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CfrRoM THE EDITOR TO THE READER —

We have considered it appropriate to publish
these anecdotes in the exad text they had when
submitted to us.

We have believed they are told here by printed
word very nearly in the manner and vein in which
they are generally told by word of mouth. Casual
and unpolished as they are, they are thus more sig-
nificant, more honestly representative of the age.
To have subjetted them to any deletion, even any
revision, would have been to falsify their character
and altogether to misrepresent the soil from which
they spring.

Hoping the gentle as well as the ungentle reader
will confirm our judgment in this matter, we remain,

Very sincerely,

THE ASSOCLATION FOR THE
AspHYXI14TION 0F H YPOCRITES

AN, B. We also hope that the index will be found
of convenience and value to the amateur as well as
to the student.
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IN THE FORIMN OF
PREFA(E

“What a laugh is, by what means it is raised,
wherein it consists, in what manner it bursts
out, and is so suddenly discharged..... let
Democritus explain all these particulars; they
are not to my present purpose, and if they were
I should not at all be ashamed to say that I do
not know thém; for even they who pretend to
account for them know nothing of the matter.”’

Cicero: De Oratafé, Book 11
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of mature to which man is
(despite all the moralists) still subject in this life, that
of the complex phenomena which carry out the will to prop-
agate has been the one whick bas most consistently engaged
his attention. It has had, from the beginning, an irresistible
Sascination over him. It was the one in which bis sensa-
tions of pleasure and pain were most direétly involved. The
result was a powerful emotional bias which for ages kept
this region sacred from the play of humor. This immunity
was strengthened by an almost inconceivably profound and
protratied ignorance not only of the purposes of sex but even
of its very processes. So that in no age or race do we find
bumor playing in this field unless either the emotional bias
or the ignorance has been removed.

Carly man we conceive of as an integral part of nature,
immersed in it, and as subjet to its will as the simplest of
living creatures. As that consciousness on which we pride
ourselves developed it was used to combat the tyranny of
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material forces until today man unabashedly proclaims him-
self Nature's rebel. He prides himself on his conquest.
Al he has todo to complete it and sail the air with impu-
nity is 1o learn how to control atmospheric conditions! 1t is
to be regretted that he has not yet learned to exert a like
control of himself. There are few peoples who have not
Soundered when they came to grip with those forces which,
like the sexual, work direftly through man, and which,
being unescapable motivating forces, must he dealt with as
component parts of him. He has, almost invariably, by
some perverse inflexibility of mind, sought to impose on his
own life the fallacy that here, too, he is superior to nature,
—in the words of the moralists, he has a “soul to save.”
And, still mere amazing, be bas in this process developed
a conscience which goes backwards, like Hamlet's crab,
telling bim be is superior as he acts contrary to his nature.
And the result is a book like this.

The first step in man's rationalization of sex was
when he emerged from the primitive fear which led him
to worship it. But it was only as he achieved objeftivity
in his attitude toward his ego that be achieved an ap-
preciation of the humor as well as the pathes of his
situation under its domination. For, truly to laugh means
Sirst of all to be emotionally free, to be removed mentally
Jrom all the grievous circumstance that in the undeveloped
inspires only wonder and fear. And, even today, what a
small proportion of humanity has attained such objettivityl
Most of mankind remains, especially in regard to the sexual,
no farther advanced than early man. 1t is as though he
regarded the world as inexplicable to his consciousness and
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irrational from all angles of his logic, and were thus forced
to cultivate the laugh or go mad with imaginings of the
terror of his predicament.

Some philosophers, noting the ability of man to laugh
in the face of this dilemma, have considered it a sign of his
kinship with the gods. This inference is correct if the gods
are a merry lot free from the operation of natural law.
But the reliability of this assumption may be seriously ques-
tioned. For, if the gods are themselves the laws, they are
equally inflexible. The more correct estimate of the faculty
of humor is that it is one of those most clearly distinguish-
ing man from the beasts.

- This, however, is a question which we do not pause to
argue. The material of this book could be used to support
either side. It will undoubtedly demonstrate that certain
aspefts, at least, of American humor are, in reality, only
confessions that man is still impotent before nature; only
signs ke is still in terror of the driving domination of his
instinéts; only ruses by which he endeavors to escape recog-
nizing that he remains unable to deal straight-forwardly
and rationally with the fundamental falls of his nature.

11

Of course, rigidly to insist that the laugh, or even the
guffaw, are altogether degenerative qualities in man, alto-
gether confessions of weakness, would certainly be false.
For, as we have suggested, there is the laugh of the strong
man, the man who can face frankly the incongruitics of his
nature. There is also the laugh of the free man, the man
who is in sufficiently complete control of himself to be able
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to consider dispassionately the disharmonies of his impris-
onment in flesh.  Such, certainly, are entitled to their
laughter.  There is no thing under the sun with which
they may not divert themselves. And, as far as the gods
are concerned, it does not matter much whether it have the
cheering warmth of Rabelais, the chill venom of Aretino,
or the smooth geniality of Boccaccio. We cannot expel? as
much from any prodult indigenous to this country. We
have in this way achieved no more than the furtive guffaws
of Twain.

And yet, is not every man entitled to his laugh? He
1. If he were not he would, nevertheless, not be denied ir;
no more than he can be denied the use of alcohol, a discov-
ery almost equal in importance to that of fire; no more than
he can be kept from rummaging whom it pleases him fo
rummage; no more than she can be kept from being rummaged
by whom it pleases her to be rummaged. It is not in neg-
ations, denials, prohibitions, that man does as, for his own
well-being, he should do. It is only through knowledge,
through comprehension of his nature and dealing with it in
ways harmonious to his nature that be achieves himself. .

When he has attained this knowledge, orin other words,
when he bas achieved a certain amount of objelZivity in
his attitude to the world, he has achieved the greatest par-
cel of freedom 1o be had in this life. He bas then retyrned
in his feeling life to the realization of his identity not only
with all other men, but with all things animate and inan-
imate, earthly and wnearthly. What, then, has he any
more than an infant, to fear? Heis one with all mankind
as well as with all spirits heavenly and infernal. There
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is then no pure 10 him, and no impure. Al is natural and
inevitable; all is one, the sun, the earth, trees, stones, snakes,
slime, dung. He is potentially any and all things; they are
potentially he. He has, then, through his conscious mind,
attained that which primitive man bad naturally but could
not use. And, if we believe in evolutionary processes we
must believe he bas gained. He has at least acquired a
critical brain and a sense of humor, — whether they be
considered gains or not.

