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THE COURT OF HUMOR.

npHE judgo took his place on the
J hench, his brow heavy with care.

There was a full calendar, and
he knew that before night fell harrow- -

ing Indeed would be the testimony bo
would have to listen to.

"First case," he said, wearily, as he
glanced at the calendar. 'Smith versus
Dlnkelheim."
''It was a case of assault and bat-'fer-

Dlnkelheim standing accused of
'Having wantonly hit Smith in the face
wfiih a canvas-covere- d ham.

"In order to expedite matters," said
the judge, after the plaintiff had been
sworn, "you may tell your story In
your own way, Mr. Smith."

"Well, your honor," said the plain-f- r

tiff, "it was like this. I had gone into
Mr. Dinkelheim's delicatessen shop to

wait for the up trolley, and while Mr.

Dinkelheim's back was turned a dirty
little Italian boy rushed into the shop
and grabbed a bunch of bananas. I
seized him by the neck, spanked him
and restored the bananas to their

t place on the counter."
"Does the defendant deny the state- -

ment?" asked the judge,
"No, sir," replied Mr. Dlnkelheim.

"It iss ass he says it vass."
"Mr. Dlnkelheim was bo grateful for

the service I had rendered," continued
. 'the plaintiff, "that he wished to re

ward me, but I declined. 'I will take
the will for the deed,' I said, but he
was not satisfied, and offered me a

ffc 'cigar, pushing out the box, or a

pickled cucumber, shoving forward the
pickle-jar.- "

Here the plaintiff paused and flush-

ed slightly.
i "And what then?" asked the judge.

I "And then," said the plaintiff, "well
'I well, then, I I I took one of the

pickles, and pushed the cigar-ho- x

I away."
1 "Saying nothing?" demanded the

judge.
I "Well, no, your honor," said the

plaintiff. "I er I said as I took the
J piokle, 'All right Dink,' said I. 'In- -

1 stead of taking the will for the deed I
I will take the dill for the weed'"
I A groan rang through the court--

f I room, and the judgo with a strong of- -

' I fort at self-contr- clutched the sides
I of his desk.
I "It vass den," wept the defendant,
I "do't I hit him mitt dher ham!"
I "The court," said the judge, with a
I shaking voice, "fines Mr. Dlnkelheim
1 fifty dollars, not for hitting the do- -

i fondant with a ham, but for not hit- -

ting him with an axe. The plaintiff
is held in $40,000 bail for the grand
jury, and his counsel are fined $10,000

for contempt in bringing this case into
court Next." Harper's Weekly.

I BOHEMIAN.
I His clothes were spotted with dirt
1 and grease, but a bright bunch of
I flowers adorned the lapel of his coat.

"What do you think of this?" he
asked, proudly tapping his bouquet.

? "Where do you think I got it?"
' "Don't know, I'm sure," admitted

his corner friend, "unless why, may-b- e

it grew there." The Beau Brum- -

mel.

Evening Wear
The laundry appearance all important. The wearer of our perfectly laundered SHIRT, COL-

LAR OR CUFFS is assured of that well dressed feeling.

CfAUNDRY
'I

Mrs. Clara Stephenson announces the arrival of the most
complete stock of spring and summer hats that has ever been,
shown at her millinery parlors, 212 South Main Street. Com-
prised in the assortment of the season's newest models are the
smartest imported and New York creations, and they are on view
for immediate selection. Smartest styles for street wear and
afternoon and evening affairs.

MRS. CLARA STEPHENSON,
212 South Main Street.
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