed, “are not sympathetic enough with
yvour husbands. Now,” she simpered,

“if T had a husband and he came home}

—er—Iate, I should not rave at him,
but simply go and kiss him.”

“And serve the brute right!” yelled
a retreating form at the back of the
hall.
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DIDN'T LOOK HARD'ENOUGH
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“So’ll you, guv'nor, 1 reckon,” he re-
cheerily. “Half a dozen
youngsters have bagged the petrol
from your motor car to light a bon-
fire, and you’ll have to push, push,
push!”

SUITED AT LAST

A commercial traveler had taken a
jarge order in the North for a con-
signment of hardware, and endeavored
to press upon the canny Scottish man-
ager who had given the order a box
of Havana cigars. “Naw,” he replied;
“don’t try to bribe a man. I cudna’
tak them—and I am a member of the
kirk!”

“But you will accept them a8 & pre-
sent?”

“] cuda,” said the Scot.

“Well, then,” said the traveler, “sup-
pose I sell you the cigars for a merely
nominal sun—say, six-pence?”’

“Weel, in that case,” replied the Scot,
“gince you press me, and not liking
tae refuse an offer weel meant, I think
T'11 be takin’ two boxes.”

!
&NGRY CGUSTOMER: “See here, sir!
- ’I‘;}j&tendbg you sold me yesterday
has bilten” a piece out of my little
boy’s leg!”

Dog Fancier: “Well, sir, didn’t I say
he was specially fond of children?”

IN THE PROFESSION, ANY-
WAY

The two famous actors were having
a round on the links, and every stroke
proclaimed the fact that, however ex
perienced they might be on the stage,
on the green they were novices. Sev-
eral fairsized bits of turf had beenm
dislodged, and then when one unusu-
ally large slice parted from its native
soil one of the two accompanying cad-
dies turned to the other and whisper-
ed, in the stage manner:

“Did ye tell me they were actors,
Joek?” :
“Aye, Wull,” admitted
with a faint air of apology.
“Well,” responded Wull, “if it wasna
that yer usually a truthful chap I
would have thought they were scene-

the other,

shifters.”

A SCIENTIST

B TR R
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will you?”

LLIE (who got a microscope for Christmas): “Say, cook, lend me a flea,

KING ALFONSO’S STORY

" LIKED OYSTERS

ING ALFONSO told a shooting-

party at Rambouillet an amusing
story of a trick he played on one of
his Ministers in Spain.

“This Minister,” said the King, “was
a simply appalling shot, but he would
have felt injured if he had been left
out of the shooting-parties which are
given from time to time for the mem-
bers of the Cabinet. One day he was

}|posted outside a wood when he saw

moving slowly through the grass about
fiffeen yards away a little rabbit. He
ifired at it with both barrels and miss-
i ed—as usual—but to his surprise the
rabbit still remained in sight, appar-
ently nibbling.

“Once more the Minister fired. He
fired in all thirty-six cartridges and
at last brought the obstinate rabbit
down. Delighted with his success, the
Minister himself ran forward to se-
cure the spoils. His chagrin can be
imagined when tLis rabbit of four
times nine lives was found to have
tied round its neck a card, with the
words ‘Long life to Senor ——,’ and
then the Minister’s name.

“Fastened to one of the paws was
a piece of string. ‘It was a stuffed
rabbit, which one of-the beaters had
pulled about by means of the string.
it was a whole year before my Min-
istetr forgave me for the trick played
upon him,” concluded the King.

SHOT JUST IN TIME

There is a delicious flavor about this
story of a Bayswater lady, married to
a maa who though uniformly unsuc-
cessful in his shooting adventures,
boastingly spoke of his “killings.”

One day, returning from the country,
with the usual accompaniment of an
empty bag, it occurred to him that his
wife would make fun of him if he re-
turned without even one proof of his
oft-boasted skill. So he purchased a
yrace of partridges to deceive his trust-
ing spouse. As he threw them on the
table in front of her, he observed:
“Well, my dear, you see I am not 8o
awkward with the gun after ail.”

“Dick,” replied the wife, turning
from the birds with a grimace, after
a brief examination, “you were quite
right in shooting these birds to-day;
it sowld have been oo late.” ]

“\'VHEN 1 was in the produce busi-

ness years ago,” said an old mer-
chant, “I had, among my country ship-
pers, a German by the name of Jacob
Snyder. He did not often come to the
eity, but when he did 1t was a great
ocasion with him and he expected
some attention. So one morning,
when he turned up in my shop about
ten o’clock, I said to him:

“<Jacob, you must have made an
early start to get here so Soon. How
would you like to have a bit of lunen
right away? Do you like oysters?

“syy’ he said, ‘1 coult eat a few
oysters.’

“So we went round
ing oyster bar and
stews.

«‘Now, Jacob, said I, ‘while we are
waiting, what do you say to some raw?
« Vell,” he replied, ‘I don’t mind.’

“So we had half-a-dozen raw apiece,
and as the stews had not yet come we
had another halfa-doen on the half
shell.

“When the stews were dispatched, I
asked, as a matter of form, if he would
not have another, and he said:

“ syeil, them’s pretty good oysters,
and I don’t mind if I do haf another
stew.’

“I nibbled biscuits while he ate stew
number two, and when he had fin-
ished I said to him:

“ “They pan oysters very well here.
Do you like panned oysters as well as
stewed?

“Jy, 1 like oysters any vay.
don’t mind if I haf a pan.’

«I ordered one for him, and that dis-
posed of I suggested a few fried.
“Vell,’ he observed, ‘I haf eat fried,
and fried is goot. I don’t mind’
“By the time he had finished that
order—and I made it a dozen—it was
high noon, and I did not feel that I
could afford to test Jacob’s capacity
further. So, paying the bill, I piloted
him out, and as we walked along I
said to him:

“ ‘Jacob, you're right fond of oysters,
aren’t you?

“ yilliam,” he replied, with more
animation than he had yet shown, ‘I'm
very fond of oysters. Vy, do you
know, I sometimes bellef 1 coult make

to a neighbor-

I ordered two

I
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a meal of 'em!' " -




