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PREFACE

Nothing so frightens a man as the announcement that he is expected to respond to a
toast on some appallingly near-by occasion. All ideas he may ever have had on the
subject melt away and like a drowning man he clutches furiously at the nearest solid
object. This book is intended for such rescue purpose, buoyant and trustworthy but, it
is to be hoped, not heavy.

Let the frightened toaster turn first to the key word of his topic in this dictionary
alphabet of selections and perchance he may find toast, story, definition or verse that
may felicitously introduce his remarks. Then as he proceeds to outline his talk and to
put it into sentences, he may find under one of the many subject headings a bit which
will happily and scintillatingly drive home the ideas he is unfolding.

While the larger part of the contents is humorous, there are inserted many quotations
of a serious nature which may serve as appropriate literary ballast.

The jokes and quotes gathered for the toaster have been placed under the subject
headings where it seemed that they might be most useful, even at the risk of the joke
turning on the compilers. To extend the usefulness of such pseudo-cataloging, cross
references, similar and dissimilar to those of a library card catalog, have been
included.

Should a large number of the inclusions look familiar, let us remark that the friends
one likes best are those who have been already tried and trusted and are the most
welcome in times of need. However, there are stories of a rising generation, whose
acquaintance all may enjoy.

Nearly all these new and old friends have before this made their bow in print and
since it rarely was certain where they first appeared, little attempt has been made to
credit any source for them. The compilers hereby make a sweeping acknowledgment
to the "funny editors" of many books and periodicals.

ON THE POSSESSION OF A SENSE OF HUMOR

"Man," says Hazlitt, "is the only animal that laughs and weeps, for he is the only
animal that is struck with the difference between what things are and what they ought
to be." The sources, then, of laughter and tears come very close together. At the
difference between things as they are and as they ought to be we laugh, or we weep; it
would depend, it seems, on the point of view, or the temperament. And if, as Horace
Walpole once said, "Life is a comedy to those who think, a tragedy to those who feel,"
it is the thinking half of humanity that, at the sight of life's incongruities, is moved to
laughter, the feeling half to tears. A sense of humor, then, is the possession of the
thinking half, and the humorists must be classified at once with the thinkers.

If one were asked to go further than this and to give offhand a definition of humor, or
of that elusive quality, a sense of humor, he might find himself confronted with a
difficulty. Yet certain things about it would be patent at the outset: Women haven't it;
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Englishmen haven't it; it is the chiefest of the virtues, for tho a man speak with the
tongues of men and of angels, if he have not humor we will have none of him.
Women may continue to laugh over those innocent and innocuous incidents which
they find amusing; may continue to write the most delightful of stories and essays—
consider Jane Austen and our own Miss Repplier—over which appreciative readers
may continue to chuckle; Englishmen may continue, as in the past to produce the most
exquisite of the world's humorous literature—think of Charles Lamb—yet the
fundamental faith of mankind will remain unshaken: women have no sense of humor,
and an Englishman cannot see a joke! And the ability to "see a joke™ is the infallible
American test of the sense of humor.

But taking the matter seriously, how would one define humor? When in doubt, consult
the dictionary, is, as always, an excellent motto, and, following it, we find that our
trustworthy friend, Noah Webster, does not fail us. Here is his definition of humor,
ready to hand: humor is "the mental faculty of discovering, expressing, or
appreciating ludicrous or absurdly incongruous elements in ideas, situations,
happenings, or acts," with the added information that it is distinguished from wit as
"less purely intellectual and having more kindly sympathy with human nature, and as
often blended with pathos.” A friendly rival in lexicography defines the same prized
human attribute more lightly as "a facetious turn of thought,” or more specifically in
literature, as "a sportive exercise of the imagination that is apparent in the choice and
treatment of an idea or theme."” Isn't there something about that word "sportive," on
the lips of so learned an authority, that tickles the fancy—appeals to the sense of
humor?

Yet if we peruse the dictionary further, especially if we approach that monument to
English scholarship, the great Murray, we shall find that the problem of defining
humor is not so simple as it might seem; for the word that we use so glibly, with so
sure a confidence in its stability, has had a long and varied history and has answered
to many aliases. When Shakespeare called a man "humorous” he meant that he was
changeable and capricious, not that he was given to a facetious turn of thought or to a
"sportive" exercise of the imagination. When he talks in "The Taming of the Shrew"
of "her mad and head-strong humor" he doesn't mean to imply that Kate is a practical
joker. It is interesting to note in passing that the old meaning of the word still lingers
in the verb "to humor.” A woman still humors her spoiled child and her cantankerous
husband when she yields to their capriciousness. By going hack a step further in
history, to the late fourteenth century, we met Chaucer's physician who knew "the
cause of everye maladye, and where engendered and of what humour" and find that
Chaucer is not speaking of a mental state at all, but is referring to those physiological
humours of which, according to Hippocrates, the human body contained four: blood,
phlegm, bile, and black bile, and by which the disposition was determined. We find,
too, that at one time a "humour” meant any animal or plant fluid, and again any kind
of moisture. "The skie hangs full of humour, and I think we shall haue raine,"” ran an
ancient weather prophet's prediction. Which might give rise to some thoughts on the
paradoxical subject of dry humor.

Now in part this development is easily traced. Humor, meaning moisture of any kind,
came to have a biological significance and was applied only to plant and animal life.
It was restricted later within purely physiological boundaries and was applied only to
those "humours" of the human body that controlled temperament. From these fluids,
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determining mental states, the word took on a psychological coloring, but—by what
process of evolution did humor reach its present status! After all, the scientific method
has its weaknesses!

We can, if we wish, define humor in terms of what it is not. We can draw lines around
it and distinguish it from its next of kin, wit. This indeed has been a favorite pastime
with the jugglers of words in all ages. And many have been the attempts to define
humor, to define wit, to describe and differentiate them, to build high fences to keep
them apart.

"Wit is abrupt, darting, scornful; it tosses its analogies in your face; humor is slow and
shy, insinuating its fun into your heart," says E. P. Whipple. "Wit is intellectual,
humor is emotional; wit is perception of resemblance, humor of contrast—of contrast
between ideal and fact, theory and practice, promise and performance," writes another
authority. While yet another points out that "Humor is feeling—feelings can always
bear repetition, while wit, being intellectual, suffers by repetition.” The truth of this is
evident when we remember that we repeat a witty saying that we may enjoy the effect
on others, while we retell a humorous story largely for our own enjoyment of it.

Yet it is quite possible that humor ought not to be defined. It may be one of those
intangible substances, like love and beauty, that are indefinable. It is quite probable
that humor should not be explained. It would be distressing, as some one pointed out,
to discover that American humor is based on American dyspepsia. Yet the
philosophers themselves have endeavored to explain it. Hazlitt held that to understand
the ludicrous, we must first know what the serious is. And to apprehend the serious,
what better course could be followed than to contemplate the serious—yes and
ludicrous—findings of the philosophers in their attempts to define humor and to
explain laughter. Consider Hobbes: "The passion of laughter is nothing else but
sudden glory arising from the sudden conception of eminency in ourselves by
comparison with the inferiority of others, or with our own formerly." According to
Professor Bain, "Laughter results from the degradation of some person or interest
possessing dignity in circumstances that excite no other strong emotion.” Even Kant,
desisting for a time from his contemplation of Pure Reason, gave his attention to the
human phenomenon of laughter and explained it away as "the result of an expectation
which of a sudden ends in nothing.” Some modern cynic has compiled a list of the
situations on the stage which are always "humorous.” One of them, I recall, is the
situation in which the clown-acrobat, having made mighty preparations for jumping
over a pile of chairs, suddenly changes his mind and walks off without attempting it.
The laughter that invariably greets this "funny” maneuver would seem to have
philosophical sanction. Bergson, too, the philosopher of creative evolution, has
considered laughter to the extent of an entire volume. A reading of it leaves one a
little disturbed. Laughter, so we learn, is not the merry-hearted, jovial companion we
had thought him. Laughter is a stern mentor, characterized by "an absence of feeling.”
"Laughter," says M. Bergson, "is above all a corrective, it must make a painful
impression on the person against whom it is directed. By laughter society avenges
itself for the liberties taken with it. It would fail in its object if it bore the stamp of
sympathy or kindness." If this be laughter, grant us occasionally the saving grace of
tears, which may be tears of sympathy, and, therefore, kind!
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But, after all, since it is true that "one touch of humor makes the whole world grin,"
what difference does it make what that humor is; what difference why or wherefore
we laugh, since somehow or other, in a sorry world, we do laugh?

Of the test for a sense of humor, it has already been said that it is the ability to see a
joke. And, as for a joke, the dictionary, again a present help in time of trouble, tells us
at once that it is, "something said or done for the purpose of exciting a laugh." But
stay! Suppose it does not excite the laugh expected? What of the joke that misses fire?
Shall a joke be judged by its intent or by its consequences? Is a joke that does not
produce a laugh a joke at all? Pragmatically considered it is not. Agnes Repplier,
writing on Humor, speaks of "those beloved writers whom we hold to be humorists
because they have made us laugh.” We hold them to be so—Dbut there seems to be a
suggestion that we may be wrong. Is it possible that the laugh is not the test of the
joke? Here is a question over which the philosophers may wrangle. Is there an
Absolute in the realm of humor, or must our jokes be judged solely by the pragmatic
test? Congreve once told Colly Gibber that there were many witty speeches in one of
Colly's plays, and many that looked witty, yet were not really what they seemed at
first sight! So a joke is not to be recognized even by its appearance or by the company
it keeps. Perhaps there might be established a test of good usage. A joke would be that
at which the best people laugh.

Somebody—was it Mark Twain?—once said that there are eleven original jokes in the
world—that these were known in prehistoric times, and that all jokes since have been
but modifications and adaptations from the originals. Miss Repplier, however, gives
to modern times the credit for some inventiveness. Christianity, she says, must be
thanked for such contributions as the missionary and cannibal joke, and for the
interminable variations of St. Peter at the gate. Max Beerbohm once codified all the
English comic papers and found that the following list comprised all the subjects
discussed: Mothers-in-law; Hen-pecked husbands; Twins; Old maids; Jews;
Frenchmen and Germans; Italians and Negroes; Fatness; Thinness; Long hair (in
men); Baldness; Sea sickness; Stuttering; Bloomers; Bad cheese; Red noses. A like
examination of American newspapers would perhaps result in a slightly different list.
We have, of course, our purely local jokes. Boston will always be a joke to Chicago,
the east to the west. The city girl in the country offers a perennial source of
amusement, as does the country man in the city. And the foreigner we have always
with us, to mix his Y's and J's, distort his H's, and play havoc with the Anglo-Saxon
Th. Indeed our great American sense of humor has been explained as an outgrowth
from the vast field of incongruities offered by a developing civilization.

It may be that this vaunted national sense has been over-estimated—exaggeration is a
characteristic of that humor, anyway—but at least it has one of the Christian virtues—
it suffereth long and is kind. Miss Repplier says that it is because we are a "humorous
rather than a witty people that we laugh for the most part with, and not at our fellow
creatures.” This, I think, is something that our fellow creatures from other lands do
not always comprehend. | listened once to a distinguished Frenchman as he addressed
the students in a western university chapel. He was evidently astounded and
embarrassed by the outbursts of laughter that greeted his mildly humorous remarks.
He even stopped to apologize for the deficiencies of his English, deeming them the
cause, and was further mystified by the little ripple of laughter that met his
explanation—a ripple that came from the hearts of the good-natured students, who
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meant only to be appreciative and kind. Foreigners, too, unacquainted with American
slang often find themselves precipitating a laugh for which they are unprepared. For a
bit of current slang, however and whenever used, is always humorous.

The American is not only a humorous person, he is a practical person. So it is only
natural that the American humor should be put to practical uses. It was once said that
the difference between a man with tact and a man without was that the man with tact,
in trying to put a bit in a horse's mouth, would first tell him a funny story, while the
man without tact would get an axe. This use of the funny story is the American way of
adapting it to practical ends. A collection of funny stories used to be an important part
of a drummer's stock in trade. It is by means of the "good story" that the politician
makes his way into office; the business man paves the way for a big deal; the after-
dinner speaker gets a hearing; the hostess saves her guests from boredom. Such a
large place does the "story" hold in our national life that we have invented a social
pastime that might be termed a "joke match.” "Don't tell a funny story, even if you
know one," was the advice of the Atchison Globe man, "its narration will only remind
your hearers of a bad one."” True as this may be, we still persist in telling our funny
story. Our hearers are reminded of another, good or bad, which again reminds us—
and so on.

A sense of humor, as was intimated before, is the chiefest of the virtues. It is more
than this—it is one of the essentials to success. For, as has also been pointed out, we,
being a practical people, put our humor to practical uses. It is held up as one of the
prerequisites for entrance to any profession. "A lawyer," says a member of that order,
must have such and such mental and moral qualities; "but before all else"—and this
impressively—"he must possess a sense of humor." Samuel McChord Crothers says
that were he on the examining board for the granting of certificates to prospective
teachers, he would place a copy of Lamb's essay on Schoolmasters in the hands of
each, and if the light of humorous appreciation failed to dawn as the reading
progressed, the certificate would be withheld. For, before all else, a teacher must
possess a sense of humor! If it be true, then, that the sense of humor is so important in
determining the choice of a profession, how wise are those writers who hold it an
essential for entrance into that most exacting of professions—matrimony!
"Incompatibility in humor,” George Eliot held to be the "most serious cause of
diversion.” And Stevenson, always wise, insists that husband and wife must he able to
laugh over the same jokes—have between them many a "grouse in the gun-room"
story. But there must always be exceptions if the spice of life is to be preserved, and |
recall one couple of my acquaintance, devoted and loyal in spite of this very
incompatibility. A man with a highly whimsical sense of humor had married a woman
with none. Yet he told his best stories with an eye to their effect on her, and when her
response came, peaceful and placid and non-comprehending, he would look about the
table with delight, as much as to say, "Isn't she a wonder? Do you know her equal?"

Humor may be the greatest of the virtues, yet it is the one of whose possession we
may boast with impunity. "Well, that was too much for my sense of humor,"” we say.
Or, "You know my sense of humor was always my strong point." Imagine thus
boasting of one's integrity, or sense of honor! And so is its lack the one vice of which
one may not permit himself to be a trifle proud. "I admit that | have a hot temper," and
"I know I'm extravagant,” are simple enough admissions. But did any one ever openly
make the confession, "1 know | am lacking in a sense of humor!" However, to
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recognize the lack one would first have to possess the sense—which is manifestly
impossible.

"To explain the nature of laughter and tears is to account for the condition of human
life," says Hazlitt, and no philosophy has as yet succeeded in accounting for the
condition of human life. "Man is a laughing animal,” wrote Meredith, "and at the end
of infinite search the philosopher finds himself clinging to laughter as the best of
human fruit, purely human, and sane, and comforting.” So whether it be the corrective
laughter of Bergson, Jove laughing at lovers' vows, Love laughing at locksmiths, or
the cheerful laughter of the fool that was like the crackling of thorns to Koheleth, the
preacher, we recognize that it is good; that without this saving grace of humor life
would be an empty vaunt. | like to recall that ancient usage: "The skie hangs full of
humour, and | think we shall haue raine.” Blessed humor, no less refreshing today
than was the humour of old to a parched and thirsty earth.

TOASTERS, TOASTMASTERS AND TOASTS

Before making any specific suggestions to the prospective toaster or toastmaster, let
us advise that he consider well the nature and spirit of the occasion which calls for
speeches. The toast, after-dinner talk, or address is always given under conditions that
require abounding good humor, and the desire to make everybody pleased and
comfortable as well as to furnish entertainment should be uppermost.

Perhaps a consideration of the ancient custom that gave rise to the modern toast will
help us to understand the spirit in which a toast should be given. It originated with the
pagan custom of drinking to gods and the dead, which in Christian nations was
modified, with the accompanying idea of a wish for health and happiness added. In
England during the sixteenth century it was customary to put a "toast" in the drink,
which was usually served hot. This toast was the ordinary piece of bread scorched on
both sides. Shakespeare in "The Merry Wives of Windsor" has Falstaff say, "Fetch me
a quart of sack and put a toast in't." Later the term came to be applied to the lady in
whose honor the company drank, her name serving to flavor the bumper as the toast
flavored the drink. It was in this way that the act of drinking or of proposing a health,
or the mere act of expressing good wishes or fellowship at table came to be known as
toasting.

Since an occasion, then, at which toasts are in order is one intended to promote good
feeling, it should afford no opportunity for the exploitation of any personal or selfish
interest or for anything controversial, or antagonistic to any of the company present.
The effort of the toastmaster should be to promote the best of feeling among all and
especially between speakers. And speakers should cooperate with the toastmaster and
with each other to that end. The introductions of the toastmaster may, of course,
contain some good-natured bantering, together with compliment, but always without
sting. Those taking part may "get back™ at the toastmaster, but always in a manner to
leave no hard feeling anywhere. The toastmaster should strive to make his speakers
feel at ease, to give them good standing with their hearers without overpraising them
and making it hard to live up to what is expected of them. In short, let everybody
boost good naturedly for everybody else.
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The toastmaster, and for that matter everyone taking part, should be carefully
prepared. It may be safely said that those who are successful after-dinner speakers
have learned the need of careful forethought. A practised speaker may appear to speak
extemporaneously by putting together on one occasion thoughts and expressions
previously prepared for other occasions, but the neophyte may well consider it
necessary to think out carefully the matter of what to say and how to say it. Cicero
said of Antonius, "All his speeches were, in appearance, the unpremeditated effusion
of an honest heart; and yet, in reality, they were preconceived with so much skill that
the judges were not so well prepared as they should have been to withstand the force
of them!"

After considering the nature of the occasion and getting himself in harmony with it,
the speaker should next consider the relation of his particular subject to the occasion
and to the subjects of the other speakers. He should be careful to hold closely to the
subject allotted to him so that he will not encroach upon the ground of other speakers.
He should be careful, too, not to appropriate to himself any of their time. And he
should consider, without vanity and without humility, his own relative importance and
govern himself accordingly. We have all had the painful experience of waiting in
impatience for the speech of the evening to begin while some humble citizen made "a
few introductory remarks."

In planning his speech and in getting it into finished form, the toaster will do well to
remember those three essentials to all good composition with which he struggled in
school and college days, Unity, Mass and Coherence. The first means that his talk
must have a central thought, on which all his stories, anecdotes and jokes will have a
bearing; the second that there will be a proper balance between the parts, that it will
not be all introduction and conclusion; the third, that it will hang together, without
awkward transitions. A toast may consist, as Lowell said, of "a platitude, a quotation
and an anecdote,” but the toaster must exercise his ingenuity in putting these together.

In delivering the toast, the speaker must of course be natural. The after-dinner speech
calls for a conversational tone, not for oratory of voice or manner. Something of an air
of detachment on the part of the speaker is advisable. The humorist who can tell a
story with a straight face adds to the humorous effect.

A word might be said to those who plan the program. In the number of speakers it is
better to err in having too few than too many. Especially is this true if there is one
distinguished person who is the speaker of the occasion. In such a case the number of
lesser lights may well be limited to two or three. The placing of the guest of honor on
the program is a matter of importance. Logically he would be expected to come last,
as the crowning feature. But if the occasion is a large semi-public affair—a political
gathering, for example—where strict etiquet does not require that all remain thru the
entire program, there will always be those who will leave early, thus missing the best
part of the entertainment. In this case some shifting of speakers, even at the risk of an
anti-climax, would be advisable. On ordinary occasions, where the speakers are of
much the same rank, order will be determined mainly by subject. And if the topics for
discussion are directly related, if they are all component parts of a general subject, so
much the better.
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Now we are going to add a special paragraph for the absolutely inexperienced
person—who has never given, or heard anyone else give, a toast. It would seem
hardly possible in this day of banquets to find an individual who has missed these
occasions entirely—but he is to be found. Especially is this true in a world where
toasting and after-dinner speaking are coming to be more and more in demand at
social functions—the college world. Here the young man or woman, coming from a
country town where the formal banquet is unknown, who has never heard an after-
dinner speech, may be confronted with the necessity of responding to a toast on, say
"Needles and Pins." Such a one would like to be told first of all what an after-dinner
speech is. It is only a short, informal talk, usually witty, at any rate kindly, with one
central idea and a certain amount of illustrative material in the way of anecdotes,
quotations and stories. The best advice to such a speaker is: Make your first effort
simple. Don't be over ambitious. If, as was suggested in the example cited a moment
ago, the subject is fanciful—as it is very apt to be at a college banquet—any
interpretation you choose to put upon it is allowable. If the interpretation is ingenious,
your case is already half won. Such a subject is in effect a challenge. "Now, let's see
what you can make of this,” is what it implies. First get an idea; then find something
in the way of illustrative material. Speak simply and naturally and sit down and watch
how the others do it. Of course the subject on such occasions is often of a more
serious nature—Our Class; The Team; Our President—in which case a more serious
treatment is called for, with a touch of honest pride and sentiment.

To sum up what has been said, with borrowings from what others have said on the
subject, the following general rules have been formulated:

Prepare carefully. Self-confidence is a valuable possession, but beware of being too
sure of yourself. Pride goes before a fall, and overconfidence in his ability to
improvise has been the downfall of many a would-be speaker. The speaker should
strive to give the effect of spontaneity, but this can be done only with practice. The
toast calls for the art that conceals art.

Let your speech have unity. As some one has pointed out, the after-dinner speech is a
distinct form of expression, just as is the short story. As such it should give a unity of
impression. It bears something of the same relation to the oration that the short story

does to the novel.

Let it have continuity. James Bryce says: "There is a tendency today to make after-
dinner speaking a mere string of anecdotes, most of which may have little to do with
the subject or with one another. Even the best stories lose their charm when they are
dragged in by the head and shoulders, having no connection with the allotted theme.
Relevance as well as brevity is the soul of wit."

Do not grow emotional or sentimental. American traditions are largely borrowed from
England. We have the Anglo-Saxon reticence. A parade of emotion in public
embarrasses us. A simple and sincere expression of feeling is often desirable in a
toast—but don't overdo it.

Avoid trite sayings. Don't use quotations that are shopworn, and avoid the set forms
for toasts—"Our sweethearts and wives—may they never meet," etc.
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Don't apologise. Don't say that you are not prepared; that you speak on very short
notice; that you are "no orator as Brutus is.” Resolve to do your best and let your
effort speak for itself.

Avoid irony and satire. It has already been said that occasions on which toasts are
given call for friendliness and good humor. Yet the temptation to use irony and satire
may be strong. Especially may this be true at political gatherings where there is a
chance to grow witty at the expense of rivals. Irony and satire are keen-edged tools;
they have their uses; but they are dangerous. Pope, who knew how to use them, said:

Satire's my weapon, but I'm too discreet
To run amuck and tilt at all | meet.

Use personal references sparingly. A certain amount of good-natured chaffing may be
indulged in. Yet there may be danger in even the most kindly of fun. One never
knows how a jest will be taken. Once in the early part of his career, Mark Twain, at a
New England banquet, grew funny at the expense of Longfellow and Emerson, then in
their old age and looked upon almost as divinities. His joke fell dead, and to the end
of his life he suffered humiliation at the recollection.

Be clear. While you must not draw an obvious moral or explain the point to your
jokes, be sure that the point is there and that it is put in such a way that your hearers
cannot miss it. Avoid flights of rhetoric and do not lose your anecdotes in a sea of
words.

Avoid didacticism. Do not try to instruct. Do not give statistics and figures. They will
not be remembered. A historical resume of your subject from the beginning of time is
not called for; neither are well-known facts about the greatness of your city or state or
the prominent person in whose honor you may be speaking. Do not tell your hearers
things they already know.

Be brief. An after-dinner audience is in a particularly defenceless position. It is so out
in the open. There is no opportunity for a quiet nod or two behind a newspaper or the
hat of the lady in front. If you bore your hearers by overstepping your time politeness
requires that they sit still and look pleased. Spare them. Remember Bacon's advice to
the speaker: "Let him be sure to leave other men their turns to speak.” But suppose
you come late on the program! Suppose the other speakers have not heeded Bacon?
What are you going to do about it? Here is a story that James Bryce tells of the most
successful after-dinner speech he remembers to have heard. The speaker was a famous
engineer, the occasion a dinner of the British Association for the Advancement of
Science. "He came last; and midnight had arrived. His toast was Applied Science, and
his speech was as follows: 'Ladies and gentlemen, at this late hour | advise you to
illustrate the Applications of Science by applying a lucifer match to the wick of your
bedroom candle. Let us all go to bed"."

If you are capable of making a similar sacrifice by cutting short your own carefully-
prepared, wise, witty and sparkling remarks, your audience will thank you—and they
may ask you to speak again.
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TOASTER'S HANDBOOK

ABILITY
"Pa," said little Joe, "I bet I can do something you can't.”
"Well, what is it?" demanded his pa.

"Grow," replied the youngster triumphantly.—H.E. Zimmerman.

ABSENT-MINDEDNESS
SHE—"1 consider, John, that sheep are the stupidest creatures living."

HE—(absent-mindedly)—"Yes, my lamb."

