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Where Ignorance Is Bliss.
Hot, grumbling, coated with

grease and grime, the motorist
emerged from beneath the car,
and struggled for breath.

His helpful friend, holding a
large oil can in his hand, beamed
upon him.

"Now we ought to be able to
get her going, Dick, old man," he
remarked. "I've just given the
cylinder a real good oiling."

"Cylinder, you fool !" said the
angry motorist. "Cylinder, in-

deed! That wasn't the cylinder ;

it was my ear !"

"Auntie, are second thoughts
best ?" "So we are told, my dear.7
"Then why don't people have
them first?"

A SUDDEN CALL
She was an heiress heiress to

countless millions. What is more,
she was in love head over heels
in love with a Spanish grandee,
an impecunious, dark-haire- d

nobleman, romantic, and, withal,
very cunning.

"Don Gorgonzola," she said to
him one morning pensively, as
they were walking in the park,
"Don Gorgonzola, society cruelly
asserts that you are marrying me
solely for my money."

The young man withdrew a
cigarette from the beautiful gold
diamond-studde- d case that she
had given him. Then :

"They lie, my love! They lie!'
he declared, blowing out a thick'
cloud of smoke.

"Maybe," the girl replied, "but
their censures hurt me. T won't
allow such horrid things to be
said of you. I know what I will
do. I'll I'll" she hesitated for a
moment "I'll make the whole of
my fortune over to the mission-
aries at once!"

The grandee settled his pol-

ished hat more firmly on his head
and set off at a great pace.

"Don Gorgonzola Don Gor-

gonzola, where are you going?''
the girl called after him.

"I am going," he shouted back,
"to see about becoming a mis-siona-

without delav!"
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Mrs. Casev Yesterdav was
Mrs. Maloney's birthday, and her
husband gave her a silver teapot.
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Sure, you're joking! How could
she put tea in it it it were solid?


