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W illie  was a born gam bler. M any 
tim es his schoolmates had to pa rt 
w ith  th e ir weekly pennies through 
being foolish enough to bet w ith  
h im .

H is fa th e r determ ined to break 
h im  o f the hab it. He in terview ed 
his schoolm aster one day, and said: 
“ I  w ant to cure m y boy o f his bet­
tin g  habits, so i f  you can get h im  
to bet w ith  you, and you are ce rta in  
he’ l l  lose, take h im  on; then, when 
he loses his money, he’ ll be so rry  
fo r  h im se lf.”

The m aste r consented.
N ext day W illie  said to h im , “ I ’ l l  

bet you six-pence you ’ve got corns, 
s i r ! ”

“ G ood!”  thought the m aster. “ I  
know I  haven’ t, so he’s sure to lose.”  
Aloud he said, “ R igh t, W illie . I ’ l l  
bet you I  have no corns.”  And he 
removed his shoes and proved it.

“ You’ve won,”  said W illie , and 
paid up.

N ext day the m aster m et W illie 's  
fa ther, and said, “ W ell, I  won s ix ­
pence o ff your boy. He bet me I  
had corns, and I  showed h im  he 
was w rong.”

“ W hat! The young beggar bet me 
h a lf a crow n he’d get you to show 
h im  your bare feet, and he's w o n !”

He got out o f bed at tw o a. m 
He threw  a dressing gown over his 
pajam as and galloped down two 
fligh ts of s ta irs  to »he land lo rd 's  flat

He rapped sharp ly. No answer. 
He knocked again, and again. F in a l­
ly  the door opened. A sleepy-eyed 
landlord  stuck his head out.

“ W ell,”  he demanded. "W ha t do 
you w ant?”

The other took a deep breath.
" I  ju s t want to in fo rm  you.”  he 

said, “ that I  won’t be able to pay 
the ren t th is m on th .”

" Is  that why you woke me in the 
m idd le  of the n ig h t? " the landlord  
howled. “ C ouldn 't you te ll me tha t 
in  the m orn ing?”

The other nodded.
“ C e rta in ly ,”  he adm itted . “ But 

why should I  w o rry  alone?”

OH!

“ John, how is the car runn ing?”  
“ Not so good. S is! There was a 

lit t le  miss in it  last n ig h t.”
“ Yes! I  found her gloves and 

handkerch ie f.”

JUST CROOKED IS R IG H T

M issouri H osp ita lity
A  few of the boys in  Kansas C ity  

were showing a Texas rancher the 
c ity . “ What do you th ink of our 
stock ya rds?”  they asked o f h im .

“ Oh, they ’ re a ll r ig h t, but we have 
branding co rra ls  in Texas tha t are 
b ig g e r," he said.

That n ight they put some snap­
ping tu rtle s  in his bed. He turned 
back the cover and sa id : "W ha t are 
those?”

“ M issouri bed bugs,”  they said.
He looked at them  a m om ent and 

then said, “ So they are. Young 
ones, aren ’t th ey? "

Teacher—W ell, i f  the w orld  is 
ne ither round nor fla t, as you th ink, 
W illie , what can i t  be?

P up il—Just crooked, pa says.

T rus ting  Judgm ent
“ No,”  said the r ic h  man to the 

penniless young o fficer who asked 
fo r the hand of h is daughter, “ I  
have not the s lightest objection to 
your asking m y daughter to m a rry  
you.”

“ Thank you, s ir , ”  said the young 
man.

“ You go and ask he r,”  continued 
the g ir l ’s dad. “ I  won’ t  in terfere . 
I ’ve given her a good education and 
taught her to read the newspapers, 
and i f  she doesn’t  know enough to 
say ‘No’—w ell, she doesn’t  deserve 
better lu c k .”

Supply and Demand
A pa rty  of Am erican  touris ts  in  

a bus were being d riven  among the 
m ountains of Sw itzerland.

“ Say, where did those large rocks 
come fro m ? ”  asked the man next to 
the d rive r.

The glaciers brought them  
down,”  replied the d riv e r.

“ But where are the g lac ie rs? ”  
was the next question.

“ They’ve gone back to get m ore 
rocks,”  was the weary rep ly.

F itt in g  T ribu te
Tombstone Dealer (a fte r several 

fu tile  suggestions)—How would jus t 
a sim ple “ Gone Hom e”  do fo r an 
inscription?

The Widow—I guess tha t w ill be 
a ll r ig h t. I t  was a lways the last 
place he ever thought o f going.

E X C U S A B LE

“ Why did you refuse to answer 
tha t man who asked you how you 
were going to vote?”

“ Because he wasn’t  looking fo r 
in fo rm a tion . He was only try in g  to 
s ta rt an a rg um en t.”

Easy
A teacher was try in g  to demon­

s tra te  a s im p le  e xpe rim en t in  the 
generation  o f steam .

“ W hat have I  in m y hand?”  he 
asked.

“ A  tin  can ,”  was the answer.
“ Is  the can an an im ate  or an in ­

a n im a te  o b je c t? ”
“ In a n im a te .”
“ E x a c tly . N ow  can any boy te ll 

m e how i t  is  possible to generate 
a su rp ris in g  am oun t o f speed, and 
pow er a lm os t beyond co n tro l? ”

One l i t t le  boy ra ised h is  hand.
“ You m ay answ er, W ill ia m .”
“ T ie  i t  to  a dog ’s ta i l . ”

G R EAT A P P E T IT E

“ Lunch tim e ! L e t’s eat up the 
s tree t.”

“ A re  you as hungry as tha t? ”

Im m a te ria l
The deacon of a colored church 

inv ited  the parson home fo r a Sun­
day d inner. D uring  the m eal the 
parson said: “ B rudder, d is is
m igh ty  good chicken. M ay I ax yo’ 
where you got d is fow l? ”

The Deacon: “ D at am an im m a­
te ria l question; when yo ’ preaches 
a good sermon, I  don’ t  ax yo ’ where 
yo ’ g its i t . ”

Sure Sign
The boy friend  dropped around at 

his g ir l ’s house. As he ran up the 
steps, he m et her l it t le  brother.

“ H i, B i l l . ”
“ H i,”  said the bra t.
“ Is  yo u r s ister expecting m e?”
“ Yeah.”
“ How do you know ?”
“ She’s gone o u t!”

P opu lar Speech
H otfoo t—Old Borely, the a fte r- 

d inner speaker, seems to have made 
a tremendous h it. I  never heard 
an audience clap so much. What 
d id  he say?

Coldfoot—He said to them  tha t he 
would not go on u n til they quieted 
down.


