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HE MIGHT BETTER HAVE STAYED UPETAIRS,

“7 - #Burglars entcred the house of G. Watter Marksman last night, prying open the parlour window with . n jimmg;'.
Refore they could pet busy, howevar, they were discovered by Mr. Marksman, whoe emptied his revolver st them in the

dark, The thicves escaped, bui empty-lLanded, Mr, Marksman reporting no loss

T THE OBIBCT.

“I've got one of my sons lewrning the
eornet and the other the fiddle; one
daughter studying the piano and ihe
other plays ibe flte; while, to top it all

" off, my wife has started taking einging

lessons.” .

“My graciots! T your family ad musi-
eal as all thati”

fNo: buf there’s 2 vacant lot next to
our pizee, and -we don’t wani anybody
te buiid en it

* ENEW HIS RIGHTSH.
Landlady— What's the wmatter with
that piet™
Boarder—“’Tain't fit for a pig, and
I air’t goin’ to eat it.”

UNKIND, S
Hewitt—"T painted this  piciure to
keep the wolf from the door.™ .
Jowett-—"11 you hang it where the
wolf can see it, I guess you will suec-
ceed ™

IV THEY GET AXY ITIGIER,

Tomewardbound Anmterican ['L;'n Eng'ish Touriat): You woulin't think to
Yook at 'em thet we were atill five hundred milea from Samdy Houk, but Lhat's
what they arc—ile New York skyserapers, The snow on ‘em never imeiis

+

to the police.”-—Local Faper, :

OFFENDED.

One morning a rustic appeared at the
window of a postal station and, after
peering through the bars, enquired:

“Hev yeeu got ‘boul fifty cents’ worth
of atamps, mister?”

© “Certainly!” returned the elerk. "What
denomination, please?™ C

.“Wa-al, sir, if it's enny-of your busi-

ness, I'm a Baptist.” - E

TOO MUCH HONOUR.

Blacksmith—Tha knows *im. 'E was
t'Mayor one year.
Oid man—Nay, 'e never got as ‘igh as
that. ‘E wor pubbul ex-Mayor!
—_—
CAUSE ¥OR ANXIETY,
The haly wad slow aliout ialking, and
his aunt was deploring that fact. Four-
year-old Elizalieth listened anxiously,
“0h, mother,” sho ventured at length,
#“%o you tuink he'll grow up English? Wa
couldn't any of ua understand him if he
turned vul to be Frencl."

"

BRIDCE, C -

. e THOSKE DREADFUL CARS.

While rewiling the merniag paper, Misg
Barah suddenly exclaimed: —

*“How dreadfull Mev, Mr. Marigold
taken to the hospital, w victim of loce-
maétor eloxial® ‘ .

"Y wonder,” eaid ler sisler Susan,
#whetlier tha poor man was run over of

+ whether the thing blcw up with himp*,



