
much monpy. Tut when some shark comes alon.ir with a roM
brick schv-mc that promisos you iinr)ossible thing's, >ou ro!! your
money into it like flics crowd around a poison-plate. .Some of
.\7ou fellows would (iesci-\c to ffct bitten Kood and hard if it wasn't
for your wives and children—they would suffer the most over it.

Andy Bonehead—Aw that's alrig-ht for you to talk soft that way, you
pale-faced (Biddy boun.is forward and .-hakes her fist "at "his
nose.

)

Biddy—Don't ye dare say another word or call the K^intleman another
name or I'll sc.atch yer old black eyes out d'ye hear?

Coulson—Well at any rate you promised us IM) per cent, the first
ypar, 60 per cent, the third or fourth year, now h;nv <lo you
account for that?

Hartley-
1 did ami I .stimd by my statement and if you don't believe

'"^ ^«^^*' where the Bible says that if we ^ive
up anything- in this life for the Lord's sake we yhiiU receive an
hundred fold more in tlrs life. Do you b.dieve the Bible? Now
I just want to say that every dollar you Rave me is in the bank
and I'll ju.st hand it over to Mr. Whyte here and if any man wants
his monr y back he can have it on one condition that is that he makes
the fheiiue out in his wife's name, to have it for h-n-self and to
spend it as she likes. But ' hope that you will leave at lea.st
half of it for Mr. Whyte to buil.i that new community building,- and
have those new recreation j^rounds and the swimming pool and
picture shows ho is ti-v'ary to put ovef and that your younj?
pe )ple need. But remember the chc(iue is to be made out in
your wife's name. They are to spend it as thoy need it at home
or anywhere else, .see?

John Farmer and Anselina Beaver—(.Jumping up and shouting)
Hurrah! We're going to gc:t it at last. Hurrah! Hurrah!

John Farmer—Say Mr. Hartley, you're a gentleman. I lied to my
Dad the other day to help Angelina out when she was collecting
for this business and I made up my mind that if Dad didn't help
out in this swimming po )1 business, I'd shde out his best hog
ne.xt week and sell it :ind give the money. But now it's all jolly
Mr. Preacher. Mother'll give me the money, v.on't you mother?
Isn't that jolly, Angelina?

Harrj' Coulson—Gee whiz, and I see where we get a car and the girls
can have a new piano 'in nc xt week. Ha! Ha! And .\?ou bet I'll get
some new togs, to:). Mother'll give us the cash I bot. Say
Gov'nor, I don't care if you soke Dad for a fcv.- mere thousands
if you let us in on it that way. Gee whia, but if it don't look like
Christmas every day to me. Good-bye preacher, I'll go tell the


