March 26

swis S Ay
1 =

i

191

N

By C. M. Payne |

1 waAS JUST Going
Yo VAKE Yov ou'T
AND GEY You A BI6
“Disy oP ICE CREAM
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THAT'S IT AKEL - MoLd
PERFECTLY STILL ANMD
KEEP SMiLiNGg !

DONT MovE AxeL!

KEEP STILL,OR
YOuLL SPOIL THE

FiLm
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¥ HA-HA- THE WiFF)
| 1S GoiN' To STAY

| | MIGHT AS WELL
il TAKE THE GANG

I

{ AT HER MOTHERS. [ 3

I pown T THE House | |
i Ao Wave A REAL |
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PELIEVE HAROLD DOG-

% * BYORY; A PRESS AGENT'S
3 LIFE IS NO ROSEBED.

Mr. Dogstory, I'm o
giad you have called! I
love theatrical people and
it musmt be grand to be
connected with
Misa Irens Cackle-
she oams tripping into Mrs.
or to greet the caller.
I could get my oakes regular

ut mbovelllng coad 1'd Llow the bLusli-
bess," replisd Mr. Dogstory dolefully.
“So far as a pross agent Is concerned,
whore does he figure? If the show
gots over big they'll tall you It's be-
causs It's 4 knockout from opsning
[ h to curtisln tayg, and If it's &
bloomer, It I fivs, they'll tell you it's
pecause the preas work was bum."

“Oh, how engrossing theas peepa
behind the scenvs are! Don't you
think mso, Mre. Jarr?' murmured the
young lady from FPhiladelphin,

Mra, Jarr, who had tasted first blood
of deadheadlam through Mr. Iogstory
~—had gotten her Hrat free theatre
ticketa through him-—was quick to
admit she, too, was enthralled,

“And oh, 1 love to read those cuns
ning storfea about the home lives of

YOU GOTTA DO IT!

Capyeightt, 1914, by The Prem Publishing (o. (The New York Brening Word)

actorm and actreasea! They write so
grand and refined about eooking ham
and eggw!" continued Miss Cuckle-
berry.

“And roasting Bacon,” Interpomed
Mr. Dogstory wearlly. "“The publicity
man has to shovel out that gush for
the stage magugines. The sditore al-
wuys want the actors to roast Bacon;
the magasines like that kind of guff
because it makea the actors seem In-
tellectual and refined. 1Did you ever
notice the magagine stories signed by
wctors always boost for Bhakespeare
and knock Bacon, And yet If you'd
ank any of them, before they mee their
article In print, who Bacon waa, they'd
tell you it waa Bill Baron of the
Breakfant Brothers, Tiver and Bacon,
“Those Hig Time Hoys!' as they bill
themaelves.™

“How very Interesting!” cried Mpa,
Jarr and Miss Irene Cackleberry to-
gether. For everything about actora,
good or bad-—and by thin lsa meant the
storien ns well as the actore—I8 in-
teresting to moat folk.

Yoo, sald Mr. Dogstory, gloom-
ily, reverting to hia troubles, “well
do 1 remember when 1T was out ahead
of "The Girl With the Face,' and It

the ahow when we opened on Broad-

to do it—and when the resultant
tragediea flled the papers ahe glve

monthe publlle  sympathy  helne

was n looker. What did 1 ger®
Mra. Jarr and Mies Cackiberry lia-

press agent!”

fully.

when this military man, Capt. Tynne

-

SAMMY’S SLATE
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SPAING FEVUA

camo a flop In Beranton, The mans
agement offerad me o half Interest If
I would pull a story that would save

way. Bo [ had our leading woman
put bichloride of mercury in the frec
luneh of & saloon—ahs hiring a hohn

out that she had done It beoaune
ahe was a temperance fanatie, and we
played for blg business for three

with the leading woman becauae ahe

;\'_,"“ BOAH DS q

tened  eaperly. “Yes, yves, go on!™

they sald,
“I ot eanned!™ added Mre Dog-
story. YT asked I they hadn't prom-

Isoed to glve me a bit of the show In
Meranton,  and  they  sald 'Yos In
Seranton'  And when T suld, "Well,

we'll run all peason, anyway 1 gotl »
Job!" They sald, ‘No, we et you out
RButurday nlght, the show's turning
them away, and we won't need o

quamrantined ot thelr armory, snd we
Iayve to cloge the shiow "

