HER
Mszude—Neo, I'l} take Edith
souvenir crazge untll it's dangerous

Gertie— Why, what did she do =t

never

o

to

go

BOWLING SOUVENIR.

the bowling club again.
out with her.

the club?

She's got the

Mande—She carried home one of the bdiggest balis she could find.

Better Than the Ground-hog.

“Do 1 believe in the ground-hog?" re
with a il

te him

farmer,

uestion was put

i
]

| difference If

ground-hog if he don't make his burrow
in the woods, and how's he goin' to see
his shadder there?! Wouid it make any
2 calf saw his shadder on
that day?"

“Then I can take It that you dom"t

the old saying?™

t sayin® yes nor no
business,”

ba-
to the
replied the

1, “but 'm teilin' you that I've got
a better thing When I git up on the
mornin’ of February 24 I take 2 good
lo ock at the old woman's face
see 32 scowl between her eyes and bhear
her teeth grittin’ 1 git ready six

for

oid |

If 1}

weeks of snow and hall and jawin' and |

and callin’ me names.
mile on her face instead, and

ks for break-
turn to and begir
piow and hunt up the seed corn and
iook for blue birds and robbins wit

1f |

to grease |

in |
n

10 days. The rest of the foiks can have |
{ the ground-hog if they wasnt to, but as
me gimme the old woman every

JOE KERR.

/ o ¥ —
/ \’ /s
L“ N VDN m—
HAail BEFORE.
Deajer—Shall 1 send voe up a ton ?
needn’t go to ail of that bother. Just wrap it up and 1

my vest pocket.

Johnny on the Ground-hog.

her has asked

the ground

“My dear and loving teac

me to write a composition «

hog, and T will,

therefore, say that he is
He has a

and most of ti

something fierce. burrow

e time b

the earth,

in it and

Baman life. When he does g

roam around with his eyes blazing fire

and his teeth gnashing, and If he comes
across a farmer’s hired man in the barn-
yard then woe to that There
terrible growl, a scream of rror, and
2 dead body Is borme back 1o the burrow
to be devoured at leisure.

“As 1
noe one knows,

man. is =

to how mg a ground-hog lives

but

dead with 21 rings are

have been found
mnd the tail
ring representing at least 2 year.
his birth to his death ke
placable enemy and

the

each
From
is man's im-
thirsts for buman

blood.
“SYhen tvinter falrly sets In the
gronnd-hog ceases to rToam over the

| for six weeks.

canse of earthquakes. If once yom hear

him growl In his sieep you will bhave |
goose-flesh forever after.

“On the cond day of Febhmary the
groucd-hog turns over om his back and
wakes gives yell. Then he
slowl; to see how the Panama

on. it is a bright
s shadow_  and it is so

mean looking that he tumbles backwards

into his burrow and doa’t come out again

to Inform farmers,
other interested ,parties that onions are

up, the roses biooming, and that it is

| time fer them to come forward and have

country, chamking his teeth and puiling |

down victims, and enters his burrow for
® jong sleep. He has awful dreams as be
sleeps, and some folks think that is the

their bomes picked.”
JOE KERR.

NEXT MONTH.

February’s a month of holidays;
Te count "em keeps us busy.
There's groundhog day
And Lincoln's birth;
St. Valentine
Is still on earth,
Bat Washington we most do praise
His fame guite makes us dizzy.

- PERISH
“I'm laffin’ at de oldest joke 1 know, but it alwsays
“Wot's dat™
*A womsn jJist ask me if I wus lookin’ fer work.”

>

THE

THOUGHT.
tickles me.™

If it is cloudy no shadow |
appears, and he sets off over the country |
schoolma'sms and |

PRIDE.

Mrs. Muldoon—So your man won the
Marathon race, did be? Yiz ought to be
proud of him!

Mrs. Doolan—Sure 2n” Of am. I &l
ways refirs to him as me ruonin’ mate,

so Of do.

ON FEBRUARY 2ID.
First Boarder—What Is & sausage?
Becond Boarder—A ssusage is s ground

Log.

NEVER SILENT.

Hicks—Have you & sflent typewriter
in your office?

Jicks — No, sir; my typewriter is a
woman.

SiUAS OF
His Dad (sternly)—Aba! You have been
skating, although I told you not te.
His Boy ichattering? — How do you
know?
His Dad—-Why, you're sosked to the
skin!

His Boy—Well, dat's a sign I beea
swimmin’.

Professor Daubo and His Realistic Painting.

THE WEATHER

TR
64, Vi v,/
(l"f'%:“ ’

HELLQ
BoB !

1

1|15 THAT ONE OF YOUR
| BLasTES MOVING |
(PICTURES, DAUBO ?

= an
L 2

WEATHER P

.

I8TR

v~ OPHEY

| {Coma our
{ |OF THERE

! )

WHY

Mr.

Mr. Fox—No wonder.
bog to come out

Mr. Beaver—Did he see his shadow?

Mr. Fox—No, but he saw mine,

HE REMAINED HOME.

Beaver - Why, you look starved to desth.
I've been sitting two whole days waiting for

ground-

{Ge

She—1 wil} give you my
He—Baut, ngu, it yeu

{ have cancer

A Late Remorse.

“Yes, the doctors have told me that |
of the stomach and musgt
soon go to the grave,” said the retir
real estate agent, “‘and
ready begun to eat at my heartstrings.”
““But you bave been a good man,”
the friend he was confiding in
“Yes, 1 have given to the heathen, to

remorse has al-

urged

home charities and have been a good !

busband and father.”

e 74

S
N

HER GREATEST
Swell insists that | must sperd the balance of the winter In the

Wifey—Dr
outh

m

He says | need a change.

