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I MERELY SA'D
] RecwoneD HE
+HAD A FRO 6

WHERE IN THE SAM
HiLe DD He GET
HDL‘D'OF VT

+uH
?

i
'

-AVE YOU EVER NOTICED THE BRAIN SPACE ABOVE AXEL’'S EYEBROWS!?

| Took. THE RYR SUT OF THE
BOTTLE So He WONT SMEL.
T AND GET THIRSTY IKE
He pib YesTenbtay..
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Now LSTEN To REASON,You sime!
I You QUEER ANOTHER FILM IN THiS
TOOMQUER.ING HIs BVIL SELE" REBL -
YOU'RE SOoMNA GET YER FACE
PUSHED IN! YOu PAY ATTENTION
3 TO THE. DIRECTOR. AND DO AS

R |
You cAN'T kib Mg !

AY KNOw TEA
WHEN AY SMELL

You ARE MAKING A GREAT
STRUGGLE AGAINST THE
“EViIL SELF" TTHAT DRINKS!

You FEEL YOURSELF .
GRowING sTRoNGER. !

TTHE. BOTTLE TEMPTS
You '

« mammae e = |

I | -'|'. |
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NATHIN' To T BUT BEAT |T FOR HOME -
MAYBE | CAN GET THERE BEFORE
SHE DIGS \T

VAT DOES THE WIFF3 MOTHER ).

WANNA START HOVSECLEANIN® IN MY

& 7-aver AN, | SUNK

' GEE, WHAT A FOOZLEDUFFER ]
THAT TROLL | WON AT THE (LUB

IF SHE BEATS ME 70T TS ALL oFF
| WAS! THE OLD LADY CANT

SHE'LL SLIP 1T T0 THE WIFF AND IT HASNT DAWNED'

OW, HELLO HANK' | FOUND THIS
ON RIM YET THAT Naw

UNDER. THE RUG. AND | HAD AN '

» ) )
: ROOM FOR 7 WHEN SHE GETS )] | LAST NIGHT UNDER THE RUG!f]{HELP BUT FIND IT! AND 1 TOLD UL IorT | GoTTA HAVE SOMETHING ON ME FOR FAIR- S wes GorTA AWFUL TIME HWIDIN' IT FROM PETTY'L., |-
£ ummrﬁe wilL BE WHE.;"E% FORTY sucxs? HE WIFF THIS Moﬁg;zhlfr ::_‘;’*AS GET THERE MAKE | SENSED RIGHT AWAY THAT m‘l’m - ‘
THE RIGHT PLACE! . OKE; e GooD! SAVING IT UP To BUY HER A PRESENT!)] | L
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THEN—SHE TURNED AROUND.

n

- Jarrremily

’ -I T
Cackleberry, “Hore my darling hero,
Capt. Tynnofoyle, Is dying for hiis |

mw #well he wna dressed, looked
ke a fellow who could spend all the

s that who has the measles and
thinks he's dying wbout it? When

berry,™ Intorrupted Mr. Joarr, “h
really, you know, a recital of all thos

country's flag, with tho measles’ my Gabo enlisted In the war and |ils that flesh Is helr to, well, renlly nu\-{l;;y l':;l'r‘“l“‘:l!:: -':1:[“]::!1‘::?:‘1.1;!“” avarye | Cotvnght (B4 Ly The Press Poblshing €o. (The New York Eeening Weorld),
“Oh, it's not so bad s that, wy | went right smack down South and | you know——i'an't we talk about the | ihing Mr. Jare Baio itk un-lm‘wf-r' YOUTL NOTP m'

Pdenr!” "Interrupted Mra, Jarr.,  “The | it and 0t the rebels, ho got shot as | sunshine of spring and the trees and | {0 excuse himself, when tho telaphons S 5HOW TO-NIGHT , YOUNG LADY.

lant bulleting Issuod—wasn't it by the | full of Woles as & porous plaster, and rang YouU'LL STAY RIGHT IN YOUR RooM

fowers and the singing birds" —
“I wouldn't talk about singing birds
if I wore you!" spoke up Mra. Jarr

Mrs, Jarr beat Miss Cackloberry to |

War Department T—atated that the he got gangrens and smallpox and it, Mr. Jarr never stirring, he hav- |

havoe of mensles In the captain's | yaller fever and insompnia and ty-

Um_?L | SEE FIT TO LET YOU
L P =

By Rey kM Carciel

JOIN A DANCING CLASS.

ON'T cry, my dear girl,
you'll make your noss
red, sald Mrea. Jarr
sympathetically,

“Who's hare 1o sse it
whimpered Miss Irenn Cacklsborry,
the falr young girl from Philadelphin

sewspaper. He was there to seo It

Duneniborry  (tho Kind hearted old
lndy neighbor, originally from In-
diana, who bhad dropped in to bring
the children some of her home made
cooklen) was there to see it. But
evidently all thesn did not count, for
Mra. Jarr agnin patted Miss Cockls-
berry on the back and sald: "Yes,
doaris, 1 know, but somebody MAY

know what to do!"™ aniffled Miss

SAFETY FIRST
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HURRY,JOAN,
DINNER
15 READY

militla reglment wan about over'

Quenright, L001

Tho Vress Pulislioue O
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". NES YDORW ?
S na to hring poonls ks that Benton e nursery, he investigated, and
- » It Bushy, if that's his clelit name, 1 found Tommy pounding  his little
this house, to sell us Hie insurnnes, bivoi her,

“What is the ‘yellov, perii?"
‘An otherwise useless lemon ir. the | “but when you spanked me yestorday |

WELL- DIDN'T HE ?

