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SEARONARLE DEFINITIONS
AL foode day
Crosd Friday— He's doad now
An equinen— A drswn prise fight
March weather— S Patrk b's day
Sjtingtime- When you sit o0 & benit plo

Writing bt recreation - working over old
shen

The last of the sasm— An smply pop
pet bay

hoeping Lant  Not returning o borroend
umbawila

*peingtime of love—Whea (he ol man
(othed ih

Gialning & roler of Utk Welling your
doels n blos)

Making mont of & bad thing - The big
goet ditillery in the country

An Faster crome—An angry weman-
croms hersell and & oreme Vo bt hsshand.

Crwat bar galos in real selate The mel

—— Wil oo the Columble river bass by (he
Who's ever blithesome, light and free,  Tis hair is soll, like velvel woss, f
And active as & boy can be; Of long, slim neck there is no low | —-
wh;)""hh his Mw'h ::Um“‘:f'“dl:;“ﬂ! foma | ME WAS THEKR
And makes my lile & joy to me? o woars & grin stretchad way sorom— Rarassomualiing sk d
Her little hrother. Her little brother mins o8 the ovils of pviee § '"ulu
w their front be has been, beaded  And, by the way, onr avount of
I'vl::.;:d hi:: M :?:um nt" the fght wee bod vorrmt 11 My Jubunon
To entertain me he'd begin oan't be more cavial pou et detall
By widening his blithesome grin— some other man. Il they bad been o)
Her lttle brother. lowed 1o go o Fianigen woubl have ek
ol e lile ool of him
The time when | first know him, be | nover look ber anywhere s—
:;’ ;'HT;“‘:L‘:M":: o wm"'t""l .': :: ;w""'; ,:,t'"‘ THE COLONEL'S CANRIAGK
To shadow and keep track of me— And flapping ears a-grinning (here Ms Newnww-Ool. Napler hae o very
Her little brother. Har little beother faw cartinge. | cundess | snvy his
Mas NewsseneWell, doar, surely we
-.'n"ﬂi.“‘-‘l“- '~”.m wlete

the evdote | gt bt
Ma SewsmsYei | ol Waat Polat

sIE HAD TO FAY FOR IT

Vowanson— 0 Arslalla, | most have
Y T T T
of 1hat b oeut idul bt

AnasutiasNo s, 1 ol pet ) 14 bawe
you bow (hat my hals conle money

" A BOFT ANSWER
. Vi Wit are you pulating !
Aprer saseastically  Can't yo e’
Virron (owently oY, | me B o 8
Sower  Have pou docidod what o sl 4,
”'
| bave o plcture trind [ fear bo'll climb the gublen stae
flln:-nﬂ:zww With fapping sars and brielly hakr . Pongin ohe wunder why the dule o
Ot strliing, wheas | turned, to find 1 think thare'll be, some morning lo, wape sands In the Dhanter ealt and gl
A clamping, ‘tont » rod tebisd— A funaral, and ba'll b have- the ladion in saaetly the same vy, will
Her Litie beuther Vet bl bt huae ate o vomeder whan Uy bearn (bt be
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