NEED.

Hubby—Yes, you need 2 change—that's a fact.

Wifer—Ah, you admit it, then?

Hubby—Yes; you need & change of doctors.

“Speaking of New Year's rescives and
the way they are geperally kept,” sald
the real estate man, “I think we are all
aiike, no matter whether rich or poor. I
bave had a man around the bouse for
four or five years, and sithough I have
kinown that be was not strictiy homest,
he has been so faithful
tions that I have overlooked his one fagit
Along shout New Year's Day it came to
my ears that he was going to make msny
resolves, and tbree or four days after-
wards 1 gave him the money to bay three
tons of coal for the furnace. Happening
down ceilar that eveping I was strueck
with the smaliness of the three toas, and
calling to William I said:

* It doesn’t look to me as If there was
three tons iz that bin.’

1
|

in other diree- !

All AliKe.

*“*Yes, it does look s little scant’ he
replied.

“*l don't believe there i3 over two
and a baif’

“*No, siz."

“ “You are sure you
are you?

“*I must bave.'

“ “Williag®)” dide’'t you ma2ke any re

ordered three tons,

| so:ses on New Year's?”

Yes, sir’

**Among your resoives did you resolve
not to beat me any more?

* Yes, sir.’

“ ‘But here Is ozly two tons and g half
of coal.’

“‘1 Emow fit. sir,” he repiled. ss
shook his bead in a solemn way, ‘but
was ome of the first resolutions
busted after New Year's was ov
with" ™ JOE KERR.

FORGOT

HIMSELF. k-

Lorsine—Poor Mr. Reckless fell on the ice yesterday.

Evelyn—Was he much hurt?

Loraine—]I don't kuow.

He began to use some golf language, and T came away.

His MistaKe.

“When | brought my wife to see the

{ Harlem fist I had selected,” sald the im-

“And pecple have always spoken of !
yot as an honest man.”

“Yes, I have paid my debts.™

“Then why remorse?”’

“It's om sccount of those subuchan
transactions,” was the pathetic reply. |
“They keep risingz vp before me and
will not down. I see them in my

dreams, and I awake crying for forgive-
ness.”

*“But, as I understand it, you bought
acreage, cut it up into city lots, graded
and paved at your own expense, and
then gave poor men a chance to get
bomes. I have heard vou spokem of as
s philanthropist for sodoing.™

“Yes, but those who said so 4id pot
know the truth. I see in my mind's eye
those headiines I used to advertise: “Why
Pay Rent;’ ‘Own Your Own Home; ‘Do

| surance man, “she was charmed with it,

| Sunday nights inciuded.

You Want Fresh Air? ‘Do You Want To |
Hear The Roblns Sing;” ‘De You Want |

Your Children To ILive.” Then they were
invited out to buy 2 lot of me Some
times 1 had a pictore of & house la the
ad—s cosy cottage with the family sit-
ting oo the veranda breathing iz the
ozone.”

“I remember, but why remorse over
those things? You sold bundreds of
lots, didn't you, and bhundreds
men are blessing you today, aren’t they?”

“Um! I don’t think I hear them. ™

“But why?

““Because the first sewer assessment
made by the city came to more than the
valge of the lots, to say pothing of the
shade trees dying, the sidewalks giv-
Ing out and the pavements falling ia.
The robins didn’t siug, the ozone didn’t
come aund the bouse in the picture was
80 cold that the famlly in it all froge
to desth the first winter, If I had my
life to live over again, mebbe—mebdbe

And he turned away to hide his falling
tears—turned away whean it was too late.

JOE KERR.

VERY TRUE.
Hcax—-He was only geiting a small
salary, but he bought a lot of diamonds.

Finally he went to jafl. The stones

broke him,

Joax—Aud now he's breaking stopes.
A BAGE.

Mistah Grouad-hog Isyin’ low,
Somewheres yonder in de snow.
Hasn't got a thing to say

Till it comes dat speciai day,
When ke sort o" Dats his eye

An’ starts in to prophesy,

Jes" Jooks wise an’ makes 3 guess,
Lety de climate do de res’.

of poor |

and I lost no time taking s year's lease.
We had just got comforiably settied when
& curious noise began one night about O
o'ciock and conticued for an b From
thence on it got to be 2 regular thing,
The head of
the house across the hsll was a litie
runt of a man who was in the ciothing
business, and after a fime [
bim on the stairs and told him that the
noise was a nuisance and sasied him
what occasiomed it.”

“l will tell you,” he replied, “and 1
am sorry if it puts you out. I have =
brother-in-law who comes here and sasses
me. He is bigger'n T am, and 1 am
unching the bag to get ready for him.
In twe weeks more I will knoek his
head off. Give me that time and the

!

taid for |

noise shall cease. ™

“I told hlm to go ahead snd pumch
blagzes out of the bag, =nd he did so, and
I was Jocky in being in at the finish
I was just about to enter the house cne
evening when the little bantam came
rushing a man downstairs and out-
doors. The rush ceased there, however.
The big man squared off and gave the
little man = caff on the ear, and my
friend of the punching-bag turned and
fled for bis life, with the other in ciose
pursuit. Next morning | met the run-
per at the door and he sald:

“‘I made a great mistake and 1 ask
your pardon.’

omg

“ “What s 1t? .
“*‘I—I punched the bag.'
* ‘Yes.’

*“‘But 1 ought to have been training
my legs Instead of my arms’™
JOE KERR

=

Aot

THE IMPUDENT THING. ¢

Mjss Chick-a-des—Heavens! I belleve that bowsid mas is firting with o