ACCIDENTS

The late Dr. Henry Thayer, founder of Thayer's Laboratory in Cambridge, was
walking along a street one winter morning. The sidewalk was sheeted with ice and the
doctor was making his way carefully, as was also a woman going in the opposite
direction. In seeking to avoid each other, both slipped and they came down in a heap.
The polite doctor was overwhelmed and his embarrassment paralyzed his speech, but
the woman was equal to the occasion.

"Doctor, if you will be kind enough to rise and pick out your legs, | will take what
remains,” she said cheerfully.

"Help! Help!" cried an Italian laborer near the mud flats of the Harlem river.
"What's the matter there?" came a voice from the construction shanty.
"Queek! Bringa da shov'! Bringa da peek! Giovanni's stuck in da mud."
"How far in?"

"Up to hees knees."

"Oh, let him walk out."

"No, no! He no canna walk! He wronga end up!"
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There once was a lady from Guam,
Who said, "Now the sea is so calm
I will swim, for a lark";

But she met with a shark.

Let us now sing the ninetieth psalm.

BRICKLAYER (to mate, who had just had a hodful of bricks fall on his feet)—
"Dropt 'em on yer toe! That's nothin'. Why, | seen a bloke get killed stone dead, an''e
never made such a bloomin' fuss as you're doin'."

A preacher had ordered a load of hay from one of his parishioners. About noon, the
parishioner's little son came to the house crying lustily. On being asked what the
matter was, he said that the load of hay had tipped over in the street. The preacher, a
kindly man, assured the little fellow that it was nothing serious, and asked him in to
dinner.

"Pa wouldn't like it," said the boy.

But the preacher assured him that he would fix it all right with his father, and urged
him to take dinner before going for the hay. After dinner the boy was asked if he were
not glad that he had stayed.

"Pa won't like it," he persisted.

The preacher, unable to understand, asked the boy what made him think his father
would object.

"Why, you see, pa's under the hay,"” explained the boy.

There was an old Miss from Antrim,
Who looked for the leak with a glim.
Alack and alas!

The cause was the gas.

We will now sing the fifty-fourth hymn.
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—Gilbert K. Chesterton.

There was a young lady named Hannah,
Who slipped on a peel of banana.

More stars she espied

As she lay on her side

Than are found in the Star Spangled Banner.
A gentleman sprang to assist her;

He picked up her glove and her wrister;
"Did you fall, Ma'am?" he cried;

"Did you think," she replied,

"| sat down for the fun of it, Mister?"

At first laying down, as a fact fundamental,
That nothing with God can be accidental.

—Longfellow.

In a North of England town recently a company of local amateurs produced Hamlet,
and the following account of the proceedings appeared in the local paper next
morning:

"Last night all the fashionables and elite of our town gathered to witness a
performance of Hamlet at the Town Hall. There has been considerable discussion in
the press as to whether the play was written by Shakespeare or Bacon. All doubt can
be now set at rest. Let their graves be opened; the one who turned over last night is the
author.”

Suit the action to the word, the word to the action, with this special observance, that
you o'erstep not the modesty of nature.—Shakespeare.
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To wake the soul by tender strokes of art,

To raise the genius, and to mend the heart;

To make mankind, in conscious virtue bold,
Live o'er each scene, and be what they behold—
For this the tragic muse first trod the stage.

—~Pope.

ACTORS AND ACTRESSES

An "Uncle Tom's Cabin™ company was starting to parade in a small New England
town when a big gander, from a farmyard near at hand waddled to the middle of the
street and began to hiss.

One of the double-in-brass actors turned toward the fowl and angrily exclaimed:

"Don't be so dern quick to jump at conclusions. Wait till you see the show."—K.A.
Bisbee.

When William H. Crane was younger and less discreet he had a vaunting ambition to
play Hamlet. So with his first profits he organized his own company and he went to an
inland western town to give vent to his ambition and "try it on."

When he came back to New York a group of friends noticed that the actor appeared to
be much downcast.

"What's the matter, Crane? Didn't they appreciate it?" asked one of his friends.
"They didn't seem to," laconically answered the actor.

"Well, didn't they give any encouragement? Didn't they ask you to come before the
curtain?" persisted the friend.

"Ask me?" answered Crane. "Man, they dared me!"

LEADING MAN IN TRAVELING COMPANY—"We play Hamlet to-night, laddie,
do we not?"
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SUB-MANAGER—"Yes, Mr. Montgomery."
LEADING MAN—"Then | must borrow the sum of two-pence!"
SUB-MANAGER—"Why?"

LEADING MAN—"1 have four days' growth upon my chin. One cannot play Hamlet
in a beard!"

SUB-MANAGER—"Um—well—we'll put on Macbeth!"

HE—"But what reason have you for refusing to marry me?"
SHE—"Papa objects. He says you are an actor."

HE-"Give my regards to the old boy and tell him I'm sorry he isn't a newspaper
critic.”

The hero of the play, after putting up a stiff fight with the villain, had died to slow
music.

The audience insisted on his coming before the curtain.

He refused to appear.

But the audience still insisted.

Then the manager, a gentleman with a strong accent, came to the front.

"Ladies an' gintlemen," he said, "the carpse thanks ye kindly, but he says he's dead,
an' he's goin to stay dead."

Mrs. Minnie Maddern Fiske, the actress, was having her hair dressed by a young
woman at her home. The actress was very tired and quiet, but a chance remark from
the dresser made her open her eyes and sit up.

"I should have went on the stage,” said the young woman complacently.

"But,"” returned Mrs. Fiske, "look at me—think how | have had to work and study to
gain what success | have, and win such fame as is now mine!"

"Oh, yes," replied the young woman calmly; "but then | have talent."
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Orlando Day, a fourth-rate actor in London, was once called, in a sudden emergency,
to supply the place of Allen Ainsworth at the Criterion Theatre for a single night.

The call filled him with joy. Here was a chance to show the public how great a
histrionic genius had remained unknown for lack of an opportunity. But his joy was
suddenly dampened by the dreadful thought that, as the play was already in the midst
of its run, none of the dramatic critics might be there to watch his triumph.

A bright thought struck him. He would announce the event. Rushing to a telegraph
office, he sent to one of the leading critics the following telegram: "Orlando Day
presents Allen Ainsworth's part to-night at the Criterion."”

Then it occurred to him, "Why not tell them all?" So he repeated the message to a
dozen or more important persons.

At a late hour of the same day, in the Garrick Club, a lounging gentleman produced
one of the telegrams, and read it to a group of friends. A chorus of exclamations
followed the reading: "Why, | got precisely the same message!" "And so did I." "And
I, too." "Who is Orlando Day?" "What beastly cheek!" "Did the ass fancy that one
would pay any attention to his wire?"

J. M. Barrie, the famous author and playwright, who was present, was the only one
who said nothing.

"Didn't he wire you too?" asked one of the group.
"Oh, yes."
"But of course you didn't answer."

"Oh, but it was only polite to send an answer after he had taken the trouble to wire
me. So, of course, | answered him."

"You did! What did you say?"

"Oh, | just telegraphed him: "Thanks for timely warning.

Twinkle, twinkle, lovely star!
How I wonder if you are
When at home the tender age
You appear when on the stage.

—NMary A. Fairchild.
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Recipe for an actor:

To one slice of ham add assortment of roles.
Steep the head in mash notes till it swells,
Garnish with onions, tomatoes and beets,
Or with eggs—from afar—in the shells.

—Life.

Recipe for an ingenue:

A pound and three-quarters of kitten,
Three ounces of flounces and sighs;
Add wiggles and giggles and gurgles,
And ringlets and dimples and eyes.

—Life.

ADAPTATION

"I know a nature-faker," said Mr. Bache, the author, "who claims that a hen of his last
month hatched, from a setting of seventeen eggs, seventeen chicks that had, in lieu of
feathers, fur.

"He claimed that these fur-coated chicks were a proof of nature's adaptation of all
animals to their environment, the seventeen eggs having been of the cold-storage
variety."

ADDRESSES

In a large store a child, pointing to a shopper exclaimed, "Oh, mother, that lady lives
the same place we do. | just heard her say, 'Send it up C.O.D." Isn't that where we
live?"
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An Englishman went into his local library and asked for Frederic Harrison's George
Washington and other American Addresses. In a little while he brought back the book
to the librarian and said:

"This book does not give me what I require; | want to find out the addresses of several

American magnates; | know where George Washington has gone to, for he never told
alie."

ADVERTISING

Not long ago a patron of a café in Chicago summoned his waiter and delivered
himself as follows:

"I want to know the meaning of this. Look at this piece of beef. See its size. Last
evening | was served with a portion more than twice the size of this."”

"Where did you sit?" asked the waiter.
"What has that to do with it? | believe I sat by the window."

"In that case,” smiled the waiter, "the explanation is simple. We always serve
customers by the window large portions. It's a good advertisement for the place."

"Advertising costs me a lot of money."
"Why | never saw your goods advertised."

"They aren't. But my wife reads other people's ads."

When Mark Twain, in his early days, was editor of a Missouri paper, a superstitious
subscriber wrote to him saying that he had found a spider in his paper, and asking him
whether that was a sign of good luck or bad. The humorist wrote him this answer and
printed it:

"Old subscriber: Finding a spider in your paper was neither good luck nor bad luck for
you. The spider was merely looking over our paper to see which merchant is not
advertising, so that he can go to that store, spin his web across the door and lead a life
of undisturbed peace ever afterward."

"Good Heavens, man! | saw your obituary in this morning's paper!"
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"Yes, | know. | put it in myself. My opera is to be produced to-night, and | want good
notices from the critics."—C. Hilton Turvey.

Paderewski arrived in a small western town about noon one day and decided to take a
walk in the afternoon. While strolling ling along he heard a piano, and, following the
sound, came to a house on which was a sign reading:

"Miss Jones. Piano lessons 25 cents an hour."”

Pausing to listen he heard the young woman trying to play one of Chopin's nocturnes,
and not succeeding very well.

Paderewski walked up to the house and knocked. Miss Jones came to the door and
recognized him at once. Delighted, she invited him in and he sat down and played the
nocturne as only Paderewski can, afterward spending an hour in correcting her
mistakes. Miss Jones thanked him and he departed.

Some months afterward he returned to the town, and again took the same walk.

He soon came to the home of Miss Jones, and, looking at the sign, he read:

"Miss Jones. Piano lessons $1.00 an hour. (Pupil of Paderewski.)"

Shortly after Raymond Hitchcock made his first big hit in New York, Eddie Foy, who
was also playing in town, happened to be passing Daly's Theatre, and paused to look
at the pictures of Hitchcock and his company that adorned the entrance. Near the
pictures was a billboard covered with laudatory extracts from newspaper criticisms of
the show.

When Foy had moodily read to the bottom of the list, he turned to an unobtrusive
young man who had been watching him out of the corner of his eye.

"Say, have you seen this show?" he asked.

"Sure," replied the young man.

"Any good? How's this guy Hitchcock, anyhow?"

"Any good?" repeated the young man pityingly. "Why, say, he's the best in the
business. He's got all these other would-be side-ticklers lashed to the mast. He's a
scream. Never laughed so much at any one in all my life.”

"Is he as good as Foy?" ventured Foy hopefully.

"As good as Foy!" The young man's scorn was superb. "Why, this Hitchcock has got
that Foy person looking like a gloom. They're not in the same class. Hitchcock's
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funny. A man with feelings can't compare them. I'm sorry you asked me, | feel so
strongly about it."

Eddie looked at him very sternly and then, in the hollow tones of a tragedian, he said:
"l am Foy."

"I know you are,"” said the young man cheerfully. "I'm Hitchcock!"

Advertisements are of great use to the vulgar. First of all, as they are instruments of
ambition. A man that is by no means big enough for the Gazette, may easily creep
into the advertisements; by which means we often see an apothecary in the same
paper of news with a plenipotentiary, or a running footman with an ambassador.—
Addison.

ADVICE

Her exalted rank did not give Queen Victoria immunity from the trials of a
grandmother. One of her grandsons, whose recklessness in spending money provoked
her strong disapproval, wrote to the Queen reminding her of his approaching birthday
and delicately suggesting that money would be the most acceptable gift. In her own
hand she answered, sternly reproving the youth for the sin of extravagance and urging
upon him the practise of economy. His reply staggered her:

"Dear Grandma," it ran, "thank you for your kind letter of advice. I have sold the same
for five pounds.”

Many receive advice, only the wise profit by it.—Publius Syrus.

AERONAUTICS

A fleaand a fly in a flue,

Were imprisoned; now what could they do?
Said the fly, "let us flee."

"Let us fly," said the flea,

And they flew through a flaw in the flue.
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The impression that men will never fly like birds seems to be aeroneous.—La Touche
Hancock.

AEROPLANES

"Mother, may | go aeroplane?”
"Yes, my darling Mary.

Tie yourself to an anchor chain
And don't go near the airy."

—Judge.

Harry N. Atwood, the noted aviator, was the guest of honor at a dinner in New York,
and on the occasion his eloquent reply to a toast on aviation terminated neatly with
these words:

"The aeroplane has come at last, but it was a long time coming. We can imagine
Necessity, the mother of invention, looking up at a sky all criss-crossed with flying
machines, and then saying, with a shake of her old head and with a contented smile:

"'Of all my family, the aeroplane has been the hardest to raise.™

A genius who once did aspire
To invent an aerial flyer,
When asked, "Does it go?"
Replied, "I don't know;

I'm awaiting some damphule to try ‘er."”

AFTER DINNER SPEECHES
A Frenchman once remarked:

"The table is the only place where one is not bored for the first hour."
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Every rose has its thorn
There's fuzz on all the peaches.
There never was a dinner yet

Without some lengthy speeches.

Joseph Chamberlain was the guest of honor at a dinner in an important city. The
Mayor presided, and when coffee was being served the Mayor leaned over and
touched Mr. Chamberlain, saying, "Shall we let the people enjoy themselves a little
longer, or had we better have your speech now?"

"Friend,"” said one immigrant to another, "this is a grand country to settle in. They
don't hang you here for murder."

"What do they do to you?" the other immigrant asked.

"They kill you,” was the reply, "with elocution."

When Daniel got into the lions' den and looked around he thought to himself,
"Whoever's got to do the after-dinner speaking, it won't be me."

Joseph H. Choate and Chauncey Depew were invited to a dinner. Mr. Choate was to
speak, and it fell to the lot of Mr. Depew to introduce him, which he did thus:
"Gentlemen, permit me to introduce Ambassador Choate, America's most inveterate
after-dinner speaker. All you need to do to get a speech out of Mr. Choate is to open
his mouth, drop in a dinner and up comes your speech."

Mr. Choate thanked the Senator for his compliment, and then said: "Mr. Depew says
if you open my mouth and drop in a dinner up will come a speech, but | warn you that
if you open your mouths and drop in one of Senator Depew's speeches up will come
your dinners."

Mr. John C. Hackett recently told the following story:
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"I was up in Rockland County last summer, and there was a banquet given at a
country hotel. All the farmers were there and all the village characters. | was asked to
make a speech.

"Now,' said I, with the usual apologetic manner, ‘it is not fair to you that the
toastmaster should ask me to speak. | am notorious as the worst public speaker in the
State of New York. My reputation extends from one end of the state to the other. |
have no rival whatever, when it comes—' | was interrupted by a lanky, ill-clad
individual, who had stuck too close to the beer pitcher.

"'Gentlemen," said he, 'l take ‘ception to what this here man says. He ain't the worst
public speaker in the state. | am. You all know it, an' | want it made a matter of record
that I took ‘ception.’

""Well, my friend,’ said I, 'suppose we leave it to the guests. You sit down while | say
my piece, and then I'll sit down and let you give a demonstration.' The fellow agreed
and | went on. I hadn't gone far when he got up again.

""S all right," said he, 'you win; needn't go no farther!™

Mark Twain and Chauncey M. Depew once went abroad on the same ship. When the
ship was a few days out they were both invited to a dinner. Speech-making time came.
Mark Twain had the first chance. He spoke twenty minutes and made a great hit. Then
it was Mr. Depew's turn.

"Mr. Toastmaster and Ladies and Gentlemen," said the famous raconteur as he arose,
"Before this dinner Mark Twain and myself made an agreement to trade speeches. He
has just delivered my speech, and | thank you for the pleasant manner in which you
received it. | regret to say that | have lost the notes of his speech and cannot remember
anything he was to say."

Then he sat down. There was much laughter. Next day an Englishman who had been
in the party came across Mark Twain in the smoking-room. "Mr Clemens,"” he said, "I
consider you were much imposed upon last night. I have always heard that Mr.

Depew is a clever man, but, really, that speech of his you made last night struck me as
being the most infernal rot."

See also Orators; Politicians; Public Speakers.

AGE

The good die young. Here's hoping that you may live to a ripe old age.
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"How old are you, Tommy?" asked a caller.

"Well, when I'm home I'm five, when I'm in school I'm six, and when I'm on the cars
I'm four."

"How effusively sweet that Mrs. Blondey is to you, Jonesy," said Witherell. "What's
up? Any tender little romance there?"

"No, indeed—why, that woman hates me," said Jonesy.
"She doesn't show it,"” said Witherell.

"No; but she knows I know how old she is—we were both born on the same day,"
said Jonesy, "and she's afraid I'll tell somebody."

When "Bob" Burdette was addressing the graduating class of a large eastern college
for women, he began his remarks with the usual salutation, "Young ladies of '97."
Then in a horrified aside he added, "That's an awful age for a girl!"

THE PARSON (about to improve the golden hour)—"When a man reaches your age,
Mr. Dodd, he cannot, in the nature of things, expect to live very much longer, and |—

THE NONAGENARIAN—"1 dunno, parson. | be stronger on my legs than | were
when | started!"

A well-meaning Washington florist was the cause of much embarrassment to a young
man who was in love with a rich and beautiful girl.

It appears that one afternoon she informed the young man that the next day would be
her birthday, whereupon the suitor remarked that he would the next morning send her
some roses, one rose for each year.

That night he wrote a note to his florist, ordering the delivery of twenty roses for the
young woman. The florist himself filled the order, and, thinking to improve on it, said
to his clerk:

"Here's an order from young Jones for twenty roses. He's one of my best customers,
so I'll throw in ten more for good measure."—Edwin Tarrisse.
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A small boy who had recently passed his fifth birthday was riding in a suburban car
with his mother, when they were asked the customary question, "How old is the boy?"
After being told the correct age, which did not require a fare, the conductor passed on
to the next person.

The boy sat quite still as if pondering over some question, and then, concluding that

full information had not been given, called loudly to the conductor, then at the other
end of the car: "And mother's thirty-one!"

The late John Bigelow, the patriarch of diplomats and authors, and the no less
distinguished physician and author, Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, were together, several years
ago, at West Point. Dr. Bigelow was then ninety-two, and Dr. Mitchell eighty.

The conversation turned to the subject of age. "I attribute my many years," said Dr.
Bigelow, "to the fact that | have been most abstemious. | have eaten sparingly, and
have not used tobacco, and have taken little exercise."

"It is just the reverse in my case,” explained Dr. Mitchell. "I have eaten just as much
as | wished, if I could get it; | have always used tobacco, immoderately at times; and |
have always taken a great deal of exercise."”

With that, Ninety-Two-Years shook his head at Eighty-Years and said, "Well, you
will never live to be an old man!"—Sarah Bache Hodge.

A wise man never puts away childish things.—Sidney Dark.

To the old, long life and treasure;

To the young, all health and pleasure.

—Ben Jonson.

Youth is a blunder; Manhood a struggle; Old Age a regret.—Disraeli.

We do not count a man's years, until he has nothing else to count.—Emerson.

To be seventy years young is sometimes far more cheerful and hopeful than to be
forty years old.—O.W. Holmes.
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AGENTS
"John, whatever induced you to buy a house in this forsaken region?"

"One of the best men in the business."—L.fe.

AGRICULTURE
A farmer, according to this definition, is a man who makes his money on the farm and

spends it in town. An agriculturist is a man who makes his money in town and spends
it on the farm.

In certain parts of the west, where without irrigation the cultivators of the land would
be in a bad way indeed, the light rains that during the growing season fall from time to
time, are appreciated to a degree that is unknown in the east.

Last summer a fruit grower who owns fifty acres of orchards was rejoicing in one of
these precipitations of moisture, when his hired man came into the house.

"Why don't you stay in out of the rain?" asked the fruit-man.
"I don't mind a little dew like this," said the man. "I can work along just the same."

"Oh, I'm not talking about that,” exclaimed the fruit-man. "The next time it rains, you
can come into the house. | want that water on the land."

They used to have a farming rule
Of forty acres and a mule.
Results were won by later men
With forty square feet and a hen.
And nowadays success we see
With forty inches and a bee.

—Wasp.
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Blessed be agriculture! if one does not have too much of it.—Charles Dudley Warner.

When tillage begins, other arts follow. The farmers, therefore, are the founders of
human civilization.—Daniel Webster.

ALARM CLOCKS

MIKE (in bed, to alarm-clock as it goes off)—"I fooled yez that time. | was not aslape
atall.”

ALERTNESS

"Alert?" repeated a congressman, when questioned concerning one of his political
opponents. "Why, he's alert as a Providence bridegroom | heard of the other day. You
know how bridegrooms starting off on their honeymoons sometimes forget all about
their brides, and buy tickets only for themselves? That is what happened to the
Providence young man. And when his wife said to him, 'Why, Tom, you bought only

one ticket,' he answered without a moment's hesitation, 'By Jove, you're right, dear!
I'd forgotten myself entirely!

ALIBI

A party of Manila army women were returning in an auto from a suburban excursion
when the driver unfortunately collided with another vehicle. While a policeman was
taking down the names of those concerned an "English-speaking™ Filipino law-student
politely asked one of the ladies how the accident had happened.

"I'm sure 1 don't know," she replied; "I was asleep when it occurred.”

Proud of his knowledge of the Anglo-Saxon tongue, the youth replied:

"Ah, madam, then you will be able to prove a lullaby."

ALIMONY
"What is alimony, ma?"

"It is a man's cash surrender value."—Town Topics
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The proof of the wedding is in the alimony.

ALLOWANCES
"Why don't you give your wife an allowance?"

"I did once, and she spent it before | could borrow it back."”

ALTERNATIVES

See Choices.

ALTRUISM

WILLIE—"Pal"

PA—"Yes."

WILLIE—"Teacher says we're here to help others."”
PA—"Of course we are."

WILLIE—"Well, what are the others here for?"

There was once a remarkably kind boy who was a great angler. There was a trout
stream in his neighborhood that ran through a rich man's estate. Permits to fish the
stream could now and then be obtained, and the boy was lucky enough to have a
permit.

One day he was fishing with another boy when a gamekeeper suddenly darted forth
from a thicket. The lad with the permit uttered a cry of fright, dropped his rod, and ran
off at top speed. The gamekeeper pursued.

For about half a mile the gamekeeper was led a swift and difficult chase. Then, worn
out, the boy halted. The man seized him by the arm and said between pants:

"Have you a permit to fish on this estate?
"Yes to be sure,” said the boy, quietly.

"You have? Then show it to me."
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The boy drew the permit from his pocket. The man examined it and frowned in
perplexity and anger.

"Why did you run when you had this permit?" he asked.

"To let the other boy get away,"” was the reply. "He didn't have none!"

AMBITION

Oliver Herford sat next to a soulful poetess at dinner one night, and that dreamy one
turned her sad eyes upon him. "Have you no other ambition, Mr. Herford," she
demanded, "than to force people to degrade themselves by laughter?"

Yes, Herford had an ambition. A whale of an ambition. Some day he hoped to gratify
it.

The woman rested her elbows on the table and propped her face in her long, sad
hands, and glowed into Mr. Herford's eyes. "Oh, Mr. Herford," she said, "Oliver! Tell
me about it."

"I want to throw an egg into an electric fan,” said Herford, simply.

"Hubby," said the observant wife, "the janitor of these flats is a bachelor."
"What of it?"
"I really think he is becoming interested in our oldest daughter."

"There you go again with your pipe dreams! Last week it was a duke.”

The chief end of a man in New York is dissipation; in Boston, conversation.

When you are aspiring to the highest place, it is honorable to reach the second or even
the third rank.—Cicero.

The man who seeks one thing in life, and but one,
May hope to achieve it before life be done;

But he who seeks all things, wherever he goes,
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Only reaps from the hopes which around him he sows
A harvest of barren regrets.

—Owen Meredith

AMERICAN GIRL
Here's to the dearest
Of all things on earth.
(Dearest precisely—
And yet of full worth.)
One who lays siege to
Susceptible hearts.
(Pocket-books also—
That's one of her arts!)
Drink to her, toast her,
Your banner unfurl—
Here's to the priceless
American Girl!

—Walter Pulitzer.

AMERICANS

Eugene Field was at a dinner in London when the conversation turned to the subject
of lynching in the United States.

It was the general opinion that a large percentage of Americans met death at the end
of a rope. Finally the hostess turned to Field and asked:

"You, sir, must have often seen these affairs?"

"Yes," replied Field, "hundreds of them."

The Toaster’s Handbook White Dove Books



"Oh, do tell us about a lynching you have seen yourself," broke in half a dozen voices
at once.

