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When to Forget.

Tommy: “Pop, what is a diplo-
mat?"

Tommy's Pop: YA diplomat, my seon,
is a man who remembers every wo-
man’s birthday, but forgets her age.
—Philadelphia Record.

Base Injustice.

Mrs. Kindly: “Now, I'll give you a
dime, poor man! But I hope you will
not go and get drunk with it.”

The Poor Man (much hurt): “Lady,
you do me a great wrong to suggest
such a thing.”

Mrs. Kindly: “I didn't mean to ac-
cuse you—"

The Poor Man:  “I'm glad of it
lady. Do I look like a man whocould |
get drunk on a dime?”—Puck.

It Wasn't Like Sargent-

Once when John S. Sargent, the fa-
motis painter, was at a - banquet, ‘a
voung lady whom he knew very well
said to him: "Oh, Mr. Sdrgent, "1
saw your latest painting, and k‘!ss'-
ed it because it was 80 mucu
like you.”

“And did it kis§ you in return?”

“Why, no."”

“Then,” replied Mr. Sargent, it
wasn't like me."—Exc¢hange.

Rapid Revision.
“Bloob has turned Cubist.”
“Rot!”
“Sold his first picture for a thou-
sand.”
“Fine!”—Plain Dealer.
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“What! You strike women now, do you?”

“Well, she woull play at fathers and mothers, so of course I had to

‘biff* her."—Jornal Amusant.

Hadn’t Missed Him.
. A ring at the telephone drew the
office, hoy. *“Lady to talk to you, sir,”
he said to the senior partner.

The senior partner took up the re-
ceiver, and stood at the phone for
several minutes. - Then he laid the re-
ceiver down, and went back to his
desk. Twenty minutes later he rais-
ed the receiver, said a few wonrds, and
presently hung up. Then he turned
to his partner. “It was my wife,” he
explained. *“She was still talking, and
hadn't missed me.”—Argonaut.

All at Sea.

Gaydog (who has taken a few
friends on a little ecruise): 3oys, I'm
sorry; we'll have to turn back—
I've just learned that my wife has
eloped with my chaunffeur!”

Agonized Chorus: *“But, think of
us! We can’'t go back; our wives
haven’t!”

Willing To Oblige.

An old and weatherworn trapper was
recently seen sauntering along the
main street of a western village. Paus-
ing in front of « little meeting house
for a moment, he then went in and took
his scat among ine congregation. The
preacher was :liscoursing on the sub-
ject of “The sueep .and the goats”
and had been ev' "ently drawing a con-
trast between the two. Said he:

“We who assemble here from week
to week and do our parts and per-
form our duty are the sheep; now, who
are the goats?”

A pause, antd our friend the trapper
rose to his fect, saying:

“Wa’al, strarger, rather than see the
play stopped I'li be the goats!”

The preacher collapsed.

Just the Kind.

A lecturer was touring thru the
eountry recently, and delivered an ad-
dress before an audience in a country
schoolhouse.

In the course of his remarks he re-
viewed the agricultural prospects of
the country, and as an illustration told
a story of a poor farmer who had died,
leaving tc his wife the farm heavily
mortgaged. He said that the widow
set to work witii a will, and succeeded
upon one year's wheat crop in paying
off the entire mortgage.

When he had completed his lecture,
the gentlema: shook hands and greet_
ed the members of this audience. One
middle-aged man finally approached
him thoughtfuily, and began:

“I say, migter, you told a story ’bout
the widow raising a mortgage on one
year’'s crop?”

“Yes, my friend; that was a true
story. It hap.wned only two Years ago.”

“Well, sir, coula you tell me who that
widow i8? She's just the kind of wo-
man I've becn looking for all the

Indifferent. <

Landlady: “Will you take tea or

coffee?” -

Boarder: “Whichever you call it.—
London Opinion.

Learned the Lesson.

The rector of a small village in Ire-
land recently mct one of his parishion-
ers who was a farmer and a greal
dog fancizr, and who was also fond
of a glass of waiskey. As they walked
together awhile the rector, admiring
some uof the dogs he had with him,
said to the farmer:

“Did you ever hear that by giving
a pup whiskesy you kept him from
growing?” :

“Yes,” replied the farmer, “and I
tried it.”

“With what results?”

“The pup died ”

“And now. my friend,” said the rec_
tor: *“wasn’t: that a good lesson for
you?”

“Bedad, 1t wae sir, for I have never
wasted a drop of good whiskey on any
of my dogs since.” —Tit-Bits.

in the Fashion.