The peoples of the East reached this objectivity many
centuries before the inauguration of the Christian calendar.
Compared with them, the western races have not yet passed
mental infancy. Even many of the most penetrating minds
of the West have announced nothing finer than: ‘1t's a bad
proposition, this life. Still, it does no good to complain
about it. Face it lLike a man, then, and laugh! Note
Rabelais:

Mieulx est de ris que de larmes escripre,
Pour ce que rire est le propre des hommes.

It needs but superficiar insight to realize the gemeral
mentality of the West has reached only an intermediate
stage between the ignorance, superstition, and fear of the
savage mind and the disinterestedness of self-realization.
And the ignorance, superstition, and fear of this interme-

. diate stage are more dangerous to the welfare of the race,
i because outwardly we have achieved emancipation from
", them. Longer to harbor them means only to refuse to leave
the mental level of savages when all outer environment
" demands it. That means the cherishing of mental dry ros.
' Attempts at suppression of the sexual and its relegation



X

to the limbo of the unmentionable result in apeculiarly insid-
ious and repulsive narrowing of life which takes its revenge
in countless ways. The refusal of man to act bonestly on
that which be knows to be naiural law entails not only a
host of physical ills on the individual, ranging through all
Jforms of neurasthenia to insanity, but a host of social plagues,
to mention only two, the moralist, and the ugliness of falsi-
fied ideals. It entails as well a host of “moral” curses,
amongst whick hypocrisy and vulgarity or obscenity are
perhaps not the least to be regretted. It would, then, be
surprising if a race still dominated by the megative ideals
of that little Essenian sect of Jews from which Christian-
ity sprang were other than ome of the most hypocritical
and “obscene-minded’ peoples on the face of the earth.

The term “obscene,” bowever which is bandied about
so glibly, and the meaning of which the Catos of the age
are quite certain they bave a monopoly, is, in reality, as
vague in meaning as in origin. The Romans used it in the
sense of ill-omened. And, we have not improved its
connotations. The arguments are very sirong that there
is no thing obscene in itself, that obscenity is a state of
mind. If there is any thing at all objeftively obscene it
is that whib is ill-omened, that which runs counter to life,
particularly to the life of man. Certainly, there is nothing
obscene in any normal process, or their God is the most
obscene of them all.

It is, then, a question if to the normal man there is
anything really obscene except narrow life. To put it cas-
egorically: as a thing, an action, thought, or word leads
man to disobey the natural laws of life it may be con-
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sidered obscene. Brutality, greed, murder are obscene, as
well as the restrittions which hinder the natural operation
of natural funttions. Their logic is irrefutable, then, only
if the sexual funition is not a natural funion.

There is no doubt that anecdotes such as the following
are especially numerous among st peoples ridden by sexual
taboos, even if we may not be justified in seeking their
major urge from such suppression. And, there is a diref?
ratio between suppression of the sexual and the extent and
viciousness of the joke repertoire. We know the Anglo-
Saxon spirit has accentuated both. It has aggravated the
perverse side. It has been a force against life. We be-
lieve many of these tales exhibit the peculiar virnlency of
this suppression in this country. They are, then, obscene
in the same sense that current newspapers, jazz, and
picture-shows are obscene. They are, more generously con-
sidered, means by which civilized man endeavors vica-
riously to overcome an unnatural circumscription. But no
less to be deplored, because to seek satisfattion in them
implies cowardice and ignorance. From the only “moral”
point of view worth considering, that of finer and more
complete living, they damn this civilization as perhaps no
one other thing damns it. And it certainly needs damning. .

We thus realize it is not unreasonable to expest much
may be learned in this book of the temper, the culture, the
charafter of the race from which it springs. Here is placed
plainly in view the backfire of suppression which is called
smut &y those burdened by disgust because they lack suffi-
cient vitality to be able to accept the faéts of life. But in
America it could not possibly be called pornography! For
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in this land they pride themselues there are no whores to
write about. Well, they may have driven her to cover.
But consider the number of brothel stories in the following
text and judge if they have driven her oust of mind. 1t is
merely another example of man’s stupidity in attacking hbis
own ills at the wrong end.

These anecdotes have all been seeded, or bave, at least,
grbwn luxuriantly in the mental soil of these United States
of America. W hether they have flowered or not is a cir-
umstance that, as students, need not particylarly concern
us at this time. The botanist in a strange world contents
himself at first with general observations on the flora.

111

The principle formulated by Agassiz and Fritz Miller
and expounded by Ernst Hickel as the biogenetic funda-
mental law asserts that the fatus retraces the physical
history of man. Beginning from the zygote, a single-celled
animal hardly distinguishable from a plant, it passes
through stages which are strufturally like those of calen-
terata, echinodermata, vermes, anthropoda, mollusca, rep-
tiles, birds, fish, et cetera to the number of twenty-six,
according to Hickel, Hll it emerges with an aspeft rather
like that of a day-old mankey. . . If early man had known
this he would, (judging from William Jennings Bryan's
antics at Dayton, Tennessee), in indignant terror have
placed a number of his nature gods on trial for defama-
tion of his pedigree.

1t may be-asserted with as much exactness that the
mental development of the individual also presents an
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epitome of the mental life of the race. [ust how dependent
one’s sense of humor is on the development of the sexual
life is still, however, a question worthy some investigation.
Certainly the normal dmerican youth of twenty is immune
to almost all the humor inherent in sex. And, in
this country, there are many otherwise mature individ-
uals, similarly-minded. They are, of course, invariably
cases of arrested developement. To the youth, as to early
man, the sexual act is truly the most important ene in the
universe, an altogether too serious affair for jesting. He
is invariably disgusted by sexual jokes. He has achieved
no objeltivity in regard to that function. He is personally
too intimately concerned in the process. As he ages he ar~
tains a true realization of its place in hife. He may still
agree with Rémy de Gourmont that it is the most impor-
tant alf in life. But itis nolonger the most important aff to
kim. Then ke can laugh. Then he must laugh. And he laughs
for several reasons. He laughs, if he is civilized, to escape,
te achieve vicarious satisfaltion, as we have suggested.
He laughs from elements of humor inherent in the thing.
What are these elements? Perhaps all humor can be
reduced to an ability to cause a peculair sort of mental
. shock.  The delight occasioned by this quality in things
which we recognize as humorous, may, on the mental
plane, be analogous to that physical delight the Chinese
ebtain in shooting off fire-crackers. Thus they go to wor-
ship their gods. Nothing puts them in better humor. And
since nothing can so shock a Christian as something con-

cerning the sexual, stories of the sexuar claim in the .

