2 THE

Crystallised Emotions
(With apologies to McMaster Monthly)
Inconsistency—Bunker  goes six
nighte a week to Charlotte Street and
the remaining night takes another girl
to the Op(-l';x house.

Fabrication—Doc Dayton and Miss
Corbett are preparing to enter upon
Foreign Missionary work.

Timidity— Bruce Dixon asking for

er-er-er- (Celia at Normalite boarding
house

Delight—The twinkle in Burchill’s

eye as Miss Garden approaches.

Expectancy Spicer at post otfice

after Sackville mail arrives.
Fidelity —* Deac.’s ”

week at the music store.

18 calls per

Ay

Laziness—Just Tid Babbitt.

Falsehood—That our little Charlie
Jones never had a steady.

Modesty—Stevenson attempting a
flirtation.

Perseverance— Connelly’s Gum chew-
ing plant in operation.

Bruce Dixon, (after one of his fre-
quent visits to the hospital)—¢‘Darn
but she’s a fine girl. T hope she does

not find out about Celia.”

Miss McKnight (to
Let’s put our heads together.”

Eastman)—

McNair, after passing Miss Rogers
(P. N. 8.709)—* I'm halting betweon
two opinions.”

Later to Estey, entering printing
office—* Darn ! if T had known that
Miss Rogers was gone I wouldn’t have

come pack.”

WAL

NAGAN

Free Speeches

Miss E. (speaking of item in last

Wanagan) “That can’t be true! No
girl in her senses would let Billie
Hoyvt kiss her !”

Freshette -

“That Lawmb _js certain-
ly a sheepish looking chap ”
Creaghan—“The Lynches are pretty

close to our family anyway.”

Master of house where fair Nor-

malite boards (to Teed at 11.30 p.
m.)—‘‘Here, you fellow, it’s time to
oet out.’

Hebert—“That darn Tub will per-
sist in shouting !”

What were Lynch and Willis toss-
ing cents for in the Post Office? O
you Outa.

Miss Otty—*That
after all.

Creaghan has
I thought at
first he was a mere butterfly.”

some brains

Miss Mackintosh—“I like physical

lab more everytime I go. Mr. Teed

=Y.

winked at me last day.”

Miss Neales, (with arm around

Tweedie’s waist)—*I feel just like

this tonight.”

Miss Harmon—¢‘Oh that Rigby 1s
the Dearest Thing !”

One of the
Where’s John!
Miss G.—¢O, T don’t know ”
-~ «Well, where’s Bruce!”

Miss G. {with a smile)—“That’s more

boys—‘“Hello May!

like it.”
Court is a great admirer of Miss
Miss Too

bad he can’t decide on one'!

McKnight and Neales.
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