"Well, the night before | sailed for England," said Field, "I was giving a dinner at a
hotel to a party of intimate friends when a colored waiter spilled a plate of soup over
the gown of a lady at an adjoining table. The gown was utterly ruined, and the
gentlemen of her party at once seized the waiter, tied a rope around his neck, and at a
signal from the injured lady swung him into the air.”

"Horrible!" said the hostess with a shudder. "And did you actually see this yourself?"

"Well, no," admitted Field apologetically. "Just at that moment | happened to be
downstairs killing the chef for putting mustard in the blanc mange."

You can always tell the English,
You can always tell the Dutch,
You can always tell the Yankees—

But you can't tell them much!

AMUSEMENTS
A newspaper thus defined amusements:
The Friends' picnic this year was not as well attended as it has been for some years.

This can be laid to three causes, viz.: the change of place in holding it, deaths in
families, and other amusements.

I wish that my room had a floor;
I don't so much care for a door;
But this crawling around
Without touching the ground

Is getting to be quite a bore.

| am a great friend to public amusements; for they keep people from vice.—Samuel
Johnson.
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ANATOMY

TOMMY—"My gran'pa wuz in th' civil war, an' he lost a leg or a arm in every battle
he fit in!"

JOHNNY—"Gee! How many battles was he in?"

TOMMY—"About forty."

They thought more of the Legion of Honor in the time of the first Napoleon than they
do now. The emperor one day met an old one-armed veteran.

"How did you lose your arm?" he asked.

"Sire, at Austerlitz.”

"And were you not decorated?"

"No, sire."

"Then here is my own cross for you; | make you chevalier."

"Your Majesty names me chevalier because | have lost one arm. What would your
Majesty have done had I lost both arms?"

"Oh, in that case | should have made you Officer of the Legion."
Whereupon the old soldier immediately drew his sword and cut off his other arm.

There is no particular reason to doubt this story. The only question is, how did he do
it?

ANCESTRY

A western buyer is inordinately proud of the fact that one of his ancestors affixed his
name to the Declaration of Independence. At the time the salesman called, the buyer
was signing a number of checks and affixed his signature with many a curve and
flourish. The salesman's patience becoming exhausted in waiting for the buyer to
recognize him, he finally observed:

"You have a fine signature, Mr. So-and-So."

"Yes," admitted the buyer, "I should have. One of my forefathers signed the
Declaration of Independence.”
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"S0?" said the caller, with rising inflection. And then he added:

"Vell, you aind't got nottings on me. One of my forefathers signed the Ten
Commandments.”

In a speech in the Senate on Hawaiian affairs, Senator Depew of New York told this
story:

When Queen Liliuokalani was in England during the English queen's jubilee, she was
received at Buckingham Palace. In the course of the remarks that passed between the
two queens, the one from the Sandwich Islands said that she had English blood in her
veins.

"How s0?" inquired Victoria.

"My ancestors ate Captain Cook."

Signor Marconi, in an interview in Washington, praised American democracy.

"Over here," he said, "you respect a man for what he is himself—not for what his
family is—and thus you remind me of the gardener in Bologna who helped me with
my first wireless apparatus.

"As my mother's gardener and | were working on my apparatus together a young
count joined us one day, and while he watched us work the count boasted of his
lineage.

"The gardener, after listening a long while, smiled and said:

"'If you come from an ancient family, it's so much the worse for you sir; for, as we
gardeners say, the older the seed the worse the crop.™

"Gerald," said the young wife, noticing how heartily he was eating, "do | cook as well
as your mother did?"

Gerald put up his monocle, and stared at her through it.
"Once and for all, Agatha," he said, "I beg you will remember that although | may

seem to be in reduced circumstances now, | come of an old and distinguished family.
My mother was not a cook."

"My ancestors came over in the '‘Mayflower.
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"That's nothing; my father descended from an aéroplane."—Life.

When in England, Governor Foss, of Massachusetts, had luncheon with a prominent
Englishman noted for boasting of his ancestry. Taking a coin from his pocket, the
Englishman said: "My great-great-grandfather was made a lord by the king whose
picture you see on this shilling.” "Indeed!" replied the governor, smiling, as he
produced another coin. "What a coincidence! My great-great-grandfather was made
an angel by the Indian whose picture you see on this cent.”

People will not look forward to posterity, who never look backward to their
ancestors.—Burke.

From yon blue heavens above us bent,
The gardener Adam and his wife
Smile at the claims of long descent.

—Tennyson.

ANGER

Charlie and Nancy had quarreled. After their supper Mother tried to re-establish
friendly relations. She told them of the Bible verse, "Let not the sun go down upon
your wrath."”

"Now, Charlie," she pleaded, "are you going to let the sun go down on your wrath?"

Charlie squirmed a little. Then:

"Well, how can I stop it?"

When a husband loses his temper he usually finds his wife's.

It is easy enough to restrain our wrath when the other fellow is the bigger.
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ANNIVERSARIES
MRS. JONES—"Does your husband remember your wedding anniversary?"

MRS. SMITH—"No; so | remind him of it in January and June, and get two
presents."

ANTIDOTES

"Suppose,"” asked the professor in chemistry, "that you were summoned to the side of
a patient who had accidentally swallowed a heavy dose of oxalic acid, what would
you administer?"

The student who, studying for the ministry, took chemistry because it was obligatory
in the course, replied, "I would administer the sacrament.”

APPEARANCES
"How fat and well your little boy looks."

"Ah, you should never judge from appearances. He's got a gumboil on one side of his
face and he has been stung by a wasp on the other."

APPLAUSE

A certain theatrical troupe, after a dreary and unsuccessful tour, finally arrived in a
small New Jersey town. That night, though there was no furore or general uprising of
the audience, there was enough hand-clapping to arouse the troupe's dejected spirits.
The leading man stepped to the foot-lights after the first act and bowed profoundly.
Still the clapping continued.

When he went behind the scenes he saw an Irish stagehand laughing heartily. "Well,
what do you think of that?" asked the actor, throwing out his chest.

"What d'ye mane?" replied the Irishman.
"Why, the hand-clapping out there,” was the reply.
"Hand-clapping?"

"Yes," said the Thespian, "they are giving me enough applause to show they
appreciate me."
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"D'ye call thot applause?" inquired the old fellow. "Whoi, thot's not applause. Thot's
the audience killin" mosquitoes."

Applause is the spur of noble minds, the end and aim of weak ones.—Colton.

O Popular Applause! what heart of man is proof against thy sweet, seducing
charms?—Cowper.

ARBITRATION INTERNATIONAL

A war was going on, and one day, the papers being full of the grim details of a bloody
battle, a woman said to her husband:

"This slaughter is shocking. It's fiendish. Can nothing he done to stop it?"
"I'm afraid not," her husband answered.
"Why don't both sides come together and arbitrate?" she cried.

"They did," said he. "They did, 'way back in June. That's how the gol-durned thing
started."”

ARITHMETIC
"He seems to be very clever."”

"Yes, indeed, he can even do the problems that his children have to work out at
school."

SONNY—"Aw, pop, | don't wanter study arithmetic."

POP—"What! a son of mine grow up and not he able to figure up baseball scores and
batting averages? Never!"

TEACHER—"Now, Johnny, suppose | should borrow $100 from your father and
should pay him $10 a month for ten months, how much would | then owe him?"

JOHNNY—"About $3 interest."
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"See how I can count, mama," said Kitty. "There's my right foot. That's one. There's
my left foot. That's two. Two and one make three. Three feet make a yard, and | want
to go out and play in it!"

"Two old salts who had spent most of their lives on fishing smacks had an argument
one day as to which was the better mathematician,"” said George C. Wiedenmayer the
other day. "Finally the captain of their ship proposed the following problem which
each would try to work out: 'If a fishing crew caught 500 pounds of cod and brought
their catch to port and sold it at 6 cents a pound, how much would they receive for the
fish?'

"Well, the two old fellows got to work, but neither seemed able to master the
intricacies of the deal in fish, and they were unable to get any answer.

"At last old Bill turned to the captain and asked him to repeat the problem. The
captain started off: 'If a fishing crew caught 500 pounds of cod and—.'

"'Wait a moment,' said Bill, "is it codfish they caught?'
"Yep,' said the captain.

"'Darn it all,' said Bill. '"No wonder I couldn't get an answer. Here I've been figuring on
salmon all the time.™

ARMIES

A new volunteer at a national guard encampment who had not quite learned his
business, was on sentry duty, one night, when a friend brought a pie from the canteen.

As he sat on the grass eating pie, the major sauntered up in undress uniform. The
sentry, not recognizing him, did not salute, and the major stopped and said:

"What's that you have there?"

"Pie," said the sentry, good-naturedly. "Apple pie. Have a bite?"
The major frowned.

"Do you know who | am?" he asked.

"No," said the sentry, "unless you're the major's groom."

The major shook his head.
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"Guess again," he growled.

"The barber from the village?"

"No."

"Maybe"—here the sentry laughed—"maybe you're the major himself?"
"That's right. | am the major," was the stern reply.

The sentry scrambled to his feet.

"Good gracious!" he exclaimed. "Hold the pie, will you, while I present arms!"

The battle was going against him. The commander-in-chief, himself ruler of the South
American republic, sent an aide to the rear, ordering General Blanco to bring up his
regiment at once. Ten minutes passed; but it didn't come. Twenty, thirty, and an
hour—still no regiment. The aide came tearing back hatless, breathless.

"My regiment! My regiment! Where is it? Where is it?" shrieked the commander.

"General," answered the excited aide, "Blanco started it all right, but there are a
couple of drunken Americans down the road and they won't let it go by."

An army officer decided to see for himself how his sentries were doing their duty. He
was somewhat surprised at overhearing the following:

"Halt! Who goes there?"
"Friend—with a bottle.”

"Pass, friend. Halt, bottle."

"A war is a fearful thing," said Mr. Dolan.

"Itis,” replied Mr. Rafferty. "When you see the fierceness of members of the army
toward one another, the fate of a common enemy must be horrible.”

See also Military Discipline.

The Toaster’s Handbook White Dove Books



ARMY RATIONS

The colonel of a volunteer regiment camping in Virginia came across a private on the
outskirts of the camp, painfully munching on something. His face was wry and his
lips seemed to move only with the greatest effort.

"What are you eating?" demanded the colonel.

"Persimmons, sir."

"Good Heavens! Haven't you got any more sense than to eat persimmons at this time
of the year? They'll pucker the very stomach out of you."

"I know, sir. That's why I'm eatin' 'em. I'm tryin' to shrink me stomach to fit me
rations."

On the occasion of the annual encampment of a western militia, one of the soldiers, a
clerk who lived well at home, was experiencing much difficulty in disposing of his
rations.

A fellow-sufferer nearby was watching with no little amusement the first soldier's
attempts to Fletcherize a piece of meat. "Any trouble, Tom?" asked the second soldier
sarcastically.

"None in particular,” was the response. Then, after a sullen survey of the bit of beef he
held in his hand, the amateur fighter observed:

"Bill, I now fully realize what people mean when they speak of the sinews of war."—
Howard Morse.

ART

There was an old sculptor named Phidias,
Whose knowledge of Art was invidious.
He carved Aphrodite

Without any nightie—

Which startled the purely fastidious.

—Gilbert K. Chesterton.
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The friend had dropped in to see D'Auber, the great animal painter, put the finishing
touches on his latest painting. He was mystified, however, when D'Auber took some
raw meat and rubbed it vigorously over the painted rabbit in the foreground.

"Why on earth did you do that?" he asked.

"Why you see," explained D'Auber, "Mrs Millions is coming to see this picture today.
When she sees her pet poodle smell that rabbit, and get excited over it, she'll buy it on
the spot.”

A young artist once persuaded Whistler to come and view his latest effort. The two
stood before the canvas for some moments in silence. Finally the young man asked
timidly, "Don't you think, sir, that this painting of mine is—well—er—tolerable?"

Whistler's eyes twinkled dangerously.

"What is your opinion of a tolerable egg?" he asked.

The amateur artist was painting sunset, red with blue streaks and green dots.
The old rustic, at a respectful distance, was watching.

"Ah," said the artist looking up suddenly, "perhaps to you, too, Nature has opened her
sky picture page by page! Have you seen the lambent flame of dawn leaping across
the livid east; the red-stained, sulphurous islets floating in the lake of fire in the west;
the ragged clouds at midnight, black as a raven's wing, blotting out the shuddering
moon?"

"No," replied the rustic, "not since I give up drink."”

Art is indeed not the bread but the wine of life.—Jean Paul Richter.

Now nature is not at variance with art, nor art with nature; they being both the
servants of His providence. Art is the perfection of nature. Were the world now as it
was the sixth day, there were yet a chaos. Nature hath made one world, and art
another. In brief, all things are artificial; for nature is the art of God.—Sir Thomas
Browne.
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ARTISTS
ARTIST—"I'd like to devote my last picture to a charitable purpose.”

CRITIC—"Why not give it to an institution for the blind?"

"Wealth has its penalties." said the ready-made philosopher.

"Yes," replied Mr. Cumrox. "I'd rather be back at the dear old factory than learning to
pronounce the names of the old masters in my picture-gallery.”

CRITIC—"By George, old chap, when I look at one of your paintings | stand and
wonder—"

ARTIST—"How I do it?"

CRITIC "No; why you do it."

He that seeks popularity in art closes the door on his own genius: as he must needs
paint for other minds, and not for his own.—Mrs. Jameson.

ATHLETES

The caller's eye had caught the photograph of Tommie Billups, standing on the desk
of Mr. Billups.

"That your boy, Billups?" he asked.

"Yes," said Billups, "he's a sophomore up at Binkton College."

"Looks intellectual rather than athletic,” said the caller.

"Oh, he's an athlete all right,” said Billups. "When it comes to running up accounts,
and jumping his board-bill, and lifting his voice, and throwing a thirty-two pound
bluff, there isn't a gladiator in creation that can give my boy Tommie any kind of a
handicap. He's just written for an extra check."

"And as a proud father you are sending it, I don't doubt,” smiled the caller.

"Yes," grinned Billups; "I am sending him a rain-check | got at the hall-game
yesterday. As an athlete, he'll appreciate its value."—J.K.B.
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ATTENTION

The supervisor of a school was trying to prove that children are lacking in
observation.

To the children he said, "Now, children, tell me a number to put on the board."
Some child said, "Thirty-six."” The supervisor wrote sixty-three.
He asked for another number, and seventy-six was given. He wrote sixty-seven.

When a third number was asked, a child who apparently had paid no attention called
out:

"Theventy-theven. Change that you thucker!"

AUTHORS

The following is a recipe for an author:
Take the usual number of fingers,

Add paper, manila or white,

A typewriter, plenty of postage

And something or other to write.

—Life.

Oscar Wilde, upon hearing one of Whistler's bon mots exclaimed: "Oh, Jimmy; | wish
I had said that!" "Never mind, dear Oscar," was the rejoinder, "you will!"

THE AUTHOR—"Would you advise me to get out a small edition?"

THE PUBLISHER—"Yes, the smaller the better. The more scarce a book is at the end
of four or five centuries the more money you realize from it."

AMBITIOUS AUTHOR—"Hurray! Five dollars for my latest story, 'The Call of the
Lure!™
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FAST FRIEND—"Who from?"

AMBITIOUS AUTHOR—"The express company. They lost it."

A lady who had arranged an authors' reading at her house succeeded in persuading her
reluctant husband to stay home that evening to assist in receiving the guests. He stood
the entertainment as long as he could—three authors, to be exact—and then made an
excuse that he was going to open the front door to let in some fresh air. In the hall he
found one of the servants asleep on a settee.

"Wake up!" he commanded, shaking the fellow roughly. "What does this mean, your
being asleep out here? You must have been listening at the keyhole."

An ambitious young man called upon a publisher and stated that he had decided to
write a book.

"May | venture to inquire as to the nature of the book you propose to write?" asked
the publisher, very politely.

"Oh," came in an offhand way from the aspirant to literary fame, "I think of doing
something on the line of 'Les Miserables," only livelier, you know."

"So you have had a long siege of nervous prostration?" we say to the haggard author.
"What caused it? Overwork?"

"In a way, yes," he answers weakly. "I tried to do a novel with a Robert W. Chambers
hero and a Mary E. Wilkins heroine."—Life.

Mark Twain at a dinner at the Authors' Club said: "Speaking of fresh eggs, | am
reminded of the town of Squash. In my early lecturing days | went to Squash to
lecture in Temperance Hall, arriving in the afternoon. The town seemed very poorly
billed. I thought I'd find out if the people knew anything at all about what was in store
for them. So | turned in at the general store. 'Good afternoon, friend,' | said to the
general storekeeper. 'Any entertainment here tonight to help a stranger while away his
evening?' The general storekeeper, who was sorting mackerels, straightened up, wiped
his briny hands on his apron, and said: 'l expect there's goin' to be a lecture. I've been
sellin' eggs all day."

An American friend of Edmond Rostand says that the great dramatist once told him of
a curious encounter he had had with a local magistrate in a town not far from his own.
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It appears that Rostand had been asked to register the birth of a friend's newly arrived
son. The clerk at the registry office was an officious little chap, bent on carrying out
the letter of the law. The following dialogue ensued:

"Your name, sir?"

"Edmond Rostand."

"Vocation?"

"Man of letters, and member of the French Academy."

"Very well, sir. You must sign your name. Can you write? If not, you may make a
cross."—Howard Morse.

George W. Cable, the southern writer, was visiting a western city where he was
invited to inspect the new free library. The librarian conducted the famous writer
through the building until they finally reached the department of books devoted to
fiction.

"We have all your books, Mr. Cable," proudly said the librarian. "You see there they
are—all of them on the shelves there: not one missing."

And Mr. Cable's hearty laugh was not for the reason that the librarian thought!

Brief History of a Successful Author: From ink-pots to flesh-pots—R.R. Kirk.

"It took me nearly ten years to learn that | couldn't write stories.”

"l suppose you gave it up then?"

"No, no. By that time | had a reputation.”

"I dream my stories," said Hicks, the author.

"How you must dread going to bed!" exclaimed Cynicus.

The five-year-old son of James Oppenheim, author of "The Olympian,"” was recently
asked what work he was going to do when he became a man. "Oh," Ralph replied,
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"I'm not going to work at all." "Well, what are you going to do, then?" he was asked.
"Why," he said seriously, "I'm just going to write stories, like daddy."

William Dean Howells is the kindliest of critics, but now and then some popular
novelist's conceit will cause him to bristle up a little.

"You know," said one, fishing for compliments, "I get richer and richer, but all the
same | think my work is falling off. My new work is not so good as my old."

"Oh, nonsense!" said Mr. Howells. "You write just as well as you ever did. Your taste
is improving, that's all.”

James Oliver Curwood, a novelist, tells of a recent encounter with the law. The value
of a short story he was writing depended upon a certain legal situation which he found
difficult to manage. Going to a lawyer of his acquaintance he told him the plot and
was shown a way to the desired end. "You've saved me just $100," he exclaimed, "for
that's what | am going to get for this story."”

A week later he received a bill from the lawyer as follows: "For literary advice,
$100." He says he paid.

"Tried to skin me, that scribbler did!"
"What did he want?"

"Wanted to get out a book jointly, he to write the book and I to write the
advertisements. | turned him down. | wasn't going to do all the literary work."

At a London dinner recently the conversation turned to the various methods of
working employed by literary geniuses. Among the examples cited was that of a well-
known poet, who, it is said, was wont to arouse his wife about four o'clock in the
morning and exclaim, "Maria, get up; I've thought of a good word!" Whereupon the
poet's obedient helpmate would crawl out of bed and make a note of the thought-of
word.

About an hour later, like as not, a new inspiration would seize the bard, whereupon he
would again arouse his wife, saying, "Maria, Maria, get up! I've thought of a better
word!"

The company in general listened to the story with admiration, but a merry-eyed
American girl remarked: "Well, if he'd been my husband I should have replied,
‘Alpheus, get up yourself; I've thought of a bad word!"
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"There is probably no hell for authors in the next world—they suffer so much from
critics and publishers in this."—Bovee.

A thought upon my forehead,
My hand up to my face;

| want to be an author,

An air of studied grace!

| want to be an author,

With genius on my brow;

| want to be an author,

And | want to be it now!

—Ella Hutchison Ellwanger.

That writer does the most, who gives his reader the most knowledge, and takes from
him the least time.—C.C. Colton.

Habits of close attention, thinking heads,

Become more rare as dissipation spreads,
Till authors hear at length one general cry
Tickle and entertain us, or we die!

—Cowper.

The author who speaks about his own books is almost as bad as a mother who talks
about her own children.—Disraeli.
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AUTOMOBILES

TEACHER—"If a man saves $2 a week, how long will it take him to save a
thousand?"

BOY—"He never would, ma'am. After he got $900 he'd buy a car."

"How fast is your car, Jimpson?" asked Harkaway.

"Well," said Jimpson, "it keeps about six months ahead of my income generally."

"What is the name of your automobile?"

"I don't know."

"You don't know? What do your folks call it?"

"Oh, as to that, father always says 'The Mortgage'; brother Tom calls it ‘'The Fake’;

mother, 'My Limousine’; sister, '‘Our Car'; grandma, 'That Peril’; the chauffeur, 'Some
Freak," and our neighbors, "The Limit."'—Life.

"What little boy can tell me the difference between the 'quick’ and the 'dead?™ asked
the Sunday-school teacher.

Willie waved his hand frantically.
"Well, Willie?"

"Please, ma'am, the 'quick’ are the ones that get out of the way of automobiles; the
ones that don't are the 'dead.™

"Do you have much trouble with your automobile?"

"Trouble! Say, I couldn't have more if | was married to the blamed machine."

A little "Brush™ chugged painfully up to the gate of a race track.
The gate-keeper, demanding the usual fee for automobiles, called:

"A dollar for the car!"
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The owner looked up with a pathetic smile of relief and said:

"Sold!"

Autos rush in where mortgages have dared to tread.

See also Fords; Profanity.

AUTOMOBILING

"Sorry, gentlemen,"” said the new constable, "but I'll hev to run ye in. We been keepin'
tabs on ye sence ye left Huckleberry Corners."

"Why, that's nonsense!" said Dubbleigh. "It's taken us four hours to come twenty
miles, thanks to a flabby tire. That's only five miles an hour."”

"Sure!" said the new constable, "but the speed law round these here parts is ten mile
an hour, and by Jehosophat I'm goin’ to make you ottermobile fellers live up to it."

Two street pedlers in Bradford, England, bought a horse for $11.25. It was killed by a
motor-car one day and the owner of the car paid them $115 for the loss. Thereupon a
new industry sprang up on the roads of England.

"It was very romantic," says the friend. "He proposed to her in the automobile."”
"Yes?" we murmur, encouragingly.

"And she accepted him in the hospital."

"What you want to do is to have that mudhole in the road fixed," said the visitor.

"That goes to show," replied Farmer Corntassel, "how little you reformers understand
local conditions. I've purty nigh paid off a mortgage with the money | made haulm'’
automobiles out o' that mud-hole."
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The old lady from the country and her small son were driving to town when a huge
automobile bore down upon them. The horse was badly frightened and began to
prance, whereupon the old lady leaped down and waved wildly to the chauffeur,
screaming at the top of her voice.

The chauffeur stopped the car and offered to help get the horse past.

"That's all right,” said the boy, who remained composedly in the carriage, "I can
manage the horse. You just lead Mother past."

"What makes you carry that horrible shriek machine for an automobile signal?"

"For humane reasons."” replied Mr. Chugging. "If | can paralyze a person with fear he
will keep still and | can run to one side of him."

In certain sections of West Virginia there is no liking for automobilists, as was
evidenced in the case of a Washingtonian who was motoring in a sparsely settled
region of the State.

This gentleman was haled before a local magistrate upon the complaint of a constable.
The magistrate, a good-natured man, was not, however, absolutely certain that the
Washingtonian's car had been driven too fast; and the owner stoutly insisted that he
had been progressing at the rate of only six miles an hour.

"Why, your Honor," he said, "my engine was out of order, and | was going very
slowly because | was afraid it would break down completely. I give you my word, sir,
you could have walked as fast as | was running."

"Well," said the magistrate, after due reflection, "you don't appear to have been
exceeding the speed limit, but at the same time you must have been guilty of

something, or you wouldn't be here. | fine you ten dollars for loitering."—Fenimore
Martin.

AVIATION

The aviator's wife was taking her first trip with her husband in his airship. "Wait a
minute, George," she said. "I'm afraid we will have to go down again.”

"What's wrong?" asked her husband.

"I believe | have dropped one of the pearl buttons off my jacket. | think | can see it
glistening on the ground.”

"Keep your seat, my dear," said the aviator, "that's Lake Erie."”
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AVIATOR (to young assistant, who has begun to be frightened)—"Well, what do you
want now?"

ASSISTANT (whimpering)—"I want the earth."—Abbie C. Dixon.

When Claude Grahame-White the famous aviator, author of "The Aeroplane in War,"
was in this country not long ago, he was spending a week-end at a country home. He
tells the following story of an incident that was very amusing to him.

"The first night that I arrived, a dinner party was given. Feeling very enthusiastic over
the recent flights, I began to tell the young woman who was my partner at the table of
some of the details of the aviation sport.

