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ACQUIRES A FEW
FOSTER MOTHERS

Pa was a hero after capturing the
two tigers and the lion after they
had inhaled gas from the gas bag
of the air ship, because the crowd
didn’t know how it was done. Every-
body thought Pa had scared the wild
animals with the airship until they
were silly, and then hypnotized them,
and got them into cages, but when
the wild animals came out from un-
der the influence of the gas and be-
&an to raise the roof, and bite and
snarl, the whole camp wds half scared
to death, and they all tnsisted on Pa
going to the cages and quieting them
by his hypnotic eye, but Pa was too
wise to try it on wild animals, and
he had to confess that it was the gas
bag that did the work, and they made
Pa fix up a gas bag under the cages
and quiet the animals, and when the
employes of the expedition found that
Pa was not so much of a hero as he
pretended, Pa was not so much of a
king as he had been, except in the
minds of the African negroes who
were at work for us. That old negro
who had 60 wives fairly doted on Pa,
and the wives thought Pa was the
greatest man that ever was, and the
wives fairly got struck on Pa, and
wanted to take turns holding Pa in
their laps, until the giant husband
of the 60 big black females got jeal-
ous of Pa, and wanted to hit him on
the head with a war club, but Pa
showed him a thing or two that made
him stand without hitching.

The black husband had a toothache
and asked Pa to cure him of the pain,
and Pa had him lie down on the
ground, and he put some chloroform
on a handkerchief and held it to the

man's nose, and pretty soon the ne-

any circumstances, ’'cause you see
what it has brought me to. When you
get back to America tell Roosevelt
that I died for my country.” Well,
they brought in the wedding feast,
and all the wives helped me and Pa,
and Mr. Hagenbach, and the cow boy
that throws the lasso, and the fore-
man, and we ate hearty, and all was
going smooth when there was a com-
motion at the door of the temnt, and
in came the former husband, who had
come out from under the influence of
the chloroform, and he was crazy and
had a club.

He had been told of his death, and
the marriage of his wives to the old
man who owned the gas bag, and he
wouldn’t have it that way.

He knocked some of his wives down
and some fainted away, and then he
started for the man who had usurped
him in the affections of his 60 wives.

Pa was scared and started to crawl
under the tent and escape into the
jungle, when I saw that something
had to be done, so I got right in
front of the crazy husband and look-
ing him square in the face, I- began
to chant, “ene-mene-miny-mo, catch a
nigger by the toe,” and before I got
to the end,of the first verse, the great
giant said: “Maybe* you are right,”
and he fell to the earth.in a fit, prob-
ably from the effects of the chloro-
form, but everybody thought I had
overcome him by my remarks, and
then they jumped on the husband and
held him down while Pa escaped, and
for Pa’s-safety they put him in a cage
next to the newly acquired tigers and
lions, who were cross and ugly, but
Pa said he had rather chance it with
them than with that crazy husband

Looking Him Square in the Face, | Began to Chant, “Ene-Mene-Miny Mo.”

gro was dead to the world, and the
wives thought Pa had killed their hus-
band with his mighty power, and they
insisted that Pa marry the whole 60
wives. Pa kicked on it, but Mr. Ha-
genbach told Pa that was the law in
that part of Africa, and that he would
have to marry them.

I néver saw Pa so discouraged as
he was when the oldest wife took his
hand and said some words in the ne-
gro dialect, and pronounced Pa mar-
ried to the whole bunch, and when
they led Pa to the man's tent, fol-
lowed by all the wives, half of them
singing a dirge for the dead husband,
and the other half singing a wedding
hymn, and Pa looking around scared
and trying to get away from his new
family, it was pathetic, but all the
hands connected with the Hagenbach
expedition laughed, and Pa disap-
peared in the tent of his wives, and
they hustled around to prepare a ban-
quet of roasted zebra and boiled rhi-
noceros.

We went to the tent and looked in,
and Pa was the picture of despair,
seated in the middle of the tent, all
the female negroes petting him, and
hugging him, and dressing him in the
African costume.

