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HUMOROUS QUIPS

Please Don’t Mention My Name.

"Don't put my nameé In the paper.*
Bald the stntesmin, good and groat,

“But if you must 1 surely trust
You'll get the facts all stralght.”

*“1 really ean't be guoted,'
Bald the busy buwiness man,
“But If you write you surely might
Boom busineas all you can.'

*“1 never read the papers,'
Bald the badgered family doctor,
“But If you please you may say disoase
Lies helpless where 1 knoek ter.”

“Your papars nre niost plous,'’
Bald the fat and forty pastor,
*But If you quote you'll kindly note
That I'm the proaching tnaster.”

**The press s not uplifiing,
Bald the slightly mifty teacher,

*"But don't you be strung, for tenching the |

[ 4
Is ns groat e belng a preacher.”

*Don‘t print
dname
“In the sense of slight or stricture,
But If you do with the interview
Be sure to print my pleture.*

my name"' sald the wooeinl

And so the modest publie
Withidrnws from printed mention,

But if you fall to print the tals
Thoy'l cail it eircumvantlon
Spokane Spokeaman-Roview,
Their Opinion Too.
“Mr. Sandus, we've brought these
e boack.™
“What lg the mnatter with them ™
“They're old. Two that we broke

this morulng were positively bad.”
“I'tu sorty to hear that.”

“This isn’t the first game, elther,
Lonst wetk and the week before we
bought some egegs here and had to

throw part of them aw ny."”
“Ladies, you are the only customers

that huve made any eomplaint aboud
those ezms. It's very strange that 1
should sell goud eres to e Iryhody

else and save the hnd ones for yon.'
“Yes; that’'s what we think, My, San-
dus."—Chleago Tribune,

Repartee.

Rupert and Evadne were snpuntoring
along the drive. Suddenly she stop-
ped

“What's
tenis

el O
the Inke,”
tector

Evadne’s countennnce brightened.

“I wonder If its mother 18 putting
it to sleep in the bed of the river with
a sheet of water over 1t she mur-
mured ingenuously.—Sphinx.

thnt ¥
I tantently.

aolmbly

she exclaimed, 1ls-

some entfish mewing in

answered Her sturdy pro

The New One.

The gentleman eautlously opens his
front door at 2 a. m., but nevertheless
the wife of lils hosom hears him.

“What In the world kept you out so
Iate?” she demunds,

“Well, my dear, he explains In-
horedly, “Flitterson tock me for a
flight In his pnew biplane, and the

steering genr got out of order, and we
bad to come down eight miles from
town and walt for a trolley to bring

us n"—Chicngo ost,
Shot Qut.
Rev, Mr. Waters—Look at Bill Bur-
ley, for Instance. It wans demofa

rum that maide hlm the one eyed, low
browed sot that he |5 today

Cactus Charley—Not altogether, par-
son. It meblbe made in & low brow-
ed sot, but It

one eyved.—Catholle Standard and
Times
Two Classes.
Rubie—Where's yer b )y naow?
Josh—IHe's In New York,
Rube—Which side’'s he on by this
time?
Josb—What d'ver mean?
Itube—Is8 ha  sellln® gold  bricks

a'reidy or huyin’
Leader

e yet?—Cleveland

Englieh as She s Spoke.

A glrl who I8 cousldered as belong-
Ing to the high brow crowd wos the
object of o serennde the other night |
and in el n friend about It sald,
“1 don’t thi there is nothing more
nicer than to be woken up at night

with voonl singlug."—Alma Bigual,
Two,
lidn't know that Bref
utomobilles
su't,
; I henrd him say he
fd two runsbouts
Asliley—Ope of them 18 his wife's.—

Clilengo News,

Tip For Managers,

¥I certninly hnve an ingenious press
agen”

“How now?¥"

"The week we snng *The Darber of
Sovilie' he set up a chalr and gave

free shaves o the lobby."—Washing-
ton Hlernld

Instinct.

Bick Muognate (feebly)—=What §s that
on the table there?
Secretary—-"That* That s the doce-

tor's medlelne ense
Blek Maoguoate (relleved)—Thanks, 1
-er—thought It wus 0 camarg.—Puck.
Medical.

