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SMILES A N D  SUCII !
H UM O RO US G L E A N IN G S  FROM  V A R IO U S  
SO U R C ES

W A T E i n

A youth named Jones, who lived in a boarding 
house, rambled into the dining room and took his 
place at table.

“ Good evening, Mr. Jo n es,”  said the landlady, 
pleasantly. “ Are you ready for your coffee?”

“ Y es,”  I will take it now, if you please,” re­
sponded Jones, as he made a dive for the other dishes.

“ Looks like rain, doesn’t it?” conversationally con­
tinued the landlady, glancing toward the window.

“ Y es,” was the thoughtless rejoinder of Jones, 
“ but it has the faint smell of coffee.”

SO M EW H A T SLOW

A custom er ordered lunch in a restaurant at 2 
o’clock. He waited half an hour w ithout result.

“ W aite r,”  he called out, “ what time do you close?”
“ Half-past six, s i r .”
W ith deep concern in his voice, the custom er said:
“ Y ou’re not going to lock me in, are you?”

Y O U N G  A M ER IC A

A little bov visited his uncle, who lives away out 
in the country . Uncle is a devout man; a pillar of 
the church and a breeder of fine horses. And upon 
a certain colt did our little friend cast his eye with ad ­
miration and covetousness.
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