"It was not until the dessert was brought on that I realized that | had been doing all the
talking; indeed, the young woman seated next me had not uttered a single word since |
first began talking about aviation. Perhaps she was not interested in the subject, |
thought, although to an enthusiast like me it seemed quite incredible.

"I am afraid | have been boring you with this shop talk,” I said, feeling as if I should
apologize.

"'Oh, not at all," she murmured, in very polite tones; 'but would you mind telling me,
what is aviation?"'—M.A. Hitchcock.

AVIATORS

Little drops in water—
Little drops on land—
Make the aviator,

Join the heavenly band.

—Satire.

"Are you an experienced aviator?"

"Well, sir, | have been at it six weeks and | am all here."—Life.
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BABIES

See Children.

BACCALAUREATE SERMONS

PROUD FATHER—"Rick, my boy, if you live up to your oration you'll be an honor
to the family."

VALEDICTORIAN-"I expect to do better than that, father. I am going to try to live
up to the baccalaureate sermon."

BACTERIA

There once were some learned M.D.'s,
Who captured some germs of disease,
And infected a train

Which, without causing pain,

Allowed one to catch it with ease.

Two doctors met in the hall of the hospital.
"Well," said the first, "what's new this morning?"

"I've got a most curious case. Woman, cross-eyed; in fact, so cross-eyed that when she
cries the tears run down her back."

"What are you doing for her?"

"Just now," was the answer, "we're treating her for bacteria.”

BADGES

Mrs. Philpots came panting downstairs on her way to the temperance society meeting.
She was a short, plump woman. "Addie, run up to my room and get my blue ribbon
rosette, the temperance badge," she directed her maid. "I have forgotten it. You will
know it, Addie—blue ribbon and gold lettering."
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"Yas'm, | knows it right well." Addie could not read, but she knew a blue ribbon with
gold lettering when she saw it, and therefore had not trouble in finding it and
fastening it properly on the dress of her mistress.

At the meeting Mrs. Philpots was too busy greeting her friends to note that they
smiled when they shook hands with her. When she reached home supper was served,
so she went directly to the dining-room, where the other members of the family were
seated.

"Gracious me, Mother!" exclaimed her son: "that blue ribbon—you haven't been
wearing that at the temperance meeting?"

A loud laugh went up on all sides.

"Why, what is it, Harry?" asked the good woman, clutching at the ribbon in surprise.
"Why, Mother dear, didn't you know that was the ribbon I won at the show?"

The gold lettering on the ribbon read:

INTERSTATE POULTRY SHOW

First Prize Bantam

BAGGAGE

An Aberdonian went to spend a few days in London with his son, who had done
exceptionally well in the great metropolis. After their first greetings at King's Cross
Station, the young fellow remarked: "Feyther, you are not lookin' weel. Is there
anything the matter?" The old man replied, "Aye, lad, | have had quite an accident.”
"What was that, feyther?" "Mon," he said, "on this journey frae bonnie Scotland I lost
my luggage.” "Dear, dear, that's too bad; ‘oo did it happen?” "Aweel" replied the
Aberdonian, "the cork cam' oot."”

Johnnie Poe, one of the famous Princeton football family, and incidentally a great-

nephew of Edgar Allan Poe, was a general in the army of Honduras in one of their

recent wars. Finally, when things began to look black with peace and the American
general discovered that his princely pay when translated into United States money

was about sixty cents a day, he struck for the coast. There he found a United States
warship and asked transportation home.

"Sure," the commander told him. "We'll be glad to have you. Come aboard whenever
you like and bring your luggage.”

"Thanks," said Poe warmly. "I'll sure do that. I only have fifty-four pieces."”

"What!" exclaimed the commander. "What do you think I'm running? A freighter?"
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"Oh, well, you needn't get excited about it," purred Poe. "My fifty-four pieces consist
of one pair of socks and a pack of playing cards."

BALDNESS

One mother who still considers Marcel waves as the most fashionable way of dressing
the hair was at work on the job.

Her little eight-year-old girl was crouched on her father's lap, watching her mother.
Every once in a while the baby fingers would slide over the smooth and glossy pate
which is Father's.

"No waves for you, Father," remarked the little one. "You're all beach."

"Were any of your boyish ambitions ever realized?" asked the sentimentalist.

"Yes," replied the practical person. "When my mother used to cut my hair | often
wished | might be bald-headed."

Congressman Longworth is not gifted with much hair, his head being about as shiny
as a billiard ball.

One day ex-president Taft, then Secretary of War, and Congressman Longworth
sallied into a barbershop.

"Hair cut?" asked the barber of Longworth.
"Yes," answered the Congressman.

"Oh, no, Nick," commented the Secretary of War from the next chair, "you don't want
a hair cut; you want a shine."”

"0, Mother, why are the men in the front baldheaded?"

"They bought their tickets from scalpers, my child."

The costumer came forward to attend to the nervous old beau who was mopping his
bald and shining poll with a big silk handkerchief.

"And what can | do for you?" he asked.
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"I want a little help in the way of a suggestion,” said the old fellow. "I intend going to
the French Students' masquerade ball to-night, and | want a distinctly original
costume—something | may be sure no one else will wear. What would you suggest?”

The costumer looked him over attentively, bestowing special notice on the gleaming
knob.

"Well, I'll tell you," he said then, thoughtfully: "why don't you sugar your head and go
as a pill?"—Frank X. Finnegan.

United States Senator Ollie James, of Kentucky, is bald.

"Does being bald bother you much?" a candid friend asked him once.
"Yes, a little," answered the truthful James.

"I suppose you feel the cold severely in winter," went on the friend.

"No; it's not that so much,” said the Senator. "The main bother is when I'm washing
myself—unless | keep my hat on I don't know where my face stops.”

A near-sighted old lady at a dinner-party, one evening, had for her companion on the
left a very bald-headed old gentleman. While talking to the gentleman at her right she
dropped her napkin unconsciously. The bald-headed gentleman, in stooping to pick it
up, touched her arm. The old lady turned around, shook her head, and very politely
said: "No melon, thank you."

BANKS AND BANKING

During a financial panic, a German farmer went to a bank for some money. He was
told that the bank was not paying out money, but was using cashier's checks. He could
not understand this, and insisted on money.

The officers took him in hand, one after another, with little effect. At last the president
tried his hand, and after long and minute explanation, some inkling of the situation
seemed to be dawning on the farmer's mind. Much encouraged, the president said:
"You understand now how it is, don't you, Mr.. Schmidt?"

"I t'ink I do," admitted Mr. Schmidt. "It's like dis, aindt it? VVen my baby vakes up at
night and vants some milk, I gif him a milk ticket."
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She advanced to the paying teller's window and, handing in a check for fifty dollars,
stated that it was a birthday present from her husband and asked for payment. The
teller informed her that she must first endorse it.

"I don't know what you mean," she said hesitatingly.

"Why, you see," he explained, "you must write your name on the back, so that when
we return the check to your husband, he will know we have paid you the money."

"Oh, is that all?" she said, relieved.... One minute elapses.

Thus the "endorsement": "Many thanks, dear, I've got the money. Your loving wife,
Evelyn."

FRIEND—"So you're going to make it hot for that fellow who held up the bank, shot
the cashier, and got away with the ten thousand?"

BANKER—"Yes, indeed. He was entirely too fresh. There's a decent way to do that,

you know. If he wanted to get the money, why didn't he come into the bank and work
his way up the way the rest of us did?"—Puck.

BAPTISM

BAPTISTS

An old colored man first joined the Episcopal Church, then the Methodist and next the
Baptist, where he remained. Questioned as to the reason for his church travels he
responded:

"Well, suh, hit's this way: de 'Piscopals is gemmen, suh, but I couldn't keep up wid de
answerin' back in dey church. De Methodis', dey always holdin' inquiry meetin’, and |

don't like too much inquirin' into. But de Baptis', suh, dey jes' dip and are done wid
hit."

BARGAINS
MANAGER (five-and-ten-cent store)—"What did the lady who just went out want?"

SHOPGIRL—"She inquired if we had a shoe department.”
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"Hades," said the lady who loves to shop, "would be a magnificent and endless
bargain counter and I looking on without a cent."”

Newell Dwight Hillis, the now famous New York preacher and author, some years
ago took charge of the First Presbyterian Church of Evanston, Illinois. Shortly after
going there he required the services of a physician, and on the advice of one of his
parishioners called in a doctor noted for his ability properly to emphasize a good
story, but who attended church very rarely. He proved very satisfactory to the young
preacher, but for some reason could not be induced to render a bill. Finally Dr. Hillis,
becoming alarmed at the inroads the bill might make in his modest stipend, went to
the physician and said, "See here, Doctor, | must know how much | owe you."

After some urging, the physician replied: "Well, I'll tell you what I'll do with you,
Hillis. They say you're a pretty good preacher, and you seem to think | am a fair
doctor, so I'll make this bargain with you. I'll do all I can to keep you out of heaven if

you do all you can to keep me out of hell, and it won't cost either of us a cent. Isita
goI?Il

"My wife and myself are trying to get up a list of club magazines. By taking three you
get a discount."

"How are you making out?"

"Well, we can get one that I don't want, and one that she doesn't want, and one that
neither wants for $2.25."

BASEBALL

A run in time saves the nine.

Knowin' all 'bout baseball is jist 'bout as profitable as bein' a good whittler.—Abe
Martin.

"Plague take that girl!"
"My friend, that is the most beautiful girl in this town."

"That may be. But she obstructs my view of second base."
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When Miss Cheney, one of the popular teachers in the Swarthmore schools, had to
deal with a boy who played "hookey," she failed to impress him with the evil of his
ways.

"Don't you know what becomes of little boys who stay away from school to play
baseball?" asked Miss Cheney.

"Yessum," replied the lad promptly. "Some of 'em gets to be good players and pitch in
the big leagues."

BATHS AND BATHING

The only unoccupied room in the hotel—one with a private bath in connection with
it—was given to the stranger from Kansas. The next morning the clerk was
approached by the guest when the latter was ready to check out.

"Well, did you have a good night's rest?" the clerk asked.

"No, I didn't,” replied the Kansan. "The room was all right, and the bed was pretty
good, but I couldn't sleep very much for | was afraid some one would want to take a
bath, and the only door to it was through my room."

RURAL CONSTABLE-"Now then, come out o' that. Bathing's not allowed 'ere after
8am."

THE FACE IN THE WATER-"Excuse me, Sergeant, I'm not bathing; I'm only
drowning."—Punch.

A woman and her brother lived alone in the Scotch Highlands. She knitted gloves and
garments to sell in the Lowland towns. Once when she was starting out to market her
wares, her brother said he would go with her and take a dip in the ocean. While the
woman was in the town selling her work, Sandy was sporting in the waves. When his
sister came down to join him, however, he met her with a wry face. "Oh, Kirstie," he
said, "I've lost me weskit." They hunted high and low, but finally as night settled
down decided that the waves must have carried it out to sea.

The next year, at about the same season, the two again visited the town. And while
Kirstie sold her wool in the town, Sandy splashed about in the brine. When Kirstie
joined her brother she found him with a radiant face, and he cried out to her, "Oh,
Kirstie, I've found me weskit. "'Twas under me shirt."
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In one of the lesser Indian hill wars an English detachment took an Afghan prisoner.
The Afghan was very dirty. Accordingly two privates were deputed to strip and wash
him.

The privates dragged the man to a stream of running water, undressed him, plunged
him in, and set upon him lustily with stiff brushes and large cakes of white soap.

After a long time one of the privates came back to make a report. He saluted his
officer and said disconsolately:

"It's no use, sir. It's no use."

"No use?" said the officer. "What do you mean? Haven't you washed that Afghan
yet?"

"It's no use, sir,” the private repeated. "We've washed him for two hours, but it's no
use."

"How do you mean it's no use?" said the officer angrily.

"Why, sir," said the private, "after rubbin' him and scrubbin' him till our arms ached
I'll be hanged if we didn't come to another suit of clothes.”

BAZARS

Once upon a time a deacon who did not favor church bazars was going along a dark
street when a footpad suddenly appeared, and, pointing his pistol, began to relieve his
victim of his money.

The thief, however, apparently suffered some pangs of remorse. "It's pretty rough to
be gone through like this, ain't it, sir?" he inquired.

"Oh, that's all right, my man," the "held-up™ one answered cheerfully. "I was on my
way to a bazar. You're first, and there's an end of it."

BEARDS

There was an old man with a beard,
Who said, "It is just as | feared!—
Two owls and a hen,

Four larks and a wren,

Have all built their nests in my beard.”
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BEAUTY
If eyes were made for seeing,
Then beauty is its own excuse for being.

—Emerson.

A thing of beauty is a joy forever;

Its loveliness increases; it will never
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep

Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing.

BEAUTY, PERSONAL

In good looks | am not a star.

There are others more lovely by far.
But my face—I don't mind it,
Because I'm behind it—

It's the people in front that I jar.

"Shine yer boots, sir?"

"No," snapped the man.

"Shine 'em so's yer can see yer face in 'em?" urged the bootblack.

"No, | tell you!"

"Coward," hissed the bootblack.
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A farmer returning home late at night, found a man standing beside the house with a
lighted lantern in his hand. "What are you doing here?" he asked, savagely, suspecting
he had caught a criminal. For answer came a chuckle, and—"It's only mee, zur."

The farmer recognized John, his shepherd.

"It's you, John, is it? What on earth are you doing here this time o' night?"

Another chuckle. "I'm a-coortin' Ann, zur."

"And so you've come courting with a lantern, you fool. Why | never took a lantern
when | courted your mistress."

"No, zur, you didn't, zur," John chuckled. "We can all zee you didn't, zur."”

The senator and the major were walking up the avenue. The senator was more than
middle-aged and considerably more than fat, and, dearly as the major loved him, he
also loved his joke.

The senator turned with a pleased expression on his benign countenance and said,
"Major, did you see that pretty girl smile at me?"

"Oh, that's nothing," replied his friend. "The first time | saw you | laughed out
loud!"—Harper's Magazine.

Pat, thinking to enliven the party, stated, with watch in hand: "I'll presint a box of
candy to the loidy that makes the homeliest face within the next three minutes.”

The time expired, Pat announced: "Ah, Mrs. McGuire, you get the prize."

"But," protested Mrs. McGuire, "go way wid ye! | wasn't playin' at all.”

ARTHUR—"They say dear, that people who live together get to look alike."

KATE—"Then you must consider my refusal as final."

Little dabs of powder,
Little specks of paint,

Make my lady's freckles
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Look as if they ain't.

—NMary A. Fairchild.

He kissed her on the cheek,

It seemed a harmless frolic;
He's been laid up a week
They say, with painter's colic.

—The Christian Register.

MOTHER (to inquisitive child)—"Stand aside. Don't you see the gentleman wants to
take the lady's picture?"

"Why does he want to?"—L.ife.

One day, while walking with a friend in San Francisco, a professor and his companion
became involved in an argument as to which was the handsomer man of the two. Not
being able to arrive at a settlement of the question, they agreed, in a spirit of fun, to
leave it to the decision of a Chinaman who was seen approaching them. The matter
being laid before him, the Oriental considered long and carefully; then he announced
in a tone of finality, "Both are worse."

"What a homely woman!"
"Sir, that is my wife. I'll have you understand it is a woman's privilege to be homely."

"Gee, then she abused the privilege."”

Beauty is worse than wine; it intoxicates both the holder and the beholder.—
Zimmermann.
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BEDS

A western politician tells the following story as illustrating the inconveniences
attached to campaigning in certain sections of the country.

Upon his arrival at one of the small towns in South Dakota, where he was to make a
speech the following day, he found that the so-called hotel was crowded to the doors.
Not having telegraphed for accommodations, the politician discovered that he would
have to make shift as best he could. Accordingly, he was obliged for that night to
sleep on a wire cot which had only some blankets and a sheet on it. As the politician is
an extremely fat man, he found his improvised bed anything but comfortable.

"How did you sleep?" asked a friend in the morning.

"Fairly well," answered the fat man, "but I looked like a waffle when I got up."

BEER

A man to whom illness was chronic,
When told that he needed a tonic,
Said, "O Doctor dear,

Won't you please make it beer?"

"No, no," said the Doc., "that's Teutonic."

BEES
TEACHER—"Tommy, do you know 'How Doth the Little Busy Bee'?"

TOMMY—"No; I only know he doth it!"

BEETLES

Now doth the frisky June Bug
Bring forth his aeroplane,
And try to make a record,

And busticate his brain!
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He bings against the mirror,

He bangs against the door,

He caroms on the ceiling,

And turtles on the floor!

He soars aloft, erratic,

He lands upon my neck,

And makes me creep and shiver,
A neurasthenic wreck!

—Charles Irvin Junkin.

BEGGING
THE "ANGEL" (about to give a beggar a dime)—"Poor man! And are you married?"

BEGGAR—"Pardon me, madam! D'ye think I'd be relyin' on total strangers for
support if I had a wife?"

MAN—"Is there any reason why | should give you five cents?"

BOY—"Well, if I had a nice high hat like yours | wouldn't want it soaked with
snowballs."

MILLIONAIRE (to ragged beggar)—"You ask alms and do not even take your hat
off. Is that the proper way to beg?"

BEGGAR—"Pardon me, sir. A policeman is looking at us from across the street. If |
take my hat off he'll arrest me for begging; as it is, he naturally takes us for old
friends."

Once, while Bishop Talbot, the giant “cowboy bishop," was attending a meeting of
church dignitaries in St. Paul, a tramp accosted a group of churchmen in the hotel
porch and asked for aid.
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"No," one of them told him, "I'm afraid we can't help you. But you see that big man
over there?" pointing to Bishop Talbot.

"Well, he's the youngest bishop of us all, and he's a very generous man. You might try
him."

The tramp approached Bishop Talbot confidently. The others watched with interest.
They saw a look of surprise come over the tramp's face. The bishop was talking
eagerly. The tramp looked troubled. And then, finally, they saw something pass from
one hand to the other. The tramp tried to slink past the group without speaking, but
one of them called to him:

"Well, did you get something from our young brother?"

The tramp grinned sheepishly. "No," he admitted, "I gave him a dollar for his damned
new cathedral at Laramie!"

To get thine ends, lay bashfulnesse aside;
Who feares to aske, doth teach to be deny'd.

—Herrick.

Well, whiles | am a beggar I will rail
And say, there is no sin but to be rich;
And being rich, my virtue then shall be
To say, there is no vice but beggary.

—Shakespeare.

See also Flattery; Millionaires.

BETTING
The officers' mess was discussing rifle shooting.
"I'll bet anyone here,” said one young lieutenant, "that I can fire twenty shots at two

hundred yards and call each shot correctly without waiting for the marker. I'll stake a
box of cigars that I can."”
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"Done!" cried a major.

The whole mess was on hand early next morning to see the experiment tried.
The lieutenant fired.

"Miss," he calmly announced.

A second shot.

"Miss," he repeated.

A third shot.

"Miss."

"Here, there! Hold on!" protested the major. "What are you trying to do? You're not
shooting for the target at all.”

"Of course not," admitted the lieutenant. "I'm firing for those cigars." And he got
them.

Two old cronies went into a drug store in the downtown part of New York City, and,
addressing the proprietor by his first name, one of them said:

"Dr. Charley, we have made a bet of the ice-cream sodas. We will have them now and
when the bet is decided the loser will drop in and pay for them."

As the two old fellows were departing after enjoying their temperance beverage, the
druggist asked them what the wager was.

"Well," said one of them, "our friend George bets that when the tower of the Singer
Building falls, it will topple over toward the North River, and | bet that it won't."

BIBLE INTERPRETATION

"Miss Jane, did Moses have the same after-dinner complaint my papa’s got?" asked
Percy of his governess.

"Gracious me, Percy! Whatever do you mean, my dear?"

"Well, it says here that the Lord gave Moses two tablets."
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"Mr. Preacher,” said a white man to a colored minister who was addressing his
congregation, "you are talking about Cain, and you say he got married in the land of
Nod, after he killed Abel. But the Bible mentions only Adam and Eve as being on
earth at that time. Who, then, did Cain marry?"

The colored preacher snorted with unfeigned contempt. "Huh!" he said, "you hear dat,
brederen an' sisters? You hear dat fool question | am axed? Cain, he went to de land o'
Nod just as de Good Book tells us, an' in de land o' Nod Cain gits so lazy an' so

shif'less dat he up an' marries a gal o' one 0' dem no' count pore white trash families
dat de inspired apostle didn't consider fittin' to mention in de Holy Word."

BIGAMY

There once was an old man of Lyme.
Who married three wives at a time:
When asked, "Why a third?"

He replied, "One's absurd!

And bigamy, sir, is a crime."

BILLS

The proverb, "Where there's a will there's a way" is now revised to "When there's a
bill we're away."

YOUNG DOCTOR—"Why do you always ask your patients what they have for
dinner?"

OLD DOCTOR—"It's a most important question, for according to their menus | make
out my bills."

Farmer Gray kept summer boarders. One of these, a schoolteacher, hired him to drive
her to the various points of interest around the country. He pointed out this one and
that, at the same time giving such items of information as he possessed.

The school-teacher, pursing her lips, remarked, "It will not be necessary for you to
talk."

When her bill was presented, there was a five-dollar charge marked "Extra."
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"What is this?" she asked, pointing to the item.

"That," replied the farmer, "is for sass. | don't often take it, but when | do | charge for
it."—E. Egbert.

PATIENT (angrily)—"The size of your bill makes my blood boil."

DOCTOR—"Then that will be $20 more for sterilizing your system."

At the bedside of a patient who was a noted humorist, five doctors were in
consultation as to the best means of producing a perspiration.

The sick man overheard the discussion, and, after listening for a few moments, he
turned his head toward the group and whispered with a dry chuckle:

"Just send in your bills, gentlemen; that will bring it on at once."”

"Thank Heaven, those bills are got rid of," said Bilkins, fervently, as he tore up a
bundle of statements of account dated October 1st.

"All paid, eh?" said Mrs. Bilkins.

"Oh, no," said Bilkins. "The duplicates dated November 1st have come in and | don't
have to keep these any longer."

BIRTHDAYS

When a man has a birthday he takes a day off, but when a woman has a birthday she
takes a year off.

BLUFFING

Francis Wilson, the comedian, says that many years ago when he was a member of a
company playing "She Stoops to Conquer,” a man without any money, wishing to see
the show, stepped up to the box-office in a small town and said:

"Pass me in, please."

The box-office man gave a loud, harsh laugh.
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"Pass you in? What for?" he asked.
The applicant drew himself up and answered haughtily:
"What for? Why, because I am Oliver Goldsmith, author of the play."

"Oh, I beg your pardon, sir,” replied the box-office man, as he hurriedly wrote out an
order for a box.

BLUNDERS

An early morning customer in an optician's shop was a young woman with a
determined air. She addressed the first salesman she saw. "I want to look at a pair of
eyeglasses, sir, of extra magnifying power."

"Yes, ma'am,"” replied the salesman; "something very strong?"

"Yes, sir. While visiting in the country | made a very painful blunder which I never
want to repeat.”

"Indeed! Mistook a stranger for an acquaintance?"

"No, not exactly that; I mistook a bumblebee for a black-berry."

The ship doctor of an English liner notified the death watch steward, an Irishman, that
a man had died in stateroom 45. The usual instructions to bury the body were given.
Some hours later the doctor peeked into the room and found that the body was still
there. He called the Irishman's attention to the matter and the latter replied:

"I thought you said room 46. | wint to that room and noticed wan of thim in a bunk.
‘Are ye dead?' says I. 'No," says he, 'but I'm pretty near dead.’

"So | buried him."

Telephone girls sometimes glory in their mistakes if there is a joke in consequence.
The story is told by a telephone operator in one of the Boston exchanges about a man
who asked her for the number of a local theater.

He got the wrong number and, without asking to whom he was talking, he said, "Can |
get a box for two to-night?"

A startled voice answered him at the other end of the line, "We don't have boxes for
two."
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"Isn't this the —— Theater?" he called crossly.
"Why, no," was the answer, "this is an undertaking shop."

He canceled his order for a "box for two."

A good Samaritan, passing an apartment house in the small hours of the morning,
noticed a man leaning limply against the doorway.

"What's the matter?" he asked, "Drunk?"
"Yep."

"Do you live in this house?"

"Yep."

"Do you want me to help you upstairs?"
"Yep."

With much difficulty he half dragged, half carried the drooping figure up the stairway
to the second floor.

"What floor do you live on?" he asked. "Is this it?"

"Yep."

Rather than face an irate wife who might, perhaps, take him for a companion more at
fault than her spouse, he opened the first door he came to and pushed the limp figure
in.

The good Samaritan groped his way downstairs again. As he was passing through the
vestibule he was able to make out the dim outlines of another man, apparently in
worse condition than the first one.

"What's the matter?" he asked. "Are you drunk, too?"

"Yep," was the feeble reply.

"Do you live in this house, too?"

"Yep."

"Shall I help you upstairs?"

"Yep."
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The good Samaritan pushed, pulled, and carried him to the second floor, where this
man also said he lived. He opened the same door and pushed him in.