“Well, 1 think the doetor 18 about
through with me. He told me my sil-
ment |8 practically cured.”

“What did you have?"

“T'wo bundred dollars originally.”—
Pittsburg Post.

A Real Humorist.
“l1 belleve that man s % real homor-
hLil
“What makes yon think so?*
“He refrained from making a pun
on my nawe, and it's so easy to do."—
Detrolt Free Press,

vy

wns me that made him |

|

1|
o

A Wom
Fib

It began In the usual way
| aceording to Plato. And the boy
Cupld chuckled to himsgelf ne he
watched the two, and tiglitened the
strings of his bow,
| At Nrat things fell out exnctly as
Cupid had expected, end one fine day

dan's

K Ak A E

=30

utrictly

| the man told the g that he loved
her, and asked her to become hils
| wife,
As the glrl llgtened a glad light
came Into her eyes, Thon she looked
| at him searchingly, and her fnce

clouded over,

“Are you quite sure?

But he Inughed,
I her,

"1 would rather we kapt this to our-
golves for a little while,” she
him presently, when s
L |

she asked,

ouly and kissed

spoke of &
formal engagement 1 want to be
quite, qulte certain.’
“Certaln of whnt?™ he asked,
*Of you, Dick," she replied. "Don't
be angry with n dear, I can't help

it. It scems such a wonderful thing
that you should love me after all. Do
you remember what you used to say?™

wis a fool"”

iy

“But do youn remembor

“I haven't sald it for a long time,
have 17"

“You used to say

| too much of a1

e

Mek, that T waa
nan mysel! for men to

fall In love with me., 1 dldn’t know
whit ¥ou mennt at first, untdl you ex-
plalned.”

“Never mind that now."”

“But 1 domind. I ean’t help think-
ing ubout §t. I have nn {dea that you
were righte.”

"No, I wasn't, Madge, I've found

| out my mistake.”

| “You sald I was too free, too Inde-
| pendent to win men'® love, that men
only loved the helpless, clnging wom
| en—the women who needed protec-
tors."

“Why do you wint to retnember all
the idiotle things I've sald to you™

| “Because [ belleved them to be
| true once, and 1 think—perhaps—they
| are true still. You told me 1 was so
| strong and self-reliant—the sort of
girl to mnke a chum of, not a wife.

And you made a chum of me, Dlck.
ATre you sure you want the wife?™

Her frank gray eyes met his un-
fiinchingly.

He drew her townard him with sud-
den passion.

“I love you," wns all he sald.
for a time, she was content,

Then there camie a day on which a
shadow seemed to fall between them,
and doubt grew strong again

“You are worrying over something,”
she sald, and he made no reply.

“Tell me," she pleaded, but stil]l he
was silent.

“"Do you know you haven't kissed
me opce to-duy?" she continued, her
eyesa fixed upon his troubled fuce,

“Forgive me,"” he stammered, awk-
wardly trying to take her hands,

Bhe shook her head, and genuy re-
lenged herzelf,

“I want to talk to you,” she gald.
“l am going to tell you what s on
your mind, I know,"

"Madgo, you don't know.

.

And,

\ You ean't
know, It's nothing."

“INon"t be untruthful, Dick. You
iged to credit me with some Intelll-
cence when—when we were only
vhums. [ yom think 1 cuan't guess
what Iz troublipg you? You're mle.
erahle, Dic e milserahle ae it's pos.

| sible for any man to be, and 1 know
why. It's because you can't make up
your mind—abhout—about me.*

“What do you mean? he asked,

| turning awny his head,

| “"You ecan’t miake up your mind

| whether you are in love with me or
not, There! Now I've sald it Isn't
It true?”

i Her volee never faltered. Her ealm
eyes seomed to read his  every
thought,

“Don’t be nfrald,” sahe satd. "It is

batter to beo gquite frank—kinder to me

That day you asked me to be your
wife, you were carried away by a sud-
den foolish fmpulse, 1 suspected it

all along. 1 had no right to take you
| at your word; Dick, we must be chums
aguin™

“For Heaven's sake, Madge, don't
talk Mke that!™ he erled. “You don't
know what you're saying. You wrong
me, Indeed you do, 1 have you, 1 ad-

mire you more than uny othar woman
I know. You'ro too good for me, but,
you've promiged to marry me, and I'm
the prouvdest fellow In the world. I
try to bo worthy of you, dear."

