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Mutton— Threo doctors diagnosed my 
«m e  dlfferuhtly.

Itodgor*— Didn't they agree on any­
thing?

Hutton— Y’es; each ono «aid t owed 
Min TIKI.

F a ir  E nough
Speaker— I wish you'd kindly re- 

frnln from eruckliig walnuts while 
I'm  «penking. • ,

Oue*t— I will when you refrain 
from cracking client nut«.

IT’S YOUR MOVE

"Ihi you vo t that man through the 
the w indow ? l ie  hnan't moved fo r 21 
hours. He can’ t be aaleep; lie  iiiiihi

he dead. 1 am going to cal) the po 
lice.”

•'Oh, It'« all right. There'* a chess 
tournament going on In there.”

Y ear’» E ip t r . 'tn c e  o f V a lu ó ?
Would-be Contributor- Here's my 

maiiuscrlpt, which I offered you a 
year ago,

Editor— Put If I refused It a yenr 
ago, what's the use of bringing It hack 
now ?

Contributor— Well, you have had a 
year’s esportene« since tin n.

Game to tho Finish
“Have you ever thought of taking 

your ease and retiring from public 
life?”

"Yes," answered Senator Sorghum. 
“Put never without a shudder.”—  
Washington Star.

Tho All-Powerful Flattery
"How did you manage to sell that 

manuscript of yours hy telling the ed 
Itor what a good writer you are?” 

“No— h.v telling him what a good ed 
llor lie is.”

NOT ONE FOR THAT

Young Man tin candy store) *'J 
want twenty-tlve cents' worth of

kisses." Flapper Clerk— "The Idea! 
I wouldn't give you even one for 
that!”

Not Qualified
A bricklayer said to a foreman on 

a new Job: " I ’d .Ike to work here, 
hut I can't find a place to park my
car."

T i  e foreman replied: “I guess you 
won't do. This Is a high-class Job 
and we want only bricklayers who 
nave chauffeurs."

O U G H T  TO  G E T  A L O N G I

■a mho had found a Job fur ttvo 
week on a railroad section gang, and 
was taking leave of his fandly when 
his wife came to the door and 
shouted: "Come back heah, Sam Ton 
lutMi’l col a stick ot wood to ie  stovs 
— and you'll he gone s week I”

Tha negro turned and looked eery 
much aggrieved "llooey," he aald la 
a tone of Injured Innooenee. “wtiafn 
de mirtah? You all talks as though 
Ah was faktn de ax with me."

M e n d i n g  D o n a  a t D o c to r ’s
White— Where were you coming 

from « b n  | met you yesterday?
Brown—  From tha doctor’». I bad 

aome mending dona.
White—  W’hat did the doctor mend 

for you?
Brown—  A couple of aocks my wife 

gave me.

ALWAYS DOWN

Customer— Well, how's business In 
feathers now? ricking up. I guess.

I>ealer— N'o. my friend. It is always 
dowu.

Habituation
T h e  World Has r u e s  the sam e old song.

u o  " C u l t u r e "  s ti ll  Intent.
W e eay that s o m e th in g  m u t t  be wrong. 

Because it’s different.

Excusable
He was on trial let uaelng shot a 

! saxophone player and lu defence 
stater) that he thought It was a cat.

“ But you mustn't shoot anything." 
said the magistrate firmly. “ Not even 
a cat."

“i ’lease. youi worship. I thought 
this one was very, very til."

Fitting
Mrs. P.— All the closets are full. 

There's no room for my clothes say-
! where.

Mr. P.— There’s plenty available 
space on you. darling!

MASHED EVEN POTATOES

lluhhy— The cook's rather pretty,
nut flirtatious. I think.

Witle talarmed)— Why do you think 
so?

Hubby— She mashes even the tur­
nips and potatoes, you see.

Grand Operatic«
O n  O p e ra  w e r e  wtill intent.

W h i le  Sta te sm en st ir  the Nation 
A le rg e  a m o u n t  ot  S en tim en t  

Is lust V o c ife ra t io n .

Pull Together, Hereafter
“So the two dentists out your way 

have combined."
“Yes. they finally decided to pull 

together."

He Had Heard of It
"Hello, whiskers: where are you 

. going with that lantern?"
"What place is this?"
“ New York.”
“ Well,” said Diogenes, sorrowfully, 

! “I guess it won’t do any good to look 
1 here."

Motor Care We Don't See
“ What a lot of motor cars one sees 

nowadays I" remarked fhe^tall man 
" I  cs. thank heaven!" returned hts 

friend “ It's the ones we don't seu 
that send us to the hospital."

She Guffawed Then
Sam— I never see you with Mlaa 

t¡Mllugs any more.
Ion — No; I couldn't stand het vul­

gar laughing.
Sum— So! I haven't noticed It
I .on— No. you wereti i around when 

I proposed to her.

Looks —  Not Comfort
Shoe Clerk —  How do Hie shoes (If 

von Mrs. Stiles?
Mrs Stiles— They Hi me beautifully, 

hut hurt me dreadfully when I try to 
walk Id them.

K e p t 'E m  G u e s t in g
“Old Jake was hurled yesterday " 
“ What did he die o f f  
“ Nobody knows; not even the doc­

tor."
"That's Just like the old mscat. 

Nobody knew what he lived on and 
nobody knows what he died from."

A Better Use
Weary Dan What* la-come of ill 

de swell iiuices what used to lie on 
the (Millnitsn trains

Dusty It boll ilc* - Ah they re using 
them In naming new soli drinks