Western world a place of pre-eminence. 5
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In what that peculiarity consists that it should raise
a smile rather than a tear is a question that has engaged
all philosophers, to hardly any more purpose than most of
their other speculations. They all, in this province, as in
athers, reveal themselves bound like slaves to the circles
of their individual ideas. In considering any subjeit the
conscious mind of any individual, being finite, can treat
only the peculair angles of it with which his particular mind
is susceptible of being impressed. Man sees life objeftively
as a unit. But subjeftively he is a seething mass of, to say
the least, apparent contradiftions. The fallacy of the phil-
osophers is that they attempt to impose unity on this sub-
jettive bife, whick in its very nature is a conflift. There
is no thing in life that is not wider than the grasp of any
one man’'s capacity.

The subjet of the laughable is no exception. When
the philosopher attacks this peculiarly volatile subjedt we
invariably find be does not capture any more of it than
his own susceptibility is capable of appreciating. Thus of
theories of humor we bave many partial systems, from the
derision theory of Aristotle and Plato to that of Bergson
who sees in all that at which we leugh a similarity to
mechanical action, and Freud whe views all the laugh-
able as vicarious escape of inkibited desires. Each is in
harmony mith the general cosmology of the author, but by
no means in harmony with all the falls that underlie the
humorous. If we view them as philosopbic speculations,
as monuinents 1o the endeavors of individuals to impose
on others their idiosyncratic views of life, we can learn
much from them. '
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Ribot's classification of the humoyrous is perhaps as
succinct and comprehensive as any: the reaftions of the
feeling of the incongruous, and those of ome’s superiorty.
Accepting this, the very nature of the sexual offers an
irresistible field to the humorist. For the insignificance of
of sexual means, the brief joining of the bottoms of two .
bellies, a male to a female, is altogether too incommensurate
to its very important result (from the human point of view),
the propagation of the race. It is a situation not to be
matched for incongruity. The act itself is an engine-like
mechanism, the basis of all mechanics. And, the disrepute
in which the sexual has, in the Western World, long lain
because of a perverted outlook on life, permits almost any
Westerner to consider himself superior to those whom he
delights to depilt scourged by the whips of lust.

These tales exhibit all the charalleristics of the humor
of other fields. There is the humor of the unexpeéied; that
of repetition; the humor of distortion and confusion e¢xag-
gerated beyond the grotesque; the humor of the naieve, the ‘
quaint, most often displaped in charafler; the ignorant,
inappropriate, willful or playful misapplication of terms; the -
absurdly out of place,— without pausing particularly to
discriminate between humor, wit, grotesque, absurd. And
when we measure them by the same standards by which we
measure other humor our results are as good. Real humor
like keen wit, has always been rare. It would be absurd to
claim real humor for more than a very small number of these
tales. They would give the lie to their origin if they were
better. For the appreciation of keen humor higher mental as-
seciations are needed than, it appears,most men have formed.
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We Americans, as a race, have many menial processes
hardly distinguishable from those of children. Among them
is that which controls the laugh. 1t is in the mischances
0 others,— the falling on the coccyx, or the brickbat be-
tween the eyes,— that this race still finds its most irre-
sistible incentive to show its teeth in the laugh. It is the
superiority feeling, vanity, whick some psychologists hold
is the most powerful feeling-complex in man. No one can
or would deny them it. It is perhaps here that men most
nearly approach the gods, though here also it is pure acci-
dent and in spite of his ignorance. For, superficially, each
man considers every other in this circumstance as the gods
consider all men: Let him shoot off his fire-crackers, shoot
himself up with them if be please . .. To realize that it
is foolish needs further growth. But the exercise of the
sense of humer of the free man is in this emvironment
tyrannized by the resirictions of infantile mentality, as is
his exercise of other funftions. It may legitimately be
hoped that the publication of this volume will do some-
thing toward breaking down one part of this tyranny.

We are thus led to realize there are two infallible
gauges by which to measure the individual approach, as
well as the racial, to self-realization: the quality of his
laugh, and that at which be laughs. By his laugh shall
ye know him, might the old proverb run as truly.

v

The peculiar amusement which resides in the telling
of these stories may be broken up into several different
elements. Chief among them are: the desire to make
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others laugh; curiosity as to the effect of the story on the
hearer; and, of course, the achievement of vicarious sex-
ual pleasure. This amusement is, with man as well
as with woman, rather in telling than in hearing them.
The element of passivity in the listener, however, renders
this part more pleasureable to women. There are women
who can sit for hours taking huge delight listening to
them with never a desire to tell one. Merely an amenity
of civilization, in accord with the regulations of nature,
that the pain a funition occasions is always balanced by
an equal susceptibility to pleasure from the same source.
It is also in accord with the direft influence ofwoman’s
imagination on her bodily processes. In her the processes
of evoking images and combining them usually direftly
stimulate the bodily funiZions, while on the normal man
they exert almost no physical influence. From this we
may infer that the greater number of these anecdotes
originate with the male.

The vast number of these stories puzzles one who
" considers them casually. No one knows how, or where,
or with whom they originate. Doubtless many arise di-
reftly out of circumstance, that is, are true stories of fal.
- Doubtless many arise from slight variation of faf?, and,
by analogy. Many doubtless arise merely from force of
natural pre-occupation with images of the sexual. There
- must also be taken into consideration the natural play of
the imagination over these fails, a play, to the sane man,
as legitimate as that over any set of falls,— and irresistible
from the point of view of humor, even though the varia-
tions, being rather limited, readily become stereotyped.
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It is true that some can be traced to a certain race, to
a certain seftion of the globe. Seldom, however, can
their origin be more definitely placed. No teller of these
tales ever claims authorship for them. They are all
orphans. And, for the student of this phenomenon to
catch the individual birth of a joke is as difficult as it is
for the naturalist to catch the May-fly casting its larval
skin at the surface of a pool.