As he reached the front door he discerned the shadow of a third man, evidently worse
off than either of the other two. He was about to approach him when the object of his
solicitude lurched out into the street and threw himself into the arms of a passing
policeman.

"For Heaven's sake, off'cer," he gasped, "protect me from that man. He's done nothin’
all night long but carry me upstairs 'n throw me down th' elevator shaf."”

There was a young man from the city,
Who met what he thought was a Kitty;
He gave it a pat,

And said, "Nice little cat!"

And they buried his clothes out of pity.

BOASTING

Maybe the man who boasts that he doesn't owe a dollar in the world couldn't if he
tried.

"What sort of chap is he?"

"Well, after a beggar has touched him for a dime he'll tell you he 'gave a little dinner
to an acquaintance of his.""—R.R. Kirk.

WILLIE—"AII the stores closed on the day my uncle died."

TOMMY—"That's nothing. All the banks closed for three weeks the day after my pa
left town."—Puck.

Two men were boasting about their rich kin. Said one:

"My father has a big farm in Connecticut. It is so big that when he goes to the barn on
Monday morning to milk the cows he kisses us all good-by, and he doesn't get back
till the following Saturday.”
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"Why does it take him so long?" the other man asked.
"Because the barn is so far away from the house."”

"Well, that may be a pretty big farm, but compared to my father's farm in
Pennsylvania your father's farm ain't no bigger than a city lot!"

"Why, how big is your father's farm?"

"Well, it's so big that my father sends young married couples out to the barn to milk
the cows, and the milk is brought back by their grandchildren.”

BONANZAS

A certain Congressman had disastrous experience in goldmine speculations. One day
a number of colleagues were discussing the subject of his speculation, when one of
them said to this Western member:

"Old chap, as an expert, give us a definition of the term, 'bonanza.™

"A 'bonanza," replied the Western man with emphasis, "is a hole in the ground owned
by a champion liar!"

BOOKKEEPING

Tommy, fourteen years old, arrived home for the holidays, and at his father's request
produced his account book, duly kept at school. Among the items "S. P. G." figured
largely and frequently. "Darling boy," fondly exclaimed his doting mamma: "see how
good he is—always giving to the missionaries.”" But Tommy's sister knew him better
than even his mother did, and took the first opportunity of privately inquiring what
those mystic letters stood for. Nor was she surprised ultimately to find that they
represented, not the venerable Society for the Propagation of the Gospel, but
"Sundries, Probably Grub."

BOOKS AND READING
LADY PRESIDENT—"What book has helped you most?"

NEW MEMBER—"My husband's check-book."—Martha Young.

"You may send me up the complete works of Shakespeare, Goethe and Emerson—
also something to read."
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There are three classes of bookbuyers: Collectors, women and readers.

The owner of a large library solemnly warned a friend against the practice of lending
books. To punctuate his advice he showed his friend the well-stocked shelves.
"There!" said he. "Every one of those books was lent me."

In science, read, by preference, the newest works; in literature, the oldest.—Bulwer-
Lytton.

Learning hath gained most by those books by which the Printers have lost.—Fuller.

Books should to one of these four ends conduce,
For wisdom, piety, delight, or use.

—Sir John Denham.

"l don't know what to give Lizzie for a Christmas present," one chorus girl is reported
to have said to her mate while discussing the gift to be made to a third.

"Give her a book," suggested the other.

And the first one replied meditatively, "No, she's got a book."—Literary Digest.

BOOKSELLERS AND BOOKSELLING

A bookseller reports these mistakes of customers in sending orders:

AS ORDERED CORRECT TITLE
Lame as a Roble Les Misérables
God's Image in Mud God's Image in Man
Pair of Saucers Paracelsus
Pierre and His Poodle Pierre and His People
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When a customer in a Boston department store asked a clerk for Hichens's Bella
Donna, the reply was, "Drug counter, third aisle over."

It was a few days before Christmas in one of New York's large book-stores.
CLERK—"What is it, please?"
CUSTOMER—"1 would like Ibsen's A Doll's House."

CLERK—"To cut out?"

BOOKWORMS

"A book-worm," said papa, "is a person who would rather read than eat, or it is a
worm that would rather eat than read."

BOOMERANGS

See Repartee; Retaliation.

BORES

"What kind of a looking man is that chap Gabbleton you just mentioned? I don't
believe | have met him."

"Well, if you see two men off in a corner anywhere and one of them looks bored to
death, the other is Gabbleton."—Puck.

A man who was a well known killjoy was described as a great athlete. He could throw
a wet blanket two hundred yards in any gathering.

See also Conversation; Husbands; Preaching; Public speakers; Reformers.
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BORROWERS

A well-known but broken-down Detroit newspaper man, who had been a power in his
day, approached an old friend the other day in the Pontchartrain Hotel and said:

"What do you think? I have just received the prize insult of my life. A paper down in
Muncie, Ind., offered me a job."

"Do you call that an insult?"
"Not the job, but the salary. They offered me twelve dollars a week."
"Well," said the friend, "twelve dollars a week is better than nothing."

"Twelve a week—thunder!" exclaimed the old scribe. "I can borrow more than that
right here in Detroit."—Detroit Free Press.

One winter morning Henry Clay, finding himself in need of money, went to the Riggs
Bank and asked for the loan of $250 on his personal note. He was told that while his
credit was perfectly good, it was the inflexible rule of the bank to require an indorser.
The great statesman hunted up Daniel Webster and asked him to indorse the note.

"With pleasure,” said Webster. "But | need some money myself. Why not make your
note for five hundred, and you and I will split it?"

This they did. And to-day the note is in the Riggs Bank—unpaid.

BOSSES

The insurance agent climbed the steps and rang the bell.

"Whom do you wish to see?" asked the careworn person who came to the door.

"I want to see the boss of the house," replied the insurance agent. "Are you the boss?"

"No," meekly returned the man who came to the door; "I'm only the husband of the
boss. Step in, I'll call the boss."

The insurance agent took a seat in the hall, and in a short time a tall dignified woman
appeared.

"So you want to see the boss?" repeated the woman. "Well, just step into the kitchen.
This way, please. Bridget, this gentleman desires to see you."

"Me th' boss!" exclaimed Bridget, when the insurance agent asked her the question.
"Indade Oi'm not! Sure here comes th' boss now."
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She pointed to a small boy of ten years who was coming toward the house.

"Tell me," pleaded the insurance agent, when the lad came into the kitchen, "are you
the boss of the house?"

"Want to see the boss?" asked the boy. "Well, you just come with me."

Wearily the insurance agent climbed up the stairs. He was ushered into a room on the
second floor and guided to the crib of a sleeping baby.

"There!" exclaimed the boy, "that's the real boss of this house."

BOSTON

A tourist from the east, visiting an old prospector in his lonely cabin in the hills,
commented: "And yet you seem so cheerful and happy.” "Yes," replied the one of the
pick and shovel. "I spent a week in Boston once, and no matter what happens to me
now, it seems good luck in comparison.”

A little Boston girl with exquisitely long golden curls and quite an angelic appearance
in general, came in from an afternoon walk with her nurse and said to her mother,
"Oh, Mamma, a strange woman on the street said to me, '‘My, but ain't you got
beautiful hair!™

The mother smiled, for the compliment was well merited, but she gasped as the child
innocently continued her account:

"I said to her, 'l am very glad to have you like my hair, but | am sorry to hear you use
the word "ain't"!""—E. R. Bickford.

NAN—"That young man from Boston is an interesting talker, so far as you can
understand what he says; but what a queer dialect he uses."

FAN—"That isn't dialect; it's vocabulary. Can't you tell the difference?"

A Bostonian died, and when he arrived at St. Peter's gate he was asked the usual
questions:

"What is your name, and where are you from?"

The answer was, "Mr. So-and-So, from Boston."
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"You may come in," said Peter, "but I know you won't like it."

There was a young lady from Boston,
A two-horned dilemma was tossed on,
As to which was the best,

To be rich in the west

Or poor and peculiar in Boston.

BOXING
John L. Sullivan was asked why he had never taken to giving boxing lessons.

"Well, son, I tried it once,"” replied Mr. Sullivan. "A husky young man took one lesson
from me and went home a little the worse for wear. When he came around for his
second lesson he said: 'Mr Sullivan, it was my idea to learn enough about boxing from
you to be able to lick a certain young gentleman what I've got it in for. But I've
changed my mind," says he. 'If it's all the same to you, Mr. Sullivan, I'll send this
young gentleman down here to take the rest of my lessons for me.™

BOYS

A certain island in the West Indies is liable to the periodical advent of earthquakes.
One year before the season of these terrestrial disturbances, Mr. X., who lived in the
danger zone, sent his two sons to the home of a brother in England, to secure them
from the impending havoc.

Evidently the quiet of the staid English household was disturbed by the irruption of
the two West Indians, for the returning mail steamer carried a message to Mr. X, brief
but emphatic:

"Take back your boys; send me the earthquake."

Aunt Eliza came up the walk and said to her small nephew: "Good morning, Willie. Is
your mother in?"

"Sure she's in,"” replied Willie truculently. "D'you s'pose I'd be workin' in the garden
on Saturday morning if she wasn't?"
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An iron hoop bounded through the area railings of a suburban house and played havoc
with the kitchen window. The woman waited, anger in her eyes, for the appearance of
the hoop's owner. Presently he came.

"Please, I've broken your window," he said, "and here's Father to mend it."

And, sure enough, he was followed by a stolid-looking workman, who at once started
to work, while the small boy took his hoop and ran off.

"That'll be four bits, ma'am,"” announced the glazier when the window was whole once
more.

"Four bits!" gasped the woman. "But your little boy broke it—the little fellow with
the hoop, you know. You're his father, aren't you?"

The stolid man shook his head.

"Don't know him from Adam," he said. "He came around to my place and told me his
mother wanted her winder fixed. You're his mother, aren't you?"

And the woman shook her head also.—Ray Trum Nathan.

See also Egotism; Employers and employees; Office boys.

BREAKFAST FOODS
Pharaoh had just dreamed of the seven full and the seven blasted ears of corn.

"You are going to invent a new kind of breakfast food," interpreted Joseph.—Judge.

BREATH

One day a teacher was having a first-grade class in physiology. She asked them if they
knew that there was a burning fire in the body all of the time. One little girl spoke up
and said:

"Yes'm, when it is a cold day I can see the smoke."

Said the bibulous gentleman who had been reading birth and death statistics: “Do you
know, James, every time | breathe a man dies?"
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"Then,"” said James, "why don't you chew cloves?"

BREVITY

An after-dinner speaker was called on to speak on "The Antiquity of the Microbe." He
arose and said, "Adam had 'em," and then sat down.

Dr. Abernethy, the famous Scotch surgeon, was a man of few words, but he once met
his match—in a woman. She called at his office in Edinburgh, one day, with a hand
badly inflamed and swollen. The following dialogue, opened by the doctor, took
place.

"Burn?"

"Bruise."

"Poultice.”

The next day the woman called, and the dialogue was as follows:

"Better?"

"Worse."

"More poultice.”

Two days later the woman made another call.

"Better?"

"Well. Fee?"

"Nothing. Most sensible woman | ever saw."

BRIBERY

A judge, disgusted with a jury that seemed unable to reach an agreement in a perfectly
evident case, rose and said, "I discharge this jury."

One sensitive talesman, indignant at what he considered a rebuke, obstinately faced
the judge.

"You can't discharge me," he said in tones of one standing upon his rights.
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"And why not?" asked the surprised judge.

"Because," announced the juror, pointing to the lawyer for the defense, "I'm being
hired by that man there!"

BRIDES

"My dear,"” said the young husband as he took the bottle of milk from the dumb-waiter
and held it up to the light, "have you noticed that there's never cream on this milk?"

"I spoke to the milkman about it," she replied, "and he explained that the company
always fill their bottles so full that there's no room for cream on top."

"Do you think only of me?" murmured the bride. "Tell me that you think only of me."

"It's this way," explained the groom gently. "Now and then I have to think of the
furnace, my dear."”

BRIDGE WHIST
"How about the sermon?"
"The minister preached on the sinfulness of cheating at bridge."

"You don't say! Did he mention any names?"

BROOKLYN
At the Brooklyn Bridge.—"Madam, do you want to go to Brooklyn?"

"No, | have to."—Life.

BRYAN, WILLIAM JENNINGS

Some time after the presidential election of 1908, one of Champ Clark'’s friends
noticed that he still wore one of the Bryan watch fobs so popular during the election.
On being asked the reason for this, Champ replied: "Oh, that's to keep my watch
running."
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BUILDINGS
Pat had gone back home to Ireland and was telling about New York.
"Have they such tall buildings in America as they say, Pat?" asked the parish priest.

"Tall buildings ye ask, sur?" replied Pat. "Faith, sur, the last one | worked on we had
to lay on our stomachs to let the moon pass.”

BURGLARS

A burglar was one night engaged in the pleasing occupation of stowing a good haul of
swag in his bag when he was startled by a touch on the shoulder, and, turning his
head, he beheld a venerable, mild-eyed clergyman gazing sadly at him.

"Oh, my brother,” groaned the reverend gentleman, "wouldst thou rob me? Turn, |
beseech thee—turn from thy evil ways. Return those stolen goods and depart in peace,
for I am merciful and forgive. Begone!"

And the burglar, only too thankful at not being given into custody of the police,
obeyed and slunk swiftly off.

Then the good old man carefully and quietly packed the swag into another bag and

walked softly (so as not to disturb the slumber of the inmates) out of the house and
away into the silent night.

BUSINESS

A Boston lawyer, who brought his wit from his native Dublin, while cross-examining
the plaintiff in a divorce trial, brought forth the following:

"You wish to divorce this woman because she drinks?"
"Yes, sir."

"Do you drink yourself?"

"That's my business!" angrily.

Whereupon the unmoved lawyer asked: "Have you any other business?"

At the Boston Immigration Station one blank was recently filled out as follows:

Name—Abraham Cherkowsky.
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Born—Yes.

Business—Rotten.

BUSINESS ENTERPRISE
It happened in Topeka. Three clothing stores were on the same block. One morning
the middle proprietor saw to the right of him a big sign—"Bankrupt Sale," and to the

left—"Closing Out at Cost." Twenty minutes later there appeared over his own door,
in larger letters, "Main Entrance."

In a section of Washington where there are a number of hotels and cheap restaurants,
one enterprising concern has displayed in great illuminated letters, "Open All Night."”
Next to it was a restaurant bearing with equal prominence the legend:

"We Never Close."

Third in order was a Chinese laundry in a little, low-framed, tumbledown hovel, and
upon the front of this building was the sign, in great, scrawling letters:

"Me wakee, too."

A boy looking for something to do saw the sign "Boy Wanted" hanging outside of a
store in New York. He picked up the sign and entered the store.

The proprietor met him. "What did you bring that sign in here for?" asked the
storekeeper.

"You won't need it any more," said the boy cheerfully. "I'm going to take the job."

A Chinaman found his wife lying dead in a field one morning; a tiger had killed her.

The Chinaman went home, procured some arsenic, and, returning to the field,
sprinkled it over the corpse.

The next day the tiger's dead body lay beside the woman's. The Chinaman sold the
tiger's skin to a mandarin, and its body to a physician to make fear-cure powders, and
with the proceeds he was able to buy a younger wife.
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A rather simple-looking lad halted before a blacksmith's shop on his way home from
school and eyed the doings of the proprietor with much interest.

The brawny smith, dissatisfied with the boy's curiosity, held a piece of red-hot iron
suddenly under the youngster's nose, hoping to make him beat a hasty retreat.

"If you'll give me half a dollar I'll lick it," said the lad.
The smith took from his pocket half a dollar and held it out.

The simple-looking youngster took the coin, licked it, dropped it in his pocket and
slowly walked away whistling.

"Do you know where Johnny Locke lives, my little boy?" asked a gentle-voiced old
lady.

"He aint home, but if you give me a penny I'll find him for you right off,"” replied the
lad.

"All right, you're a nice little boy. Now where is he?"

"Thanks—I'm him."

"From each according to his ability, to each according to his need,” would seem to be
the principle of the Chinese storekeeper whom a traveler tells about. The Chinaman
asked $2.50 for five pounds of tea, while he demanded $7.50 for ten pounds of the
same brand. His business philosophy was expressed in these words of explanation:
"More buy, more rich—more rich, more can pay!"

In a New York street a wagon loaded with lamp globes collided with a truck and
many of the globes were smashed. Considerable sympathy was felt for the driver as he
gazed ruefully at the shattered fragments. A benevolent-looking old gentleman eyed
him compassionately.

"My poor man," he said, "I suppose you will have to make good this loss out of your
own pocket?"

"Yep," was the melancholy reply.
"Well, well," said the philanthropic old gentleman, "hold out your hat—here's a

quarter for you; and | dare say some of these other people will give you a helping
hand too."
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The driver held out his hat and several persons hastened to drop coins in it. At last,
when the contributions had ceased, he emptied the contents of his hat into his pocket.
Then, pointing to the retreating figure of the philanthropist who had started the
collection, he observed: "Say, maybe he ain't the wise guy! That's me boss!"

BUSINESS ETHICS

"Johnny," said his teacher, "if coal is selling at $6 a ton and you pay your dealer $24
how many tons will he bring you?"

"A little over three tons, ma'am," said Johnny promptly.
"Why, Johnny, that isn't right,” said the teacher.

"No, ma'am, | know it ain't," said Johnny, "but they all do it."

BUSINESS WOMEN

Wanted—A housekeeping man by a business woman. Object matrimony.

CAMPAIGNS

See Candidates; Public speakers.

CAMPING

Camp life is just one canned thing after another.

A political office in a small town was vacant. The office paid $250 a year and there
was keen competition for it. One of the candidates, Ezekiel Hicks, was a shrewd old
fellow, and a neat campaign fund was turned over to him. To the astonishment of all,
however, he was defeated.

"l can't account for it," said one of the leaders of Hicks' party, gloomily.

"With that money we should have won. How did you lay it out, Ezekiel."
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"Well," said Ezekiel, slowly pulling his whiskers, "yer see that office only pays $250
a year salary, an' | didn't see no sense in paying $900 out to get the office, so | bought
a little truck farm instead."

The little daughter of a Democratic candidate for a local office in Saratoga County,
New York, when told that her father had got the nomination, cried out, "Oh, mama, do
they ever die of it?"

"l am willing," said the candidate, after he had hit the table a terrible blow with his
fist, "to trust the people.”

"Gee!" yelled a little man in the audience. "I wish you'd open a grocery."

"Now, Mr. Blank," said a temperance advocate to a candidate for municipal honors, "I
want to ask you a question. Do you ever take alcoholic drinks?"

"Before | answer the question,” responded the wary candidate,

"I want to know whether it is put as an inquiry or as an invitation!"

See also Politicians.

CANNING AND PRESERVING
A canner, exceedingly canny,

One morning remarked to his granny,
"A canner can can

Anything that he can;

But a canner can't can a can, can he?"

—Carolyn Wells.
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CAPITALISTS

Of the late Bishop Charles G. Grafton a Fond du Lac man said: "Bishop Grafton was
remarkable for the neatness and point of his pulpit utterances. Once, during a
disastrous strike, a capitalist of Fond du Lac arose in a church meeting and asked
leave to speak. The bishop gave him the floor, and the man delivered himself of a
long panegyric upon captains of industry, upon the good they do by giving men work,
by booming the country, by reducing the cost of production, and so forth. When the
capitalist had finished his self-praise and, flushed and satisfied, had sat down again,

Bishop Grafton rose and said with quiet significance: 'Is there any other sinner that
would like to say a word?"

CAREFULNESS

Michael Dugan, a journeyman plumber, was sent by his employer to the Hightower
mansion to repair a gas-leak in the drawing-room. When the butler admitted him he
said to Dugan:

"You are requested to be careful of the floors. They have just been polished."

"They's no danger iv me slippin' on thim," replied Dugan. "I hov spikes in me
shoes."—Lippincott's.

CARPENTERS

While building a house, Senator Platt of Connecticut had occasion to employ a
carpenter. One of the applicants was a plain Connecticut Yankee, without any frills.

"You thoroughly understand carpentry?" asked the senator.
"Yes, sir."

"You can make doors, windows, and blinds?"

"Oh, yes sir!"

"How would you make a Venetian blind?"

The man scratched his head and thought deeply for a few seconds. "I should think,
sir," he said finally, "about the best way would be to punch him in the eye."

CARVING

To Our National Birds—the Eagle and the Turkey—(while the host is carving):
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May one give us peace in all our States,

And the other a piece for all our plates.

CASTE

In some parts of the South the darkies are still addicted to the old style country dance
in a big hall, with the fiddlers, banjoists, and other musicians on a platform at one end.

At one such dance held not long ago in an Alabama town, when the fiddlers had duly
resined their bows and taken their places on the platform, the floor manager rose.

"Git yo' partners fo' de nex' dance!" he yelled. "All you ladies an' gennulmens dat
wears shoes an' stockin's, take yo' places in de middle of de room. All you ladies an'

gennulmens dat wears shoes an' no stockin's, take yo' places immejitly behim' dem.
An' yo' barfooted crowd, you jes' jig it roun’ in de corners."—Taylor Edwards.

CATS

There was a young lady whose dream
Was to feed a black cat on whipt cream,
But the cat with a bound

Spilt the milk on the ground,

So she fed a whipt cat on black cream.

There once were two cats in Kilkenny,
And each cat thought that there was one cat too many,
And they scratched and they fit and they tore and they bit,

‘Til instead of two cats—there weren't any.

CAUSE AND EFFECT

Archbishop Whately was one day asked if he rose early. He replied that once he did,
but he was so proud all the morning and so sleepy all the afternoon that he determined
never to do it again.
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A man who has an office downtown called his wife by telephone the other morning
and during the conversation asked what the baby was doing.

"She was crying her eyes out,” replied the mother.
"What about?"

"I don't know whether it is because she has eaten too many strawberries or because
she wants more," replied the discouraged mother.

BANKS—"I had a new experience yesterday, one you might call unaccountable. | ate
a hearty dinner, finishing up with a Welsh rabbit, a mince pie and some lobster a la
Newburgh. Then I went to a place of amusement. | had hardly entered the building
before everything swam before me."

BINKS—"The Welsh rabbit did it."
BUNKS—"No; it was the lobster."
BONKS—"1 think it was the mince pie."

BANKS—"No; I have a simpler explanation than that. | never felt better in my life; |
was at the Aquarium."—Judge.

Among a party of Bostonians who spent some time in a hunting-camp in Maine were
two college professors. No sooner had the learned gentlemen arrived than their
attention was attracted by the unusual position of the stove, which was set on posts
about four feet high.

This circumstance afforded one of the professors immediate opportunity to comment
upon the knowledge that woodsmen gain by observation.

"Now," said he, "this man has discovered that heat emanating from a stove strikes the
roof, and that the circulation is so quickened that the camp is warmed in much less
time than would be required were the stove in its regular place on the floor."

But the other professor ventured the opinion that the stove was elevated to be above
the window in order that cool and pure air could be had at night.

The host, being of a practical turn, thought that the stove was set high in order that a
good supply of green wood could be placed under it.

After much argument, they called the guide and asked why the stove was in such a
position.
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The man grinned. "Well, gents," he explained, "when | brought the stove up the river |
lost most of the stove-pipe overboard; so we had to set the stove up that way so as to
have the pipe reach through the roof."

Jack Barrymore, son of Maurice Barrymore, and himself an actor of some ability, is
not over-particular about his personal appearance and is a little lazy.

He was in San Francisco on the morning of the earthquake. He was thrown out of bed
by one of the shocks, spun around on the floor and left gasping in a corner. Finally, he
got to his feet and rushed for a bathtub, where he stayed all that day. Next day he
ventured out. A soldier, with a bayonet on his gun, captured Barrymore and
compelled him to pile bricks for two days.

Barrymore was telling his terrible experience in the Lambs' Club in New York.
"Extraordinary,” commented Augustus Thomas, the playwright. "It took a convulsion

of nature to make Jack take a bath, and the United States Army to make him go to
work."

CAUTION

Marshall Field, 3rd, according to a story that was going the rounds several years ago,
bids fair to become a very cautious business man when he grows up. Approaching an
old lady in a Lakewood hotel, he said:

"Can you crack nuts?"

"No, dear," the old lady replied. "I lost all my teeth ages ago.”

"Then," requested Master Field, extending two hands full of pecans, "please hold
these while | go and get some more."

CHAMPAGNE
MR. HILTON—"Have you opened that bottle of champagne, Bridget?"

BRIDGET—"Faith, | started to open it, an' it began to open itself. Sure, the mon that
filled that bottle must 'av' put in two quarts instead of wan."

Sir Andrew Clark was Mr. Gladstone's physician, and was known to the great
statesman as a "temperance doctor" who very rarely prescribed alcohol for his
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patients. On one occasion he surprised Mr. Gladstone by recommending him to take
some wine. In answer to his illustrious patient's surprise he said:

"Oh, wine does sometimes help you get through work! For instance, I have often
twenty letters to answer after dinner, and a pint of champagne is a great help."”

"Indeed!" remarked Mr. Gladstone; "does a pint of champagne really help you to
answer the twenty letters?"

"No," Sir Andrew explained; "but when I've had a pint of champagne | don't care a
rap whether | answer them or not."

