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.. “What made you think this gen:

HIS PHANTOM FIGHT. -

tleman wag ‘drunk?” askel the
judge.

“Well, yer Honor, 'e was 'aving
a bit of a fight with his bootlegger.”

Oh! Mr. Gallagher,  Oh! Mr.
Gallagher. !

It seemg. to me  your hair i:

« mighty thin,

Why I cannot see a hair, .

And yoyr dome Is mighty bave:

To, go around that way

Just seems a sin. v

Oh! Mr. Shean, Oh! Mr. Shean

I havén’t got much hair upon my

- bean, 827
But I've often heard it said
For to cover a bald head;

Put‘on hair tonic Mr. Gallagher?.
No! Put your hat on Mr, Shean.
4 < —By JIMMIE, |
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THE DROP

A pair of lovers were strojling
along late one eveni when the
girl.said to her comparion: “Bill,
1 dreamt about you last night.”

For one short moment Bill tasted
Heaven... “Gwan,”  he breathed:
“yer didn’t!”

“Yes” she continued.. “I did,
straight., You know fried fish and
mince pies always gives me the
nightmare!” .

THE OTHER KIND
“Got any honey?" asked Mr. Ben-
son, one of the best customers of

« the Comprehensive Grocery.

“Yes,” said the touchy new clerk
“but I guess that ain't none of your
busines.” :

BOILED DOWN
A fussy diner called the waiter
and said: “Now, waiter, I want a
nice little chop: please give my
compliments to the chef and ask
him to dg his best for me, Tell him

- to put a little plece of fat on the

top when he grills it, so that it will
melt and make it juicy. ‘T don’t
want the chop underdone—nor do
1 want it burnt up—just nicely done,
with plenty of gravy.”

“Yes, sir certeinly,” replied the
waiter. Then he blew down the
speaking-tube, and shouted.  “Oné
chop, Joe.”

HARDER CHORES

Little- Boy. Mother, will I go to
heaven when I die?

Mother: Yes, if you're a good boy.

“Mother, will my dog go to hea-
ven?” {

“No.”

“Mother, will our cow  go to
heeaven?"”

“No, because animals have no
souls.”

“Well, will we have to go to hell
.for our milk then?"

—_——————
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Heat Away Pains
of Rheumatism

Red Pepper Rub  takes the
“ouch” from sore, stiff, aching
Joints, It cannot hurt you, and. it
certainly stops that old rheuma-
tism torture at once.

When you are suffering so you
can hardly get around, just try Red
Pepper Rub and you will have the
quickest relief known. Nothing has
such  concentrated, penetrating
heat as red peppers. Just as soon
as you apply Red Pepper Rub you
will-feel the tingling heat. In three
minutes it warms the sore spot

through and through. ~ Pain ndl

sorenes sare gone.

Ask any good gmglstn:’;); .YJBu\'
of Rowles Red Pepper ¢ 0
sure to get the genuine, with the
name Rowlés on each | o, 12

Curate: “Ah! a pew face,
ounig.Nurse:. .."Ohy-no, it ai
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- |cab yet,” the cabman said, “‘and I

: UPSIDE. . DOWN_

A Philadelphia lawyegells of an
attorney who ‘was arguing a case
beforo a certain ‘judge, between
whom and himself there was no
love lost. The judge listened for a
whie with ill-concealed impatience,
and then burst.out with:

“Nonsense, sir! You have your
points of law all upside down!"

“I don’t doubt that they seem
80 to your Honor,” replied the at-
torney, with a respectful bow, "“‘but
you'll ‘think differently when your
Honor is reversed.” ¢

THE THINNESS OF TERENCE

Two Irishmen met after a year's
separation, and were exchanging
gossip.

“And how is Terence O'Toole
these days?” asked Tim.

Mike shook his head dolefully.

. “Ah, Tim, it's.a dyin’ mon Ter-
ence is,”

“Dyin'? And phwat makes ye
think that, Mike?”

“Why, he's gettin’ so thin! Now,
you're thin, Tim, and I'm awfully
thin, but sure poor Terence is thin-
ner than both of us put tqsether."

SOLVING A RACE PROBLEM

A nold negro minister visiting in
a small Southern city had to catch
a train quickly and approached a
white cabby with a ram-shackle
vehicle.