It is known that the diverting insects grouped by
naturalists under the gemus Ephemera, pass a long
period as clumsy, sluggish, scaly creatures, crawling
about the bottoms of fresh water streams or hiding them-
selves 1n small semi-circular burrows in the banks.
Doubtless the quips with which we are dealing likewise
"‘pass a long period of incubation in that unconscious
region which to our comscious mind appears a dark
and muddy bottom. And then, one day some urge of -
life loosens them from their mest of incubation, they find
their way to the surface of the conscious mind, burst
at once the confining envelope and begin a life for the
delight of the strange heart of man.

How long is this life? We cannot say. But if the life
of the individual joke is short, the urge in civilized life
that their kind be reproduced is as strong as the urge
behind the reproduttion of our inseft Ephemera. And
they doubtless remain as much alike through the ages as
do these insefts. Only to the careful observer will be
manifest a difference, changes that are significant of
mental horizon, cultural development, social cusioms,
racial charafieristics.
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There are other superficial aspefts about them which
also puzzle the casual observer. How can it be that a
full-fledged jest which is known to arise on the Pacific
coast one day will be flitting about New York the next
morning? It is certainly not a question analogous to
simultancous independant discovery of scientific truth by
two different investigators. Nor is telepathic ability suf-
Sficiently developed in human beings to offer a satisfaltory
explanation.

We have the night shift of telegraph operators and
long-distance telephone girls to thank for this phenom-
enon. No messages to send. The lines open and time
heavy on their hands. “Hello, Mame,” says San Francisco
to New York. “Hello, Mable. What's the good woid?”
“Oh, nothin’,— just heard a good one”” — And the
news spreads like that of birth and death, and business.

v

And, facility of communication and rapidity of trans-
portation have been set up by some as the measures of
civilization! One may well inquire: how do I become a
more perfel being for being able to learn that a Iynching
in Georgia, an adultery in Los Angeles, or a robbery in
Chicago occurred five minutes before? What equanimity
and serenity are added to me because I am enabled to
travel fifteen hundred miles in twenty-four hours?

Civilization is rather to be measured by the solidarity
of mankind. Only as facility of communication and
rapidity of tramsportation contribute to this solidarity
may they be considered factors contributory to civilization.
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Now, every person of any discrimination at all real-
izes that only in the most superficial aspefts has there
been attained any solidarity amongst men. After these
thousands of years of breeding a more and more fragile
organism we call human, men still go out to kill men in
the name of country, men still continue to rob men of the
very necessities of life in the name of business, men still
continue to pervert men in the name of morality. In
other words men are still, in every department of life,
merely cutting each other’s throats in the delusion that
it is only by such preying of man on man that any one
can attain the satisfaction of his individual desires.

It i5s saddening to witness this speftacle. That man
is on the wrong track in his civilizing process has been
urged by numberless philosophers. The human pageant
of the last half century has compelled even so constant a
yea-sayer to life as Havelock Ellis to damn it. After all
this time man has not yet learned to apply his own life
for his own life. The criteria of civilization should be
the facilitation of the supply of the material needs of
life, that man may turn his attention to that in which
his real life centers: harmonious living. What else
would he do unless he make war with guns or with laws,
rob, occupy himself with gossipings, trivialities? ask the
eynics.  Truly, it appears he has not yet the capacity to
use his brains for much of anything else.

Not only has man’s colle&ive life no interest for the
ordinary individual. He has no comprehension his own
- welfare is inextricably bound up with the lives of all
others. Each one is centered in his own little life, and
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- under the just-mentioned delusion that only by taking from
someone else may he obtain anything. And as long as civi-
lization is on the basis it is perhaps they may not be alto-
gether wrong. As for their interest in other lives, questions
of a neighbor’s birth, and death, adulteries, divorces, rob-
beries, etc., these are the things, seemingly, that have in-
terest for men, fo judge by the “news’ paper, which runs
under the same motio with their theater, give the people
what they want. But why, if they want these things, do
they want them?  Because their lives are necessarily
narrow? or is it because they are fed on false standards?
The sexual joke is therefore a tell-tale on civilization
in more respelts than one. It is not our belief that it
will ever die out,— nor that it should. The field is natur-
ally too rich in humorous possibilities. And it is as
legitimate a field for humor as any other. It is, how-
every our belief that the peculiar crassmess and crudity in-
herent in some of the anecdotes in this volume will be
eliminated only as they are eliminated from life. Man
himself must accomplish that. And, in the United
States of America, he has no small task ahead of him.

Vi

We are thus led to understand that such manifesta-
tions of the human animal as the present stories take
their rise out of an obsessional pre-occupation with the
tmages of sex; and that they continue their course because
they offer man escape from imposed restriéfions, possi-
bilities of vicarious satisfaétion of denied desires, and one
more field in which to exercise his restless imagination.

S B
g i
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These tales may, then, be regarded as loopholes of
escape for a civilization-ridden man. We know of nothing
analogous in savage and primitive life. The tendency
of civilization is still to castrate, to de-odorize, to render
monotonous. This, of course, it can accomplish only
superficially. However emasculated the individual or
racial life may appear its blood runs still the same blood.
These tales may rightly be regarded as attempts to achieve
mentally that which cannot be otherwise achieved. The
subterfuges of thwarted life are offensive only as disease
is offensive. Imto any vicarious satisfaliion is certain
to enter an element of venom. 1t is an inevitable mental
reflex that drives man to seck some satisfaction even that
which is unveal, if he can not achieve the real. He never
willingly accepts the substitute, if he has normal in-
stinéfs, t.e. instinéls for life. The only satisfaliion the
normal individual can achieve through these tales is in
that which they possess of real humor.

They may also be regarded as signs of man’s inex-
haustible will to pleasure.  To read this book, or to visit
Coney Island one would think this earth a place of utter
boredom. And thus they are supreme witnesses of man’s
defeat of himself, in searching that which he needs pre-
cisely where he is least likely to find it—the speftacle of
which has led more than one otherwise man-loving man
to pronounce homo sapiens utterly stupid.

J. MorriMER FHarL
Sutton Fouse
The Hundreds
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aboard,” the @&== conductor called down the plat-
form. And the train had no sooner started than a slim
Englishman entered the smoking compartment of the
pullman. [ “Gentlemen,” he said to the men that
crowded the room, “is there any reason why we
shouldn’t begin to talk cunt right away?”

2

IN THE corner seat a playwright braced himself to
listen complacently. That which ran through his
mind was,

“Hush little sex-joke, don’t you cry,

You'll be a drama bye and bye.”