CHARACTER

The Rev. Charles H. Spurgeon was fond of a joke and his keen wit was, moreover,
based on sterling common sense. One day he remarked to one of his sons:

"Can you tell me the reason why the lions didn't eat Daniel?"
"No sir. Why was it?"

"Because the most of him was backbone and the rest was grit."”

They were trying an Irishman, charged with a petty offense, in an Oklahoma town,
when the judge asked: "Have you any one in court who will vouch for your good
character?"

"Yis, your honor," quickly responded the Celt, "there's the sheriff there."”
Whereupon the sheriff evinced signs of great amazement.
"Why, your honor," declared he, "I don't even know the man."

"Observe, your honor," said the Irishman, triumphantly, "observe that I've lived in the
country for over twelve years an' the sheriff doesn't know me yit! Ain't that a
character for ye?"

We must have a weak spot or two in a character before we can love it much. People
that do not laugh or cry, or take more of anything than is good for them, or use
anything but dictionary-words, are admirable subjects for biographies. But we don't
care most for those flat pattern flowers that press best in the herbarium.—O.W.
Holmes.
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CHARITY

"Charity," said Rev. B., "is a sentiment common to human nature. A never sees B in
distress without wishing C to relieve him."

Dr. C.H. Parkhurst, the eloquent New York clergyman, at a recent banquet said of
charity:

"Too many of us, perhaps, misinterpret the meaning of charity as the master
misinterpreted the Scriptural text. This master, a pillar of a western church, entered in
his journal:

""The Scripture ordains that, if a man take away thy coat, let him have thy cloak also.
To-day, having caught the hostler stealing my potatoes, | have given him the sack.™

THE LADY—"Well, I'll give you a dime; not because you deserve it, mind, but
because it pleases me."

THE TRAMP—"Thank you, mum. Couldn't yer make it a quarter an' thoroly enjoy
yourself?"

Porter Emerson came into the office yesterday. He had been out in the country for a
week and was very cheerful. Just as he was leaving, he said: "Did you hear about that
man who died the other day and left all he had to the orphanage?"

"No," some one answered. "How much did he leave?"

"Twelve children."

"I made a mistake," said Plodding Pete. "I told that man up the road | needed a little
help 'cause | was lookin' for me family from whom I had been separated fur years.”

"Didn't that make him come across?"

"He couldn't see it. He said dat he didn't know my family, but he wasn't goin' to help
in bringing any such trouble on ‘em."

"It requires a vast deal of courage and charity to be philanthropic,” remarked Sir
Thomas Lipton, apropos of Andrew Carnegie's giving. "l remember when | was just
starting in business. | was very poor and making every sacrifice to enlarge my little
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shop. My only assistant was a boy of fourteen, faithful and willing and honest. One
day I heard him complaining, and with justice, that his clothes were so shabby that he
was ashamed to go to chapel.

"There's no chance of my getting a new suit this year," he told me. 'Dad's out of work,
and it takes all of my wages to pay the rent.'

"I thought the matter over, and then took a sovereign from my carefully hoarded
savings and bought the boy a stout warm suit of blue cloth. He was so grateful that |
felt repaid for my sacrifice. But the next day he didn't come to work. I met his mother
on the street and asked her the reason.

"'Why, Mr. Lipton,’ she said, curtsying, 'Jimmie looks so respectable, thanks to you,

sir, that I thought I would send him around town today to see if he couldn't get a better
job.™

"Good morning, ma'am,"” began the temperance worker. "I'm collecting for the
Inebriates' Home and—"

"Why, me husband's out,” replied Mrs. McGuire, "but if ye can find him anywhere's
ye're welcome to him."”

Charity is a virtue of the heart, and not of the hands.—Addison.

You find people ready enough to do the Samaritan, without the oil and twopence.—
Sydney Smith.

CHICAGO

A western bookseller wrote to a house in Chicago asking that a dozen copies of Canon
Farrar's "Seekers after God" be shipped to him at once.

Within two days he received this reply by telegraph:

"No seekers after God in Chicago or New York. Try Philadelphia.”

CHICKEN STEALING

Senator Money of Mississippi asked an old colored man what breed of chickens he
considered best, and he replied:
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"All kinds has merits. De w'ite ones is de easiest to find; but de black ones is de
easiest to hide aftah you gits 'em."

Ida Black had retired from the most select colored circles for a brief space, on account
of a slight difficulty connected with a gentleman's poultry-yard. Her mother was being
consoled by a white friend.

"Why, Aunt Easter, | was mighty sorry to hear about lda—"

"Marse John, Ida ain't nuvver tuk dem chickens. Ida wouldn't do sich a thing! Ida

wouldn't demeange herse'f to rob nobody's hen-roost—and, any way, dem old
chickens warn't nothing't all but feathers when we picked 'em."

"Does de white folks in youah neighborhood keep eny chickens, Br'er Rastus?"

"Well, Br'er Johnsing, mebbe dey does keep a few."

Henry E. Dixey met a friend one afternoon on Broadway.

"Well, Henry," exclaimed the friend, "you are looking fine! What do they feed you
on?"

"Chicken mostly,"” replied Dixey. "You see, | am rehearsing in a play where | am to be
a thief, so, just by way of getting into training for the part | steal one of my own
chickens every morning and have the cook broil it for me. | have accomplished the
remarkable feat of eating thirty chickens in thirty consecutive days."

"Great Scott!" exclaimed the friend. "Do you still like them?"

"Yes, | do," replied Dixey; "and, what is better still, the chickens like me. Why they

have got so when | sneak into the hen-house they all begin to cackle, 'l wish | was in
Dixey."—A. S. Hitchcock.

A southerner, hearing a great commotion in his chicken-house one dark night, took his
revolver and went to investigate.

"Who's there?" he sternly demanded, opening the door.
No answer.

"Who's there? Answer, or I'll shoot!"
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A trembling voice from the farthest corner:

"'Deed, sah, dey ain't nobody hyah ceptin' us chickens."

A colored parson, calling upon one of his flock, found the object of his visit out in the
back yard working among his hen-coops. He noticed with surprise that there were no
chickens.

"Why, Brudder Brown," he asked, "whar'r all yo' chickens?"

"Huh," grunted Brother Brown without looking up, "some fool niggah lef de do' open
an' dey all went home."

CHILD LABOR
"What's up old man; you look as happy as a lark!"

"Happy? Why shouldn't I look happy? No more hard, weary work by yours truly. I've
got eight kids and I'm going to move to Alabama."—Life.

CHILDREN
Two weary parents once advertised:
"WANTED, AT ONCE—Two fluent and well-learned persons, male or female, to

answer the questions of a little girl of three and a boy of four; each to take four hours
per day and rest the parents of said children."

Another couple advertised:

"WANTED: A governess who is good stenographer, to take down the clever sayings
of our child."”

A boy twelve years old with an air of melancholy resignation, went to his teacher and
handed in the following note from his mother before taking his seat:

"Dear Sir: Please excuse James for not being present yesterday.

"He played truant, but you needn't whip him for it, as the boy he played truant with
and him fell out, and he licked James; and a man they threw stones at caught him and
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licked him; and the driver of a cart they hung onto licked him; and the owner of a cat
they chased licked him. Then I licked him when he came home, after which his father
licked him; and | had to give him another for being impudent to me for telling his
father. So you need not lick him until next time.

"He thinks he will attend regular in future.”

MRS. POST—"But why adopt a baby when you have three children of your own
under five years old?"

MRS. PARKER—"My own are being brought up properly. The adopted one is to
enjoy."

The neighbors of a certain woman in a New England town maintain that this lady
entertains some very peculiar notions touching the training of children. Local opinion
ascribes these oddities on her part to the fact that she attended normal school for one
year just before her marriage.

Said one neighbor: "She does a lot of funny things. What do you suppose | heard her
say to that boy of hers this afternoon?"

"l dunno. What was it?"

"Well, you know her husband cut his finger badly yesterday with a hay-cutter; and
this afternoon as | was goin' by the house | heard her say:

"'Now, William, you must be a very good boy, for your father has injured his hand,
and if you are naughty he won't be able to whip you."—Edwin Tarrisse.

Childhood has no forebodings; but then, it is soothed by no memories of outlived
sorrow.—George Eliot.

Better to be driven out from among men than to be disliked of children.—R.H. Dana.

See also Boys; Families.
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CHOICES

William Phillips, our secretary of embassy at London, tells of an American officer
who, by the kind permission of the British Government, was once enabled to make a
week’s cruise on one of His Majesty's battleships. Among other things that impressed
the American was the vessel's Sunday morning service. It was very well attended,
every sailor not on duty being there. At the conclusion of the service the American
chanced to ask one of the jackies:

"Are you obliged to attend these Sunday morning services?"

"Not exactly obliged to, sir," replied the sailor-man, "but our grog would be stopped if
we didn't, sir."—Edwin Tarrisse.

A man hurried into a quick-lunch restaurant recently and called to the waiter: "Give
me a ham sandwich."”

"Yes, sir," said the waiter, reaching for the sandwich; "will you eat it or take it with
you?"

"Both," was the unexpected but obvious reply.

CHOIRS

See Singers.

CHRISTIAN SCIENTISTS

While waiting for the speaker at a public meeting a pale little man in the audience
seemed very nervous. He glanced over his shoulder from time to time and squirmed
and shifted about in his seat. At last, unable to stand it longer, he arose and demanded,
in a high, penetrating voice, "Is there a Christian Scientist in this room?"

A woman at the other side of the hall got up and said, "I am a Christian Scientist."”

"Well, then, madam," requested the little man, "would you mind changing seats with
me? I'm sitting in a draft.”
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CHRISTIANS

At a dinner, when the gentlemen retired to the smoking room and one of the guests, a
Japanese, remained with the ladies, one asked him:

"Aren't you going to join the gentlemen, Mr. Nagasaki?"

"No. | do not smoke, | do not swear, | do not drink. But then, | am not a Christian."

A traveler who believed himself to be sole survivor of a shipwreck upon a cannibal
isle hid for three days, in terror of his life. Driven out by hunger, he discovered a thin
wisp of smoke rising from a clump of bushes inland, and crawled carefully to study
the type of savages about it. Just as he reached the clump he heard a voice say: "Why
in hell did you play that card?" He dropped on his knees and, devoutly raising his
hands, cried:

"Thank God they are Christians!"

CHRISTMAS GIFTS

"As you don't seem to know what you'd like for Christmas, Freddie," said his mother,
"here's a printed list of presents for a good little boy."

Freddie read over the list, and then said:
"Mother, haven't you a list for a bad little boy?"
‘Twas the month after Christmas,

And Santa had flit;

Came there tidings for father

Which read: "Please remit!"

—R.L.F.

Little six-year-old Harry was asked by his Sunday-school teacher:

"And, Harry, what are you going to give your darling little brother for Christmas this
year?"

"l dunno,” said Harry; "I gave him the measles last year."
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For little children everywhere

A joyous season still we make;

We bring our precious gifts to them,
Even for the dear child Jesus' sake.

—Phebe Cary.

I will, if you will,

devote my Christmas giving to the children and the needy,
reserving only the privilege of, once in a while,

giving to a dear friend a gift which then will have

the old charm of being a genuine surprise.

I will, if you will,

keep the spirit of Christmas in my heart, and,

barring out hurry, worry, and competition,

will consecrate the blessed season, in joy and love,

to the One whose birth we celebrate.

—Jane Porter Williams.

CHRONOLOGY

TOURIST—"They have just dug up the corner-stone of an ancient library in Greece,
on which is inscribed '4000 B.C.™

ENGLISHMAN—"Before Carnegie, | presume."

CHURCH ATTENDANCE

"Tremendous crowd up at our church last night.”
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"New minister?"

"No it was burned down."

"l understand," said a young woman to another, “that at your church you are having
such small congregations. Is that so?"

"Yes," answered the other girl, "so small that every time our rector says 'Dearly
Beloved' you feel as if you had received a proposal!”

"Are you a pillar of the church?"

"No, I'm a flying buttress—I support it from the outside."”

CHURCH DISCIPLINE

Pius the Ninth was not without a certain sense of humor. One day, while sitting for his
portrait to Healy, the painter, speaking of a monk who had left the church and
married, he observed, not without malice: "He has taken his punishment into his own
hands."

CIRCUS

A well-known theatrical manager repeats an instance of what the late W. C. Coup, of
circus fame, once told him was one of the most amusing features of the show-
business; the faking in the "side-show."

Coup was the owner of a small circus that boasted among its principal attractions a
man-eating ape, alleged to be the largest in captivity. This ferocious beast was
exhibited chained to the dead trunk of a tree in the side-show. Early in the day of the
first performance of Coup's enterprise at a certain Ohio town, a countryman handed
the man-eating ape a piece of tobacco, in the chewing of which the beast evinced the
greatest satisfaction.

The word was soon passed around that the ape would chew tobacco; and the result
was that several plugs were thrown at him. Unhappily, however, one of these had
been filled with cayenne pepper. The man-eating ape bit it; then, howling with
indignation, snapped the chain that bound him to the tree, and made straight for the
practical joker who had so cruelly deceived him.

"Lave me at 'im!" yelled the ape. "Lave me at 'im, the dirty villain! I'll have the rube's
loife, or me name ain't Magillicuddy!"
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Fortunately for the countryman and for Magillicuddy, too, the man-eating ape was
restrained by the bystanders in time to prevent a Killing.

Willie to the circus went,

He thought it was immense;
His little heart went pitter-pat,
For the excitement was in tents.

—Harvard Lampoon.

A child of strict parents, whose greatest joy had hitherto been the weekly prayer-
meeting, was taken by its nurse to the circus for the first time. When he came home he
exclaimed:

"Oh, Mama, if you once went to the circus you'd never, never go to a prayer-meeting
again in all your life."

Johnny, who had been to the circus, was telling his teacher about the wonderful things
he had seen.

"An' teacher," he cried, "they had one big animal they called the hip—hip—
"Hippopotamus, dear,"” prompted the teacher.

"l can't just say its name," exclaimed Johnny, "but it looks just like 9,000 pounds of
liver."

CIVILIZATION

An officer of the Indian Office at Washington tells of the patronizing airs frequently
assumed by visitors to the government schools for the redskins.

On one occasion a pompous little man was being shown through one institution when
he came upon an Indian lad of seventeen years. The worker was engaged in a bit of
carpentry, which the visitor observed in silence for some minutes. Then, with the
utmost gravity, he asked the boy:

"Are you civilized?"
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The youthful redskin lifted his eyes from his work, calmly surveyed his questioner,
and then replied:

"No, are you?"—Taylor Edwards.

"My dear, listen to this,” exclaimed the elderly English lady to her husband, on her
first visit to the States. She held the hotel menu almost at arm's length, and spoke in a
tone of horror: "™Baked Indian pudding!" Can it be possible in a civilized country?"

"The path of civilization is paved with tin cans."—The Philistine.

CLEANLINESS

"Among the tenements that lay within my jurisdiction when | first took up mission
work on the East Side." says a New York young woman, "was one to clean out which
would have called for the best efforts of the renovator of the Augean stables. And the
families in this tenement were almost as hopeless as the tenement itself.

"On one occasion | felt distinctly encouraged, however, since | observed that the face
of one youngster was actually clean.

"'William," said I, 'your face is fairly clean, but how did you get such dirty hands?"

""Washin' me face,' said William."

A woman in one of the factory towns of Massachusetts recently agreed to take charge
of a little girl while her mother, a seamstress, went to another town for a day's work.

The woman with whom the child had been left endeavored to keep her contented, and
among other things gave her a candy dog, with which she played happily all day.

At night the dog had disappeared, and the woman inquired whether it had been lost.

"No, it ain't lost,” answered the little girl. "I kept it 'most all day, but it got so dirty
that | was ashamed to look at it; so | et it."—Fenimore Martin.

"How old are you?" once asked Whistler of a London newsboy. "Seven," was the
reply. Whistler insisted that he must be older than that, and turning to his friend he
remarked: "I don't think he could get as dirty as that in seven years, do you?"
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If dirt was trumps, what hands you would hold!—Charles Lamb.

CLERGY

"Now, children,” said the visiting minister who had been asked to question the
Sunday-school, "with what did Samson arm himself to fight against the Philistines?"

None of the children could tell him.

"Oh, yes, you know!" he said, and to help them he tapped his jaw with one finger.
"What is this?" he asked.

This jogged their memories, and the class cried in chorus: "The jawbone of an ass."

All work and no plagiarism makes a dull parson.

Bishop Doane of Albany was at one time rector of an Episcopal church in Hartford,
and Mark Twain, who occasionally attended his services, played a joke upon him, one
Sunday.

"Dr. Doane," he said at the end of the service, "I enjoyed your sermon this morning. |
welcomed it like on old friend. | have, you know, a book at home containing every
word of it."

"You have not,"” said Dr. Doane.

"I have so."

"Well, send that book to me. I'd like to see it."

"I'll send it," the humorist replied. Next morning he sent an unabridged dictionary to
the rector.

The four-year-old daughter of a clergyman was ailing one night and was put to bed
early. As her mother was about to leave her she called her back.

"Mamma," she said, "I want to see my papa."”

"No, dear," her mother replied, "your papa is busy and must not be disturbed.”
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"But, mamma,” the child persisted, "l want to see my papa.”
As before, the mother replied: "No, your papa must not be disturbed."
But the little one came back with a clincher:

"Mamma," she declared solemnly, "I am a sick woman, and | want to see my
minister."”

PROFESSOR—"Now, Mr. Jones, assuming you were called to attend a patient who
had swallowed a coin, what would be your method of procedure?”

YOUNG MEDICO—"I'd send for a preacher, sir. They'll get money out of anyone."

Archbishop Ryan was once accosted on the streets of Baltimore by a man who knew
the archbishop's face, but could not quite place it.

"Now, where in hell have I seen you?" he asked perplexedly.

"From where in hell do you come, sir?"

A Duluth pastor makes it a point to welcome any strangers cordially, and one evening,
after the completion of the service, he hurried down the aisle to station himself at the
door.

He noticed a Swedish girl, evidently a servant, so he welcomed her to the church, and
expressed the hope that she would be a regular attendant. Finally he said if she would
be at home some evening during the week he would call.

"T'ank you," she murmured bashfully, "but ay have a fella."

A minister of a fashionable church in Newark had always left the greeting of strangers
to be attended to by the ushers, until he read the newspaper articles in reference to the
matter.

"Suppose a reporter should visit our church?" said his wife.

"Wouldn't it be awful?"

"It would," the minister admitted.
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The following Sunday evening he noticed a plainly dressed woman in one of the free
pews. She sat alone and was clearly not a member of the flock. After the benediction
the minister hastened and intercepted her at the door.

"How do you do?" he said, offering his hand, "I am very glad to have you with us."
"Thank you," replied the young woman.

"I hope we may see you often in our church home," he went on. "We are always glad
to welcome new faces."”

"Yes, sir."

"Do you live in this parish?" he asked.

The girl looked blank.

"If you will give me your address my wife and | will call on you some evening."

"You wouldn't need to go far, sir,” said the young woman, "I'm your cook!"

Bishop Goodsell, of the Methodist Episcopal church, weighs over two hundred
pounds. It was with mingled emotions, therefore that he read the following in Zion's
Herald some time ago:

"The announcement that our New England bishop, Daniel A. Goodsell, has promised
to preach at the Willimantic camp meeting, will give great pleasure to the hosts of
Israel who are looking forward to that feast of fat things."

It is a standing rule of a company whose boats ply the Great Lakes that clergymen and
Indians may travel on its boats for half-fare. A short time ago an agent of the company
was approached by an Indian preacher from Canada, who asked for free transportation
on the ground that he was entitled to one-half rebate because he was an Indian, and
the other half because he was a clergyman.—EIlgin Burroughs.

Booker Washington, as all the world knows, believes that the salvation of his race lies
in industry. Thus, if a young man wants to be a clergyman, he will meet with but little
encouragement from the head of Tuskegee; but if he wants to be a blacksmith or a
bricklayer, his welcome is warm and hearty.

Dr. Washington, in a recent address in Chicago, said:

"The world is overfull of preachers and when an aspirant for the pulpit comes to me, |
am inclined to tell him about the old uncle working in the cotton field who said:
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"'De cotton am so grassy, de work am so hard, and de sun am so hot, Ah 'clare to
goodness Ah believe dis darkey am called to preach.™

On one occasion the minister delivered a sermon of but ten minutes' duration—a most
unusual thing for him.

Upon the conclusion of his remarks he added: "I regret to inform you, brethren, that
my dog, who appears to be peculiarly fond of paper, this morning ate that portion of
my sermon that | have not delivered. Let us pray."

After the service the clergyman was met at the door by a man who as a rule, attended
divine service in another parish. Shaking the good man by the hand he said:

"Doctor, I should like to know whether that dog of yours has any pups. If so | want to
get one to give to my minister.”

Recipe for a parson:

To a cupful of negative goodness
Add the pleasure of giving advice.
Sift in a peck of dry sermons,
And flavor with brimstone or ice.

—Life.

A pompous Bishop of Oxford was once stopped on a London street by a ragged
urchin.

"Well, my little man, and what can I do for you?" inquired the churchman.

"The time o' day, please, your lordship."

With considerable difficulty the portly bishop extracted his timepiece.

"It is exactly half past five, my lad."

"Well," said the boy, setting his feet for a good start, "at "alf past six you go to 'ell!"—
and he was off like a flash and around the corner. The bishop, flushed and furious, his

watch dangling from its chain, floundered wildly after him. But as he rounded the
corner he ran plump into the outstretched arms of the venerable Bishop of London.
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"Oxford, Oxford,"” remonstrated that surprised dignitary, "why this unseemly haste?"
Puffing, blowing, spluttering, the outraged Bishop gasped out:

"That young ragamuffin—I told him it was half past five—he—er—told me to go to
hell at half past six."”

"Yes, yes," said the Bishop of London with the suspicion of a twinkle in his kindly
old eyes, "but why such haste? You've got almost an hour."

Skilful alike with tongue and pen,

He preached to all men everywhere
The Gospel of the Golden Rule,

The New Commandment given to men,
Thinking the deed, and not the creed,
Would help us in our utmost need.

—Longfellow.

See also Burglars; Contribution box; Preaching; Resignation.

CLIMATE

In a certain town the local forecaster of the weather was so often wrong that his
predictions became a standing joke, to his no small annoyance, for he was very
sensitive. At length, in despair of living down his reputation, he asked headquarters to
transfer him to another station.

A brief correspondance ensued.

"Why," asked headquarters, "do you wish to be transferred?"

"Because," the forecaster promptly replied, "the climate doesn't agree with me."
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CLOTHING

One morning as Mark Twain returned from a neighborhood morning call, sans
necktie, his wife met him at the door with the exclamation: "There, Sam, you have
been over to the Stowes's again without a necktie! It's really disgraceful the way you
neglect your dress!”

Her husband said nothing, but went up to his room.

A few minutes later his neighbor—Mrs. S.—was summoned to the door by a
messenger, who presented her with a small box neatly done up. She opened it and
found a black silk necktie, accompanied by the following note: "Here is a necktie.

Take it out and look at it. | think | stayed half an hour this morning. At the end of that
time will you kindly return it, as it is the only one | have?—Mark Twain."

A man whose trousers bagged badly at the knees was standing on a corner waiting for
a car. A passing Irishman stopped and watched him with great interest for two or three
minutes; at last he said:

"Well, why don't ye jump?"

"The evening wore on," continued the man who was telling the story.

"Excuse me," interrupted the would-be-wit; "but can you tell us what the evening
wore on that occasion?"

"I don't know that it is important,” replied the story-teller. "But if you must know, |
believe it was the close of a summer day."

"See that measuring worm crawling up my skirt!" cried Mrs. Bjenks. "That's a sign
I'm going to have a new dress."”

"Well, let him make it for you," growled Mr. Bjenks. "And while he's about it, have
him send a hookworm to do you up the back. I'm tired of the job."

Dwellers in huts and in marble halls—
From Shepherdess up to Queen—
Cared little for bonnets, and less for shawls,

And nothing for crinoline.

The Toaster’s Handbook White Dove Books



But now simplicity's not the rage,

And it's funny to think how cold

The dress they wore in the Golden Age
Would seem in the Age of Gold.

—Henry S. Leigh.

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,
But not express'd in fancy; rich, not gaudy;
For the apparel oft proclaims the man.

—Shakespeare.

CLUBS
Belle and Ben had just announced their engagement.

"When we are married,” said Belle, "I shall expect you to shave every morning. It's
one of the rules of the club | belong to that none of its members shall marry a man
who won't shave every morning."

"Oh, that's all right," replied Ben; "but what about the mornings | don't get home in
time? | belong to a club, too."—M.A. Hitchcock.

The guest landing at the yacht club float with his host, both of them wearing oilskins
and sou'-westers to protect them from the drenching rain, inquired:

"And who are those gentlemen seated on the veranda, looking so spick and span in
their white duck yachting caps and trousers, and keeping the waiters running all the
time?"

"They're the rocking-chair members. They never go outside, and they're waterproof
inside."