They brought out loin clothes that
belonged to the chloroformed husband
and made Pa put them on, they
blacked his arms and legs and body
with some pokeberry juice, so he
looked like a negro, and greased his
body and tied some negro hair on his
head over his bald spot, and by gosh,
when I saw Pa transformed into a
negro I looked at myself in a mirror
to see if I had turned to a negro. 1
held the mirror up to Pa so he could
see himself, and when he got a good
look at the features that had always
been his pride, he shed a few tears
and said: “Booker Washington, by
gosh,” and when the wives were pre-
to bring in the banquet Pa
me: “Hennery, let this be a
to you. Don’t ever try to be
and don’t be a masher under

who had accused him of alienating the
affections of his 60 wives.

The next day everything was fixed
up with the husband.of the 60 wives,
his toothache was cured, and he quit
being mad at Pa, and we all went to
a river about a mile from camp “to
catch a mess of hippopotamuses.

The usual way to catch the hippos
is to let negroes go out in boats and
give the hippos a chance to swim
under the boats and tip them over,
and after they had eaten a few ne-
groes they would come ashore and lie
down in the mud for a nap, and they
could be tied to a wagon and hauled
to the cages. =

Pa was to superintend the boat
excursion, because the hippos would
not eat a white man. Pa forgot that
he was made up like a negro, and so
he went in the first boat, with six
negroes who had been purchased at
$5 apiece for hippo bait.

When the boat got out in the mid-
dle of the stream, and the hippo heads
began to pop up out of the water,
with a “look who's here” expression
on their open faces, Pa turned pale
which probably saved him, for when
the boat was upset, and the hippos
took their pi¢k of the negroes, and
the water washed the pokeberry juice-
off Pa he was as white as the drioen-
enoro, and when the nearest hippo
got his negro in his mouth and start-
ed for the shore Pa climbed on his
back and rode ashore in triumph,
grabbing the husband of the 60 wives
by the arm and pulling him on board
the ‘hippo, and saving his life, and
right there in the mud, while the
hippos were eating their breakfast of
cheap negroes, that husband told Pa
he felt so under obligation to him that
he could have his 60 wives and wel-
come, and he would go out in the
jungle and corral another family.

Pa said he was much obliged but
he must decline, as in his own coun-
try no man was allowed to have more
than 15 or 20 wives. But the terrible

pedition was settled out of court, and
Pa was reinstated in good standing
in our expedition.

It takes a hippo quite a while to go
to sleep after eating a negro, as you
can imagine, they are so indigestible,

and it was annoying to stand around |

in the mud and wait, but we finally
got two specimens of the hippo into
the cages, and we killed two K more
for food for the negroes, who like the
flavor of hippo meat, after:the hippos
have been fattened on negroes.

On the way back to camp we sight-
ed a herd of elephants, and Pa said
he would go out and surround a

couple of them and drive them into |

camp. Mr. Hagenbach tried to rea-

-

Pa, Astride of a Zebra, Had Fr:ghtened
the Elephants Into a Stampede by
Playing “A Hot Time” on a Mouth
Organ.

son with Pa against the suicidal act,
in going alone into a herd of wild
elephants, but Pa said since his ex-
perience with old Bolivar, the circus
elephant, he felt that he had a mys-
terious power over elephants that was
marvelous, and 'so poor Pa went out
alone, promising to bring some ele-
phants into camp.

Well, he made good all right. We
went on to camp and got our hippos
put to bed, and fed the lions and
tigers, and were just sitting down to
our evening meal, when there was a
roaring sound off where Pa had sur-
rounded the elephants, the air was
full of dust, and the ground trembled,
and we could see the whole herd of
about 40 wild elephants chatging on
our camp, bellowing and m’akinx a
regular bedlam.

When the herd got pretty near us,
we all climbed trees, except the ne-
gro husband and his wives, and they
took to the jungle.