3

“Y von’r tell dirty stories,” came a high voice from
a little man. *I liketolisten,butI don’t tell them.
I can’t remember the darn things.”

’
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4

AN EncLisHMAN entered a drug store and went to
the back counter. “Show me some condoms,”
he said to the clerk. “What kind, the twenty-five cent
ones or the fifties?” asked the clerk. “Well, I say,
what’s the difference?” asked the limey. “The fifty-
cent ones you can wash, and use again and again,” he
was informed. “Fine,” he said, “what an economy, I’ll
take several.” € In a few weeks he returned to the
drug store, went up to the clerk and said: “You may sell
me several condoms, but nos the fifty-cent ones, that
wash.” “Why not, what’s the matter?” the clerk asked.
“Didn’t they work all right?” “I suppose they did,”
retorted the Englishman, “but I got a nasty note from
my laundry.

5

ANOTHER drug store story recounts the experience
of a large Westerner, who, troubled by a horny
feeling which he had no immediate prospect of re-
lieving, went to a pharmacist to get something for it
in the way of a bromide. He was somewhat embarrassed
when he found a2 woman in attendance. “Pardon me,”
he said, “but I’d like to see the boss.” “Why, IPm the
boss,” said the woman. ' “Well then, a-er, man clerk,”
said the Westerner. “We haven’t any,” the owner re-
plied, “you can tell me what you want. I won’t be
embarrassed.” € “Well,” said the stranger, “Pve got
~an awful hard on. What can you give me for it?”
€ “Just 2 minute,” said the woman, and went to the
back of the drug store. In a few minutes she returned.
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“I’ve just been talking it over with my sister, who makes
up the prescriptions, and who is my partner in this
store,” she said, “and the best we can give you is the
store and two hundred dollars.”

6
smaLL boy entered a drug store and whispered
to the clerk that he wanted some condoms.
“What size,” he was asked, “and who are they for?”

“Gimme assorted sizes,” he said, “they’re for my sister,
she’s goin’ to the country.”

7

N A certain drug store on the upper west side a

man entered one day, and seeing only a woman in
attendance asked for the proprietor, or a male clerk.
“I’m the proprietor, and we have no male clerk,” she
said; “tell me what you want.” “Well,” said the man,
“I want a few condoms.” *“What size?” asked the
woman. “I don’t know. Do they come in sizes?”
@ “Come back here,” said the owner, taking him be-
hind the partition to the rear of the store. “Put it in,”
she added, throwing herself on a couch and lifting her
skirts. The customer readily complied, and as he in-
serted his prober the proprietor said, “Size 7, take it
out. How many do you want?” € In somewhat of a
daze the customer left the place, and coming across
Levy told him his adventure. The Yid went im-
mediately to the same store, where, pretending to be
embarrassed he allowed himself to be coaxed into ask-
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ing the woman for condoms. He also affected great
'surprise to learn they came in sizes, and when he was
invited to the rear of the store complied readily.
@ “We'll soon find out what size you are,” said the
woman throwing herself again on the couch. “Put it
all the way in.” Levy did as he was told, but neglected
to take it out until his sperm left him in one grand
ejaculation. “You take size 8,” said the woman, rising,
“how many do you want.” (L “I don’t want any, saxd
Levy, “I just came in for a fitting.” :

8

ONE or the oldest of drug store stories is the one
about the man who wanted some condoms and was
also invited to the rear of the store by the lady clerk,
to get the right size. € “Take it out,” she said, and
when he did the lady took his penis in one hand while
with the other she attempted to measure it. “Size 3,”
she said, “no, 4, Mame, no, no, 7, Mamie, no, no, 8—-—
Mamxe, bring the mop.

9

NEGRO spiritualist meeting was in progress. The

leader had just finished expounding his sermon,
and he called to his sweltering, panting audience: “We -
will now have de pussonal paht ob de program. Is thah
any among de bredren that has had some mtercourse
wid ghosts? Dis am de experience paht ob de meetin’.
Again ah asks, is thah any among de bredren that has
had any intercourse with a ghost?” €[ A small darky
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in the rear of the auditorium raised his hand. €[ “Ah
has,” he said, in a small voice. 4 “Step dis way, brud-
der, step dlS way,” the leader shouted. Then as the
weazened little darky approached the rostrum he called,
“Now tell de bredren just what has been yo intercourse
with a ghost - @ “I beg yo pahdon,” said the little
negro, “Ah thought you said ‘goas’.”

10

ouN met Levy for the first time in years. € “How
C is things, Levy?” he asked, “I hear you got very
rich here in America.” [ “I can’t complain,” the other
replied. “I got a house and garden in the country, a
ottomobile, a wife with ten children and money in the
bank.” €[ Cohn, nettled, tried the soften the hurt of
his friend’s success. € “Well,” he said, “after all, in
a day what can you do that I can’t! We both eat, sleep
and drink. What else is in 2 life.” € “Aaah,” said
Levy, “you call your life living? In the morning 1
get up, have a fine breakfast, followed by a good per-
fecto cigar. Then I lay on my verandah. After that I
play a round golluf and come back with a healthy ap-
petite for lunch. When I finish I have a fine perfecto
cigar, lay on my verandah again, and am ready for an
afternoon with my ottomobile. I come back for sopper
with a appetlte like a wolf. After sopper 1 smoke 2
good long cigar, lay on my verandah again, and at night
go to the theatre, the opera, where I like.” € “That’s
wonderful! And you don’t do no work?” said Cohen,
marvelling. On his return home he told his wife of
the encounter. € “You know who I met today?” he
announced. “Levy, what came over on the ship with
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me. Is that man rich! He’s got a house and garden
in the country, an ottemobile, a wife with ten chil-
dren. . . .” € Mrs. Cohen interrupted: “What’s his
wife’s name?” € “I don’t know,” said her husband,
“but I think its ‘verandah.””

11

HE DinkTown band was doing its best when

someone called the picollo player a cock-sucker.
The leader’s baton beat a tatoo on his music stand, and
the players became silent. He turned to his audience.
€ “Who called my picollo player a cock-sucker?” he
demanded. € A voice in the rear of the theatre yelled
back: “Who called that cock-sucker a picollo player?”

