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IN A BAD WAY.
"What’s the trou- 

ble. old man?"
"I’m in a bad 

way. I lie awake 
nights thinking 
about my work. 
Then, when I’m at 
work, I keep going 
to sleep."

A CASE OF MUST.
"Come, now, do 

you think it is hon- 
orable to marry a 
girl that you don’t 
love just because 
she has money."

Honorable? Why, 
it’s necessary."

O. K. OTHER- 
WISE.

"What does your 
husband think of 
the stockingless 
sandal?
"He thinks they 

are awful—on me."

TOUGH.
"Both day and 

night ‘Im on 
the go,"

The tired chauf- 
four protested. 

"I never get a rest, 
although

I often get BF. 
rested."

AN ATHLETIC 
AMOUR.

She—Is Miss El- 
derly trying to 
draw him out?

He—No, she is 
trying to persuade 
him to double up.

IN A DIFFERENT 
CLASS.

Stage Manager—I 
hear that you said 
1 was an old cheese. ...

Rough Soubrette
—Naw. I’d never 
say that. An old 
cheese is worth 
thirty cents a 
pound.

OR PRESSED?
He—The pitcher 

had a glass arm.
She—Was it a 

cut glass pitcher?

THE DIAGNOSIS.
Mrs. Chatterson— 

I wish you’d pre- 
scribe something 
for my husband. 

-He talks in his 
sleep.

Doctor—Let him 
do so. It’s probab- 
ly the only time 
the poor fellow has 
the nerve.

A DIFFERENT 
STYLE.

"My! My! I hopes 
dey don’t wear dem 
Marcel waves agin! 
Mah hair don’t 
seem to suit it at 
all!"

NOW. NOW!
The Li’l Fellah- 

Whah yo’all gwine, 
Nicodemus?

The Othah—Ah, 
how does yo‘ know 
I’set gwine any- 
whah?

WHAT’S IN A 
NAME?

The Coon — Say, 
Edwin, I got a new 
game! I’ll be Jack 
Jo’nsin’ an’ yo‘ kin 
be any ole White Hope yo‘ wants!

REJECTED.
"Be mine and 

you will make me 
the happiest man in 
the world."
, "I’m very sorry, 
but unfortunately I 
want to be happy 
myself."
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BUSY EXPLAIN- 
ING.

She—Won’t you 
take me to the 
baseball game this 
afternoon?

He—Well, I sup- 
pose so—but I’ll 
have to buy an 
evening paper af- 
terward to read 
about the game.

THE LIMIT.
"Don’t ask so 

many questions, my

_a
PLEASANT NEWS

"What did your 
father say when he 
heard I had kissed 
your sister?"

"He said that 
was encouraging."

GRAND OPERA.
"Yas, sir. She’s 

plum classical, don’ 
sing nuthin’ but 
classical music—lak 
‘Lindy LOO’ and 
‘Alexandah’s Rag- 
time Ban’!’"

COUNTING 
COST.

She — rn

THE PROBABLY.
Wife—The doctor 

says I need a rest 
and change of 
scenery.

Hubby — And I 
suppose you want 
about $50 for the 
new "scenery" be- 
fore you go.

WAY BACK.
“How old is yo’. 

Uncle Pete?"
"Lawsy, chile! I 

dunno; I specs I 
was bohn ‘fo‘ cali- 
dars was invent- 
ed!"

THE MATERIAL 
NEEDED.

"Hey! 1 thought 
sez yo‘ could 

lick me wif one 
hand tied ‘hind yo‘ 
back?”

"I kin! I’se—I’se 
only goin’ home to 
git some string."

A NEW LINE.
"Why has your 

daughter dropped 
her hospital work 
so soon?”

"She found she’d 
have to nurse poor 
patients for two 
years before then 
intrusted her with 
any millionaires. So 
she’s going on the 
stage in a musical 
comedy."

MENDING MAT- 
TERS.

Germs are found in 
finger bowls.

And germs are 
found in kisses! 

One can’t hope to 
escape alive

From such a 
world as this is.

never
forget this delight- 
ful little trip.

He—Neither’ll I. 
It set me back 
$2.85.

child. Curiosity ANOTHER POINT 
OF VIEW.

"I have a face 
that painters rave 
over."

"I don’t wonder 
it drives them 
crazy."

WHAT’S IN A
NAME?

"Why do I call 
’em the cutlery 
family? Well, the 
daughter spoons, 
the father, forks 
out the money, and 
the mother knifes, 
the other guests.

killed the cat."
"What did the 

cat want to know, 
ma?"
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USED IT?
“Let’s see! The 

first state in which 
women got a 
chance at law- 
making was Color- 
ado, wasn’t it?

"No; they got 
their first chance 
at law-making In 
the state of matri- 
mony."

L 
UA PEDESTRIAN 

NOW.
“Cheer up! I’ll have 

you on your 
feet

Within a month,” 
said Dr. Jill.

He did — my car 
was sold to 
meet

His monumental 
bill.

MODERN SUB. 
STITUTE.

“Letter writing 
has indeed become 
one of the lost 
arts.’’

‘In the future I 
suppose that after 
a great man is dead 
they’ll publish a 
volume of picture 
poetcards he sent.”

A COMPROMISE.
‘‘I often wonder 

who those fellows 
are that loaf around 
watching a new 
building going up."

"Easy! They are 
men who start out 
in the morning to, 
look for work and 
compromise by 
looking at it."

ANYTHING TO 
PLEASE.

MERITED PUR. 
ISHMENT. -

You’ll notice that 
the letter "S" 

Is quite often in 
distress.

And really it de- 
serves to be. 

For it is "crook- 
ad,” don’t you 
see.

HE WOULD VOTE
WILLY-NILLY.

Man wants but 
little here be- 
low.

Yet he is not for- 
giving.

For he is forced to 
have it so. 

Thanks to the 
cost of living.

FOR THE OLD 
LADY.

“He is a strict 
party man."

"Sure; he would 
vote for his moth- 
er-in-law if she 
happened to be on 
his ticket.’

A BORE.
“She doesn’t 

think much of her 
husband."
‘No. She says 

even the things he 
says in his sleep 
are terribly dull 
and uninteresting."

Jack—Please may 
I kiss your hand, 

* my dear?
LESSER EVIL.
“Do you like a 

man who quotes 
poetry 7"

"Well, he is usu- 
ally better than one 
who relies on orig- 
inal conversation.”

MISFIT.
Poor Jones is living 

A miserable life. 
He’s a street car 

income.
And a taxicab 

wife.

FAME.
“Fame is easier 

to gain than it used 
to be.”

“Yes, but it isn’t 
so lasting."

Maud—I suppose 
EO, but it would be 
easier for me to 
raise my veil than 
to take off . my 
glove.
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