Mr. Farman acqmired great wealth
quite suddenly by the death of a re-
lative, and cousequently his wife im-
mediately becalne very anxious to get
into society, iier knowledge of social
customs lcft much to be’ desired. but
she would not admit her ignorance of
such maltters.

Their nearest neighbors were a very
exclusive and wealthy family, who were
extremely ccnservative regarding their
friends. Mrs. Farman. very much de-
siring the acquaintance of this family,
sent a card as follows:

“Mr, and Mrs. Farman present their
compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Hartt,
and hope they are well, Mr. and Mrs.
Farman will e at home on Wednesday
evening at cight o'clock.”

The family receiving it were quite
equal to the occasion, and Mrs. Far-
man received the following reply:

“Mr, and Mrs. Hartt return the com-
pliments of Mr. add Mrs. Farman, and
inform them that they are very well
Mr. and Mrs. Harti are glad to know
that Mr. and Mrs. ‘Farman will ‘be
at home on Weanesday ' evening ‘at
eight o'clock. Mr. and Mrs. Hartt will
also be at hume.”

An author who was present at the
first night performance of a very suc-
cessful play wrilten by a rival de-
clared afterwirds fthat it was the
poorest piecc he had seen.

“Then why did you pnot hiss it?” in-
quired a friend.

“Impossible,”” was the retort. “a

man cannot hiss and yawn at the same

time!”—Detroit Free Press.

Molly: “When you broke the en-
gagement, of course you returned the
diamond r g l:e gave you?”

Dolly: ertainly ngt! I don’t care
for Jack any longer, but my feelings
havé not changed towaf( ‘he ring'’—
Londoh Mail,

%Oﬁ Wi llie.
“Willie,” luld the helreu, cheertulw
g ¢ Mve 'beéir - thi
“'%\ ng of me, my’ melous?" aak-
1llle,

“1n a wn , yes” replied Gladys, “I
Inkmx that, were you . to

arry me, ‘everyone ‘v'ould’ say You |

only did it for.the sake of my . mbonéy.”
But MIluwi‘-h not al,

“What care I for th)y base, unthini -
ing w df" uul he, kﬂlantly. adjust-
ing his immaculate

“Still, Willle nothmc lhsu part us.
I will W you or no ome,”

1 no: have ple £ \ylns
unklnd things abou y5’3°
disposing of my tortune to the rmulon-
aries. ' 'Why. Jdearest, why are you. go«

1 o
ivuu. locked back thru (he nalf-. 1

open door:

B i

hed one whit. |

An Unkind Cut.
Artist: “I paint only for pleasure.”
Fair Critic: '“And only for your
own, I presume."—}«'megende Blaetter

\ So Self'ah

“You know, my dear, men are quite
impossible, 1f I accept Jack's pro-
posal, he will expect me to marry
him; and if I refuse it, he will
expect to be allowed to marry some
one else.” (London).

Her Blame.

Mrs. Crabshaw: “Why didn't vou
tell me before I married you, thatyou
were never home before midnight?”

Crabshaw: “I thought you knew it,
my dear. I used to be around 1o
your place as late as that nearly
cvery night.”

,She Didn’t Mmd
“Of copdrse you are -paying for my
time,” gaid the pretty stenographer,
“and if you want to waste it—"
_“F do,” prompily declared her em<
ployer, and kept on waisting it.”

2 12N,
Her Sole Qualification.

Mrs. Bagrox: “Tell me, professor,
will my daughter ever become a great
piapi>t?” %

Herr Vogleschnitzle: “I gannot deil.”

Mrs. Bagrox: “But hao she nonep

0f ‘he qualifications necessary for a

good musfeian?” g
H,rr Vogleschnitzle: ‘*‘Ach! “a»:n,

Matam; she has two handts!”"—Puck

A Serious Error.

“You've made a mistake in your pa-
pre’t said the indignant man. enter-
ing the editorinl sanctum.’ ‘I wos one
of {he competitors at the athletic’
maftch yesterday. and yvou have called
me the well-kncwn lightweight cha.m*

ion.”

. “Wel'. aren't you?” caid the ~ditor.

“No. Im nothing of the kind; and
its _conféundedly -awlavard, because,
viwm yoc, Tm & veal merchant.'—Cléve-
tand IL.eader: y

Evidence.

“What makes yvou think he’is a for-
eign nobleman?”