I2

EVERY Sunday morning when the auld folks had
gone to the kirk Annie would be visited by her
lover, Jock, and they would seize the service hours as
opportune for screwing. One bright Sabbath day Jock
arrived just after -the auld folks had departed, and
whistling a bonnie air leaped up the steps three at a
time to Annie’s bedroom. The lass was removing her
waist when Jock burst in, puffing the final bars of
Annie Laurie. His sweetheart gave him a disapprov-
ing look. [ Jock apparently didn’t notice this, for,
putting his arms around Annie he began another tune.
The lass tore herself from his arms and began to re-
dress. € “Why, what is it, Annie?” asked Jock. “Have
I done aught to offend ye?” 4 “Stop it, stop it,” said
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the girl. “Ye were whistlin’ an’ T will no fornicate wi’
a man wha whistles on the Sabbath!”

13
THB HEIGHT of Ambition: A flea climbing up an

elephant’s hind leg, with intent to commit rape!

14

HE HEIGHT of precaution: An old maid putting
a condom on her candle. v

15

MOTHER had just finished her bath and stood in
the tub, drying herself. One foot rested on the
edge of the tub. Sonny stood near ‘by, looking on.
“Ooh, mamma,” he prattled, “who cut you?” pointing
to the gash God gave her. [ “Papa did that,” said
the mother, in her sweetest tones. €[ “Cut you right
near the cunt, didn’t he,” the child said.

15

HE NEGRO pastor was on trial before his flock, for
T various misdeeds. During the proceedings, which
were of a solemn nature, he leered at his accusers and
snickered at their evidence. He was finally called upon
to say a few words in his defense. & “Folkses,” he
began, “you all is accusin® me of wvarious neefarus
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crimes. You don’t have to prove ’em, a2h admit ’em. Ah
done evything you all said, and mo’. But ah’s been a
good pastor to you, and now ah’s gwine away. As ah
passes down de aisle, however, kindly take notice that
ah have placed a sprig of mistletoe jus’ under mah
coat-tails.”

7
wo YoUuNG movie actresses from Hollywood met
in the studio during the lunch rest period, and
" one complained to the other that she had been troubled
for quite a time with crab lice. “How can I get nd
of them?” she asked. €[ “Just rub in some Paris green,”
said her friend, “that’ll kill ’em.” € A week or so
later on they again met, and the first girl asked the

b

other: "Did you rub in that Paris green I told your
@ “Yes,” said the afflicted one. € “Did it kill the
crabs?” [ “Yep, and a couple of directors too.”

18

VEN got into the mine elevator, chuckling out loud.
Q. “What’s the joke, Sven?” asked the mine fore-
man. @ “Ay bane have good yoke on Ole,” the bo-
hunk replied. “Ay just find out Ole pay my wife five .
dollars to foke her and I foke her for nothing.” ‘

19

JONES, troubled with a hoarse throat, so that his voice
rose barely above a whisper, rushed to his doctor.
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The doctor’s pretty young wife answered the bell. “Is
the doctor in?” Jones asked in husky tones. [ “No,
come in,” the fair matron whispered back.

20

~ 4 lonely road, far from any town the traveller’s
O car suddenly stopped dead. A quick examination
showed him there was no gasoline left in the tank. Night
had fallen and he made his way towards a light in a
house some distance away. A knock on the door brought
a beautiful woman in answer. €[ “Pardon me, madam,”
said the tourist, “but my car has broken down. I won-
der if you couldn’t put me up for the night here?”
€ “Well,” said the lady, “I’'m all alone, but I guess
P’ll take a chance.” And she escorted him to a neat lit-
tle room on the next floor. € As he prepared himself
for bed the motorist couldn’t help thinking how much
more pleasant it would be if the young woman would
come into bed with him. It would be a beastly way to
repay her hospitality, he thought, to make any ad-
vances, but he could not keep from thinking of her
- beautiful form, neatly outlined in the flimsy wrapper
she wore. Finally, with a sigh, he crawled into bed.
But he could not sleep. He found himself still think-
ing of the fair and lonely lady. Gradually the sheets
assumed the form of a tent above him. There was a
sudden, soft tap at his door. €[ “Come in,” he shouted,
glee in his voice. A smiling face showed itself in the
doorway, a golden, smiling, warm, inviting countenance.
€ “Would you like company?” the young lady said,
sweetly, softly. @ “Would I?” the guest shouted,
“You just bet your life I would.” [ “That’s ﬁne,”
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the lady replied. “You see another gentleman whose
car broke down is at the door and wants me to put him
up!” .

21

amuo, lately of Harlem, was in the trenches with

his buddies, hard at the business of winning the war.
For five days there had been no lull in the fighting.
The men had had very little sleep, cut off as they were
from the main body, and there was much speculation
as to when a relief unit could come up. Sambo didn’t
particularly care whether he were shot or lived. It isn’t
particularly cheerful to be several thousand miles from
home, without a letter to connect you with dear ones left
behind. And Sambo hadn’t heard from his wife in
months. @ Suddenly he noticed next to him a strange
negro. And then all about him he saw others of a dif-
ferent regiment. Relief had come at last. For an hour
or more the fighting continued with even greater fero-
city, and then, suddenly there came a lull. Sambo threw
himself to the ground, near the stranger he had first
noticed. There was some conversation, cut short when
a package of letters was thrust into Sambo’s hands. His
eyes showed white. Eagerly he tore open the first of
the fat letters and devoured the writing, the strance
negro meanwhile looking on casually. Suddenly Sambo
held his hand up to the light. €[ “See dat, bo?” he
said. “Ef dat ain’t de mos’ considerinist wife. Look at
dat boy; sends me a hair right off ’er snatch. Hot
dawg!” @ The other negro reached over, took the hair
from Sambo, ran it delicately through his fingers, gazed
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at it in the sunlight, then turned to Sambo. “Pahdon
me,” he said, “but ain’t yo name ’Awkins?”

22

CLITOZ King Solomon had a thousand wives, they
say . How could he tell which one to screw?

23

HERE was a lull in the firing of the big guns and

Mistah George Washington Lincoln Smith spied
a cow meandering aimlessly across a field. He turned
to Alexander Hamilton Burr and said, with considerable
fervor: “Oh, boy, see dat? Oh, ef it was only a woman.”
@ Alexander turned back to him and said with equal
fervor: “Oh, boy, ef it was only dark.”

