
Esperanto! 
"Are you Hungary"? 
"Yes, Siam". 
"Den Russia to the table and 1'11 

Fiji". 
"All right, Sweden my coffee and 

Denmark my billv.-Selected. 

Lucky Bachelor 
After the wreck on the logging rail- 

road the superintendent asked the 
badly damaged negro fireman, "Are 
you married"? 

He replied, sadly, "No suh, Boss, 
dis is the wurstest fis ah was ever in". 
-U. P. Magazine. 

No-0-0 Ma'am ! 
A little boy was told he must go to 

the hospital to hare his tonsils and 
adenoids removed. 

"Well, mamma", he said, "I ain't 
'fraid of going to the hospital, an' I'll 
be brave and do just a s  they tell me, 
but I'm not going to let 'em palm off 
a baby on me like they did on you 
when you were there". 

Oh, My Goodness! 
'Why, Liza, ah thought you all was 

on youah honeymoon. Wasn't you 
married honey-chile"? 

"Yes, a h  was married all right, but 
George wanted to go to Memphis and 
ah had been thah befo', so ah lets rnah 
sisler go in mah place". 

Paradise Lost 
Two little coons on the bridge a 

sittin', 
Two little bones back and forth a 

fiittin', 
Hole in the plank, where a knot 

was missin', 
Par-a-dice lost. 

-The Green Gander. 

A Clean Sweep 
(Ad in Indianapolis Star)  

Wanted: We have several hundred 
cords of stove wood, green, we will 
give to party who will remove same 
with brush. 

In  the Spring 
Lady Customer: "Have you any- 

thing that will kill a n  onion breath"? 
Druggist: "Yes, ma'am; I have 

arsenicn.--The Courier. 

True  This  Year,. Too 
There ain't no use to argue., 

There ain't no use to pout'; 
The ump's the guy, that call's 'em, 

When he says, Out", you're out! 

A Few Signs! 
Don't do your thinking with your 

brakes. 
Don't try to beat a train arross its 

light of way. 
Fifteen miles an hour may be a chill, 

but fifty is a fever. 
Speed limit in this town fifteen 

miles an hour-one day for every mile 
over that. 

Yoii wouldn't travel on a freight 
train, so don't try to travel under one. 

Accident insurance is a good thing 
to have mitliont the accident. 

Useless Things! 

He-Can you think of anything as 
utterly useless as  silk stockings'? 

She-Not unless it's the things that 
stand on the street corners watching 
them. 

Warning! 
One thing can be said for the flivver 

-it rattles before it strikes. 

Poor Men! 
A widow is the lucltiest woman in 

the world. She knows all about men, 
and all the men who know anything 
about her a re  dead! 

Let's Trade Back 
Professor: "In 1610 the Indians sold 

Manhattan Island for a keg of whis- 
key". 

Voice from the Rear: "Let's trade 
backv.-Chaparral. 

Almost! 
Mother: "Is daddy asleep"? 
Betty: "Yes, mother, all except his 

nosew.-London Humorist. 
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Correct 
Reformer: "Young man, do you real- 

ize that you will never get anywhere 
by drinking"? 

Young Man: "Ain't it th' t ruth? 
l've started home from this corner five 
times alreadyv.-Yellow Jacket. 

Sure! 
Isaac: "Oi, oi, der vedding invita- 

tion says, 'R. S. V. P.' vot does dot 
mean" ? 

Jacob: "Ach! Such ignorance. Dot 
means to bring 'Real Silver Vedding 
Presents' ". 

Off Only 
"When you found you hadn't your 

fare, did the conductor make you get 
of[ and walk"'? asked the inquisitive 
man. 

"Only get off", was the sad reply. 
"He didn't seem to care whether I 
walked or sat down9'.-U. P. Magazine. 

Economy In  Extreme 
Ole Oleson had been working a s  an 

engine wiper, and his boss, a thrifty 
man, had been coaching him for pro- 
motion to fireman with such advice as: 

"Now, Ole, don't waste a drop oC 
oil-that costs money. And don't 
waste the waste, either-that's getting 
expensive, too". 

When Ole went up to be questioned 
on his eligibility for a n  engineman he 
was asked: 

"Suppose you are  on your engine on 
a single track. You go around a curve, 
and you see rushing toward you a n  
express. What would you do"? 

To which Ole replied: 
"I grab the oil-can; I grab the waste 

-and I pump". - -4rkansas Utility 
News. 

Joe Lambert, fresh from New Yorlc 
State, was the new station agent a t  
the Nevada town. He did not know 
that that diminutive animal known a s  
a jackass back home was called a 
burro by the prospector who uses him 
to pack his pans and kettles in his 
wandering in the hills of the desert 
land. 

O11e day the local freight unloaded 
one of these beasts of burden a t  Joe's 
station. The conductor tossed the 
waybill to the agent, gave t h e  engineer 
the high sign and was gone. The way- 
bill read: "One burro". 

Joe scratched his head and tho'ught 
awhile before making his way to his 
office to report to headquarters: "Am 
over one jackass and short one bureau 
on waybill 629, train 221".-Along The 
Line. 
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I RIDDLES FOR THE 
LITTLE FOLKS I 

Do you like riddles? 
Do you lilte poems? 
You'll find them both here this 

month, and the Twilight Lady would 
lilte to know just how many of the 
riddles you guessed right, before you 
looked for the answer. You see the 
riddles a re  on one page, and the 
answers on another, so you'll just 
have to guess a minute before you find 
the answer! See how many of these 
Daddy and Mother can answer: 

1. What  is that which, the more 
you take from i t  the larger it  grows? 

2. Where did you go on your tenth 
birthday? 

3. How many sides has a pitcher? 
4. If you asked the Alphabet to 

come to dinner, which letters could 
not accept your kind invitation till 
later in the evening? 

