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EXPLAINED
It was Sunday and two small boys

were industriously digging in a va-
cant lot, when a man who was pass-
ing stopped to give them a lecture.

"Don't you know that it is a sin to
dig on Sunday unless it be a case of
necessity?" asked the good man.

"Yes, sir," timidly replied one of
the boys.

"Then why don't you stop it?"
" 'Cause this is a case of neces-

sity," replied the little philosopher.
"A fellar can't fish without bait"

A famous sculptor was seated at a
dinner next to a fair but frivolous
young lady, and it was soon evident
that he was, not very favorably im-
pressed by her idle chatter. "What
kind of a figure do you most admire
in a woman?" she inquired, with an
air of one angling for a compliment.
"Almost any kind, as long as she Is
not a figure of speech," he replied,
briefly.

DON'T BOTHER
By Berton Braley.

I'd really like to have you write,
If you can ever find time,

A letter fills me with delight
When written from a foreign clime.

Td like to hear about your trip
And if the beds were soft or hard

But kindly take this li'!e tip,
Don't send me any picture card!

I have a million cards at home
From Buffalo and New Rochelle,

From Cork and. London, Paris, Rome,
And each one reads, "We all are

well;
The weather's fine wish you were

here."
No more of that; such stuff is

barred.
I'd like to have you write, my dear,

But don't you send a picture card.

Just scribble on an unpaid bill.
Or write on pasteboard, tin or zinc,

Typewrite your missives, if you will,
Or pencil them, or write with ink;

And make them short or make them
long,

'
I still hold you in regard,

But, prithee, harken to my song,
Don't send me any picture card!

HE WAS BOUND TO WIN

Four men were playing golf on a
course where the hazard on the ninth
hole was a deep ravine.

They drove off. Three went into
the ravine and one managed to get
his ball over. The three who had
dropped into the ravine walked up to
have a look. Two of them decided
not to try to play out and gave up
the hole. The third said he would
go down and play out. He disappear-
ed into the deep crevasse. Presently
the ball came bobbing out, and after
a time he climbed up.

"How many strokes?" asked one
of his opponents.

"Three."
"But I heard six." t
'Three of them were echoes." V