“It 1sn't u question of belng worthy
or unworthy,” she replied, gently. “It's
a quention of love, IMek. 1 think I un-
derstand You're fond of me, |
know that, but you dom't love me in
the way that you feel o man ought to
love the womnan he {8 going to mar
ry."”

you

“Any mhan who len't & sensgeloss
brute ought to love youn™

“Well, we'll grant that, for the sake
of argument.®

“You're Madge,
and wncommonly pretty; you're every-
thing u.woman ought to be™

clever and good,

“But—don't be nfrald to say It
Mek—I'm not the right woman for
you, I know. [ understand.”

“Madge, you don't understand, you
ean't understand, [ dont understand
myself, It's my cursed nature, [ think,
I'm tot capable of loving you or any
womnn®

“You say that, now,
woman hasn't come yet."

“Hhe never willl™ he orled. “You're
the ounly girl I ever cared for, and
ever ihall care for. I'm sure of that
It's the only thing I seam to be sure
f of," he ended, miserably.

\ “Idsten o me, Dick™ she replied,
T —— L — "

—

because the

=ﬁ

told |

in her qulet volee. “1 understand you
better than you understand yourself.
You remember my telllng you once
that, years ngo, | was engnged to be
married? Wall, I went through then
just what you're golng through now.
I know the feeling, Diek, the blank,
miserahle fooling of disappolntment
at every klss, every endenrmént, the
feeling that something s wrong, that
this 18 not the love you had dreamed
of, the agonlzing doubts, the self-re-
proaches, Oh, Dick, Dick, T know It
all!™

With a little strangled sob sha hid
her face between her hands, and the
mun who watched her dared not nak
the question that trembled on his Hips,

The gir]l had nlways beon 8o calm,
so gelf-controllad, He had never seen

her lke this before, What did |t
mean ?

“I'm a brute, Madge," he said,
clumsily.

Hhe raleed her face to his with a
sudden, guick smlile.

He loked at her anxiously, and

heaved a slgh of rellel.
Bhe hasn't been erying at all, then!

| Thank God!

The girl gave a little laugh,

Bhe could read him Hke a book.
“You see, I'm not taking It to heart
very much, after all™ mild,
and, In his embarrasament, he did not
hear the {alse ring In her 1
felt unset Just now™ she
hurriedly, “beenuse 1 remembered so
vividly what 1 suffered at the time 1
told you of, and It humlilisted
think that I have made you suffar
the snme way."

Ty aha

voles

“"But you're wrong, Quite wWrong,
Madge, to compare your onse with
mine. It's not the same thing at all
That fellow you speak of turned out
to be n scoundrel No wonder you
couldn’t love him., But you—yon are
the sweetest, pretilest crenturs on
enrth, and the man who can't make a
fool of himself for your sake, ouzght to

be shot."
She lnughed
"It's nice

Dlck,” she

agnin.

of you to feel ke that,
gald. renlly
na reason why you should enll your-

“But theoere's

gelf nll sorts of hard names nply
because you haven't suceeeded in fall
ing blindly and dosperately In love

with me.”

For 1 moment there was silence
batween them,

Suddenly a dark flush rose to his
face.

“"Don’t think me a conceited fool,
little girl,” he sald, awkwardly, "but
you told me just now of the doubta
that used to torment you while you
were engaged to that—other man.
Yo didn't say anything abotit any
doubts when I—when you—had prom-
fsed to be my wife. Doesn't that
mean that—that you care?™

He was not looking at her, and he
did not ses how white she had
ETOWI.

“Denr old boy,” she sald, coming up
behind him, and placing her hand soft-
Iy upon his shoulder. *I do care for
you, well enough to have married you
if you had wanted it. But I—I'm not
the sort of girl to fret and pine be-
cauee [ ean't marry yow™

The hand upon hls shoulder trem-
bled just a lttle.

