Ty

WEAK BATTERIES, EH?

St. Paul Press is of the “opinion” that
folks are agitated over drinking more so
than thinking because they are more ac-
customed to drinking.

- People do not wax excited over that to
which they are accustomed—that’s. why, T
suppose, the Press is agitated about think-
ing—not being practiced in “using the
noodle.”
How do you get that way?
..
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Now, on the other hand, I, T-bone Slim,
the great thresherman, find that T am called
.| upon, increasingly, to do the thinking for
the citizens of our brave republic. Just
now I'm obliged to use my abundant and _
punctillious brains on the behal of the
farmers of our fair united soil.

I am glad to do this—no matter how
many “turns” I miss,

It has come to my notice that our fellow
| countrymen are adverse - to taking ad-
| vantage of moderfl inventions and much pre-
| fer to take advahtage of their fellow, work-

ers working with them; with the that
| our kind-hearted suthor has been grieved
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do with those “ new-fangled con-
traptions” and plleu his m@ in d;ybhal:
wnd nightfall . . ;. ¥
Absolutely rediculous! — Because,

times when night falls on 'l‘lll‘d.ly Ihl dly
breaks on Wednesday.

They can't be blamed, because
their editors say: “Those that have been
successful were obliged to work long days.”
Hm! Then, in order for all tp be successful,
all have only to work longer and those that
are already. successful can be still more suc—= -
cessful by working still longer.

They actually believe thatl

Lookit the long hours John D. workl—

I understand he works about 831 years ev-
ery day except Sunday. No; you ean't gev
the farmer to crank up an Ingersol; the
best he'll do is adopt the radio and listen
to the “mousey” squealing, a cracked klaxon
clattering, gears stripping, steampipes hiss-
ing, joints creaking, asthma, catarrh and a
bedlam of scrap-irun smothered in a
see-saw suffocation of morbid static. God
help us!—and the bartender reciting “The
Mothers Prayer:”

“We're lost! We're sunk!

Pass the life preservers!

What terrible things they inflict on the
air that we must breathe. Ach! “Go
Feather Your Nest” frontward and back-
ward (at same time) along with genuine
death-rattle and consumptive cough in the
lst stages.

Shortwightedness is one of the greatest
weaknesses of the human family,

As an illustration I will offer the aus- _
picious’ occasion of the sad and untimely
demise, in an automobile wreck, of an able
banker in “the Granite City country:” Soon
as the county commissioners heard about the
wreck, they sent working men to put up &
Imrd rail on that dangerous spot . . .and

| flowers to the funeral.

| “Therel” says a citizen, “if it had been &
| issioners

poor man that got killed, the commi

would have paid no atttention—and. would
ot have put up & guard-rail” “Of course
not,” agrees the town gloomerist. What
 would be the sense of putting up a guard-
,ml before ‘they got the banker?”

| One of these men wwas shorteighted.
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A mistake has been made in reporting
that the buffalo is almost extinct—it is
raisin pie that is extinet.

In New York City there is a great de-
mand for raisin pie insofar as the people
imagine that it would be better than corn- .
starch pie with raisins running it.

We doubt it; for we happen to know
that raisins won't even make good moon-
shine—that is, it makes thé worst moon-
shine. There is no good moonshine!
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Literary Digest in the late years threw &
literary fit about sugar—as to how certain -
things are more sugary than sugar and
leaves a longing with us that these sweet
things should be called sugar.

According to that, this author ain't glu- -
cose, lactose—but sugar. R
The Digest further justly points out that
if glucose and other substitutes are mot
marked “sugar” it works a bardship on the




