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WE WONDER ALSO

| She—Oh, George! I'm so proud of you!l
mask on?

But bow

Not that Way.

There was 2 man in the car who was | they counted up the vote
i > i

talking very loudiy of hard times znd lack
of work and the dissstisfaction of the
masses, when another spoke up snd sswd:

“S0 far as you sre concerped you have
only yourseif to blame. I recognize you
as one of the men who asked my advice
sbout betting on the election last fail”

“Yes, I did.”

“Do you remember what I told youT

*“You said bet on Bryan.”

“] &4, and you should have followed
my advice.”

“But if T had where'd I be now? Maybe
you haven't beard he wagn't in it when

‘But I didn

to bet that he
No; I kEnew he

hat h
et U

at if Mr

Brran lived
encugh he wo
President of the T
thing correct,
“And what good woul
to bet that way,
placed ocne?”
“Why, you would
iook forward to in the
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WRONG GUESS.
"When I bad good eyes I was a tsilor, and T knew Wy business
will pardon me, sir, I can tell by the feel of this cloth that you paid at least
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l Professor Daubo and His Realistic Painting.
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comparative safety.
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De Whiz—Yes, it was the
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THE FATEFUL BOOK.
Dorothy—Fred Sweet pulled the petals of & daisy for Grace Chance, and it

came out “she loves me.”
Marfon—And 4id she pluck a daisy for
Dorothy—Not exactly. She turped the
*1 love him not.”

bim?
leaves of Bradstreet’s and it came out

-

She

‘1 thought I'd stop fo
quire the price of 28 ¢

a minute and iB- |
£

* she said to
er basket.

you piease?’
““They are up 3 cents a bushel.”

*“Whist again, but what makes that?” ‘

{ price of tomatoes

Found Qut.
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the poor a

-
give 3

to give the rich a

SHE COULD SWIM
Suburbanite about iz the
green water mud)—Look bere. |
When I bought this lot didn’t I tell you
I bad just been married?
Real Estate Agent--You did, sir.
Suburba Weil, do you thick this Is
the proper place to brinz a bride. !
Real Estate Agent—I do, sir. Didn't T |
hear you call ber “Duckie™ twe or three

{Soundering

and soft

a8 second-story man you wi

of it tomorrow meraing.

BacK to th

an in a mausic
the daughter of
ioved and were
they needed to

Be
store at £15 per, and she
a millionaire, but they
tacitly engaged. All
clinch things and make them bappy was

was only a2 sales

the old man's consent. He was npot a
bard-hearted old man, and be had once
sold sheet-music and pianes himseif.

you will ask him. "™
s she rolled her

“Tomorrow evenin
murmured the fair girl
eves heavenwards

“] will,” replied Harry,
shiver passed over him.

“At sharp because be is going
out.™

“l won't be a minute Iate.” |

But on the next evering 7:30 came and
po Harry. Then 740 and 7:50 and S
o'clock. It was S:15 when be came can-
tering up tbe front steps and Fauked the
bell.

“Father left at | o'clock, sir!” said the
girl as she drew herself up.

as a slight

720,

e Woods.

“I'm sorry, dear.™

it i= too late. Never again™
you see—— "

“Never ’

“I had 20 cents up on the White Sox
and I had to wait until the score came
in to see who won. I'll see your father
tomorrow eve and——"

again.

Her face becamc Scotch granite and
she pointed to the door. He had won

20 cents and lost an bheiress.
Iater she marriedq a8 Count,
his per reduced to $11.

A month
and he had

JOE KERR.

HE KNEW.

The Historlan—Another generation will
bave to pass before a true and impartial
history of the Civil War can be written.

The Publisher—And by that time there
won't be enough interest in the subject
to warrant the expense of publishing the
history.
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A CHANGED MAX
Colses on all gzoiis! She spoics me Iove. Dis wolid'll never be the samel