“Madge!™ he

cried, impulsively,

"Give me another chance! Forget
what has passed between us to-day,
and be my wife. 1 was mad to let
you talk as [ did Just now. It lsn't
true. 1 love vou, dear, ns well as It's
in me to love any wonan, Upon my
honor 1 belleve that, 1 would try to
mike you happy Ta% me back,
Madge. Glve 3 anothier chance!™

For a single
tated.

“It ean't ha™ firmly. “You
are good and kind, DMek, and perhaps
you menn what you say just now, You
may think, for the moment, that you
love me. 1 tell you, It lsn't love, it's
only pity. You're sorry for me,
cause you think 1 shall be unhappy.
0Old friend, you're mistokon Don't
be sorry f(or me, there's no need. I'm
not ke other girle. You have sald so
yourself, often and often. 1 don't
want a protector, or a hugband, 1 only
wiunt a chum, Dick, we'll
again!”™

“You

inetant the girl hest-

she anld

be-

be chums

can't mean {t," he @ald, un-
“after the way I've behaved to

muet desplse me Things

you,
can never be gquite the same aguin”™

“Things shall |

you
e the same ngaln!®™
she erled. “Why not? Upntil—unti}l—"
"*Until what?” reked,
*Untll the right womun comes!™ she
roplied

he

Nearly 4 yoar had passed since the
day on which Dick 1 had
ngreed to be chums agaln

At odd Intervals, moments of sud-
den remorse or exultation, Dek wonld

fmplore the girl to accept the love
he had to glve her, and becowne his
wife.

“1 gwenr to you there's not shother
woman n the world 1 care for,
Madge™ he would nssure her with
palnful carnestness. “If my love for

you 18 only a poer, weak sort of thing

and not the love | uged to think and
hope would come to me, 1’8 becauso
I'm a eallous brute, incapable of that
gort of splendld feoeliny, You're far

too good for me, Madge, 1 know, but

but won't you take pity on me?

“Walt, only walt,” sho told him.
“l ahall not marry you, IMek, and
gome doy you will thank me for it
Remember we are only c¢huma, apd

"

you nre freq,”

“1 don't want to be free” he eried.

*Even though you won't marry me,
I ghinll always feel bound to you, No
other waoman can eover take your

place.”

"I gm gled,” she sald, softly and
pomething glistoned In her oyes,

The next moment she would have
given worlds to recall the stmple
words, He had caught her hands in
his and wns staring st her with a
troubled look,

*Poor lttle girll*

he whispered

| what 1t

|
continued,

| to

| B

| why you should

“What & brute 1 am. What a brutel
Do you care ns much ns nll thatt™

*1 eare for your friendship, Diok™
she sald, In her ordinary calm, low
volea. 1 meant nothing more. I am
quite econtent™

Then, one day, she saw a change In
Mek, It was bound to come. Bhe
hind told hergell so agnln and again,
Yot in her heart of hearts she had not
belloved It

"8o that & the right
Mek, 8he can bring the
eves that T have watchod and walted
for In vain. She, that poor, empty,
foollsh Httle ereature his the powear—
hah, what a wretch 1| nm! What right

woman for
look to his

have 1 to judge her? I am unjust,
blinded by—oh, God, not that—mot
that! Hove I fallon so low? Do ]

grudege him to her—I, who never real

Iy had his love?"
And she stood afar off and watch-
o the two together, and wnaited for
Dick to tell her.

“He 14 afrald,” told herself,
with a bitter amlle.’ "“lHe remembers
what he swore to me 1 must help
him.”

“MMek.” she sald. abruptly, at their
next moeting, “there’s something on
your mind, and you've got to tell me
18, Years sgo you made me
vour ‘Mother Confessor,' nnd I've held
the offlce ever elnoe Come, Dick,
out with What I 1t

“It's nothing nt all. I've got nothing
to confesa, Httle glrl, How did yoa
get that |dea into your head 7"

“l don't know. It came, ek, that's
all”

There wina a pause
“ he asked,
yoiu're
you menan?

she

! "'.Li‘l'l'
“you'‘re aure

"“What do
quite happy, [ supnose,

'l mean, are you quite contented
with this sort thing? WIith our—
our friendship, you know.”