Say, those animals did not do a
thing to our camp. They rushed over
the tents, laid down and rolled over
our supper which was spread out on
the ground, tipped over the cages
containing the animals we had cap-
tured, found the gasoline barrel and
filled their trunks with gasoline and
squirted it all over the place, and
rolled the gasoline on the fire, and
away the elephants went with gaso-
line fire pouring out of their trunks,
into the woods, bellowing, and when
the dust and smoke cleared away, and
we climbed.down out of the trees and
righted up the cages, here came Pa
astride a zebra, playing on a mouth
organ, “There’ll be a hot time in the |
old town to-night,” which had frighb-
ened the elephants into a stambede.

Mr. Hagenbach stopped Pa’s zebra,
and Pa said: “Didn’t you catch any
of them? I steered 'em right to
camp, and thought you fellows would
head ’em off, and catch a few.”

I never saw Mr. Hagenbach mad
before. He looked at Pa as though
he could eat him alive, and sald:
“Well, old man, you have raised the
duece on your watch, sure enough.”
And then Pa complained because sup-
per was not ready. Gee, but Pa is

rgetting more gall all the time.

(Copyright, 1908, by W. G. Chapman.)
(Copyright in Great Britain.)

Prevention Which Saves.

Now, put it into money, this same
saving to the race through intelligent
observation. Hunter ‘has estimated
the average cost of preparing a man
for usefulness at $1,500. The loss of
400,000 workers, which occurs every
year from diseases that are preventa-
ble, represents, therefore, am annual

loss to the country of $600,000,000. |

On Hunter's estimate -the lowered
death rate of England in about ten
years ‘would mean a capital saved of
$1,285,206,000. The epidemic of
189192 cost* Philadelphia an esti-
mated loss of about $22,000,000—to
railways, hotel keepers, merchants,
manufacturers—for care of sick, loss
of time and expense of burial. A pol--
icy of prevention, on the other hand,
would have cost about $700,000, says
Leslie’s Weekly. The discovery of the
yellow fever mosquito is supposed to_
save us more money in each single
year than was spent upon the entirdé
Cuban war. If we could master tu.
berculosis the saving in money in the
United States would be $330,000,000

| per year. Is it any wonder, then, that

the best physicians are heart and soul
in the study of prevention?

Hurt by Will's Conditions,

To Bertha Schultz, a young dress-
maker .in Hamburg, Germany, $10,000
was bequeathed on condition that she
never married a man engaged in an
intellectual occupation. She is al-
ready engaged to an accountant, and
she and her flance are now endeavor-
ing to persuade the law that the work

scandal Pa }md brought upon the ex-

is purely mechanical,

In some countries, notably in the
Russian provinces north of the Cau-
casus, the sunflower serves other pur-
poses besides ornamenting nnuu

Make Sunflower Useful

to make potash. Last year the sun- :
flower factories of the Caucasus pro- ' on |

duced liooownlotpotuh.

RIDES FOR KING EDWARD

ODANNY MAHER

-

Danny Maher, one of the greatest of American jockeys.

With the de-

cline of the racing game in this country Maher went to England, where he

proved a worthy successor to Tod Sloan.

King Edward.

He does considerable riding for

SEVERAL BIG LEAGUERS
HAVE MANAGERIAL “BUG”
Kling, Bresnahan, Bransfield and Oth-

er Stars Said to Aspire to
Lead Clubs.

This is the season of the year that
Pall players of ability who aspire to
become managers circulate rumors
that they are to quit the team they
have been connected with and pur-
chase a minor league club or take the
managerial reins of some other team.
The followers of the team grow ex-
cited and the club owners are kept
on the anxious ‘bench, but :in almost
every case the star player is found at
his old post the following season. Last
winter the New York fans were con-
stantly being informed that Roger
Bresnahan would go to Cincinnati to
manage the Reds and a number of
other players throughout the circuit
of the two big leagues were going to
buy minor league clubs. When spring
rolled around Bresnahan was still
with New York and the others werg,
again in harness.