“T averheard nim sa: he owed every-
thing to his wife”

The Widaw and Her Mite.

A young man was lounging on the
h#tel veranda. Close by sat a pretty
widow, with her little mite. Presently
the 1little mite ran up io the young
man, and was patted on the head.

“Wha’th your name?” lisped the lt-
tle mite.

The young man told her.

“Ith you married?”

“No, I am not” said the young
man.

The small mite turned to the pretty
widow, saying:

“What _elthe muthi.I athk him,
mama?”’ i i
e w dn W
R. S. V. P.

A sporting gentleman, meeting an
old angler,whe was a persevering but

unsuccessful hand, asked:

“How are the fish in these parts?”

“Well,” replied the old man. grim-
ly, “I really don't know. I dropped
them a line every day last week, but
I've got no réply yet."—

- e . e

Arother On Her. :
Gmer—«Wouldn't you like some
horseradish ?
Mrs. Neﬂvv.'ed——MercSr no! Wedon't
keep a horse!

His Thought.
She (after the quarrel):
‘presenee!” !
He (confused): “Why—er—you've
got them alil!”—London Opinion.

“Leaye my

llvo "
“What's killed 'em off?”

“Never sco sea~serpents here now, 1 suppose?”’

“The people’s got soberer, I expect.”—Londcn Opinion.

Voung- But Discreet.

A certain’ man, who lives 1n a sub-
urvan fown in aordh Jersey, is no
beaury.. lie is not omy lvng and
angulaw, but has a faee and complex-
for chat neitherpale blue, sky yeliow |
‘Itor ury oches color in dress erfect will
actune to.

One day the afuresaid party' called
10 pee .an dcguaintance, and waiie |
waiting fcr him tv appear in the par-
lor, was entertnined by the {ittle
uvn' year-old sun.

“Well. what do you think of meé?”
asked ihe caller, after conversing sev-
ral'minutes.

l'astedd of repiying, the boy turned
asnj\? afid thcughtfully hung hlS head.

ou“haven’t answered me.” smil-
ingly persisted the caller. “Aren’t you
gnmg to tell me what you think of
me?

“No sin” v‘etuxaed the youngstex’
“Do mrg suppose that I want to get a
licking -—Philadclphia Telegraph.

Hard Blcw By a Quaker.

Bishop Chaudler, of Atlanta, apro-
pos ot worldly parsoms, said the other
day.

- “There was a worldly parson of this
type in Philadeiphla—a great fox hunt-
er- ~whom a Spruce street Quaker took
in ha

- ‘Frlend, said the
derstand thee's clever

“1 Bave. few wywal
jors at that sport,’
placently replied.

“ ‘Neverthelessy »{riegd.’
Quaker, ‘if I were a fox., I would hide
where thee would never find medt

“‘Where wonld you hide? asked the
parson, wita a frown.

““Friend,’ caid the Quaker, ‘I would
hide i thy study. "—St. Louis Globe-

r; ‘I-under-
OX, catching.

parson com -

7 he Reverend: “But,'
use of all this shocking

No Brutality for Hiu:h,

“Prize ﬂlhﬂns l- dodl ml‘ﬂlllv

samq'" ‘
“I wo ulx‘L her see my'
‘thari td scé him in u]ﬂh. in

sport” £ o 1
“T.ets. see—didr't your son | “both;

legs broken’ and his spine
last year S E R
‘“1‘ t was at football.'T’
not think I would per; t
ga lﬁ a_prize ﬂ‘lxt.”

you do
to en-
ountoﬂ Pat

nos super«

sald < “the |

-High Finance.

A marn sent hiz neighbor's little
| boy 'to the drug store to buy five pas-
tage stamps. He hauded him two dimes,
the extra on: being for himself..Sume
| time afterward the boy came back
| blubbering and saié¢ he had lost ¢ne
of the dimes.

“But why didn’t you buy me the
stamps?” asked the man.

“Bocause, mister,” replied the Loy,
“it was your dime I lost?”

She Would Talk.

A prominent motor race:s was ask-
ed by a friend if he world | e su
kind as to allow thrce youns womern
to accompany him while he waz trs-
ing a new racing ecar

“Why, 1 ecan't be huihcered ,thh
passengers at a {ime ke that, and
especially with wumm. They. always
talk to me, and I m 14l not havesny
mind distracted. It wigat prove dm
gerous, .you know.”

“But these. girls won't bother ybu
Pll tell them not to. One of  them
is ‘my -sister. They are crazy to go,
want to say they have ridden with
you. - You know what girls are.”

