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Now We Have

Eden Pegged
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For many years people have

»had diverse opinions as to the lo-:
cation of the paradise.

land; Every man who has a house

: every new subdivision they open
up. b

Science nmow tells us that the
%“Gdrden of Eden, which flourished '
18,000 years ago, was located at the
North Pole. It has been proved
that the point’known as the North
Pole moves entirely around the
world évery 25,000 years. ‘At the
t'me of the Adam and Eve ro-
mance it was located in Ohio.

But in all fairness we could ask
one thing of science. It seems to
be pretty well established that our
first parents made themselves
some one-piece bathing suits and
~the material was of fig leaves.
‘Now, has anyone ever heard of
any fig being raised in Oh'o. "’
Lemons, yes; peanuts and peanut
politicians, yes; persimmons, may-
be; prunes, yes, indeed. But figs?
~Now, we ask you.

A Few Good Ones.
Too Much of a Good Thing.
ACERTAINndety lady, ‘who

was not quite so young or
so beautiful as she used to be, un-
~ derwent an operation,

On her recovery she was assur-
ed by her friends that the opera-

tion had taken ten years away

from her looks.

Laughingly, she complained
ddy to the doctor. .

“If three hours on the operating
table made me look ten years
younger, why didn't you keep me
five hours and make me into e girl
I“hl?' . ' -

“Five hours there, my dear
raadam,” soberly retorted the doc-
tor, “would have made you into an
M.QU" ; :

Not Worth His Job.
é[)ADDY.” piped the little darl-
- ing, “is the sea a mile
deep1” :

Daddy, who was also an editor,
glanced up irritsbly from s huge
pile ." of . manuscript, "*“I .don’t
know!” he: snapped. . y
« The little darling looked -disa

~pointed. . A little later he asked:
.“Is the moon really made of
cheese 'daddy 1" .

Again the response: “I dont
know!” ;

Another . look: of . disappoint-
ment, another gilence, and another

question: o
. “Do cannibals wuse postage
stamps 1"
No less savage than the can-
themselves was the dis
tractede manuscript reader as he
roared, for the third time: “I
don’t know!”
“Well, T say, daddy,” exclaimed
the youthful inquirer, very seri-
oully,"whomadomuo\dltor?”
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VHE latest bank to blow up is
the Lisle Silk, one of the
oldest financial institutions

in the country. We are told by

the fashion writers that it has
passed entirely out of existence
on account of the general thin-

ness: and  transparency to which
it hag come, 2

In fact, the stockings were get-
ting so thin that a thug could, at
a glance, read the amount of a
lady’s bank balance right through
them and decide whether she were
worth holding up. No woman
wants everybody to know how.
much she has in the bank,

In the old days of thick stock-
ings and long skirts the Lisle Silk
was supposed to be one of the
most substantial and the safest

_ banking institutions in the world.

The great question now agitat-
ing the public is where the ladles
money.

£

[nmny HAWKINE WERE

DUE AT Tk DOCK! GAMPAGUE

would be no excitement about
carrying money in a purse. Gen-
erally speaking the gowns are so
tight that to carry a dime any-
where on the person would attract
more attention than a rum blos-
som on a minister’s nose.

Yet, they do carry money. We
have seen them buying subway
tickets and picture post cards and,
on rare occasions, their own
meals. However, if Bherlock
Holmes could find a nickel on any
one of these girls he would be a
greater detective than Conan
Doyle thinks he is, and that would
be going some.

' Pale Pills for Pink People

Pride.

M&sTUDMdhllhtllwm.
but after closing the deal he
waa not exactly satisfied with his
purchase,
He hummed and hawed for a fow
minutes, then turned to the deal-
er, .
*“There is just one thing I don’t
like about this horse,” he sald.
“She won't hold her head up.”
The dealer looked admiringly at
xmlaﬂ.t&mnmwmnynpm
“That’ll be all right, sir,” he
sald, “It's only her bloemin’
pride. Sbe will hold her head up
when she's paild fer.”

MILLIONAIRE who never takes chances has just had his tomb-
stone erected bearing an epitaph written by himself,

In one way a bank account is never disappointing, You never have
& larger balance than you think you have.

Amﬂmdm%hutonwmmmm.‘mmmu-&

When any man past forty begins taking an interest in anybody's
baby stare it is timeé to sweep out the padded cell.

—

Marriage 18 like eating mushrooms. You don’t know whether you are

right until. too late.

One cannot help wondering what the Haig boys
a living when England goes dry. :

Love is the only thing that makes the world go round since prohibi-
tion set in.

Doctor says married men suffer more from heart disease than do the
bachelors, Sure, were it not for heart trouble in the first place they
would not be married.

A New York man making $26 a.menth has Just got married. He
claims he couldn’t live on that,

————

© They speak of the equality of the sexes, but look at the difference in

the length of the stockings they hang up for Christmas,
Copyright, 1931, by Star Company, Great Britain Rights Reserved,

More Progressive,
FIIE‘!‘ BOY-—Bay, Joe, where
are you in Bunday Bchool?
Second Boy—Oh, we are in
the middle of original sin.
First Boy—That ain't much;
we are past redemption. .

Give Him a Chance,
“NO, I ean't go out of town
now for even a day, I
might lose ene of my patients.”
“Aw, come on! Even if he
does get well you'll get anether
some time.”

going to do'for

But Not In America. -
'l"o rival public-houses were
getting together teams to play
a football match, and each land-
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should win,

" One called his players together
and told them that there was a
gallon of beer for every goal scor,
od, The other. landlord ovepheard
this, gad, not te be outdons, prom-
ised his team the same rewnrd——
a gallon for each goal.

At half-time both landlords
mshed onto the field ealling fran-
tically for the game to be stopped,
The score was 24 goals against
- 2!
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*- approached

ancient days, and another poor

" fish was hooked,

Charles I of England was led to
the scaffold amid the scornful

From Here and There.
Everything Is Comparative.

TﬂmhaemtryNM
School in Antrim, Ireland.
The teacher is exhibiting a class
of tiny boys to an inspector. ‘She
asks the top boy: “Johnny Me-
Dowel, who is the Supreme Be-
ing?”
Johnny, in a tone of pleased

-
i

‘conviction and certainty: “Sir Ed- ?

* ward Cairson, miss™

“Wrong—next boy.”

Second boy, in a surprised tone:
“Sir Edward Cairson, miss.”

“Wrong—next.”

Third boy, thinking the teacher
either absent-minded or trying to
cateh them: “Sir Edward Cairson,

A small boy at the end of the
class mumbles out, “God, miss.”

“Right—go up.”

Just then teacher and inspector

Call the Doctor.
Tﬂhhﬂlﬂtdlm.mdm
+ bookkeeper answered.
"?“'mlthhh Wilkin’s
L . .
a'Illilllul'l.m. I want
you to know that the liver you

sent me is most unsatisfactory. It
is not calf’s liver at all; ealf’s

i

I'll call the proprietor.”
“What 18 it1” Wilkine

“Mrs, Blank” 'bo uid "um
complaint.”
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