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A FLY

Y ad Mes Tlunderhy, Ty oy
Willie s been through all the alien-
bary sohoofs”

S Minentary quesbioned  the ealler,
YOI, T ree, 3ou arve poing le mako a
Pould specialist of S

a0

“An Athwta jndge has ruted flat a
i=a Lis wife twive cach day”

“What oile had thoe womnn oone
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the bieal bo leay

Mr- daaiaeks o, youoalwpys sav
tuat

Mo bk T e pove it 1 lis tioe,
Tl vt e el Sl e P b
]l nmbieell | raoeean .
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Setoit bke o i1 i in
ar o breach of e se it
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Tnoan who gels
tu s many buriesave slowe a8 vou de
wouldn',”

1 never wirnan by
elothes” '
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savvatstiealls,

COP.

The I'tiend: 1 suppose it waz hard {o
lose your daughter?

The Father: Woll, it 3id scem as il it
wodld he at one time, Hul she landed
this fellow just g: we were heginning
ta give up lope.

Talience:  And did her father follow

them when they eloped?t
Sare!

Patriee: He's  living  with

them yet!
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< dellow Ul e would vour

Frarehpead ™

Meven In Tiviie o voeman
Breean't Kuow her hosbhand tit] after <lies
Pratvied Tim Mra, Wedd --Why mention
Terkiy especiadly ?

Tha-hawd ting the papery;
et Piiee Floeohl ja dead,

Wile tun o Anzlamanine, incxpressibly
eliuelodre Ta it posaillet 11 goema tuo
ol for o wnyiking, What wa< the cauas
wi s deahit

sl He trotied o ile in 2,26,
g then died of Wlind atagppers.

1 wea

“They sap =he's nn enthusiaslic ma-
Cnlsl™ mShe e She's aequainted wilh
four gentlewen who own six-cylinder
carn'

AMra. Youngwedd (boastingly): 1 may
not be mueh of a ¢ook, but my husband
Las never twitled me about the Letter
cake and pies hia mother used to make.

Mrs. Keene: No, dear; his father used
to rim a bakery.

T asked her why her lips

Were ruby red.
Then kissed her, “Now gours nre,”
: She sald,
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FATTY DEGENERATION OF Tl
IIMART.

She: Papa saw yon going into a hody
to-day, George. le: No, he duin't.
she:  Why are yeu so ccerbain?  Ife;
1'd bhave had fe pay for another dring
if hie Iiad.

Tthel: Crace asked George whiiher
Lie would love her any more if her lair
were gome ditferent colour.

Bdith: And what did George sayv? -

Kthel: Why, Lhe werely azked Jier
what other coloura she lad.

IWHAT IT WAS,

Mre. Tdler: “Let’s see!
head givli”
Mrs. Chatier: O yes!

If wou wani te make a living, you
Lave {o work for it, while if you want
to get rich, you must go about Gt in
satic oller way.

Fl
Whal's the

“Tuo
“Warse

“Tou look worried, dear.
metler?”  “My hushand is L7
bad! is his condilion critical®

—1’s abusive. .

Don't you recolieel?,

Was n't there some scaudal concerning thad Broad-

She marrivd fot love!

Liefore she would eonl a v
“That is what I call true

She-—T dreamed last night you bowpyit
me a uew hat,  He—Well, thal's the
firat drenm of a hat you cver had Lt
didu’t cost me money.
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