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A Lesson Well Learned
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A SELF-FLATTERER

anyone thinks of me."”

X anyone thinks of you?"

s Not Enough

The mew servant brought the visit-
= ing card to her mistress.
-?'/ “There's two of 'em,” she said, “one
. B in the drawingroom and one at the
'$ door."

“But why didn't you show them both

i/ In?" asked her mlistress. _
4 “They only had ome ticket,” an-

5 ., He (scorafully)—"I don't care what | {y.

swered the servant.—Pearson's Week-
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past season?” Dafi—"Yes,

couldn’t have the

picture postcards hothe.”

Sure of That

scene of some primeval upheaval,
Great rocks were tossed about by a
glant hand. Streams were hurled down
from thelr beds. you see, confu-
slon relgns everywhere.” .
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wed)—"Well, I'll think it aver, dear—
but it may be for such a [short time,
you know." [

True Eloquence

“Have you prepared your sermon
for tomorrow?' asked our southern
friend of his man-of-all-work, who was
also preacher at the African Methodist
chureh. N

“No, sub,” sald he. “I fdoan' have
to. Sometimes I preaches from a
text. Then I got to study. Tomor-
row I jest preaches from ;tha extem-
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