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WISE KID!

A little boy of four years of age, on
noticing for the first time a lock of
grey hair on his father's head, asked:

"Papa, why are some of your hairs
grey?"

Thinking to drive home a moral
lesson, the father answered:

'Tapa has a new grey hair every
time his little boy is naughty."

The child seemed lost in thought,
but, after a pause, said, gravely:

"Then grandpa must have had
awfully naughty boys.'
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I SAFE!
I Mamma was dressing when
pld Freddy burst into the room with

t "Whv. Preddv. dear." expostulated
jBhe, "you. mustn't open my door with-jfo- ut

knocking! I mightn't have been
dressed at all."

"Oh, this was all right," said Fred-
dy. "I looked through the keyhole
first"
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NOT TO BE WASTED
In the soft firelight, even the

boarding-hous- e sittingroom looked
cozy and attractive. The warmth
and comfort thawed the heart of the
"star" boarder.

In an expansive moment he turned
to the landlady, who was his only
companion in the room Clasping her
hand fondly, he "murmured:

"Will you be my wife?"
The woman did not start or blush;

no maidenly coyness shone from her
dear, cold eyes, as she replied
thoughtfully:

"Let me see. You have been here
four years. You have never once
grumbled at the food, or failed to pay
my bill properly and without ques-
tion. No, sir; I'm sorry, but I cannot
marry you. You're too good a
boarder to be put on the free list."
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UNEXPECTED SUCCESS

A professional artist, who had a
wide reputation for comic pictures,
drew a caricature of a woman's hat
which he thought was excruciatingly
funny. When he showed it to hi
wife, however, she did not even smile
"Don't you like it?" inquired the
artist. "Like it?" she replied. "Of
course I like it! Why do you waste
your time on those horrid comic pic-

tures when ypji are capable of de
signing beautiful things like this?
I'm going straight down to get my
milliner to make me ont just like It!"
And she did.
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Misunderstood.

A youth who was rather proud of
his vocal abilities attempted to ren-
der in public "The Owl," but a friend
afterwards fold him that the music
was not suitable to his compass, and
that he should get the song in the
key of C. The youth, eagerto take
his friend's advice, went to a music
shop. "I want 'The Owl in C " he
said. "Very sorry," replied the sales-
man, "we have not 'The Howling
Sea,' but we can give you 'Rocked t

in the Cradle of the DeeT jl