One afternoon thirty ladies met at the home of Mrs. Lyons to form a woman's club.
The hostess was unanimously elected president. The next day the following ad
appeared in the newspaper:
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"Wanted—a reliable woman to take care of a baby. Apply to Mrs. J. W. Lyons."”

COAL DEALERS

In a Kansas town where two brothers are engaged in the retail coal business a revival
was recently held and the elder of the brothers was converted. For weeks he tried to
persuade his brother to join the church. One day he asked:

"Why can't you join the church like I did?"

"It's a fine thing for you to belong to the church,” replied the younger brother, "If |
join the church who'll weigh the coal?"

COEDUCATION

The speaker was waxing eloquent, and after his peroration on woman's rights he said:
"When they take our girls, as they threaten, away from the coeducational colleges,
what will follow? What will follow, | repeat?"

And a loud, masculine voice in the audience replied: "I will!"

COFFEE

Among the coffee-drinkers a high place must be given to Bismarck. He liked coffee
unadulterated. While with the Prussian Army in France he one day entered a country
inn and asked the host if he had any chicory in the house. He had. Bismarck said—
"Well, bring it to me; all you have.” The man obeyed and handed Bismarck a canister
full of chicory. "Are you sure this is all you have?" demanded the Chancellor. "Yes,
my lord, every grain."” "Then," said Bismarck, keeping the canister by him, "go now
and make me a pot of coffee.”

COINS

He had just returned from Paris and said to his old aunt in the country: "Here, Aunt, is
a silver franc piece I brought you from Paris as a souvenir."

"Thanks, Herman," said the old lady. "I wish you'd thought to have brought me home
one of them Latin quarters | read so much about."”
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COLLECTING OF ACCOUNTS
An enterprising firm advertised: "All persons indebted to our store are requested to
call and settle. All those indebted to our store and not knowing it are requested to call

and find out. Those knowing themselves indebted and not wishing to call, are
requested to stay in one place long enough for us to catch them."

"Sir," said the haughty American to his adhesive tailor, "I object to this boorish
dunning. I would have you know that my great-great-grandfather was one of the early
settlers."”

"And yet," sighed the anxious tradesman, "there are people who believe in heredity."

A retail dealer in buggies doing business in one of the large towns in northern Indiana
wrote to a firm in the east ordering a carload of buggies. The firm wired him:

"Cannot ship buggies until you pay for your last consignment.”

"Unable to wait so long," wired back the buggy dealer, "cancel order."

The saddest words of tongue or pen

May be perhaps, "It might have been,"
The sweetest words we know, by heck,
Are only these "Enclosed find check!"

—Muinne-Ha-Ha.

COLLECTORS AND COLLECTING
Sir Walter Raleigh had called to take a cup of tea with Queen Elizabeth.

"It was very good of you, Sir Walter," said her Majesty, smiling sweetly upon the
gallant Knight, "to ruin your cloak the other day so that my feet should not be wet by

that horrid puddle. May | not instruct my Lord High Treasurer to reimburse you for
it?"

"Don't mention it, your Majesty," replied Raleigh. "It only cost two and six, and |
have already sold it to an American collector for eight thousand pounds.”
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COLLEGE GRADUATES
"Can't | take your order for one of our encyclopedias!" asked the dapper agent.

"No I guess not," said the busy man. "I might be able to use it a few times, but my son
will be home from college in June.”

COLLEGE STUDENTS

"Say, dad, remember that story you told me about when you were expelled from
college?"

"Yes."

"Well, I was just thinking, dad, how true it is that history repeats itself."

WANTED: Burly beauty-proof individual to read meters in sorority houses. We
haven't made a nickel in two years. The Gas Co.—Michigan Gargoyle.

FRESHMAN—"1 have a sliver in my finger."

SOP—"Been scratching your head?"

STUDE—"Do you smoke, professor?"

PROF.—"Why, yes, I'm very fond of a good cigar."

STUDE—"Do you drink, sir?"

PROF.—"Yes, indeed, | enjoy nothing better than a bottle of wine."

STUDE—"Gee, it's going to cost me something to pass this course."—Cornell
Widow.

Three boys from Yale, Princeton and Harvard were in a room when a lady entered.
The Yale boy asked languidly if some fellow ought not to give a chair to the lady; the
Princeton boy slowly brought one, and the Harvard boy deliberately sat down in it.—
Life.
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A college professor was one day nearing the close of a history lecture and was
indulging in one of those rhetorical climaxes in which he delighted when the hour
struck. The students immediately began to slam down the movable arms of their
lecture chairs and to prepare to leave.

The professor, annoyed at the interruption of his flow of eloquence, held up his hand:

"Wait just one minute, gentlemen. | have a few more pearls to cast.”

When Rutherford B. Hayes was a student at college it was his custom to take a walk
before breakfast.

One morning two of his student friends went with him. After walking a short distance
they met an old man with a long white beard. Thinking that they would have a little
fun at the old man's expense, the first one bowed to him very gracefully and said:
"Good morning, Father Abraham."

The next one made a low bow and said: "Good morning, Father Isaac.”
Young Hayes then made his bow and said: "Good morning Father Jacob."

The old man looked at them a moment and then said: "Young men, | am neither
Abraham, Isaac nor Jacob. | am Saul, the son of Kish, and I am out looking for my
father's asses, and lo, I have found them."

A western college boy amused himself by writing stories and giving them to papers
for nothing. His father objected and wrote to the boy that he was wasting his time. In
answer the college lad wrote:

"So, dad, you think I am wasting my time in writing for the local papers and cite
Johnson's saying that the man who writes, except for money, is a fool. I shall act upon
Doctor Johnson's suggestion and write for money. Send me fifty dollars."

The president of an eastern university had just announced in chapel that the freshman
class was the largest enrolled in the history of the institution. Immediately he followed
the announcement by reading the text for the morning: "Lord, how are they increased
that trouble me!™

STUDE.—"lIs it possible to confide a secret to you?"
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FRIEND—"Certainly. | will be as silent as the grave."
STUDE—"WEell, then, I have a pressing need for two bucks."

FRIEND—"Do not worry. It is as if | had heard nothing." —-Michigan Gargoyle.

"Why did you come to college, anyway? You are not studying,” said the Professor.

"Well," said Willie, "I don't know exactly myself. Mother says it is to fit me for the
Presidency; Uncle Bill, to sow my wild oats; Sis, to get a chum for her to marry, and
Pa, to bankrupt the family."

A young Irishman at college in want of twenty-five dollars wrote to his uncle as
follows:

"Dear Uncle.—If you could see how I blush for shame while I am writing, you would
pity me. Do you know why? Because | have to ask you for a few dollars, and do not
know how to express myself. It is impossible for me to tell you. | prefer to die. | send
you this by messenger, who will wait for an answer. Believe me, my dearest uncle,
your most obedient and affectionate nephew.

"P.S.—Overcome with shame for what | have written, | have been running after the
messenger in order to take the letter from him, but I cannot catch him. Heaven grant
that something may happen to stop him, or that this letter may get lost."

The uncle was naturally touched, but was equal to the emergency. He replied as
follows:

"My Dear Jack—Console yourself and blush no more. Providence has heard your
prayers. The messenger lost your letter. Your affectionate uncle."”

The professor was delivering the final lecture of the term. He dwelt with much
emphasis on the fact that each student should devote all the intervening time preparing
for the final examinations.

"The examination papers are now in the hands of the printer. Are there any questions
to be asked?"

Silence prevailed. Suddenly a voice from the rear inquired:

"Who's the printer?"
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It was Commencement Day at a well-known woman's college, and the father of one of
the young women came to attend the graduation exercises. He was presented to the
president, who said, "I congratulate you, sir, upon your extremely large and
affectionate family."

"Large and affectionate?" he stammered and looking very much surprised.

"Yes, indeed," said the president. "No less than twelve of your daughter's brothers
have called frequently during the winter to take her driving and sleighing, while your

eldest son escorted her to the theater at least twice a week. Unusually nice brothers
they are."”

The world's great men have not commonly been great scholars, nor its great scholars
great men.—O.W. Holmes.

See also Harvard university; Scholarship.

COLLEGES AND UNIVERSITIES
The college is a coy maid—

She has a habit quaint

Of making eyes at millionaires

And winking at the taint.

—Judge.

"What is a 'faculty'?"

"A 'faculty' is a body of men surrounded by red tape."—Cornell Widow.

Yale University is to have a ton of fossils. Whether for the faculty or for the museums
is not announced.—The Atlanta Journal.

FIRST TRUSTEE—"But this ancient institution of learning will fail unless something
is done."
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SECOND TRUSTEE—"True; but what can we do? We have already raised the tuition
until it is almost 1 per cent of the fraternity fees."—Puck.

The president of the university had dark circles under his eyes. His cheek was pallid;
his lips were trembling; he wore a hunted expression.

"You look ill," said his wife. "What is wrong, dear?"

"Nothing much,” he replied. "But—I—I had a fearful dream last night, and I feel this
morning as if I—as if I—" It was evident that his nervous system was shattered.

"What was the dream?" asked his wife.

"l—Il—dreamed the trustees required that—that | should—that I should pass the
freshman examination for—admission!" sighed the president.

COMMON SENSE

A mysterious building had been erected on the outskirts of a small town. It was
shrouded in mystery. All that was known about it was that it was a chemical
laboratory. An old farmer, driving past the place after work had been started, and
seeing a man in the doorway, called to him:

"What be ye doin' in this place?"

"We are searching for a universal solvent—something that will dissolve all things,"
said the chemist.

"What good will thet be?"

"Imagine, sir! 1t will dissolve all things. If we want a solution of iron, glass, gold—
anything, all that we have to do is to drop it in this solution."

"Fine," said the farmer, "fine! What be ye goin' to keep it in?"

COMMUTERS

BRIGGS—"Is it true that you have broken off your engagement to that girl who lives
in the suburbs?"

GRIGGS—"Yes; they raised the commutation rates on me and | have transferred to a
town girl."
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"I see you carrying home a new kind of breakfast food," remarked the first commuter.

"Yes," said the second commuter, "1 was missing too many trains. The old brand
required three seconds to prepare. You can fix this new brand in a second and a half.

After the sermon on Sunday morning the rector welcomed and shook hands with a
young German.

"And are you a regular communicant?" said the rector. "Yes," said the German: "I
take the 7:45 every morning."—M.L. Hayward.

A suburban train was slowly working its way through one of the blizzards of 1894.
Finally it came to a dead stop and all efforts to start it again were futile.

In the wee, small hours of the morning a weary commuter, numb from the cold and
the cramped position in which he had tried to sleep, crawled out of the train and
floundered through the heavy snow-drifts to the nearest telegraph station. This is the
message he handed to the operator:

"Will not be at office to-day. Not home yesterday yet."

A nervous commuter on his dark, lonely way home from the railroad station heard
footsteps behind him. He had an uncomfortable feeling that he was being followed.
He increased his speed. The footsteps quickened accordingly. The commuter darted
down a lane. The footsteps still pursued him. In desperation he vaulted over a fence
and, rushing into a churchyard, threw himself panting on one of the graves.

"If he follows me here," he thought fearfully, "there can be no doubt as to his
intentions.”

The man behind was following. He could hear him scrambling over the fence. Visions
of highwaymen, maniacs, garroters and the like flashed through his brain. Quivering
with fear, the nervous one arose and faced his pursuer.

"What do you want?" he demanded. "Wh-why are you following me?"
"Say," asked the stranger, mopping his brow, "do you always go home like this? I'm

going up to Mr. Brown's and the man at the station told me to follow you, as you lived
next door. Excuse my asking you, but is there much more to do before we get there?"
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COMPARISONS

A milliner endeavored to sell to a colored woman one of the last season's hats at a
very moderate price. It was a big white picture-hat.

"Law, no, honey!" exclaimed the woman. "I could nevah wear that. I'd look jes' like a
blueberry in a pan of milk."

A well-known author tells of an English spinster who said, as she watched a great
actress writhing about the floor as Cleopatra:

"How different from the home life of our late dear queen!"

"Darling,"” whispered the ardent suitor, "I lay my fortune at your feet.”
"Your fortune?" she replied in surprise. "I didn't know you had one."

"Well, it isn't much of a fortune, but it will look large besides those tiny feet."”

"Girls make me tired," said the fresh young man. "They are always going to palmists
to have their hands read."

"Indeed!" said she sweetly; "is that any worse than men going into saloons to get their
noses red?"

A friend once wrote Mark Twain a letter saying that he was in very bad health, and
concluding: "Is there anything worse than having toothache and earache at the same
time?"

The humorist wrote back: "Yes, rheumatism and Saint Vitus's dance."

The Rev. Dr. William Emerson, of Boston, son of Ralph Waldo Emerson, recently
made a trip through the South, and one Sunday attended a meeting in a colored
church. The preacher was a white man, however, a white man whose first name was
George, and evidently a prime favorite with the colored brethren. When the service
was over Dr. Emerson walked home behind two members of the congregation, and
overheard this conversation: "Massa George am a mos' pow'ful preacher.” "He am
dat.” "He's mos's pow'ful as Abraham Lincoln." "Huh! He's mo' pow'ful dan Lincoln."
"He's mos' 's pow'ful as George Washin'ton.” "Huh! He's mo' pow'ful dan
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Washin'ton." "Massa George ain't quite as pow'ful as God." "N-n-0, not quite. But he's
a young man yet."

Is it possible your pragmatical worship should not know that the comparisons made
between wit and wit, courage and courage, beauty and beauty, birth and birth, are
always odious and ill taken?—Cervantes.

COMPENSATION

"Speakin' of de law of compensation,” said Uncle Eben, "an automobile goes faster
dan a mule, but at de same time it hits harder and balks longer."”

COMPETITION

A new baby arrived at a house. A little girl—now fifteen—had been the pet of the
family. Every one made much of her, but when there was a new baby she felt rather
neglected.

"How are you, Mary?" a visitor asked of her one afternoon.

"Oh, I'm all right,” she said, "except that I think there is too much competition in this
world."

A farmer during a long-continued drought invented a machine for watering his fields.
The very first day while he was trying it there suddenly came a downpour of rain. He
put away his machine.

"It's no use,"” he said; "you can do nothing nowadays without competition.”

COMPLIMENTS

Supper was in progress, and the father was telling about a row which took place in
front of his store that morning: "The first thing | saw was one man deal the other a
sounding blow, and then a crowd gathered. The man who was struck ran and grabbed
a large shovel he had been using on the street, and rushed back, his eyes blazing
fiercely. I thought he'd surely knock the other man's brains out, and | stepped right in
between them."
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The young son of the family had become so hugely interested in the narrative as it
proceeded that he had stopped eating his pudding. So proud was he of his father's
valor, his eyes fairly shone, and he cried:

"He couldn't knock any brains out of you, could he, Father?"

Father looked at him long and earnestly, but the lad's countenance was frank and
open.

Father gasped slightly, and resumed his supper.

See also Tact.

COMPOSERS

Recipe for the musical comedy composer:
Librettos of all of the operas,

Some shears and a bottle of paste,

Curry the hits of last season,

Add tumpty-tee tra la to taste.

—Life.

COMPROMISES

Boss—"There's $10 gone from my cash drawer, Johnny; you and | were the only
people who had keys to that drawer."

Office Boy—"Well, s'pose we each pay $5 and say no more about it."

CONFESSIONS
"You say Garston made a complete confession? What did he get—five years?"

"No, fifty dollars. He confessed to the magazines."—Puck.
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Little Ethel had been brought up with a firm hand and was always taught to report
misdeeds promptly. One afternoon she came sobbing penitently to her mother.

"Mother, I—I broke a brick in the fireplace."
"Well, it might be worse. But how on earth did you do it, Ethel?"

"I pounded it with your watch."

"Confession is good for the soul.”

"Yes, but it's bad for the reputation.”

CONGRESS

Congress is a national inquisitorial body for the purpose of acquiring valuable
information and then doing nothing about it.—Life.

"Judging from the stuff printed in the newspapers,"” says a congressman, "we are a
pretty bad lot. Almost in the class a certain miss whom | know unconsciously puts us
in. It was at a recent examination at her school that the question was put, 'Who makes
the laws of our government?'

"'Congress," was the united reply.

""How is Congress divided?' was the next query.

"My young friend raised her hand.

"'Well,' said the teacher, ‘what do you say the answer is?'

"Instantly, with an air of confidence as well as triumph, the Miss replied, 'Civilized,
half civilized, and savage."

CONGRESSMEN

It was at a banquet in Washington given to a large body of congressmen, mostly from
the rural districts. The tables were elegant, and it was a scene of fairy splendor; but on
one table there were no decorations but palm leaves.

"Here," said a congressman to the head waiter, "why don't you put them things on our
table too?" pointing to the plants.
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The head waiter didn't know he was a congressman.

"We cain't do it, boss," he whispered confidentially; "dey's mostly congressmen at 'dis
table, an' if we put pa'ms on de table dey take um for celery an' eat um all up sho.
'Deed dey would, boss. We knows 'em."

Representative X, from North Carolina, was one night awakened by his wife, who
whispered, "John, John, get up! There are robbers in the house."

"Robbers?" he said. "There may be robbers in the Senate, Mary; but not in the House!
It's preposterous!"—John N. Cole, Jr.

Champ Clark loves to tell of how in the heat of a debate Congressman Johnson of
Indiana called an Illinois representative a jackass. The expression was
unparliamentary, and in retraction Johnson said:

"While | withdraw the unfortunate word, Mr. Speaker, | must insist that the gentleman
from Illinois is out of order.”

"How am | out of order?" yelled the man from Illinois.

"Probably a veterinary surgeon could tell you," answered Johnson, and that was
parliamentary enough to stay on the record.

A Georgia Congressman had put up at an American-plan hotel in New York. When,
upon sitting down at dinner the first evening of his stay, the waiter obsequiously
handed him a bill of fare, the Congressman tossed it aside, slipped the waiter a dollar
bill, and said, "Bring me a good dinner."

The dinner proving satisfactory, the Southern member pursued this plan during his
entire stay in New York. As the last tip was given, he mentioned that he was about to
return to Washington.

Whereupon, the waiter, with an expression of great earnestness, said:

"Well, sir, when you or any of your friends that can't read come to New York, just ask
for Dick."

CONSCIENCE

The moral of this story may be that it is better to heed the warnings of the "still small
voice" before it is driven to the use of the telephone.
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A New York lawyer, gazing idly out of his window, saw a sight in an office across the
street that made him rub his eyes and look again. Yes, there was no doubt about it.
The pretty stenographer was sitting upon the gentleman's lap. The lawyer noticed the
name that was lettered on the window and then searched in the telephone book. Still
keeping his eye upon the scene across the street, he called the gentleman up. In a few
moments he saw him start violently and take down the receiver.

"Yes," said the lawyer through the telephone, "I should think you would start."”

The victim whisked his arm from its former position and began to stammer
something.

"Yes," continued the lawyer severely, "I think you'd better take that arm away. And
while you're about it, as long as there seems to be plenty of chairs in the room—"

The victim brushed the lady from his lap, rather roughly, it is to be feared. "Who—
who the devil is this, anyhow?" he managed to splutter.

"I," answered the lawyer in deep, impressive tones, "am your conscience!"

A quiet conscience makes one so serene!
Christians have burnt each other, quite persuaded
That all the Apostles would have done as they did.

—Byron.

Oh, Conscience! Conscience! man's most faithful friend,
Him canst thou comfort, ease, relieve, defend;

But if he will thy friendly checks forego,

Thou art, oh! woe for me his deadliest foe!

—Crabbe.

CONSEQUENCES

A teacher asked her class in spelling to state the difference between the words
"results" and "consequences."
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A bright girl replied, "Results are what you expect, and consequences are what you
get.ll

Consequences are unpitying. Our deeds carry their terrible consequences, quite apart
from any fluctuations that went before—consequences that are hardly ever confined to
ourselves.—George Eliot.

CONSIDERATION

A clergyman, who was summoned in haste by a woman who had been taken suddenly
ill, answered the call though somewhat puzzled by it, for he knew that she was not of
his parish, and was, moreover, known to be a devoted worker in another church.
While he was waiting to be shown to the sick-room he fell to talking to the little girl
of the house.

"It is very gratifying to know that your mother thought of me in her illness,"” said he,
"Is your minister out of town?"

"Oh, no," answered the child, in a matter-of-fact tone. "He's home; only we thought it
might be something contagious, and we didn't want to take any risks."

CONSTANCY

A soldier belonging to a brigade in command of a General who believed in a celibate
army asked permission to marry, as he had two good-conduct badges and money in
the savings-bank.

"Well, go-away," said the General, "and if you come back to me a year from today in
the same frame of mind you shall marry. I'll keep the vacancy."

On the anniversary the soldier repeated his request.

"But do you really, after a year, want to marry?" inquired the General in a surprised
tone.

"Yes, sir; very much."

"Sergeant-Major, take his name down. Yes, you may marry. | never believed there
was so much constancy in man or woman. Right face; quick march!"

As the man left the room, turning his head, he said, "Thank you, sir; but it isn't the
same woman."
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CONTRIBUTION BOX

The parson looks it o'er and frets.
It puts him out of sorts

To see how many times he gets
A penny for his thoughts.

—J.J. O'Connell.

There were introductions all around. The big man stared in a puzzled way at the club
guest. "You look like a man I've seen somewhere, Mr. Blinker," he said. "Your face
seems familiar. | fancy you have a double. And a funny thing about it is that |
remember | formed a strong prejudice against the man who looks like you—although,
I'm quite sure, we never met."

The little guest softly laughed. "I'm the man," he answered, "and | know why you
formed the prejudice. | passed the contribution plate for two years in the church you
attended.”

The collections had fallen off badly in the colored church and the pastor made a short
address before the box was passed.

"I don' want any man to gib mo' dan his share, bredern," he said gently, "but we mus'
all gib ercordin’ to what we rightly hab. I say 'rightly hab,"” bredern, because we don't
want no tainted money in dis box. 'Squire Jones tol' me dat he done miss some
chickens dis week. Now if any of our bredern hab fallen by de wayside in connection
wif dose chickens let him stay his hand from de box.

"Now, Deacon Smiff, please pass de box while I watch de signs an' see if dere's any
one in dis congregation dat needs me ter wrastle in prayer fer him."

A newly appointed Scotch minister on his first Sunday of office had reason to
complain of the poorness of the collection. "Mon," replied one of the elders, "they are
close—vera close."

"But," confidentially, "the auld meenister he put three or four saxpenses into the plate
hissel', just to gie them a start. Of course he took the saxpenses awa' with him
afterward.” The new minister tried the same plan, but the next Sunday he again had to
report a dismal failure. The total collection was not only small, but he was grieved to
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find that his own sixpences were missing. "Ye may be a better preacher than the auld
meenister,” exclaimed the elder, "but if ye had half the knowledge o' the world, an' o'
yer ain flock in particular, ye'd ha' done what he did an' glued the saxpenses to the
plate.”

POLICE COMMISSIONER—"If you were ordered to disperse a mob, what would
you do?"

APPLICANT—"Pass around the hat, sir."

POLICE COMMISSIONER—"That'll do; you're engaged."

"l advertized that the poor were made welcome in this church,"” said the vicar to his
congregation, "and as the offertory amounts to ninety-five cents, | see that they have
come."

See also Salvation.

CONUNDRUMS

"Mose, what is the difference between a bucket of milk in a rain storm and a
conversation between two confidence men?"

"Say, boss, dat nut am too hard to crack; I'se gwine to give it up.”

"Well, Mose, one is a thinning scheme and the other is a skinning theme."

CONVERSATION

"My dog understands every word | say."
nUm."

"Do you doubt it?"

"No, I do not doubt the brute's intelligence. The scant attention he bestows upon your
conversation would indicate that he understands it perfectly."”
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THE TALL AND AGGRESSIVE ONE—"Excuse me, but I'm in a hurry! You've had
that phone twenty minutes and not said a word!"

THE SHORT AND MEEK ONE—"Sir, I'm talking to my wife."—Puck.

HUS (during a quarrel)—"You talk like an idiot."”

WIFE—"I've got to talk so you can understand me."

Irving Bacheller, it appears, was on a tramping tour through New England. He
discovered a chin-bearded patriarch on a roadside rock.

"Fine corn,"” said Mr. Bacheller, tentatively, using a hillside filled with straggling
stalks as a means of breaking the conversational ice.

"Best in Massachusetts,"” said the sitter.
"How do you plow that field?" asked Mr. Bacheller. "It is so very steep.”

"Don't plow it," said the sitter. "When the spring thaws come, the rocks rolling down
hill tear it up so that we can plant corn.”

"And how do you plant it?" asked Mr. Bacheller. The sitter said that he didn't plant it,
really. He stood in his back door and shot the seed in with a shotgun.

"Is that the truth?" asked Bacheller.

"H—II no," said the sitter, disgusted. "That's conversation."

Conversation is the laboratory and workshop of the student.—Emerson.

A single conversation across the table with a wise man is better than ten years' study
of books.—Longfellow.

COOKERY

"John, John," whispered an alarmed wife, poking her sleeping husband in the ribs.
"Wake up, John; there are burglars in the pantry and they're eating all my pies."
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"Well, what do we care,” mumbled John, rolling over, "so long as they don't die in the
house?"

"This is certainly a modern cook-book in every way."
"How so?"