24 ‘
New YorkEer once boasted that a friend of his
was endowed with a wondrous sense of smell.
Just one sniff at an object, in the dark, and he could
tell what it was. So it was decided that his powers be
put to the test and an assortment of twigs was brought
to a room, in which was the wizard, blindfolded. q One
of the twigs was held under his nose for an instant.
“Pine,” said the man with the keen sense of smell.
Another twig he guessed to be birch, another oak, an-
other hickory and so on, all correctly. One of the in-
vited company, further to test the powers of this gifted
nose, then held under it his middle finger, which had
just come from an exploration of a maid’s private
parts. ] “Hollywocd,” the wizard guessed.
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25
rASMUS JOHNsON took his creole sweetie out for a
buggy ride. As they got out into the country he
pulled in the reins. “Whoa,” he said. Then turning to
the girl, “how about a little piece, Mandy?” “Huh-uh,”
said the girl, “I can’t. D’se 1ll.” “Giddap,” said Rastus.
A little further into the country, in an even more se-
cluded spot he reined in again. “Whoa,” he said,
“Mandy, it’s 2 little mo’ lonelylike here. You got an-
other way to satisfy me.” “Huh-uh,” said Mandy,
“kaint do nothin’ there. I’se got piles.” “Giddap,” said
Johnson. € As they drove they got further into the
woods, and Rasmus turned into a side road. “Whoa,”
he yelled, and leaping from the buggy he picked up a
large stone, with which he advanced toward his sweet-
heart. € “Jes’ yo tell me you got lockjaw,” he said,

“and ah’ll crush yo’ skull!”

26

T HE MAID had been using, surreptitiously, the bath-
tub of her employer, an elderly bishop. He was a
bachelor, very fastidious about his toilet, and desired
the exclusive use of his tub. He reprimanded the maid
with much indignation. € “What distresses me most,

Mary,” he said, “is that you have dene this behind my
back.”

27

B Ecky came to her father with her head downcast.
“Papa,” she said, “you know that rich Mr. Leven-
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thal? Well, he knocked me up, and I’m going to have
a baby soon.” @ “My God,” said the father, “where
is he, P11 kill him, the bastard, the moiderer, the son-
of-a-bitch. Give me his address. I’ll moider him.”
Dashing to the rich man’s home, he cornered him, and,
in a loud voice, told him what he intended to do. But
the rich Mr. Leventhal was quite calm. [ “Don’t get
excited,” he said, “I ain’t running away, and I intend
to do the right thing by your daughter. If she has a
child and it’s a boy, Il settle on her fifty thousand dol-
lars. If it’sa girl, Il settle thirty-five thousand on her.
Is that fair?” [ The father halted, while the look of
anger on his face changed. “And if it’s a miscarriage,”
he pleaded, “will you give her another chance?”

27

peLsoN had retired from business and was enjoying

life, till one day his eldest son came to him and
demanded ten thousand dollars. €[ “I knocked up a
girl,” he said, “and I got to have it, or there’ll be ter-
rible trouble. You must save the family name.” .
€ “This is terrible,” said the old man, “but I can’t
see the family disgraced. “Here is my check.” Several
days later his other son came to him. “Papa,” he said,
in an agonized voice, “I got to have twenty thousand.
I knocked up a girl and if I don’t have the money we
are all ruined.” € “Gevald,” said the father, “that
takes away nearly mine whole fortune. But I can’t see
the family name disgraced. Here’s the money.” ([ A
few days later his daughter came to him and confessed,
“Papa, I'm” pregnant.” € “Thank God, business is
picking up,” said the old man. .
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28

NE OF the earliest jokes is the tale told on the Em-
O peror Agrippa, who, observing a slave pass the
palace, was surprised to see that he was almost the
image of himself. “Ho, there,” the Emperor cried,
“Slave, did your mother ever pass this way?” € “No,
sire, but my father did,” was the rejoinder. [ This
ancient jest is repeated in various languages, with the
answer sometimes: “My father was your father’s but-
ler.”

29

ANY stories are told of passionate men who have

had recourse to animals. One of these pertains

to a negro who entered his employer’s barn and screwed

a she-mule. As he was working away, just before the

ejaculation, he was heard to exclaim, “Oh, if you only
could cook!”

30

*“Y ’M sure my husband isn’t faithful to me,” an Irish-
woman remarked. “Not one of the children look
- like him.”—From “Pins and Needles.”

31

TRAVELLING man who “made” a small town in
the West, in the gold rush days, had been without
his piece for some time. He inquired of the hotel clerk
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where he could obtain a woman. [ “There ain’t none,”
«aid the clerk. “We use that mule in Perkins’s barn.”
@ “What do you mean, you screw a mule?” asked the
drummer. @ “Certainly,” said the hotel man, “there’s
a nigger at the door, you pay him a dollar and screw
the mule.” So the travelling salesman went to the barn,
and saw the black man at the door. Peeking in, he saw
the mule, all decked out in ribbons, smelling of the
best of perfumes. He took out a dollar and proffered it
to the guardian. € “There ain’t nothin’ doin,” ” said
the negro, refusing the money. “Jim McCann, the
gambler, is keepin’ her now.”

32

AT aND Mixke were tired of war, and in a Iull in
Pthe firing spied a cow, which they killed and
skinned. Pat got into the hindquarters and Mike into
the fore. Thus they proceeded back of the lines. Sud-
denly Mike in the forepart, began to run, Pat, perforce,
following. They ran on and on, until M1ke suddenly
stopped. “It’s no use, Pat,” he gasped. “Brace your-
self, here comes the bull.”

33
CERTAIN tragedian, noted for the size of his jock,
was invited by a flapper to her home. As they
sat in the parlor she begged for one look at the actor’s
immense tool. He unbuttoned his trousers and the
maiden took the huge implement in her hand and

commenced fondling it. € “My, how lovely!” she
said. “It’s no wonder everyone calls him Caesar. How
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regal he is in his dimensions. How i 1mposmg is his sta—
ture. How determined of purpose he is. Such fine line!

Such force of character. . .” [ The tragedian inter-
rupted her: “I come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.”

34

HE LAZIEST nigger in forty-eight States is rightly
said to be the one who was discovered by his em-
ployer seated on a barrel, screwing a mule, but without

moving himself. All he was saying was, "Glddap,
whoa, back! Giddap, whoa, back!” :

35

COCKNEY, strolling across Westminster bridge met
A a whore, with whom he rapidly struck a bargain.
It being a dark night, she leaned against the bridge
parapet and lifted her skirts, while the cockney tried to
get his cock in. He worked away madly for a few
seconds seeking the opening. In the distance the lights
of London loomed soft and mellow. A clock chimed
the hour. Soft breezes blew over the Thames. All the
city was at peace,—the cockney trying to find the happy
orifice. At last he gasped, “Is it in?”  “No,” said
the girl, “a little more to the Abbey, if you please.”

