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Mrs. Cobwiggre — To reform the
world, .

YOU KNOW WHAT YOU ARE TAKING

" the nted n pret)
S
Give Up.

A—Do you know of anything to do
for seasickhess? -

B—Give up.

“That's jun what I did when 1
was ua;’ck. - a

aniite 6 bringing ot either & pew

cook or wniﬁqfﬁlﬁahﬁf i,

» ! ) (his guest,
critically)~You mi call this a
**Cook " y cor excur-
m"l ¥ i A o | et

: 'S .....""‘ phe S o
rate begin 0

losoph - Offapri Ab,
gu':dﬂig;,'ht'a ID*I"E thiigm

“~ 3 "

. "My dear,” said Rey, Dr. Gallory,

"*have you had the advertisement of
my Bunday services inserted as usual,”’

‘‘I've'done better-than that,”’ re-
“plied hin clever: wife.  *‘I'vé sent
-word to the society editors that Mr,
and M, J. Blugore De Vorse will

very probably be present.”

Mr.- Harlemflat—That must be an
affectionate passage in that novel you
are reading, .

Mrs. Harlemfiat—It’s & description
of & woman’s  boudoir, Think of a
place large enough to have a boudoir!

Laxative B Tablets cure a eold in
bng day. .No cure, No Pay. Price 25 centa.

Encore.

“What do n- think of that whis-
ky?'’ asked an

““Well,”" said the guest, smacking
his lips as he sat down ii..'rn, o 1
reminds me of & story.

“"Let’s have it.'" . .

“Oh, you misunderstand “me. ‘I
merley wish toimply that it's worth
repeating.’’ Aok : .

Doesn’t Boast of It Now,

Nell—She used to boast fthat she
Wis one of the charter members of

Belle—Oh ! she's just as , but

you know, the club was organized ' 15
years ago, and she must have been nl’nk & woman her age as to ask her| A8 the ambulance was carrying the

least 20 when she joinod.

day? -

l“l;l.n'n Cure for Consumption is an infal-

UEL. Ocean Grove, N. - J

e S
Each in Ms Place.
Wiilie—Pa, is there any difference
bétween a violin and a fiddle?
Pa—Yes; mry son; If you hear it at
a concert or an_ apera it's w violin,
but when your next ‘door neighbor

| plays it it's a fiddle.

- - h .' - o~
.Brown—Hullo; what's the matter?
Green—O, I'm in an awlul fix. J

got her answer.
- Brown—And she’s refosed you?

=z Oxun—l.don’t know. 1 can't read

her writing,

e TR

Not Hungry, But—.

Young Bride=Why, Charlié, you
do not seem to be eating anything
this morning. And I got up early to
make these biscuits for you.

Charles—No, dear; I don't feel at
all hungry this morning, to tell the
truth. Your biscuits are very nice
indeed. By the way, 1 wonder il
thererare any of those biscuit left
that I bought for Nero Friday.

Mothers will ind Mrs, Winslow's Booth-

m;r the best remedy to use for their
during the -n.f.. period.
Danger Signs.

Dusty Dan—I hopes I won't run
aginst ennybuddy in dis town wot’ll
make me take a bath.

Layaround Lucas—Let’s

dis alley, den;
sprinklin’ wid hose down de stree

TO OURE A COLD IN ONE DAY
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
cure.

i
]
W ) B
WA Shrewd Fellow.

Swiggers—That man Killtime isa
ahmjxfellﬁw.

Bwaggers—Why?

Bwiggers—He gave a lawn mowing
party yesterday and had the guests
cut the grass.

The Reason
® He—It's strange you members of
the Vassar alumni don’t hold class

reunions.
Bhe—Not at all.

! what year she graduated.

Slow Healing
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medicine N
J ,_;‘m ine for coughs and colds.—N.

| of the nut gatherers, there was an om-

You may as well | bis form,
[and said:

| Times,

.| fairy-like creature rise, as from the

" | Atlanta Constitution,
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California farmer, who has three
owns a pony which Is

i

One day the three children went on a

nutting expedition, and - while they| .- : b
Jotm.—ind. with the of the|

gathered the nuts, the pony grazed near
by. Suddenly, almost beneath the feet
inoos whir, and they saw with horrer
&  huge rattlesnake coiled ready to
strike. :

The children huddled togethier, too

much frightened to move, but as the |

brought together he s¥6t up Into the alr, |,

hﬂf.m on the snake’s coll, and
‘was off again
could strike, - w
The interruption had released the
children from the ‘charm,

frightened )
and they rai & short distance away, |,

and stopped to witness the contest. The

w' L :
landed on him and got away safely,
This time the snake’s body was nearly
severed In two places, and the snake
was conquered. The pony walked round
#t, and, apparently satisfied, gave a
cheerful whinny and returned to his

grazing.