"It says: 'After mixing your bread, you can watch two reels at the movies before
putting it in the oven.™—~Puck.

There was recently presented to a newly-married young woman in Baltimore such a
unique domestic proposition that she felt called upon to seek expert advice from
another woman, whom she knew to possess considerable experience in the cooking
line.

"Mrs. Jones," said the first mentioned young woman, as she breathlessly entered the
apartment of the latter, "I'm sorry to trouble you, but I must have your advice."

"What is the trouble, my dear?"
"Why, I've just had a '‘phone message from Harry, saying that he is going out this

afternoon to shoot clay pigeons. Now, he's bound to bring a lot home, and I haven't
the remotest idea how to cook them. Won't you please tell me?"—Taylor Edwards.

Heaven sends us good meat, but the devil sends us cooks.—David Garrick.

COOKS

See Servants.

CORNETS

Spurgeon was once asked if the man who learned to play a cornet on Sunday would
go to heaven.

The great preacher’s reply was characteristic. Said he: "'l don't see why he should not,
but"—after a pause—"1 doubt whether the man next door will."
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CORNS

Great aches from little toe-corns grow.

CORPULENCE

The wife of a prominent Judge was making arrangements with the colored laundress
of the village to take charge of their washing for the summer. Now, the Judge was
pompous and extremely fat. He tipped the scales at some three hundred pounds.

"Missus,"” said the woman, "I'll do your washing, but I'se gwine ter charge you double
for your husband's shirts."

"Why, what is your reason for that Nancy," questioned the mistress.

"Well," said the laundress, "I don't mind washing fur an ordinary man, but I draws de
line on circus tents, I sho' do."

An employee of a rolling mill was on his vacation when he fell in love with a
handsome German girl. Upon his return to the works, he went to Mr. Carnegie and
announced that as he wanted to get married he would like a little further time off. Mr.
Carnegie appeared much interested. "Tell me about her," he said. "Is she short or is
she tall, slender, willowy?"

"Well, Mr. Carnegie,” was the answer, "all | can say is that if I'd had the rolling of
her, 1 should have given her two or three more passes."

A very stout old lady, bustling through the park on a sweltering hot day, became
aware that she was being closely followed by a rough-looking tramp.

"What do you mean by following me in this manner?" she indignantly demanded. The
tramp slunk back a little. But when the stout lady resumed her walk he again took up
his position directly behind her.

"See here," she exclaimed, wheeling angrily, "if you don't go away at once | shall call
a policeman!”

The unfortunate man looked up at her appealingly.

"For Heaven's sake, kind lady, have mercy an' don't call a policeman; ye're the only
shady spot in the whole park."
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A jolly steamboat captain with more girth than height was asked if he had ever had
any very narrow escapes.

"Yes," he replied, his eyes twinkling; "once | fell off my boat at the mouth of Bear
Creek, and, although I'm an expert swimmer, I guess I'd be there now if it hadn't been
for my crew. You see the water was just deep enough so's to be over my head when |

tried to wade out, and just shallow enough"—nhe gave his body an explanatory pat—
"so that whenever | tried to swim out | dragged bottom."

A very large lady entered a street car and a young man near the door rose and said: "I
will be one of three to give the lady a seat.”

To our Fat Friends: May their shadows never grow less.

See also Dancing.

COSMOPOLITANISM
Secretary of State Lazansky refused to incorporate the Hell Cafe of New York.

"New York's cafes are singular enough,"” said Mr. Lazansky, "without the addition of
such a queerly named institution as the Hell."

He smiled and added:

"Is there anything quite so queerly cosmopolitan as a New York cafe? In the last one |
visited, | saw a Portuguese, a German and an Italian, dressed in English clothes and
seated at a table of Spanish walnut, lunching on Russian caviar, French rolls, Scotch
salmon, Welsh rabbit, Swiss cheese, Dutch cake and Malaga raisins. They drank
China tea and Irish whisky."

COST OF LIVING

"Did you punish our son for throwing a lump of coal at Willie Smiggs?" asked the
careful mother.

"1 did," replied the busy father. "I don't care so much for the Smiggs boy, but I can't
have anybody in this family throwing coal around like that."
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"Live within your income," was a maxim uttered by Mr. Carnegie on his seventy-sixth
birthday. This is easy; the difficulty is to live without it.—Satire.

"You say your jewels were stolen while the family was at dinner?"

"No, no! This is an important robbery. Our dinner was stolen while we were putting
on our jewels."

A grouchy butcher, who had watched the price of porterhouse steak climb the ladder
of fame, was deep in the throes of an unusually bad grouch when a would-be
customer, eight years old, approached him and handed him a penny.

"Please, mister, | want a cent's worth of sausage."

Turning on the youngster with a growl, he let forth this burst of good salesmanship:

"Go smell o' the hook!"

TOM—"My pa is very religious. He always bows his head and says something before
meals."

DICK—"Muine always says something when he sits down to eat, but he don't bow his
head."”

TOM—"What does he say?"

DICK—"Go easy on the butter, kids, it's forty cents a pound."

COUNTRY LIFE
BILTER (at servants' agency)—"Have you got a cook who will go to the country?"

MANAGER (calling out to girls in next room)—"Is there any one here who would
like to spend a day in the country?"—Life.

VISITOR—"You have a fine road leading from the station."

SUBUBS—"That's the path worn by servant-girls."
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See also Commuters; Servants.

COURAGE
AUNT ETHEL—"Well, Beatrice, were you very brave at the dentist's?"
BEATRICE—"Yes, auntie, | was."

AUNT ETHEL—"Then, there's the half crown I promised you. And now tell me what
he did to you."

BEATRICE—"He pulled out two of Willie's teeth!"—Punch.

He was the small son of a bishop, and his mother was teaching him the meaning of
courage.

"Supposing,” she said, "there were twelve boys in one bedroom, and eleven got into
bed at once, while the other knelt down to say his prayers, that boy would show true
courage."

"Oh!" said the young hopeful. "I know something that would be more courageous

than that! Supposing there were twelve bishops in one bedroom, and one got into bed
without saying his prayers!"

Courage, the highest gift, that scorns to bend

To mean devices for a sordid end.

Courage—an independent spark from Heaven's bright throne,
By which the soul stands raised, triumphant, high, alone.
Great in itself, not praises of the crowd,

Above all vice, it stoops not to be proud.

Courage, the mighty attribute of powers above,

By which those great in war, are great in love.

The spring of all brave acts is seated here,

As falsehoods draw their sordid birth from fear.
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—Farquhar.

COURTESY

The mayor of a French town had, in accordance with the regulations, to make out a
passport for a rich and highly respectable lady of his acquaintance, who, in spite of a
slight disfigurement, was very vain of her personal appearance. His native politeness
prompted him to gloss over the defect, and, after a moment's reflection, he wrote
among the items of personal description: "Eyes dark, beautiful, tender, expressive, but
one of them missing."

Mrs. Taft, at a diplomatic dinner, had for a neighbor a distinguished French traveler
who boasted a little unduly of his nation's politeness.

"We French,"” the traveler declared, "are the politest people in the world. Every one
acknowledges it. You Americans are a remarkable nation, but the French excel you in
politeness. You admit it yourself, don't you?"

Mrs. Taft smiled delicately.

"Yes," she said. "That is our politeness."

Justice Moody was once riding on the platform of a Boston street car standing next to
the gate that protected passengers from cars coming on the other track. A Boston lady
came to the door of the car and, as it stopped, started toward the gate, which was
hidden from her by the man standing before it.

"Other side, lady," said the conductor.

He was ignored as only a born-and-bred Bostonian can ignore a man. The lady took
another step toward the gate.

"You must get off the other side,” said the conductor.

"I wish to get off on this side," came the answer, in tones that congealed that official.
Before he could explain or expostulate Mr. Moody came to his assistance.

"Stand to one side, gentlemen," he remarked quietly. "The lady wishes to climb over
the gate.”
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COURTS

One day when old Thaddeus Stevens was practicing in the courts he didn't like the
ruling of the presiding Judge. A second time when the Judge ruled against "old Thad,"
the old man got up with scarlet face and quivering lips and commenced tying up his
papers as if to quit the courtroom.

"Do | understand, Mr. Stevens," asked the Judge, eying "old Thad" indignantly, "that
you wish to show your contempt for this court?"

"No, sir; no, sir,"” replied "old Thad." "I don't want to show my contempt, sir; I'm
trying to conceal it."

"It's all right to fine me, Judge,” laughed Barrowdale, after the proceedings were over,
"but just the same you were ahead of me in your car, and if | was guilty you were
too."

"Ya'as, | know," said the judge with a chuckle, "I found myself guilty and hev jest
paid my fine into the treasury same ez you."

"Bully for you!" said Barrowdale. "By the way, do you put these fines back into the
roads?"

"No," said the judge. "They go to the trial jestice in loo o' sal'ry."

A stranger came into an Augusta bank the other day and presented a check for which
he wanted the equivalent in cash.

"Have to be identified," said the clerk.

The stranger took a bunch of letters from his pocket all addressed to the same name as
that on the check.

The clerk shook his head.

The man thought a minute and pulled out his watch, which bore the name on its inside
cover.

Clerk hardly glanced at it.
The man dug into his pockets and found one of those "If-1-should-die-tonight-please-
notify-my-wife" cards, and called the clerk's attention to the description, which fitted

toaT.

But the clerk was still obdurate.
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"Those things don't prove anything," he said. "We've got to have the word of a man
that we know."

"But, man, I've given you an identification that would convict me of murder in any
court in the land."

"That's probably very true,” responded the clerk, patiently, "but in matters connected
with the bank we have to be more careful.”

See also Jury; Witnesses.

COURTSHIP

"Do you think a woman believes you when you tell her she is the first girl you ever
loved?"

"Yes, if you're the first liar she has ever met."

Augustus Fitzgibbons Moran
Fell in love with Maria McCann.
With a yell and a whoop

He cleared the front stoop

Just ahead of her papa’s brogan.

SPOONLEIGH—"Does your sister always look under the bed?"

HER LITTLE BROTHER—"Yes, and when you come to see her she always looks
under the sofa."—J.J. O'Connell.

There was a young man from the West,
Who loved a young lady with zest;
So hard did he press her

To make her say, "Yes, sir,"
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That he broke three cigars in his vest.

"I hope your father does not object to my staying so late,"” said Mr. Stayput as the
clock struck twelve.

"Oh, dear, no," replied Miss Dabbs, with difficulty suppressing a yawn, "He says you
save him the expense of a night-watchman."

There was an old monk of Siberia,

Whose existence grew drearier and drearier;
He burst from his cell

With a hell of a yell,

And eloped with the Mother Superior.

It was scarcely half-past nine when the rather fierce-looking father of the girl entered
the parlor where the timid lover was courting her. The father had his watch in his
hand.

"Young man," he said brusquely, "do you know what time it is?"

"Y-y-yes sir," stuttered the frightened lover, as he scrambled out into the hall; "1—I
was just going to leave!"

After the beau had made a rapid exit, the father turned to the girl and said in
astonishment:

"What was the matter with that fellow? My watch has run down, and I simply wanted
to know the time."

"What were you and Mr. Smith talking about in the parlor?" asked her mother. "Oh,
we were discussing our kith and kin," replied the young lady.

The mother look dubiously at her daughter, whereupon her little brother, wishing to
help his sister, said:

"Yeth they wath, Mother. | heard 'em. Mr. Thmith asked her for a kith and she thaid,
You kin."
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During a discussion of the fitness of things in general some one asked: "If a young
man takes his best girl to the grand opera, spends $8 on a supper after the
performance, and then takes her home in a taxicab, should he kiss her goodnight?"

An old bachelor who was present growled: "I don't think she ought to expect it. Seems
to me he has done enough for her."”

A young woman who was about to wed decided at the last moment to test her
sweetheart. So, selecting the prettiest girl she knew, she said to her, though she knew
it was a great risk.

"I'll arrange for Jack to take you out tonight—a walk on the beach in the moonlight, a
lobster supper and all that sort of thing—and | want you, in order to put his fidelity to
the proof, to ask him for a Kiss."

The other girl laughed, blushed and assented. The dangerous plot was carried out.
Then the next day the girl in love visited the pretty one and said anxiously:

"Well, did you ask him?"
"No, dear.”
"No? Why not?"

"I didn't get a chance. He asked me first."

Uncle Nehemiah, the proprietor of a ramshackle little hotel in Mobile, was aghast at
finding a newly arrived guest with his arm around his daughter's waist.

"Mandy, tell that niggah to take his arm from around yo' wais'," he indignantly
commanded.

"Tell him you'self," said Amanda. "He's a puffect stranger to me."

"Jack and | have parted forever."
"Good gracious! What does that mean?"

"Means that I'll get a five-pound box of candy in about an hour."
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Here's to solitaire with a partner,

The only game in which one pair beats three of a kind.

See also Love; Proposals.

COWARDS

Mrs. Hicks was telling some ladies about the burglar scare in her house the night
before.

"Yes," she said, "I heard a noise and got up, and there, from under the bed, | saw a
man's legs sticking out.”

"Mercy!" exclaimed a woman. "The burglar's legs?"

"No, my dear; my husband's legs. He heard the noise, t00."

MRS. PECK—"Henry, what would you do if burglars broke into our house some
night?"

MR. PECK (valiantly)—"Humph! I should keep perfectly cool, my dear."”

And when, a few nights later, burglars did break in, Henry kept his promise: he hid in
the ice-box.

Johnny hasn't been to school long, but he already holds some peculiar views regarding
the administration of his particular room.

The other day he came home with a singularly morose look on his usually smiling
face.

"Why, Johnny," said his mother, "what's the matter?"
"l ain't going to that old school no more," he fiercely announced.

"Why, Johnny," said his mother reproachfully, "you mustn't talk like that. What's
wrong with the school?"

"l ain't goin' there no more,” Johnny replied; "an™ it's because all th' boys in my room
is blamed old cowards!"
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"Why, Johnny, Johnny!"

"Yes, they are. There was a boy whisperin' this mornin’, an' teacher saw him an'
bumped his head on th' desk ever an' ever so many times. An' those big cowards sat
there an' didn't say quit nor nothin'. They let that old teacher bang th' head off th' poor
little boy, an' they just sat there an' seen her do it!"

"And what did you do, Johnny?"

"I didn't do nothin'—I was the boy!"—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

COWS

Little Willie, being a city boy, had never seen a cow. While on a visit to his
grandmother he walked out across the fields with his cousin John. A cow was grazing
there, and Willie's curiosity was greatly excited.

"Oh, Cousin John, what is that?" he asked.

"Why, that is only a cow," John replied.

"And what are those things on her head?"

"Horns," answered John.

Before they had gone far the cow mooed long and loud.

Willie was astounded. Looking back, he demanded, in a very fever of interest:

"Which horn did she blow?"

There was an old man who said, "How
Shall I flee from this horrible cow?

I will sit on this stile

And continue to smile,

Which may soften the heart of that cow.
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CRITICISM

FIRST MUSIC CRITIC—"1 wasted a whole evening by going to that new pianist's
concert last night!"

SECOND MUSIC CRITIC—"Why?"

FIRST MUSIC CRITIC—"His playing was above criticism!"

As soon

Seek roses in December—ice in June,
Hope, constancy in wind, or corn in chaff;
Believe a woman or an epitaph,

Or any other thing that's false, before

You trust in critics.

—Byron.

It is much easier to be critical than to be correct.—Disraeli.

See also Dramatic criticism.

CRUELTY
"Why do you beat your little son? It was the cat that upset the vase of flowers."”

"I can't beat the cat. | belong to the S.P.C.A."

CUCUMBERS

Consider the ways of the little green cucumber, which never does its best fighting till
it's down.—Stanford Chaparral.
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CULTURE

See Kultur.

CURFEW

A former resident of Marshall, Mo., was asking about the old town.

"I understand they have a curfew law out there now," he said.

"No," his informant answered, "they did have one, but they abandoned it."
"What was the matter?"

"Well, the bell rang at 9 o'clock, and almost everyone complained that it woke them
lJpllI

CURIOSITY

The Christmas church services were proceeding very successfully when a woman in
the gallery got so interested that she leaned out too far and fell over the railing. Her
dress caught in a chandelier, and she was suspended in mid-air. The minister noticed
her undignified position and thundered at the congregation:

"Any person in this congregation who turns around will be struck stone-blind."

A man, whose curiosity was getting the better of him, but who dreaded the
clergyman's warning, finally turned to his companion and said:

"I'm going to risk one eye."

A one-armed man entered a restaurant at noon and seated himself next to a dapper
little other-people’s-business man. The latter at once noticed his neighbor's left sleeve
hanging loose and kept eying it in a how-did-it-happen sort of a way. The one-armed
man paid no attention to him but kept on eating with his one hand. Finally the
inquisitive one could stand it no longer. He changed his position a little, cleared his
throat, and said: "'l beg pardon, sir, but | see you have lost an arm."

The one-armed man picked up his sleeve with his right hand and peered anxiously
into it. "Bless my soul!" he exclaimed, looking up with great surprise. "I do believe
you're right.”
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See also Wives.

CYCLONES

See Windfalls.

DACHSHUNDS

A little boy was entertaining the minister the other day until his mother could
complete her toilet. The minister, to make congenial conversation, inquired: "Have
you a dog?"

"Yes, sir; a dachshund," responded the lad.

"Where is he?" questioned the dominic, knowing the way to a boy's heart.

"Father sends him away for the winter. He says it takes him so long to go in and out of
the door he cools the whole house off."”

DAMAGES

A Chicago lawyer tells of a visit he received from a Mrs. Delehanty, accompanied by
Mr. Delehanty, the day after Mrs. Delehanty and a Mrs. Cassidy had indulged in a
little difference of opinion.

When he had listened to the recital of Mrs. Delehanty's troubles, the lawyer said:

"You want to get damages, | suppose?"

"Damages! Damages!" came in shrill tones from Mrs. Delehanty. "Haven't | got
damages enough already, man? What I'm after is satisfaction."

A Chicago man who was a passenger on a train that met with an accident not far from
that city tells of a curious incident that he witnessed in the car wherein he was sitting.

Just ahead of him were a man and his wife. Suddenly the train was derailed, and went
bumping down a steep hill. The man evinced signs of the greatest terror; and when the
car came to a stop he carefully examined himself to learn whether he had received any
injury. After ascertaining that he was unhurt, he thought of his wife and damages.

"Are you hurt, dear?" he asked.
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"No, thank Heaven!" was the grateful response.

"Look here, then," continued hubby, "I'll tell you what we'll do. You let me black your
eye, and we'll soak the company good for damages! It won't hurt you much. I'll give
you just one good punch." —Howard Morse.

Up in Minnesota Mr. Olsen had a cow Killed by a railroad train. In due season the
claim agent for the railroad called.

"We understand, of course, that the deceased was a very docile and valuable animal,”
said the claim agent in his most persuasive claim-agentlemanly manner "and we
sympathize with you and your family in your loss. But, Mr. Olsen, you must
remember this: Your cow had no business being upon our tracks. Those tracks are our
private property and when she invaded them, she became a trespasser. Technically
speaking, you, as her owner, became a trespasser also. But we have no desire to carry
the issue into court and possibly give you trouble. Now then, what would you regard
as a fair settlement between you and the railroad company?"

"Vail," said Mr. Olsen slowly, "Ay bane poor Swede farmer, but Ay shall give you
two dollars.”

DANCING

He was a remarkably stout gentleman, excessively fond of dancing, so his friends
asked him why he had stopped, and was it final?

"Oh, no, I hope not,"” sighed the old fellow. "I still love it, and I've merely stopped
until 1 can find a concave lady for a partner.”

George Bernard Shaw was recently entertained at a house party. While the other
guests were dancing, one of the onlookers called Mr. Shaw's attention to the awkward
dancing of a German professor.

"Really horrid dancing, isn't it, Mr. Shaw?"

G.B.S. was not at a loss for the true Shavian response. "Oh that's not dancing" he
answered. "That's the New Ethical Movement!"

If they had danced the tango and the trot

In days of old, there is no doubt we'd find
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The poet would have written—would he not?—
"On with the dance, let joy be unrefined!"

—J.J. O'Connell.

DEAD BEATS

See Bills; Collecting of accounts.

DEBTS

A train traveling through the West was held up by masked bandits. Two friends, who
were on their way to California, were among the passengers.

"Here's where we lose all our money," one said, as a robber entered the car.
"You don't think they'll take everything, do you?" the other asked nervously.
"Certainly," the first replied. "These fellows never miss anything."

"That will be terrible,” the second friend said. "Are you quite sure they won't leave us
any money?" he persisted.

"Of course," was the reply. "Why do you ask?"

The other was silent for a minute. Then, taking a fifty-dollar note from his pocket, he
handed it to his friend.

"What is this for?" the first asked, taking the money.

"That's the fifty dollars | owe you," the other answered. "Now we're square."—W.
Dayton Wegefarth.

WILLIS—"He calls himself a dynamo."

GILLIS—"No wonder; everything he has on is charged."—Judge.

Anticipated rents, and bills unpaid,

Force many a shining youth into the shade,
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Not to redeem his time, but his estate,
And play the fool, but at the cheaper rate.

—Cowper.

I hold every man a debtor to his profession.—Bacon.

DEER

"The deer's a mighty useful beast
From Petersburg to Tennyson

For while he lives he lopes around
And when he's dead he's venison."

—Ellis Parker Butler.

DEGREES

A young theologian named Fiddle
Refused to accept his degree;

"For," said he, ™tis enough to be Fiddle,

Without being Fiddle D.D."

DEMOCRACY
"Why are you so vexed, Irma?"
"I am so exasperated! | attended the meeting of the Social Equality League, and my

parlor-maid presided, and she had the audacity to call me to order three times."—M.
L. Hayward.

See also Ancestry.
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DEMOCRATIC PARTY

HOSPITAL PHY SICIAN—"Which ward do you wish to be taken to? A pay ward or
a._Il

MALONEY—"Iny of thim, Doc, thot's safely Dimocratic."

DENTISTRY

Our young hopeful came running into the house. His suit was dusty, and there was a
bump on his small brow. But a gleam was in his eye, and he held out a baby tooth.

"How did you pull it?" demanded his mother.

"Oh," he said bravely, "it was easy enough. I just fell down, and the whole world
came up and pushed it out.”

DENTISTS

The dentist is one who pulls out the teeth of others to obtain employment for his own.

One day little Flora was taken to have an aching tooth removed. That night, while she
was saying her prayers, her mother was surprised to hear her say: "And forgive us our
debts as we forgive our dentists."—Everybody's.

One said a tooth drawer was a kind of unconscionable trade, because his trade was
nothing else but to take away those things whereby every man gets his living.—
Haglitt.

DESCRIPTION

A popular soprano is said to have a voice of fine timbre, a willowy figure, cherry lips,
chestnut hair, and hazel eyes. She must have been raised in the lumber regions.—Ella
Hutchison Ellwanger.
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DESIGN, DECORATIVE

Harold watched his mother as she folded up an intricate piece of lace she had just
crocheted.

"Where did you get the pattern, Mamma?" he questioned.
"Out of my head," she answered lightly.

"Does your head feel better now, Mamma?" he asked anxiously.—C. Hilton Turvey.

DESTINATION

A Washington car conductor, born in London and still a cockney, has succeeded in
extracting thrills from the alphabet—imparting excitement to the names of the
national capitol's streets. On a recent Sunday morning he was calling the streets thus:
"Haitch!™

"High!"

"Jay!"

"Kay!"

"Hell!™

At this point three prim ladies picked up their prayer-books and left the car.—
Lippincott's Magazine.

Andrew Lang once invited a friend to dinner when he was staying in Marlowe's road,
Earl's Court, a street away at the end of that long Cromwell road, which seems to go
on forever. The guest was not very sure how to get there, so Lang explained:

"Walk right' along Cromwell road," he said, "till you drop dead and my house is just
opposite!"

DETAILS
Charles Frohman was talking to a Philadelphia reporter about the importance of detail.
"Those who work for me," he said, "follow my directions down to the very smallest

item. To go wrong in detail, you know, is often to go altogether wrong—Ilike the
dissipated husband.

The Toaster’s Handbook White Dove Books



"A dissipated husband as he stood before his house in the small hours searching for
his latchkey, muttered to himself:

"'Now which did my wife say—hic—have two whishkies an' get home by 12, or—
hic—have twelve whishkies an' get home by 27"

DETECTIVES

When Conan Doyle arrived for the first time in Boston he was instantly recognized by
the cabman whose vehicle he had engaged. When the great literary man offered to pay
his fare the cabman said quite respectfully:

"If you please, sir, | should much prefer a ticket to your lecture. If you should have
none with you a visiting-card penciled by yourself would do."”

Conan Doyle laughed.

"Tell me," he said, "how did you know who | was, and I will give you tickets for your
whole family."”

"Thank you sir," was the reply. "Why, we all knew—that is, all the members of the
Cabmen'’s Literary Guild knew—that you were coming by this train. | happen to be
the only member on duty at the station this morning. If you will excuse personal
remarks your coat lapels are badly twisted downward where they have been grasped
by the pertinacious New York reporters. Your hair has the Quakerish cut of a
Philadelphia b