THE CLANSMAN

What dur Lads at the Front are Fightin'gl Fot.

Colonel, at kit inspection—VYes, shirts,
socks all very good. Now, can you assure : g
me that ali the articles of your ciothes have
buttons on them. Broadway Stores

Private—I cannot, sir.

Colonei—How's that?

Private—Aint no buttons on the socks, ngh‘ Street, Haslemere
Sip: ;
g b o o
It is to the pioneers of the big move-
ments—the men who are always at the fore- oo oo

front—that the honor of this fair country of
ours belongs,” a lecturer said. At the ciose
of the lecture an old lady approached him
and shook hands, thanking him for speaking
so landive ot her Soni” Tothinie vou have .

made a mistake. | don't know )'(-)Lu‘ son,’”’ Teas) L]ghtRefrEShments
said the lecturer. ““Yes, you do. My son is ¥
one of the pioneers of these big movements.” . < .
“Oh, 1 see. Who is your son, madam?” Fr“lt . COﬂfeCtl(mel'y
“What is he,” the proud mother asked in
surprise. “Man, he walks in front of the
sanitation fatigue every day when they go to
work.”
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