“Well, if you will tell them they
must not speak fo me while 1. am
driving, hhe m" come. They maust
Sty stﬂl, and not. do anything to dis-

I You impress (his |
¥ they are mlmag 10

mhm w magde - and - they

'sta.rfed At one place the driver ran
over an obstacle, and there was a tie-
mendous bump. He did not try to 100k
around, as hé was going at a rapid
rate pf speed, but. presently he ‘feit
a timid touch on his shoulder.:

“What is it?” he growled.

A weak little voice ‘answered him.

“Really, I hate awfully to bother
yous 1 know. I shouldn’t, and I prom-
ised not to; but I feel I must tel
you that Helen isn’t with us now.”—
Tit-Bits.

False Alarm.
“You ought to have seen Mr, Mar-
shall ' when he called dpon . Dolly
the other night,” remarked Joanny to

‘I his sister’s young man, who was tak-

ing tea with the family. “I teil you
he looked fine sitting there alpngside
of her with his arm—"

“Johnny!” 'gasped his sister, her
face the color of a boiled lobster.

“Well, so he @id,” persisted Johnny.!
“He had his arm—"

“John!” screamed his mother, fran-
tically.

“Way,”" whined the boy, “I was—'

“John!” said his father, steinly,
“leay: the room.”

‘And Johnny 1eft, ¢rying as he went,
“I was only going to say tha! he had
his army clothes on.”

‘Found, But Still Lost.

A country minister, driving . to
church with 'his new ‘overcoat .on
the seat beside him, lost the coat en
rouie, and announced his - loss from
the pulpit. :

“Dearly beloved,” he said, “I met
with a sad loss this morning. Some-

ing to church, 1 lost my nne, new, . Aﬁk
lined overcoat. If any of you d
it, 1 hope you'll brmg it to 'th'é nal!-
sonage.”

“It's found, doctor" said a volce
from the back of the chureh,
"~ “Bless you, my friend! Heave blerss
‘you!” gaid - the minister, beami on

| the speaker, gratefully.

“It's found, 'sir,” continued the
voice. “I came along the River road
just after you, and it wasn't hhem,"'—-
Lendon Oplnmn

What They Objected To. . '

Two friends had settled down' to
their coffee, gigaret, and game of chess
in a teashop, when a discordant third
mﬁéd in. Ko was umw ob-

&

.
P un u 18?2 returnm ed Ba,t. 'ﬁo

“Let yerself go limp, Bill, Let yerself go limp!”

She: “I am gomg to give you back
your engagément ring. I can never
marry you. I love another.”

“Give me his name and ad-

: *Do You want to kill him?"”
He: “No, I 'wan¢ to try aud sell him
the ring.”

Tommy’s Aunt; “Won't you have an-
other piece of cuke, Tommy?”

Tommy (on a’' yvisit): “No, I thank
you.” ; .

Tommy’'s Aunt: “You seem to be
suffering from a loss of appetite.”

Tomrmy: “That ain’t loss.of appe-
tite. What Im suffering.from is po-
liteness.”

It Made a Difference.

“The only thing 1 find to say
against you, Jane, is that your wash-
ing bill is far too extravagant. Last
week you had six blpuses in the wash.
Why, ‘my -ot¥vn daughtér never sends
more than two!”

“Ah, that ‘'may be, mum.” replied
Jane, “but T 'ave fo! Your daughter's
sweetheart is a bank elerk, while my
young man is-a chimney sweep. It
nrakes a difference, mum.” — Londgon
Opindon.

THOSE TABLE BOUQUETS.
Ephraim (from the ceuntry)—*I
say, cousin, this livin’® in th' city
ain’t what it’s cracked up to be when
you have ' make your flower garden
on th’ dinner table!” °

where on.the River road, while driv- |

L ,Diroctiont.

.“Yes, I'm starting district visiting

new, Mr. Brown, and as I'm ignorant
of what to do, you must tell me.”
'+ “Well, miss, you fust axes me 'ow
is my rheumatiz, then you reads a bit
-—not much—then  you gives me a
shillin® an’ an ourice of 'baccy, an’
goes round to see Mrs. ’'Odge.”—Lon-
don: Mail.