This fall the managerial “buzz”
started stronger than ever. The sea-
son had barely closed, when Kling, the
crack Chicago catcher, announced that
he would purchase the Kansas City
club, of the American association.
Owner Murphy at once grew excited
and came out with a statement that
Kling would play with the Cubs next
year or he wouldn’t play at all.

As soon as the retirement of Man-
ager McCloskey, of the St. Louis Car-
dinals, was announced, a story was
started on the rounds that Roger
Bresnahan would succeed McCloskey.
It looks as though Roger would get
his annual boost for manager, bu# it
is not likely that McGraw will let him
go.

Bransfield, of the Phillies, is anoth-
er man who is said to have the man-
agerial “bug.” Last season he want-
ed to buy a club in the Pacific Coast
league and this year he has announced
that he is still open for a good minor
league proposition. He was the only
Philadelphia player in the .300 class in
batting this year and it is not likely
that the club would care to part with
him after his great showing.

The annual statement that “Hans”
Wagner would quit has gone the
rounds.

Norman Elberfeld, who has had a
taste of the managerial job, evidently
likes it and is said to be looking for
a club in the Virginia league.

There are several clubs after “Kid”
Gleason for next season, but he will
most likely remain with the Phillies.
Manager Murray last spring said that
he would keep Gleason as long as the
“Kid” cared to remain with the club.

The above list will no doubt be in-
creased each week until the first of
February, but we will have to wait
until the time yhen the changes will
really be made.

.

Geers Gets the Fast frotter.

The white-faced stallion, San Fran-
cisco, 2:073, who received his early
preparation over the Detroit track, has
been transferred to the stable of Ed.
Geers, who will winter him next sea-
son. San Francisco was known as the
“horse of mystery” while at Detroit, |
being one of the M. & M. candidates
about whom lttle could be learned.
There was a couple of thousand dol-
lars by suspensions against his owner,
and this kept him out of the early
stakes, but he showed so well in his
work that J. H. Brown of Detroit set-
tled up for him and leased the Horse
for the $50,000 Derby at Readville, in
which the white-faced horse finished
third, his winnings being $5,000. Later
at Columbus he won a good race, and
taking his record of 2:07%, but went

lame, and was not started at Lex-|
ington. !

\ ymiskey to Build New Park.

¥ ago fans are jubilant over the
announcement of President Comiskey,
otmwuulu.ﬁnho intends to
erect one of the biggest and best base- | !
‘ball plants in America. If he cannot

MORE BATTING IS DESIRE
OF THE BASEBALL FANS

Rooters Anxious for Heavier Swatting
Despite Close Races of
Past Season.

More batting, please. This is again
the insistent cry of the fans, and the
magnates are beginning to sit up and
take general notice of the yell. It is
all very well to point at the close
races and successful seasons of 1907
and 1908, and remark that these cam-
paigns showed public
with the present rules, but, as a gram-
marian would observe, there are why-
nesses to the which.

The close races and grand interest
were not due to the rules, but rather
in spite of them. Had the pennant
struggles been at all lopsided, and be-
come simple processions, there would
have been all kinds of outcries against
the feeble hitting. The big pitchers
have become dominant; the batsmen
are down and out, and the closeness
of the contests was due to the even
quality of the mighty pitchers, not the
even skill of the batters.

The abolition of the foul strike,
however, would soon lead to a renewal

' of the old trick; fouling off the good

ones to tire out the pitchers. Games
would get dragging and tiresome
again. It is a debatable question
whether the increase in batting would |
compensate for the delay in games.

satisfaction

(Copyright, Ford Pub. Co.)

Nicolas Palgrave lay on his plank
bed watching the pale rays of dawn
slowly lighten on his cell wall. His
time was up that miorning; he had
served over four years out of the five,
and had earned the full remission
granted for good conduct, and at nine
o’clock he would cease to be a cipher
and become a free man once more.

