
DOUBTFUL
A candidate for sheriff was go-

ing around among the voters so-

liciting their votes. He had a lit-

tle book with him in which he en-

tered the names of the voters he
interviewed and their politics.
He came to one heavy-jawe- d and
big-fist- man and said:

"Well, Mr. Jones, I suppose
that I can count on your support
at the election."

"Naw, you can't count on my
support," said Jones. "I'd rather
take poison than vote for a

like you."
"From the way you talk," said

the candidate, as he pulled out his
bopk, "I reckon mebby I had bet-

ter put you down in the doubtful
column."
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t WELL DONE, GEORGE
It had been their first separa-

tion, and during one week the
young husband had sent his dear
little wife- - ten letters, fifteen pic-

ture postcards and four tele-
grams. Why, then, this touch of
coldness in her welcome on his
return?

"Dearest," he whispered, as he
drew her toward his manly
bosom, "what is wrong?"

"Oh, Geprge," she replied in
broken tones, "you didn't send
me a kiss in your seventh letter."

George thought like lightning
for a moment before he replied :

"I know I didn't, Petsy, but I
had steak and oriions that night
for supper, and you wouldn't like

kiss you after eating
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WOW!
For a number of years a bitter

feud existed between the Browns
and the Perkinses, next-do- or

neighbors. The trouble had orig-

inated through the depredations
of Brown's cat, and had grown so
fierce art affair that neither party
ever dreamed of "making up."
One day, however, Brown sent by
his servant a peace-makin- g note
for Mr. Perkins, which read:

"Mr. Brown sends hia compli
ments to Mr. Perkins, and bees tat
Say his old cat died this morning. Wl
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bitter: . -

"Mr. Perkins is sorry to hear o
Mr. Brown s trouble, but he ha
not heard that Mrs-- Brown was .
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