The girl Inughed gayly.

happy "
Nobody

quite

is

of

“Of course I am. Haven't 1 told
you so, over and over again?”
“And yet—I1 don't know-—some-

e

times I think
“You think I'm yearning for mntri-

mony?" she retorted flippantly. “What
a dear, conceited, stupld old thing
you are! TI've quite got over that lt-
tle weakness, Dick. 1 don’t want to
marry you, really. I'm fond of you,
of course, but then you're fond of

ma, too—at least you alwaye pretend-
ed you waere, and yet, you don't want
to marry me. Why should that sort
of feellng be possihle for you and not
for me, IMck? Perhaps—perhaps I'm

wiser now than I was a few months
ago. Perhaps I've found out my mls-
take”

“What do you menn, Madge?”

The light of an unspoken Hope
flashed for a moment in hiz eyes,

The girl saw {t, and
leaped up In her throat

"Mek," she sald, almost In a
whisper, "you dlscovered, montha
ago, that I was not the right woman
for you. Perhaps—perhaps I've dls-
covered that you are not the right
man for me.”

Agaln that glad light shone In his
@yes, and the girl grew slck with the
paln that was in her heart

“You're pleased to hear me say
that!" she cried, and wild, lllkconsid-
ered words rose to her lps. With a
flarce effort she conguered the templa.

tlon to speak them.

“You have something more to tell
me," sald her companion, eagerly. *1
can see It In your face. 1 can guess
what It is!”™

“Well!"”

“That the right man has come to
you?"

"And the right woman to you,
Dick?"

“Madge, how did you know?"

“1 only guessed.
feeling, Dlek. Does she know?"
“Good Heavens, nao! I haven't dared
own it, even to myself. You'll
laugh at me, and I deserve it, for be-
ing & presumptuous idiot, but—I can
say it now without offending you—I—I
though you still cared for me, not—
not as a pal only, but in the other
wuy, and so—"

“And so you determined to saeri-
flee the most preclous thing on edrth
for the sake of a glckly sentimental
feellng on my part to which 1 had no

earthly right. Oh, Dick, you old
gtupld, what an awful mistake you
might have made. And she-—s8he

for you, doesn’t ghe?™

He flushed like a schoolboy,

“I'vé no right to say that™ he ro-
plied. *"I've never tn
about it I was ashamed, because of

of what 1 had sald to youw™

Epoken

presently,

something |

Cares

Perhaps a fellow- |

her |

“(io to her at once, [IHek, nnd say—

all you ever sald to me, and much
more that 1 could never teach youw
Go, Dick. ! know what her answer

will bo.”
“And you, Madge? What
the right man, you know

of him,

*Dick, 1 can't tell you™

“It's a secret, then?

“Well—yes—~a sporet. Don't be an-
Ery with me for not telling you, It
fan't possible, We ghan't be able to
marry for a long tlwe, and s0 we think
it bast to say npothing nbout it at

present.”

“You might, at least, tell me this,

Madge: Do | know him?®
"No, Dick. You seo | only met him
month ngo, while up In SBarntoga,
you know., He—he has to go to Ore

gon, and won't be back for ive yeara"
“Poor lttde glrl, I'm sorry.”
“Don't be eorry for me, Dick, 1

don't mind walting.”
"But flve yoars!

