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SAILING THE SKY SEXS. 
i 
| First Aviator—You had a lot of 
trouble on this trip, didn't you? 

Second Aviator—Yea; I got into the 
trough of the breeze and couldn't get 
out. 

That Home Ruft. 

VES, I'm a baseball enthusiast," 
Bald the Insurance clerk, "and I 
got my wife to attend a game the 

pther day for the first time in her 
life. When the game began I began 
to And things to holler about, but she 
sat there without the slightest en
thusiasm. Once she remarked that 
she wished she had gone to a moving 
picture show instead, but I didn't say 
anything until Wlggs made his home 
run. Then I hollered to beat the 
band and begged my wife to holler 
with me." -

"What for?"' she asked. 
" 'Why, for that home run." " I re

plied. 
"'Did he run home?'" 
" 'Slick and clean. It was great!' " 
" 'Well, if he ran home," she said 

with a sigh, 'he must have had trou
ble with his wife, for there he Is back 
again. Let's go home, Fred. We 
don't want to get mixed up in any 
family rows!'" \ 

JOB KERR. 

WISE. 
What was your hurry yesterday? 
I just bought ny wife a new fall 

hat and had to hurry home before the 
style changed. 

Mrs. 

OF COURSE. • . , 

De Rich, when in Europe I suppose you took a Mrs. "Wise—Ah, 
trip up the Seine? 

Mrs. De Rich—Oh, of course, and the beaBtly climb was fully made up 
for by thegrand view from the peak, don't you know? 
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PERHAPS. 

Men are nothing; principles everything. . 
"Sut wouldn't men lie something if they had more principle? 

\ 

He and Jones. 
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NOW-A-DAYS. 
How do you like my new fall hat? 
Turn around and let me-see the-back of it, 

perfeotly splendid! 
dear.. (Shortly)—Why, it'i 
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He Never 
CHE open car will vanish soon, 

Like landscape in a fog; 
And then, oh, friends, what will 

become 
Of that 'ere street car hog? 

For five long months and'twice a day 
In weather toul or fine; 
You've seen him seated at the end, 
A playing up the swine. 

His weight has been two hundred 
pounds— 

sWe've had to crovd and Jam; 
We've had to clamber o'er his legs, 
And give his knees a slam: 

The fall is here—the car must go. 
But will it better us? 
Will we no longer glare and glint, 
And in good English cuss? ' 

Don't bet we won't, ye weary souls, 
There'll be no brighter skies; 
{The street car hog is sometimes ill, 
But never, never dies. . 

The first closed car will see him there, 
With that same porky smile;-
Two hundred pounds—he fills two 

seats, • • ' 
And fe'et across the aisle! 
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Fair Warning. 
O you think the. President has in-

j tired his prospects by vetoing!^ 
the free wool bill?" I asked of V 

a farmer whom I found at the village $ 
postofflce. < "**' 

"I dunno," was his reply. • ^ "-^5 
"Perhaps you are not a wool-\ 

grower?" * 
"No, hain't got no sheep." 
"Then you can't be greatly Inter- < 

•ested." ) vf 
"Noap, but I'm thinkin' of some-" ^ 

thing else." , '*!" * 
, "Indeed." . '' ' ^ 

"I hain't carin' a durn what Mr. 
Taft does with wool, but I want him* •' 
to distinctly understand that the m,inU 
he lays his paw - on coonsklns t.*e "j. 
farming community in this county will ' 
rise up and frizzle him to a. frazzle! 

JOE KERR, 

HEARD this morning that Jones 
was dead," said Smith as he over
took Brown on the street. 

"Yes, poor fellow." 
"You knew him well, didn't you?" 
"Over forty years." 
"And he was a good man?" 
"I never expect to find his equal. 

He was honest, just and truthful, and 
he has surely gone to his reward." 

"Forty years, eh? And you never 
had 'a hard word between you?" 