“I've never driven a darky in my

don’t know how to begin now.”
“Well, 'll 'show you how,” said
the. fertile dominie. “You get in
the back and I'll drive and we'll
soon be there.”
“The cabby yielded, got his quar-
'ter and the minister got his train:

MOVING MOUNTAINS
Some college girls were giving a
show. They wanted no help from
the men;.-Faith had volunteered
to act as a scene shifter,  The, ¢ol-
lege president dropped in -at a re-
hearsal and. it -made him smile to
hear the following conversation:
“Faith! Faith!" ;
“Yen?” : v
“Come over here, please. I want
you'to move these mountains.”

OVER.THE RADIO

The village tightwad was listen-
ing in on thesradio at the home of
a friend of hig. It was Sunday
morning and the sermon from the
Shady_ Avenue Baptist Church~of
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, was be:
ing broadcast. 10

All at once - he took the - head
phones from his ears and started to
leave the room “What'’s your.hurry
Hiram?” demanded Mr. Brown.
“Don’t you like the sermon?"'?™

“Sermon’s all right,” said Hiram
“but he just announced they were
going to take up the collection,
Guess I'll be going.”

FREE SMOKE

A wily old Scot at one time had
occasion for a long railroad jour-
ney. Scarcely had he become com-
fortably settled in a corner of the
smoker when a stranger entered
and seated himself by this side. For
a time there was silence between
them, while from all sides. clouds
of tobacco smoke rose into the al-
ready heavily laden atmosphere.

The stranger, seeing a cigar in
the old man's pocket, turned to him
and said:

“My man, why don’t you smoke
your cigar?” 4

The old fellow looked about caut-
fonsly before replying.

“Hush, mon!” he whispered.
“Can ye nae see I'm getting al this
smoke free?’—
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1 see.”
nt. . It's:just been: washed, that's

“But that doesn’t prove he was
drunk, officer.” 3
“No, but there wasn't any hooti|
legger there, yer Honor.”

MILKED DRY
Six-year-old Freddy, bred in the
city, was on his first visit to his
uncle’'s farm. At breakfast he
heard that his uncle’s Je_rsey‘cow
had bcen stolen during, the night.
“That's a good joke on the man

RAGE.ELEVEN .

who stole her,” was Freddy's com-
ment. -

“Why?" asked his uncle.

“Why, just: before supper last|'
night the hired man took all the
milk out of her,” A

A Good Spring Tonic [

One That Will . Quickly Improve
Your Health

With the passing of winter many
people ' feel weak, depressed and
easily tired. No particular disease
but the system lacks tone. . You
find yourself tired, low spirited, un-
able to get sound sleep at night. All
this js the result of closer in-door
confinement ‘of the winter months,
and shows that the blood has be-
come thin and watery. New en-

riched blood is what you need to| Kind.Uncle: “Now what sort of a
put you right, and there is no other| Barbara: “Twins, please.” !

doll: would  you like, Barblr@fl'-'
~—From the Paasing Show, " ~
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medicine can give you this mew
blood as surely and as speedily as

Dr. Willilams’ Pink Pills. This new
blood goes to every part of the body
and quickly improves the general
health. The digestion is toned up,
you have a better appetite, nerves
are strengthened and sleep is 1e
freshing. The value of Ir.: Williams
Pink Pills when the system {s run
down is shown by the experience of
Mrs, Peter Arendt, Ravenscrag,
Sask., who says: ‘I was in a badly
run-down condition, and prostrated
with nervousness, I did not sleep
at night, and grew 'so 'weak that
when I tried to move about I would
be overcome with dizziness. I
heard about Dr. Willlams' Pink
Pills, and got a supply. -After I had
taken a few hoxes I began to feel
better. Continuing the use of these|}
pillsa my appelite improved, T slept
better at night, and I was soon as
well as ever [ had been. I have
also given Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills) &
to my daughter, aged fourteen, with
the best of results. I desire in this
way to express my thanks for the
great benefit I have found through
the use of these pills, and to rec-
ommend them to others in need of|’
a bload-building medicine.”
You can get these pills through| '
any dealer in medicine, or by mail|=

S

at 50 cents a box from The Dr. Wil
liams' Medicine Co., Brockville,
Ont,

“Punch, brothers, punch : with ca
Punch till there isnt’ any punch ball there.”
: —From tw.2 Chronicle, London,

re,

BRINGING UP FATHER

—By G320, McMANUS
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NOW: THID 1D
THE EADT WIND -
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ANOTHER LEDDON - YYOU CAMN

NOW TOMORROW ‘I'LL LIWE YOU
PUT THE MAH JONG DET AWAY -
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DON'T WORRY *
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