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TRENCH GAS

Two of a Kind

A PRIVATE in the-regulirs went to the Colonet of
hizs regiment and as for a two weeks' leave of
absence, e Colonel-was-a severe disciplinarian, who
did not believe in extending too many privileges to his
men, and did not hesitate to use a subterfuge in evading
the granting of one,

“Well," said the Colonel, * what do you want a two
weeks' [urlough for?"

Patrick answered:

" Me woile is very sick and the children are not well,
and, if ye didn't moind, she would loike to have me
home fer a few weeks mfiv& her a bit of assiatance,'”

The Colonel eyed him for a few minotes and said:

“Patrick, I might grant your request, but Iic?'_nt a
letter from your wife this morning saying she didn't
want you home; that you were a nuisance whenever
yvou were there. She hopes I won't let you have any
murgiﬂrinug!'ia.“ e

“That settles it! Oi su (i can't the fur-
Inugh. then?" said Pat. et z in

“No, I'm afraid not, Patrick."

It was Patrick’s turn now to eye the Colonel as he
started for the door. Stopping suddenly, he said:

“Colonel, can | say somethin’ to yez? "

*Certainly, Patrick; what is jt?"

., You won't get mad, Colonel, if Oi say it?"

" Certainly not, Patrick. What is it?’

“Oi want to say there are two splendid liars in this
room. ()i'm one and we're another. O was never
married in me loife."
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Appreciation

[T was just after a rainstorm and two soldiers were

walking down the street behind a young woman
who was l‘mldinf'e her skirt rather high. After an
argument as to the merits of the case, one of the sol-
diers stepped forward and said: * Pardon me, miss,
bt dren’t you holding your skirt rather high?"

"Haw_nt I a perfect right?" she snapped.

“You certainly have, Miss, and a peach of a left, i
he replied.

He Wished to Read

NURSE.," moaned the convalescent British Tommy,
“can't [ have something to eat? ['m starving."
“Yesa, the doctor said you could start taking an-lu;ls
to-day; but you must h-eg;m slowly,"” she said. Then
she held out a teaspoonful M;::Fm " We must only

advance by dtﬁ:a&-. she ad
He sucked dry and felt more ta.ntshﬂnF!
hun tl'mn ew:r HE begged for a second spoon l.:F
bt I'| her hmt‘:‘b:aq.rmg thatm&lill'ltll he was
itmmer e'l.re ing must gwen In & {[l.lﬂ-ﬂtlhEi
T asummoned her again to his bedside.

“H'ursu:, said, “bring me a postage stamp; [ want
to read."

No Lack of Strength

BILL (to sick friend, who, with lots of others, was
suffering from nausea on a battleship): ‘-’-’hﬂta
the matter Weak stomach?"
Sice Friewp (Indignantly): *“What makes you
think ['ve got a weak stomach? Ain't I throwing it
as far as anybody?"™
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The Stinger Stung

AH Irishman recently went before a recruiting ser-
t who tried to "l:ui" him.
ve you read the Declaration of Independence?”

t.he pergeant asked.

“1 hov not,” said Pat.

“Have vou read the Constitution of the l'_lm'u:d
States?"

"1 hov not, sir.”

Tl:m. sergeant looked sternly at the npplmnnt, and

'l-‘lu"hat have you read?"
Patnck h:ﬂitﬂt-l!d but the fraction of a second before

R hov

red hairs on me neck."

Doing His Best

.GEH GORDON, of Georgia, relates that in the

midst of a great battle of the Civil War he saw a
man runming from a very close situation.

'Wlmt are you running for?" demanded the dis-

th;rau'l ina stern voice.

Gﬂl General,” said the fleeing man, "' ['m run-

ning htcauae I can't fiy!"

Pretty Bad, This

“A WOMAN came into the hoapital the other day
and she was so cross-eved that the tears ran
down her back."
“¥ou couldn't do anything for her, could '{ﬂ:ruP"
“Yea, indeed; we tre.atﬁ:l r for bacteria.



Politeness

I'I‘ was Christmas, and the military restrictions in

the war zone in France were somewhat relaxed in
horor of the day. The mayor of a little town near the
front was making out a passport for a well-dressed
lady who had obtained permission to visit her husband
in a field hospitzl near the trenches. In spite of a
certain disfigurement the lady was vain of her appear-
ance, and E:Ie mayor's politeness prompted him to
gloss over the defect, er a moment"s reflection he
wrote: '"Eyes: dark, beautiful, tender, expressive, but
one of them missing."’

The Feminine View
J&HE WILLIS: Why did the recruiting officer turn
Charlie down?
Magie GiLirs: On account of his eves,
Jaxe WnLis: Why, 1 think he has beautiful eves,
don't vou?

"Twas Worth the Money
A SOLDIER, wearing a ma German uniform,
was seated on an soap box in front of an in-

ternment camp m France playing upon a wheezy
accordion.  He truly presented a sorry spectacle. His
legs were both missing below the knees, one hand was
gone and he was short an eve and part of an ear, A
well dressed American correspondent stepped up and

ped a ten {ranc note in the fellow’s lap.

urprised at the donation, the young soldier said
gratefully, “You must be a kamarad.” ''No,'"" re-
plied the ndent. “I'm an Amencan, and
you're the first German that I've seen that was done
up to suit me," <