Why, It"™a a Hfe

time! Funcy walting five yeard for——
S
“(Go, Mok, go, There's no reason

walt, anyhow,
to her, and good luck to you!®™
When be had gone she rose glows
ly, and walked across to the mirror,
“Linrl” she sald to the white face
that stared at her through the glasa.
“Ldar! It's an ugly word. 1 loathe
fit. And yot—and yet—It made things
easlor—for him"—GRETE HAHN,

Go

Doctor (to his cook, who 18 Just leay-
ing)—8arnh, 1 nm very worry, but T ean
only give you a very Indifferent char-
neter,

Barah—Well, sir, never mind. Just
write it llke you do vour preseriptions.
~8tray Btorles,

No artist I, and yst I try
By art to guin renown,
1 dmw—my pay—each Saturday,
And then 1 paint—the town
~Detroit Frea Presa,
Post—1 discovered todny that Parker
and I have a common nncestor,
Mre. Fost (n dame)—For
goodness' snlo nny
Brooklyn Lifo

The good old mer time I8 hera,
How cager 414 we greet it

The flowers opeied when It eame:
The butter ran to mest It

Yonkoers Blatesman.

valoninl

don't tell oL, —

Hodd—Can yon coneelve of nny sito.
atlon where you woull want to e sep-
arnted from your wife?

TodlA Yoeu In I'orls. — Town and
Country
A Alfference | 1 that'n et
When o i wrut of horea:
Ho grinds i O ik nireot,
1 grind 1 Lot 1o
Lippinaott’s.
Ascum—Da yon think {t's troe that

Bkinner hns bong)

in socleiy?®

t o planee for himself

Wanted His Qate Money.

An neronaut, leaning over the edge
of the ear as hia halloon was slowly
passeing over a foothall game, over-
balanced himself, and fell plump
among the playera, When ha recov-
erod consclousness he found several
of the club officlals banding over him
anxiously.

"Ah” sald the trensgurer, Io & tone
of rellef, “I'll trouble you for your
half dollar now, old fellow!”™

A Little Mound.

By tho slde of a little sandy mound
stands a man, old, stoopshouldered
and with snowy locks, No sound dis-
turba the ovenlng's quletness snve the
coning of & mourning dove, Nut sud-
denly & fst clenches and the afore-
mentioned man s heard to exelalm:
“Confound that wood-chuok!"—Judge,

Queen Eees Gone Astray.

A newly married wera be-
ginning thelr honeymoon In a elty ho-
tel. The bride went out to do some
shopping, and when she roturned she
found herselfl puzzled o declde which
was thelr room. When s! thought
ghe had located It she tapped timidly
on the panel and breathed

“It's me, honey; let me In."

There was no response, and
tapped louder and sald,

“Honey, It's me, and | want to come

|'r|'_1:|:.:

n

she

In

Wiso—0h, no! 1 bet ho's only “Madam,"” sald a gruff volce from
lepsed It, for he's able to have to the other slde of the door, “this ain't
skip ont ot n momient’s notlce.—Cath- no bechlve; It's a bathroom."” —Every-
olie Btandard and Thnes. body's Magazine,
7
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ASTORIA

AR

The Kind Youn Have Always Bought, and which has been
in use for over 30 years, has borne the signature of
and has been made under his per-

-
M’
] -

sonal supervision gince its infancy.
Allow no one to deceive you in this,

All Counterfeits, Imitations and * Just-as-good ** are but
Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of
Infants and Children—Experience against Experiment,

What is CASTORIA

Castoria is n harmless substitute for Castor 0Qil, Pare-
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is Pleasant, It
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotio
substance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms
and allays Feverishness, It cures Diarrhcea and Wind
Colie. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation

and Flatulency.

It assimilates the Food, regulates the

Btomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep.
The Children’s Panncea—The Mother's Friend.

cenuiNe CASTORIA ALways

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always B(;ught

In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, T7 MURRLY BTREET, NEW YORSK QITY,

‘Come Back’ Sale

tree st
rErEEI e

Having closed up our branch
storeat Delhi, N.Y. we will close

our stock at

HALF PRICE AT OUR
POPULAR STAND

taass AS L LSSl St s S a st t Sttt
THE Attt bttty

Fullline of Men’s, Gents’ and Children’s cloth-
ing and Gents’ Furnishings must go to make room

for our large fall stock.

el s s e R R g

Tttt bttt trteritttttt bt ttr

Bregstein

Bros., Leading Clothiers,

Honesdale, Pa.

KRAFT & CONGER

[A3URAN

HONESDALE, PA,

Rearesent Reliable
Comoanies ONLY