5. Who is your greatest friend? 
6. When is it a good thing to lose 

your temper? 
7. Why are birds melancholy in 

the morning? 
8. What is it, which, if you name 

it even, you break i t ?  
9. When does a leopard change 

his spots? 
10. Why is a cent like a cow? 
11. How is it  that trees can put on 

new dresses without "opening their 
trunks"? 

12. Why is a dog's tail a great nov- 
elty? 

(Turn to Page 16 for Answers) 

FRISCO SON IS EDITOR 

L u t h e r  D u n a r d  Publ i shes  W e e k l y  
P a p e r  i n  H o m e  f o r  F a m i l y  

C o n s u m p  t ion  

L UTHER DUNARD is the eleven- 
year-old son of F. W. Dunard, 
Frisco depot passenger agent, St. 

Louis, No. The other day the Twi- 
light Lady found out some interesting 
things about Luther! He is  editor-in- 
chief, printer, cartoonist and feature 
writer of a little newspaper published 
weekly in the Dunard home. 

YOU-see there are  several little Dun- 
ard's in  the family, and every day they 
make "news". Luther hit  upon a plan 
of publishing a little newspaper all his 
own. There is a feature story each 
week, a cartoon, advice about the 
weather, and besides all this, the news 
of the family is carefully recorded. 
He hasn't any printing press, but he 
prints the weekly with pencil on large 
school-tablet paper. 

And you should see the little Dunard 

The Poet's Corner for the Children 
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FATHER TIME APPRECIATION 
Once upon a time, the days of the week 

Quarreled and made bad weather; 
They wanted to know which one was 

best. 
And so they disputed together. 

Monday said, "I wash the clothes"; 
Tuesday said, "I iron them"; 

Wednesday said, "I bake the cakes"; 
Thursday said, "I try them". 

Said Friday, "I'm the day for fish"; 
Said Saturday, "The children iove 

me" : 
Said Sunday, "I'm the Sabbath day, 

I'm sure there's none above me". 
Xow as they quarreled a tempest 

arose, 
And all of them screamed together: 

It blew and rained and hailed and 
snowed- 

There never was such weather. 
Old Father  Time was passing by, 

And heard the hurly burly, 
Said he, "I hear something wrong; 

It's well I got up early", 
Then all the days began to tell 

Their virtue with great clatter. 
But Father Time cut them short- 

"My children, what great matter? 
Pour natural gifts are  all the same. 

Each day has its own beauty: 
That day is best whose DEEDS are 

best, 
That worst, that fails in duty". 

(From Kindergarten Gems.) 

family grab the weekly to read the 
news! Almost a s  anxious to get it a s  
Luther is to get the Frisco Magazine. 
He says he reads it  all-because some- 
day- 

But you've already guessed that he 
wants to he a writer, or a n  editor of 
some kind, and if he keeps on a s  he 
has started, he will want to go to col- 
lege and study so he can write inter- 
esting stories for magazines and news- 
papers. 

Some day Luther may write a short 
story for the Twilight Lady, and it 
might appear on this page. His last 
venture was of two little boys who 
ran away and now he is  working on 
a story of the wild west! 

Luther reads the Children's Page 
every month in the Frisco iMugnsirle 
and he is trying to copy the style of 
that magazine in making up his own. 

Let's give three cheers for  Luther 
and the Dunard Weekly. 

My murver's ist  the nicest one 
'At ever lived wiz folks; 

She lets you have ze mostes' fun, 
An laffs a t  all your jokes. 

I got a 01' maid auntie, too. 
The worst you ever saw; 

Her eyes ist bore you through and 
through- 

She ain't a bit lilte ma. 
She's ist  a s  slim as  slim can be, 

4 n '  when you want to slide 
Down on ze balusters, w'y she, 

Says 'at she's harrified! 
She ain't a s  nice as Uncle Ben, 

What says 'at little boys, 
Won't never grow to be big men 

Unless they're fond of noise. 
But muvver's nicer zan 'em all, 

She calls you "Precious lamb", 
An' let's you roll pour ten-pin ball, 

An' spreads your bread wie jam. 
An' when you're bad, she ist looks sad 

You fink she's goin' to cry; 
An' when she don't you're awful glad, 

An' den you're good, oh, my! 
At night, she takes ee softest hand, 

An' lays it  on your head, 
4 n '  says, "Be off to Sleepy-Land, 

By way o' trundle-bed". 
So when you fink what muvver knows 

At aunts an' uncle tan't, 
It skeers a feller; ist suppose 

His muvver'd been a aunt. 
(Paul Laurence Dunbar.) 

THE TRUTH 
She was ironing her dollie's new gown, 
Maid Marion, four years old 
With her  brow pucltered down, 

In a painstaking frown, 
Under her tresses of gold. 

'Twas Sunday and nurse coming in, 
Exclaimed in a tone of surprise: 
"Don't you know it's a sin, 

Any work to begin 
On the day that the Lord sanctifies?" 

Then lifting her face like a rose, 
Thus answered the wise little tot;  
"Now don't you suppose, 

The good Lord knows, 
That this little iron ain't hot?" 

-Selected. 