But what would his freedom bring
him? How would she for whom he
had stolen receive him? And, above
all, what greeting awaited him from
little Maisie, his little idol, who had
been but four when he was sentenced?
Would she know him when he came
out? Had she been taught to look for-
ward to meeting him on his return, or
when he was free would it be only to
find himself a stranger in a strange
land, and strangest of all in his own
home?

His was a not uncommon story. A
man in comfortable circumstances, he
had married above him, and after
marriage had found his wife looked
for many things which his income
could scar®ely afford her; and then

‘What  Greeting Can |
Have for a Felon?”

“Greeting!

came the usual result. A pretty wife,
but weak, with extravagant tastes, has
ruined many -a man, and so in Pal-
grave's case. To give his wife her
every desire was not honestly within
his power, and—well, he denied her
nothing. Things went on for nearly

Years ago the Brotherhood tried the | six years, and then the crash came,
experiment of a livelier ball. The re- 1 and he was sentenced to five years’

sult- was an immediate increase in
batting but the fielding was bad. The
lively ball bounded erratically and
took strange fliers when salling
through the air.
itself impracticable; the present ball
is as good a sphere as could be de-
sired.

All things considered, the three-ball
rule looks best. The complaint that
it would cause too many bases on
balls is wholly lma.ginary, utterly ab-
surd.

Right now, every pitcher is accus-
tomed to throw away from one to
three balls. They feed them wide of
the plate, out or im, to draw the bats-
man’s fire and get his goat. When
runners are on the bases they pitch
out and usually pitch out twice in sue-
cession. A three-ball rule, therefore,
instead of adding to the free tickets
would simply make the pitchers lay
them squarely across. That means,

of course, much harder, heavier bat-

ting, for the batters could con-
centrate their attention on the shoots,
while -the base-running would be cor-
respondingly boosted.

A three-ball rule looks best in every
way. It would certaintly have no evil
effect upon the fielding, and its bene-
fit to the batting and base-nmnlng
would be enormous.

Packey McFarland has a desire to
try his fortunes across the Atlantic.
Larry Temple knocked out Joe Wal-
cott in the last two minutes of their
ten round bout at Boston, recently,
After his victory over Matty Bald-

win, Jim Driscoll, the English feather- |

weight, has been offered a mltch ‘with
Abe Attell.

Upon his arrival in Australia, Jack
Johnson lost no time to start active
training. He is confident that he wﬂl
put Tommy Burns away.

Jack Blackburn has beeu"#erea
date with Tony Camponi, the Chicago
fighter, by one of the rlm’bh clubs.

Phil Brock and Young . are
slated for a whirl at Pittsburg in the
near future. have had theirs re-

That scheme showed’

peatedly, butng:bett ou;lt to beat

penal servitude for embezzlement. But
for the disgrace, he would willingly
have suffered thrice this sentence, if
only his wife had benefited by it, and
have gone to prison with a light heart
if only their hom® was secure,

But what would be her reception
now his time was over? The thought
had held him sleepless for the past
week, and it harried him now. Would
phe receive him pitying, forgetful, or
would she spurn him scornfully ‘as a
cur? He watched the gray walls grad-

‘ually lighten, and as he asked himself

the question the shifting shadows
formed strange shapes upon the wall,
and the shapes seemed to laugh and
gibe at him as he tossed upon his
plank. TUnable to bear it longer he
flung himself to his feet and paced up
and down with feverish steps, brood-
ing over it with such miserable per-
sistency that when his name was
called and the prison gate clanged be-
hind him he half regretted his free-
dom.

He made his way furtively through
the streets, watching the passersby
with half-shut eyes, thinking every
one knew of his offense and whence
he had just come.

.The day was fearfully long. It
seemed as though it would never end.
He watched one shadow for an etern-
ity, but it never seemed to length-
en, and the sun seemed always fixed
over one tree. At last, when twilight
commenced to gather back behind the
lake, it seemed years since he entered
the gates.