' "Never. We were like brothers." 
"Can you recall what first attracted 

you to him?" 
"As If it were but yesterday. I had 

been up to Big Lake on a fishing trip, 
and had caught over 200 pickerel. 
When I got home and told of my 
luck—" 

"No one believed you, of course." 
"No one but Jones. He believed 

and embraced and we became friends, 

and—and—excuse this emotion, sir, 
but I must hurry along and make ar
rangements for the funeral." 

JOE KERR. 

U ERE is a song to the girls I knew 
^ In the good old days of yore, 
' To Polly, and Molly, and Dolly, 

and Sue, 
Here is a song to the girls I knew. 

s 
UT I'm still heart-free, and it's 

simply due 
To the fact that I can't wed 

four! 
Here Is a song to the girls I knew 

In the good old days of yore. 

ALL IN THE BUSINESS. 
I 
UP 
all 

HAVE been in the retail grocery 
trade for the last ten years," said 
the man with the bad cigar, "and 

to three months ago I had given 
my orders to a certain drummer. 

I liked him and liked his house, and 
although other drummers came along 
and sought my trade I held steadfast. 
About a year ago, however, I did yield 
enough to promise a certain man that 
if anything happened to my favorite 
he should come next. He came into 
the store occasionally, but did no 
more soliciting. He saltl he was will
ing to wait, and felt that Providence 
would befriend him." 

"And did it?" was asked. 
"You shall hear. About four weeks 

ago he and my favorite came to town 
on the same train. When they ar
rived at the depot a thunderstorm was 
raging and they were detained there. 
They were not ten feet apart when a 
thunderbolt struck the building, and 
queerly enough my favorite drummer 
was the only one killed. In the pour
ing rain, and with the lightning play
ing around his hat, the other man 
B jpsuijit 3.VBS 'aaojs jCUX paipi33J 
shake, and then pulled out his order 
book and said: 

" 'What shall It be today, Mr. Wil

li 

liams?' " 
" 'But 'I order from Pete, as you 

know.' " 
" 'I know you did, but you won't 

again. Pete has Just been struck by 
lightning at the depot.' " 

"It may seem heartless," continued 
the grocer, "but business is business 
and can't be delayed, and I gave the 
enterprising man a $600 order and 
sent him on his way rejoicing." 

JOE KERR. 

A REMEDY. >: 

JiTonk—What are you doing with that keg of nails? " 
&lppo—Why, they told me my system netvtal a little irOi^v, 

THIS AGE OF PROGRESS. 
That looks like a good machine of 

yours, old man, but it's beginning to 
show signs of wear. 

But you must remember I've had 
It for some time. It's a 1912 model. 

A GOOD START. 
The paper tells about a wedding 

where rice was thrown at the bride 
and bridegroom, and some of it 
lodged in the ear of the bridegroom 
and made him deaf. 

I don't see what more a married 
man could ask* 
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FLAT 
TO 

L»ET. 

HIS FORTE. 

What are you doing, old manT 
Looking for a place as night watch

man. » . 
How's that? 
Well, I was making love to a girl 

at Narragansett Pier all summer and 
I don't sleep nights any more. 

The Musician; 
LOVE'S LABOR LOST. 

Well! If I ain't de prize goat! Here I been serena-
din' me goil 'til I'm blue in de face, an' do family's done moved away! 

• r • 

v sM'ffc 

STUNG. 
Virginia—Did you hear about the 

awful way in which Mrs. De Swell was 
stung by that wealthy contractor? 

Gweldolyn—Mercy, no. How? 
Virginia—Why, stae was foolish 

I enough to marry him without making 
any investigation of his finances and 

I didn't find out he was hopelessly in-
jvolved until she asked for alimony, 

i Gwerdolyn—Goodness! How care-
' less <£?• 
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base; oft at woman 
HEAD 

then you 'see a "Every nov 
hall game." 

"Yes, but it is usually to# give 
up more room than tha b&t did." 

her !««Ur % chance to expand and take 
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