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"SIX O'CLOCK AND STILL ON THE FENCE."

A Thun ksl ving Clnok,

Elie (ufier “yes™ has heen aald)—
What diil ¥ou wish when you pulled
the wishbone with me?

Ile—T wished that you would ne-
cept me. And you?

She—0h, | wikhed that you would
propose.—iZxchange.

Willfully Misconstrued,

“She is o regular walking ency-
clopedia,' he swid, speaking of the
Liright glvl.

“0h, I think you are golng a little
tao far” returned her dearest friend
reprovingiy, ©'1 should hardly con-
slder her so ungainly as (hat,"

A REAL COMFORT.

Gom Paul: “Well, thank heaven, whalever may happen they weon't

Hobsonlze me!"—Chiengo News.

Uanse 1Mor Compgrentolniion,
Tawser—\Vhere's the gobbler?
Trune (monurnfully)—Gone!
Towser (fervently)—Weil, thank

Sirlur,  wiencrwurst  is  not it

Tharksgiving day dish.—New York
Jouranl,

Not Fastidions.

“Nop," said Whoozy Pete, "I dunno
as I'm pertickler enuff to ask fer
golden rules. Jest o few little old
¥l an §2 bank bills fresh from th'
treasury vaults 18 good onuff fer
me."—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Jllks detesled that bore, Cadby,
f0 one day he got u special springy
chalr just for his speclal benefld.
"SIt down, old friend, and make

yourself at home,” sald Jilks.

Cadby sat down, but dldn't feel

quite comfy. 1le al=o found Jliks'

ceiling a trifie hard, but—

Oon the return Journey Jilks' fulet
Hle smlls changd its Lone, and
Cadby  fell  somewhat avenged,--
Ally Sloper.

THERE'S MANY A SLIP.
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L. “Hurry up and hit him, Mr. Johnsing, while I'll see that he don't—
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Joy Enongh,

For all o' the strifes an troubles—
IFor all &' the grief an wrong,

There’s joy enough in the country

To keep us gingin along!

The past was n past of promise—
There's falth in the ruture strong;

There's juy enough in the country
To keep us singin along!

The thorns are red in the reapln,
But they're still where the roses
throng:
There's joy enough In the eountry
To keep us singin along!
—Atlantn Constitution,

A Money Snver.

“Mrs, Wiggs is the closest woman
on tha block."

“What hus she been doing?"

“Why, she won't have her leaves
raked up; she says they ean ba
shoveled up with the first snow,—
Detroit Free Press.

A Mistnke,

“"Young man, didn't I hear you
kisslng my daughter in the parlor a
few minutes ago?”

“No, ma'am. You leard your
daughter kissing me."
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Darbeor nnd the Hoer,

He cursed (he Iioers with all lis
might,
ITe hoped that they would fall,
And Llamed them ng “a seurvy lot
That ought to be In jaflt*
Ie wanted Mr, Bull 1o go
And “smite theim hip and thieh,"
And “rip them up” and “lay them
Tow'"
And “mnake thele fenthers fy."

No wonder that he raged and
roared;
He was n barber, and
He held a paper that was full
Of portraits In hig hand!
He looked at each Lewhiskered Doer
They had depleted there—
For every halry one n roar
Of hntred rent Lhe afr.
—Chleago Times-Herald,
As Unele Jerry Saw 1,
“Did you visit the Throgginses
while you were in the elty, Uncle
Jerry
“Yes, and they live in the durnd-
est housge yaou ever saw, They eall
it a flnt. Well, It may have boen n
flat wunst, but it stands right on
edge now."—Mxchange.

Mightly Nnwmed.

City Nephew—Is that what you
call a penknife? It looks more llke
a machete.

linele Sllne—Waal, it's the one I
stick pigs with, an {f that aoin't o
penknife 1 don't know what ls.—
8t. Louls Globe-Democrat,

THE DAY WE CELEBRATE.
; NO TRESPA $5ING|
_ N THIS
RCHICKEN KOOP
|

A THANKSOIVING BURFPRISE PART"?. PR B 3
—New York World.

Shndes of Turlieys, Turkey Gossip, iy

“Sainl Clobble, why nm 1 Kept out First Turkey Gobbler—I hear

of the heavenly roosg?” gon had n terrible experlien
“The cook forgot to singe yous Thanksgiving doy. X

Just step down to the other place Second Turkey Gobbler—Y.

for a minute, plense)'—Exchange, was all cut up by it.—Exchange
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* A TIMELY SKETCH.

2. “"Get away!"

ALL DEPENDS ON

“What! Your son earns a llving?"

THE VIEWPOINT.

"Yes, yes. But don't let it mo dny further, It fsn't pleasant to have a prodigal son."—Meggendorfer Blatter,
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Beens de Brush: “There's a sample of high art.” 2,
Friend: *Just the (hing for your dining room, Being a tough ﬁf
work, It will take your guests' minds off the turkey.” 3

An Annaynnee,
I'm a reformer, bold and fred,
Yet, If the truth were told,
Some folk there be wha look on me
A5 Just a common scold,
—Wushington Star,

In Torkey Heave

“Brace up, Gobble dear;’

never serve you apain.'t e

‘It lsn't that—the host

nf me with' bls Enife.'"—Ne&y
Juurnal, N AR

- VERY AFPARENT, i :
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YAh bet ah kin guess what yousa gywine ta:h
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