Mr. Stubb Pen: Thers! That batch of jokes Las lallen into the fire. Pick

'em out, Puse, please.
Mrs. Pen: Aond suve your chestouts from the fire, dear?

CAUTIOUS.

Farmer Oare: Say Squire, does thet ON stan’ fer Confidenco er Con-
sohdated?

Ghristmas at the Boarding House,
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* «“What became of that fellow who invented the bullet proof coat "
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“He went over to New Jersey to try it and the mosquitoes ate him up.”
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2—1'll make winge out of these Jap-
ese kites,
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