Girl From the Cheess Factory,'
ashed Mrs, Jarr,
wa let you know when Capt, Tynne-
fovie amd his men get over the
mwienslon und play the show for them "

“The curse of the storage wWars.
house has fallen

AN look whint happened the other

Miss Cackleberrs
night,” Mr. Dogstory went on riie. )

“Oh, the show wasn't s

“I get a packod housa withont it
osting the IImn‘Nunul # ovent ox-
vept for the flage nnd bunting oar
Milltary Night,' you know. AL Yeast
it would bave been n packed house,

after we oed decorated e on the show,™
ran on the box offles
passing by thought we had gone into |
movies mnd there
jammed up at the box office asking

All the simps | wers three grand stalroass settings in
the show—Iin the Duke of Limburg-
In the:imporial ocheese

factory, second act, and In the forest

wihs 4 erowd |

foyle, and his soldlers break out all

Good Stories
of the Day

In Out of the Wet, '

N Irfahman waa fishing in a river
whon It began to rain heavily.
Pat, not desiring to get soaksd

through, sought shelter under a rall-

way bridge spanning the river, and
here he plied his rod with trus Whal.
toni¢ seal, utterly regardless of the
tralna that inceasantly thundered to
ind fre overhead. Presently another

Individual appeared on the acene and

politely askod Pat what he was dolng,

“Fishing,'" was the laconio retopt,

The stranger laughed, “FPray what

in the uas of fishing under the bridge

while such an Infernal nolse contin-
ues?™

“Oh, shut up, man,” replied Pat, In-
dlgnantly. “Sure, ye don't know these
fish. They'll come under hore to get
out av the raln!"—Pittaburgh Chrou-

{cle-Telegraph,

—_——————

Experienced.

E vicar advertised for an organ-

ist the ather dny. Among the

replies he recelved was the fol-
lowing:

“Daar Blr—I1 notice that you have a
vacancy for an organist and musiec
t¢icher, either lady or gentleman.
Having been both for several years,
I beg to apply for the position.,”—
TiL-Bits,

—_— e

Lost His Voice.

BOIRE CITY (Iduho) man tel's
of o poker gamo In that town
wherein there sat “a gool

thing” in the person of o nice young
man from Boston.

Now, as the players ware profge-
slonal gamblers there did not seent tn
be much chance for the Hubite, The

‘Erminie’ thirty years ago by falling
lvwnstairs on hin entrance—and ever
sines then he inslsts ouuc ntalroase
helng written o for h In every
seene,'”

By E. McBride

S0 GLAD You CAME MOTHER,
| WAS JUST GOIN' OVER TO
YOUR HOUSE. YO STAY. HANK

THEN—HE TURNED AROUND!
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WELL THANK GOODNESS (VE
GOT THE BORDER ALL VARNISHED.
NOW IF_NOBODY WALKS ON IT,
WHEN IT DRYS IT'LL LOOK,
PRETTY NIFTY !

s
N\ 7% /’;u{g/,'

latter, however, did pretty wsll; so
well, indeed, that the gamblers were
pussled, On one hand there was bet
This the tenderfoot

sed
“n J‘uut 1lft that §150," announoed
one of the gamblers,

To the astonishment of all the ten.
derfoot anw the ralee,

“What have you got, anyway?™ ds.
manded the gambler, testily, <

“A pair of kKings," suid the Boston-
lan, laying them down.

“Bi1." wald the gnmbler, turning to
“tell him they're good—I]
can't.”—Lippincott's,

Misconstrued.

N American motoring through
s amall Beotch town was
pulled up for excessive speed.

“Didn't you see that notice, 'Dead

Blow' 1" uired the policeman,
did,” returned the Yan- | ||
“but I thought it referred to your

promptly

for good ten-cent seatn!’
Voonlds

2 *lh‘ L seeied: Ahe glade, lust mel-—-;-awu&'!wl‘

"It tan'tl" replied 4he preds agent.

I
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“Stage life In tascinating, isa't 17" | kee,
el T Pasiiiamang, a's

durned little town!"—Londen Evening
@randard,