Had Fun with the Parson.

A clerical friend of mine told me a
capital story of a Yale man who was
the stroke oar of his crew and the chief
athlete on the football field,

He enitéred the ministry and spent
years in missionary labor In the Far
West. Walking one day through a

M RTINSy T ek s W ol
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‘before the wicked head |;

wounded, but full of fight, |
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Waiting for His Man.

A preacher riding down *s ravine |

came upon an old mountaineer hid-
ing in the bushes with his rifle.
‘What are you: ddn;tlnn. my

Lawd, I'm goin' to blow h
hculoﬂ,.‘" ‘OI ‘

froutier thwn, a cowboy stepped up to With

him and sald:

“Parson, you don't have enough fun,
Take a drinkr™

The minister declined.

. Here's a faro layout.
the game.”

The minister declined.
| “Parson,” sald the cowboy, “you'll
die iIf fou don't have some fun.”
| And be knocked the parson’s hat off
‘his bead and hit him a whack on the
ear.

The old athletic spirit rose; the
sclence which had been learned in the
college gymnasium and forgotten for a
quarter of a century was aroused, a
blow landed on the jaw of that cow-
boy that sent him sprawling in the|
street.

The parson walked over him as If he
had been a door rug, picked him up and
dusted the side of the house with him
‘and then mopped up the sidewalk with

cowboy off he raised his head feebly

“Parson, what did you fool me for?
You are chock full of fun."—New York

A Dream Dispelied.

The woman was standing In the door-
way, shading her eyes with her hand.
8he called across the garden:

“You, Innocence Willlams. Come In,
honey, outen that hot sun. You'll burn
yer little cheeks as brown ez a berry.
Come In, Innocence!”

One would bave expected to see a

heart of a flower, and drift dreamily
over the violet beds. . But instead, n
gauant, tall figure, with face browned
and bonneted, shambled toward the
house, dragging a dead rattlesnake by
its rattles.

It was Innocence Willlams. “Thar,
mammy|!” she explained, tossfhg the

ten I've kilt sence the fust o' June!”—

The Bright Side.

“It Is sald that lobsters will be ex-
tinet in 25 years,” remarked Hiland.
" “Oh, well,” replied Malket, who Is
very fond of lobster, “let us not worry
about It. Let us look on the bright side.
We may all die before that time.™—
Pittsburg Chronicle Telegraph.

Half Nawed John. ;

There are 14000000 Smiths in the.
world, according to a statisticjan.
About half of them are of the femin'ne

shake, over the palings. “That makes | '

There's a hill that’s high and sloping,
In the country, far away,
Where & boy who wasn't bundled
Fit to smother used to stray;
With the swittness of the lightning
Down the gleaming hill he sped,
And po ashes ever grate”
"Neath
his

made
slow.

Oh, I pity the poor city
Boy who never geta beyona
‘The narrow, ashy sidewalk
Or some hamperdd lmhnd.
og,
And the way was clear abead

Ab, the hill was high and
Where a conutry boy went coasting
On

persuasion, and most of the other half
are named John
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KRAUSSE & PRINCE,
87 and 89 First Street, Portiand, Oregon.
s . I‘“lm o A .

in Stock.

““You're a little late, my love."
“A little late. But I'm all right."”
““Yes my dear. Let me hear you
nounce the name gf the Whitney
that won the Derby."
‘“Eh}l The Whitney horse?
I guess that’s a horse on me,”’
“Never mind my dear:
pronounce it myself.’’

| #¥" NKeelay Cure
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~ Whatis CASTORIA
S

giving healthy and natural sleegs
Mother’s Friend.

dlll_hlul CASTORIA ALwavs

Boars the Signature of

The Kind Yon

]Haxe.ﬂlﬂnunsliﬁuunt

in Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR SONRMAY, T? SUGRAY STREST, ROW YORR 0Ty,

You can ahvays smell a “dead

He has a costive-looking facc.

His breath knocks you down.

He drags his feet.

Listeners to his talk turn their
heads the other way.

His breath poisons God's pure
air.

He ought to keep clean inside;

quick brain, swift moving feet. You can't feel well