And, now it was dusk, should he go
to her? He weighed it over and over
in his mind in doubting despair. With

harrowing clearness, he recalled the |

proud poise of her head and the scorn-
ful curl of her lip as she turned from
the witness-box the fearful day of his
sentence. He had sinned for her, and
she spurned him for his folly. But,
after all, perhaps, there was hope for

him. The years may have softened
her, and she may have forgiven him—
ay, and perhaps she might even wel-
come him back.

It had now grown quite dark, and
with this hope gradually growing
_stronger, he straightened himself with
a steady resolve to risk all and see
what came of it.

At length he arrived at the lttle
house his wife had taken when the
crash came. He halted for a moment,
and leaned upon the railings. The low-
er part of the house was well lighted,
and a genial warmth seemed to come
through the raised Ilattice of the.
blinds. Then came the notes-of a pi-
ano, and a child’s voice burst forth in
a trivial little song.

He stood for a moment, with his
hands clenched upon the railings until
the iron heads bit into his palms, and
a great, all-mastering longing surged
over him to be once more the head
of the happy little home, to take his
place at his own fireside, with his wife
sitting opposite him crocheting, while
his sunny-faced little girl poured forth
her songs in merry thoughtless glee.

He gulped quickly to clear his throat,
and, approaching the door, knocked
softly. No answer came, and after a
moment he knocked again, louder.
There came footsteps; the door was
opened, and his wife stood before him.
A smile was still upon her face, but
as she recognized him by the light of

the hall ]Jamp her features changed, .

and a cold, hard look came into her
eyes.

“Madge!” he said

“You!” she answered scornfully. “So
you've come back! What do- you
want?”

Her words struck him 1like a blow,
and he drew back a step from l.ho
door.

‘‘Madge, don’t for heaven’s sake,
don’t turn me ‘away! Haven't I suf-
fered eaough for my fault? Have you
no gresting for me?”

“Greeting! Vhat greeting can 1
have for a felon? As you have sown,
so must you reap. Haven't you
brought sufficient shame and misery
upon me? I thought you had passed

‘out of my life forever.”

“Madge, have mercy! You know the
cause of my offense and how bitterly
I have paid for it! You know—but,
good heavens! how can you know?
How can you imagine the horror of
that fearful prison, shut up with the
vilest of the earth, working like a
slave® under the whip by day and
pacing my cell like a caged animal by
night. ' I had shamed you before the
world, and I atoned for it with tears
of blood. Won’t you forgive me,
Madge?” : h

“What! and take you back into my
home—into that room where my child
is §itting, innocent that the world
holds such beings as you?”

“Qur child, Madge!”

“My child, I say. Do you think I
let her know her father was a felon
working out his just sentence in a
prison cell? No, no; my child’s father
is dead, as my husband died when the
prison gates closed on him.”

She stood with her hand upon the
door, as if to close it. He looked at
her despairingly, and as he' saw his
hopes of happiness drifting away from
him he flung himself at her feet.

“Madge, Madge, for our child’s sake,
don’t drive me back there! Can’t you
forgive me? Take me back and help
me in my fight to be an honest man!
I will slave for you and Maisie while
heaven gives me breath, and with you
to back me I can still hold up my head
and face the world. But if you spurn
me, what is before me but the jail?”

He tried to take her hand, but she
pushed him back with her foot. .

' “Go!” she said, pointing to the gate.
“Go, and neve; let me see you again.
You have sown and you must reap. My.
house is my home, and you shall not
soil it. Go, I say—go!” She stamped
her foot and pointed to the gate, and,
rising, he went down the path without
a word.

. Slowly he walked up the road, his
shoulders sloping and his arms hang-
ing loosely at his sides. He saw a
policeman by a street lJamp, and slunk-
furtively into the roadway Then, out
of the corner of his eye, he saw a
portly gentleman approaching with a

avy gold chain across his vest.