A Home Talk.
Huaband You ecan put this down
as settled, if I ever get out of it you
will never catch me  in mat.rlmony
again.
Wﬁ You won’t if you depend on
reference.—Public Ledger

‘Is Narsty Look
'wo. cabmen, who hag had a race

| for priority of place on the “rank,”’

ere .iu;hac nercely at each other.
“Aw wot's the ma.tter with you?”

ded
>thiz uthg mtter ‘'with. me.”
_gave me a narsty look,” per-

- centainly ‘ave a
didlt‘t glve it you!”

wwm
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Reserved His Opinion.

Gibbs:: “Don’'t you think that some
of those modern dresses are rather ini-
modest?”

Dibbs: “No; ' but T1l reserve my
opinion of their wearers.” — Bostin
Transcript.

Fras

A § na\n hers,”  said the go‘u An-
mantor, “a device {hat will be ;’b
totypists” -

l? "hat is it?” asked the manumv
er fof typewriters

“It’s an extra. key. Whene\m
operator-can't spell a word she press
es this Rey 'and il makes a blurr!”
New York Timcs.

“They 'say iy son is a credit to me”
*Mine.” said nis friend. “has ne:
been Anything but a liability.”-—London

Mzeil.

A Clincher.

The American chorus girl, who 3
now invading London with great ¢
cess, is nothing if not up t> Jdat:
George Arliss, whose performances
“Disraeli’ -qre arousing so niucn
terest, illugbrates .this with = ciory

“You are behind the times cver
here,” said a pink and pref-y Amer-
can' show girl. © “Why, ' I natic> "I
‘Twellfth ngQt‘ is plawing in one ol
the Strand theatres, and we had !
two years ago omn Broadway. —Li
pincotts. g
Revenge.

#“Helo, Jack! How are you and Nan
getling on?”

“She played me a mean trick, and !
quit her’

“How'strthat?”

“She married another fellow.”

Lots of Trouble.
Cendudtops Madam, that child looks
older than ‘three years.

M\ther: Yes, indeed he does. co!
ductor. That child has had a lot
ti'ogble.—Everybody's.-

Appreciation. A
Bisie: I didn’t know he could aff
to"give you such an expensive ens:s
ment ring.
Egeria: He couldn’t—but wasn'!
dear of him"—xLite.

Couidn't Matter Much.

Mrs. Breen had télked enthus ®
tieally o& 5 largely advertised
sale whi to take. place in on
the down-town department sto
That evening when. her husband cai
home he looked about at & numbcr
bundles which were lying on a table

“Well, I, what did you find A
that wondu!nl fire sale?” he

quired.
1%0Oh, Will, I got some Of the lo
est silk stockmxs at 24 ecnts a pt
There isn't a thing the matter W
them except that the feet are Lu!
"—Harper's Mawine

. His Tact
h,” she sald, ‘“¥our conduct
h & make an angel weep.”
yow shedding 2!
mogled. and his tact save

: ;SHGES; R€

Turned Ot the Light
in Htel's Corricg
Daneed Ragtii

vOTED MOST ENJOYAEI

Yei. Some Are Li
Feel Shocked at
Event.

LLONDON, Aug. 2—L3
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not the first of its
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scales All the notal
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was ‘there<to ¢
of friends:
Lady Cunard w
of emerald gree:
diamonds. Mrs
cloth with tihies
wore a creation
with turquoises
as an order ac
a diamond and
(:lasgow was
and  silver cl
Churchill wore
jet ormaments

therr
the

HOW’S THIS ?
We offer One Innd
for any cas ) 1
be cured by [lall’'s Catar
§ TR CHY\T\ & t()
We, the undersigned,
T, J. Cheney for the 1a
and beleve Wi perfect
in all business transactig
ancially able to carry ou
tions made by his firm
National Bank of

Hall’'s Catarrh Cure is
nally, ‘acting directly upt
and: mucous surfaces of
Testimonials sent free
per bottle. Sold by all

Take Hall's Family H
stipation.

Hot Wec
Need:s

SCREEN DOORS
SCREEN WIN.
REFRIGH

We have them in
Also baby carriag
ware, Paints. Ii
you to get our prig

JOHN H.

97 Colborne St. 0Op
; Cash or Cred
Bell Phone 1486 Mad

We Lead the Pr¢

in the Coal trade. :
SO heeause we hay
reputatiou for hon
square dealing. The
competitors who d
Proach our qualities
at anything like our
€€s, and there are nd
SHarantes, as we dog
weight ofi“all Coal”
any percentage of 4
rubbish among it
Weight. . Satistaction
follows an order hile
If you lhml know
l‘tady, gwe us a mal'




