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A SALINE “SOLUTION"™

. The mother of a 5L Joseph, Ma.,
tot gave her a nicke! and said:

= "Run down to the grocery and get
b me five cents’ worth of loose sall,”
At the store ghe proudly gave the

Jorder, but was told by the propristor

| that he was entirely out of loose salt.
[ Determined not to go home empty

/] handed, the wes customer replied:

. "Well, then, I'll take a nickel's
worth of the tight"—SiL Louls Re-
public.

——0—
THE PARTING
“The great men are all dead,” sha
said with evident regret.
~ “But the beautiful women mre
::r(,“ he replied, iooking earnestiy at

- “Of course,” she added, after a

Lmoment's reflection, "1 always ex-
present company."

“So do L” he sald.

Thén she asked him if be would be

.fnod enough to conduct her to her
jusband,

AS ORDERED

"Bend somepne ap to Room 77 at
once,” came the voies of old Mrs.
Moneybags to the night clerk's desk.

“I trust you are not fl, madam?"
he inguired.

“I soon shall be {f something is
not done!" replied the old lady, in
excited tones.

Hurriedly, the manager went to
Room 7T,

“Now, listen™ said the wrathful
lady. "That noise overhead hlas
been going on for the last two hours,
and has nearly driven me mad.'

“] eannot understand . madam.*
answered the clerk, listening curi-
ously to the bumps and bangs over-
head, “The gentleman in that room
is jiL"

Upsu.hs. he inquired the cause of
the disturbance. The ocoupier of the
room ‘wes & Frenchman.

“It pes the medicine, m'sieur,” he
expinined. “The doctor did say,
"Take two nights running, then egkip
& night' Msieur, pardon, but [ was
doing the skip!"
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DON'T BLAME HIM
“Your garden doesn't look very
promiging this year," sald the neigh-
bor; “whnl‘s the matter?"

ways him Of his fishing
tacide.”
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THE MUSICAL ART

Mother—What do you think you
will make out of my dsughter's tal-
ent?

Professor (absent - mindedly) —
About & dollar a lesson, if the piano
bholds out.
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THE NATURAL METHOD
“l am learping to spell,” sald Har-
old, upon’ his return from school,
“Can you spell bread?" asked

grandma.
“Not yet," answered Harold. “Try
me on & plece of pie”
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