“Why not?” he muttered. “Why
not?” > -

In a moment he had snatched the
chain, and then stood-still as he heard
the policeman’s hurried footsteps be-
hind him; and that night the prison
gates closed npqn him once more.

HAD AUDIENCE OF AUTHORSI

A collegu professor m been invited
to deliver his lecture on “Highways

and Byways of Litera;nre" at a little

wn in Indiana—the state that pro-

f md George Ade and James Whit-

' Riley tl\us oﬂmr favorites.

in the auditorium. Therutmon
thestlge. :

' The astonished lecturer gazed for a
moment at the deserted man in front
otlﬂm.ndﬂln.thohmmluo
of the affair appealing to - him, he
umllodhdnlwnﬂydmm_ the
:l;hryom{olm Mﬁoﬁuﬁ

ﬁmma.ummmu Per-
m-madmmmmmim.
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my case,

passed, I am still perfectly well™
Sold by all dealers. 50c a box. Fos

ter-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

ENGLISH HUMOR. _

She—Pooh! What is a kiss It is
nothing.

He—Well you once said yvou could
refuse me nothing, you know.—Chips.

LAME BACK PRESCRIPTION

The increased wuse of “Toris” for
lame back and rheumatism is causing
considerable discussion among the
medical fraternity. It is an almost in-
fallible cure when mixed with oer
tain other ingredients and taken prop-
erly. The following formula is
tive: “To onehalf pint of
whiskey add one cunce of Toris
pound and one ounce Syrup Sarsapa-
rilla Compound. Take in tablespoon-
ful doses before each meal and be-
fore retiring.” :

Toris compound is a product of the

effec-
good
Com-

laboratories of the Globe Pharmacew -

tical Co., Chicago, but it as well as the

other ingredients can be had from any

good druggist.

Optimist and Pessimist.

Sydney Rosenfeld once wrote a com-
edy, entitled “The Optimist,” which
achieved success after the production,
but was a long time reaching the
stage. Manager after manager refused
-the manuscript, and one day Mr.
Rosenfeld, whose patience was ex-
hausted, blurted out to his sole =w
ditor: R ;

“Of course you don’t appreciate the

play! You don’t evem know the
meaning of its name!™ \'\

“Yes, I do,” protested tha im-
presario.

“Well,” insisted Rosenteld. “what's
the difference between an opmma
and a pessimist?”

The manager barely hesitated: “Am
optimist is an eye doctor,” he said;
“a pessimist is a foot doctor.”—Sum-
day Magazine.

cards the clergyman and the dog fam-
cier were at the same afternoon tea.
The wandering talk unexpectedly re-
solved itself_ into the guestion. Who
were the 12 sons of Jacob? Even the
cleric with the reversed collar had
forgotten, but the doggy man reeled
off the names without error, from
Reuben down to Benjamin.

The clergyman looked surprised.

“Oh, I'm not great shakes on Scrip-
ture,” said the man with tlle ter-
riers, “but those are the which
some chap gave to a dozen puppies

I'm_willing to sell.” -

Expert Pocket-Picking.

An old lady was accosted in a Lom-
don, street by a well-dressed and re-
fined-looking stranger, who effusively
claimed her as a friend. “I really
don’t believe you remember me!™ she
exclaimed, reproachfully, and the old
lady, never doubting that her
was at fault, confessed that sh-o?
not quite recall the name. “Ah, I
have changed it since you knew me™
said her interlocutor, gayly, and after

a few more lively speeches she passed .

on, having possessed herself mean-
‘while of the old lady’s purse.

A Multipligity of Fathers.
Ardyce had been learning to sing
“America” at school and was trying
to teach it to brother Wayne. One
morning his father heard him shout-
ing: “Land where my papa died, land
where my papa died.”
Ardyce interrupted
Wayne, not that way. It is
where our fathers died.””
Wayne's expndon
described as he tipped his
wise, and in a very
gravely asked: “Two
lineator.

CAUSE AND EFFECT
Good Digestion Follows Right Food.

E




