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TODAY'S
Once upon a time there was a good

little girL
And this good little girl asked her

mother If she could go and play in
the woods, and her mother said yes.

So she went to play in the woods.
And she was walking along and

walking along, and what do you think
she met? A fairy! And she was aw-
fully surprised to meet a fairy, so
she said .to the fairy:

"Where do you come from?"
And the fairy said:
"This is where I live."
And the little girl said:
"I never heard about any fairies

living in these woods."
And the fairy said:
"No, because nobody ever saw me

heretofore. But you are a good little
girl, so I let you see me."

And the good little girl said:
"How do you manage to be seen by

nobody, even though they walk right
past you every day?"

And the fairy said:
"I lend them money."

o o
HER LOGIC

The waltz was over and the partner
of the pretty girl, a serious youth with
spectacles, said to her: "Let us go
and walk in the garden."

"Oh, no," she said, "I don't want
to go into the.garden without a chap
eron.

The bespectacled youth was mildly
shocked. "I assure you," he ex-

claimed, "that you will not need a
chaperon."

The girl tossed her head. "Then,"
she replied, "I don't want to go into
the garden." Ladies' Home Journal.

WHY SHE WAS SWEET
She was a lovable little girl of five

and the pet of all who knew her, es-

pecially of an aunt. The other day
the aunt, shaking her lovingly, asked:
"Esther, what makes you so sweet?"

"I don't know, aunty," was the re-
ply, "unless when God made me He
mixed sugarwith the dust"

BELLRINGER ENLIGHTENING HIM
Air. Meek was laboriously hooking

up the back of his wife's evening
dress just as the clock was striking
their dinner hour and their dinner
guests were ringing the door bell. Mr.
Meek breathed hard, his forehead
was damp and his hands shook.

"I do wish some one would invent
a machine to do this kind of work!"
he muttered miserably.

"Why, they have!" replied his wife
brightly, as she applied so powder
nonchalantly to her nose. "They have
and you're it Youth's Companion.

THE REST ARE DRONES
Factory Inspector How many men

work here?
Manufacturer Six.
Inspector Why, there must be

some error, sir. I saw 80 or 100 come
out at noon hour?

Manufacturer Oh, .yes, I employ
100, but only six of them work.
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