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Etmting 4XX 5

PHILADELPHIA CLUBMEN PRESENT AMBULANCE TO BASE HOSPITAL UNIT
Motor vehicle, gift of the Mcrcantilo Club to University of Pennsylvania Hospital Unit No. 20. Standing besido the arabulanco aro Louis
Alexander, secretary of tho club; Captain S. M. Craigc, Lieutenant T. E. Kcene, Sergeant L B. Thomas and First Class Sergeant A. Cofiio.

CopyrlBht. International rilm Service.
GIGANTIC BASEBALL FAN MEETS "$50,000,000 BOY"

Emery Titman, whoso 550 pounds of avoirdupois accompany Mack's
"White Elephants" to spring training camps, greets Vincent Walsh

McLean on Atlantic City's sands.
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International nim Service.
SIGNE THE

DANCE
Tho favorite of tho King of Sweden, with Frank Halo aa

player, in attitude of appeal to the Hindu god to return
her lover selected for tho
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PATTERSON PORTRAYS WHIRLING DERVISH

dancer
tom-to-

priesthood.
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The Younff Lady Across the Way

)) Uty 1 tJ7,f
The younjr lady across tho veny nays

she's awfully proud of her father's abil-

ity and while he's modost about It you
caii tell from listening to him talk that
ho knows how to conduct a war better
than the President does.

No Way to Tell
O. C Did you deliver that mes- -

caeo?
Bllljlm Tessir.
O. C. Did you glvo It to an officer?
Bllljlm Dunno, sir.
O. C. You don't know tho dlffor

enco between an officer and a prlvato7
Bllljlm Well, sir, 'o was lt 'is bath,

sir.
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PICTURES
SCRPPLE

fT.,fAvwnOSE BLEW

(Copyrlrtt)
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VARIED DBLI6HTS;

y for vulgar rr seems) IhsJoy of jost Scratching f
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Born
kILU ME WHILES --cr'A

Z'fa HAppr.y &7

Unintentional
Mother Now, Johnny, don't you

let catch you In tho pantry again.
Johnny l. I didn't n

to let you me this tlmo.

'Tost Likely

Diner I heard a fly walking across
my plate, and the noise It made re-
sembled the hoofbeats of a cavalry-
man's steed.

Walter I guess It was a horsefly.

SSfgQpL DAYS

l ne oie swjjnmm'iio e
exactly as it was iovhi tears oh
Vficnlie mo3e lusiarrusC0Jftb'ntion

hiin dive dnd Jon4stancc SWiro

"dean "from ows iank
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r1 HAT OFF HAPPENED TO BE THE
THE t,ckets AT TI1E movie.
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Quite Rich Indeed
Pa, Tbelnff on his holidays, was one

day strolling through the streets of
London when ho saw the figure of a
man standing before a shop. There
was a card pinned to the man's coat,
on which was written, "Reduced to

Vs. 6d." Pat somowhat carelessly ap-

proached tho flguro and exclaimed:
"Begorra, sir, your gate enough;

I'm reducod to 3d!"

A Low-Dow- n Trick

maW3SB ViSi

Cassell's Saturday
Foreman (to workman whom he has

"sacked" on Saturday and then flndt m
him at his 1ob again on Monday) JI
Hey young fpllow-me-la- I thought I

sacked you on Saturday?
Workman So you did. An' a nice

bllnkln' row you got mo Inter wl' thl

missus, too. '
, .1

THE DANGER OF ECONOMY SLOGANS

mSmm$M mmm A-4- mk '333113W
. The raaine Show.

ano wife of His Bosom My dear, what do you think? Cook has demanded
a. war bonus. She says the food controller has told her the kitchen Is the toy to
victory 1

By DWIG

IMS

Journal.

A Good Way Out of It
At a certain northern military depot

an obvious malingerer attended th0

regimental doctor for examlnaUoa.

Ills tale of woe was, however, laid oa

too thick what with a weak heart,
corns, lumbago, etc., etc.

The shrewd doctor, patting him on

the shoulder, said to him:
"My poor fellow, go to France and

cot shot out of your misery."

The Mischievous Monkey
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