Now BON'T FORGET) S w.
\TH: HOME-WORK, S~ =
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[nt for a king, and telling an awful

perlls invest a soldier's carcer - at loast
they aren’t trying to sell us accidont
naurance ks your frioml Mr, Bon-
lon T Bushy did!  And after® him
terrifying and horrifying us with lils
awful Hst of Injuries as Incomes:
‘L of the backbone, $000;" ‘Hreak-
Inge neck In nine places, §1,000;" ‘1iny-
ing your ltte children burned ln an
incendinry fire, $2,000!"" Don't you
tulk to us!"
!“':'-m." erind Miss Cackleberry, “and
tha

Injurad and dylng for a Hving talk,
admitted he woas o married man'"
"After wo had gotten him a supper

| Mra,

all well and happy,
pleasant lttle svening at home!
marrled folks' dancing clusa? Why,

Jolin!
Come right over and
tell us nbout je!*

And when Miss Cackleborry said
sho didn't see what good a married
couples' dancing clanss would do her,
Jarr sald, “Don't be siliy!
There'll b

nothing but bachelors

There wus a young fellow o Dullas
Who never would wear but one gallus,

story that lrena baked the chocolute
luyer vake Mra, Trusenberry sont in
when we saw him moking a pig of |
himself, eatiug 1t!" added Mrs, Juve
Indignanty |

“You Insisted he tuke u third ploce |
of the chocolste layer cake, when he |
snld Bow geod It was,” mumbled Mr
Jare., I

"And suppose I A4 roplied Mr!.|
Jarr. "Did 1 think he was the mheep
In wolf's eclothing, and all that sort
of thing, hoe proved 1o be?”

“And hWim never saving o word he
was married,” sighed Miss Cackle-

Bines us chnps in the Hast

Have one whole palr at least

I'm sure we will bear him no mulice!
-_— —-—————
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ing long ago learned no one wos |

just having a'
A [}

OF COURSR Mr, Jarr and T will|
You, Mr, Jorr I8 orazy to learn
| the new siops!

L awtul  cheeky, overdrossod, | there, mostly ™ |
b who was still visiting the Jarrs. Mr. | come! [ wmirking life inwurance man, after S —
I Jearr gave a poek from behind his "I'm Just that discouraged 1 don't Ihn:-rs-\\inu us up with his old gotting | HELP!
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phus and bone-break nger and"——- aclaly, “atter the bird you bronght ,'ul|\l.‘r_!1u h|imn|'l'!: fnrhhl*u ;}wn T'md' ¢ 4 /J/'/
. Beewslen 1014, by The e $ubl G . “Holty tolty!" crled Mrs. Dusen-| “You know 1 wouldn't hurt your |home last night I that Benton B, | “WHho 18 it0F asked Mps. lure over 1 /
: ! !f,.. fort Bvoning “uﬁil*"l_l inrtrude, l‘hu Jarra’ light running Rasel. Ut ot o8 soliler ofiver Taalinmn Sor tha: world. Sien. Dumem: usby! And as for snying n word to | the wire ‘um:‘ Claran? It's Clara - /’r/_
‘ dumestic, wns thers to ses It. Little . ik soiier of i 3 ! LI, Mre. Dusenberry for happening to Mudridge-Smith,” she expluined to = Y
THE JARRS DECIDE TO Willie Jarr and his baby sister, Emma ’ mention, a8 poor Ireno dld, what | the company. “How are we all? Oh, - /43
darr, wore thers to see L. Old Mra. smv s SLATE ’

Practical.

111441 woa being measured for
his fAirst made-to-order sult of

eclothea,
“Do you want the shouldera padded,

| my letle man?" Inquired the tallor,

A YNt sald WllHe mignificantly: “pad
berry, “And my hero, Capt. Tynne- " P ¢ "
toyle, ill, and Mawr wrlting e the pants.”—Poople's Home Journul

dreadful letters that if T am to wasts |
Ao mueh time to eome bome and et |
my sister Gleffye have & chaneo in
Now York! (ladys put her up to say
that, the cat'"

“Well, don't ery any more, Trene*
sabd Mra, Jurre, 6 don't see how M
Tare eould hove nrade suvh o mbst b

when Mr. Jjarr has Insavance, which
I have to pay out of my own monay,
and what good doos 1L do gs'™

“1 didn't know he was married,’
explalned Mr, Jarr, “You wsmid 1o
bring some young men to ths houss
while Irens was visiting us. And this
Insurance agent didn't look like a
married maAR-=Yyou BDoticed yourself
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Tommy's Courtesy.

T'\l.\l\"H father had been glving
him  lessons In polltenesy,
hiardly dared hope thut the seeds
of his teaching had tnken root
One day, hearing nolse coming from

“t'm sarprired, Tommy," said his
futher sternly, “thar you should hurt

your little brother® Don't you know |

that 1t 18 very cowardly to sirike ons

who |8 emaller than yourself 7

“Yeu," repllad the cprit meekiy,

unsympathetic ‘gallery 1 was too polite te mentlon it."—
Ladiss’ Home Journal
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