36

BERNSTEIN returned home, and in high dudgeon be-
gan to upbraid his wife. “Who was here today?
Tell me!” he demanded. “Who is your lover? Tell me,
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availed her nothing. € “Don’t try to fool me,” Bern-
stein stormed, “I’m the only man in this house. Who
was your lover here today? Why is the toilet seat up!”

38

coupLE of bookmakers, standing in front of the

Hotel Astor turned to look after a “Follies” girl
who passed. “Gee,” said one, “I feel like screwing that
dame again.” € “What!” said the other, “you mean
to tell me you screwed that swell dame?” [ “No,”
was the answer, “but once before I felt like it.”

39

LE AND PaT had struck up an acquaintance on ship-

board, working their way to this country, and, al-
though their occupations did not permit them to see
much of each other it developed into a sort of friend-
ship. Pat was one of the deck crew, and it was Ole’s
job to wet down the coke used in the engine room,
to keep the dust from choking the firemen. € Some
time after the ship docked the two friends met on
Broadway. After a few minutes of hearty greeting
Pat asked Ole: “Say, what the hell was it you were
doin’ to work your way over, Ole?” g “Ay bane coke
soaker,” said the Swede. €] “Ye dirrty divil,” said Pat,

t»

spitting, “and I nivir suspicted ye!
40

TWO cATs, screwing on the roof of a whore house,
fell off in their frenzy. A small boy rushed into
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the sporting house and shouted to the madam: “Missus,
your sign fell off.”

41

E: I wonder why that girl giggled when we passed
her? [ She: Oh, don’t you know? She works
in the laundry.”

— Small town stuff.’

42

ALDERMAN Brown was reputed to have the longest
prick in his town, and every married, and nearly
every unmarried, woman in his ward was aware of it.
A new resident was apprised of the Alderman’s endow-
ment and determined to test it. On approaching him,
however, she found the Alderman not readily inclined
to fall in with her ideas. € “I’m all through with that
stuff,” he declared. “It’s coming near to election and
I can’t take any chances.” But the lady pleaded and
pleaded until he yielded, and the quicker to satisfy her,
took her into the hallway of her home. €[ ‘Now let’s
.see how big your john really is,” the woman thought.
“Unbutton my pants,” said the Alderman, “we’ll let
this be all your work. Now take it out. Lift up your
skirt. Put the head into your slot. All ready? Now—
walk towards me!” Truly a prodigious weapon.

43
’ I o oBsErVE for herself, at first hand, the life of a

chorus girl, a certain society matron ventured
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backstage during the performance of a musical play.
As she stood near one of the chorines  she nodded
_towards 2 man in shirt sleeves, with a black cigar in
his mouth, and whispered: “Who is that?” ¢ The
chorus girl extended her arm. “That dirty son-of-a-
bitch, that lousy cock-sucking bastard, that whoremaster
fairy,” she said, “excuse me for pointing . . . is the
stage manager.”

44

wo cirLs met on Broadway and exchanged greet-~

' Tings. “What are you doing now!” asked one.
Oh, I’ve got a swell job,” was the answer. “I get in
at noon, do very little work, the boss takes me for lunch,
and then for a drive in the afternoon. In the evening,
mostly, we take dinner at a road house. What are you
doing?” € “"Oh, I’'m a whore too,” the other answered.

45

HERE Was a fire in a whore house and one of the
firemen managed to bring out 2 bed.  “Thank
God, they saved the workbench,” said the madam.

46

onEs brought home a parrot which he said he had
bought at auction, and which was supposed to be a
wonderful bird. But for over two months neither Jones
nor his wife, who had at first objected to Poll, could
make the pet talk. They tried everything from “Polly
wants a cracker,” to “Hello, Polly, pretty Polly” but



20 ANECDOTA

with no result. They concluded the bird was deaf and
dumb. € One afternoon, while the head of the house
was in his office Mrs. Jones invited the ladies of the
sewing circle to her home. One of them interrupted the
gossip to state that she had secured a fine pair of hose
at Gimbles, and lifted her skirt to show them. Another
showed a2 marvelous corset she had purchased at Bests.
A third showed a neat silk petticoat. Mrs. Jones lifted
her skirt and said: “Look at these wonderful bloomers,
all silk, that I bought at Altmans.” [ The parrot,
who had cocked his head from one to the other of the
ladies now chirped up: “Ah, home at last. One of you
whores give me a cigarette.”

47

N ORDER to start a small bank account for his wife,

Brown agreed to give her fifty cents every time he
diddled her. Mrs. Brown always dropped the money
into a small safe she kept in her closet. At the end of
the year the box was opened, to see how much money
the lady would be able to put into the bank. Brown was
amazed to see a number of one, five, and ten dollar
bills among his halves. “Here,” he said, I only gave
you a fifty-cent piece each time I screwed you. How
did you get these big bills?” “Do you think everybody
is as stingy as you?” Mrs. Brown answered.

48

’ I \HEY were in bed and he begged her to spread her
thighs wider apart. She obliged, but still he
begged her: “Spread them a little wider. Oh, just a
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little wider.” Exasperated, she said to him: “What
the hell are you trying to do, get your balls in?”
€ “No,” he answered, “I'm trying to get them out.”

49

HE story is told of a clerk who married and spent
Ta pleasant honeymoon with his bride. But one
day he came to the office with a rather glum expression
on his face. When his fellow clerks asked him what
was the trouble he said: “Gee, 1 pulled a terrible bone
this morning. Just before starting for the office 1
turned the wife off, and then, like an absent-minded
jackass I laid down a five-dollar bill on the table.” The
other men consoled him. His wife wouldn’t think any-
thing of it, they assured him. € “That isn’t what

bothers me,” he answered. “She gave me three dollars
change!”

50

THOMAS Burke, author of Limehouse Nights,
is the author also of the following, in his Somg
Book of Quong Lee of Limehouse.

OF POLITICIANS

Upon a time the amiable Bill Hawkins

Married a fair wife, demure and of chaste repute,
Keeping closely from her, however,

Any kiowledge of the manner of man he had been.
Upon the nuptial night, '
Awaking and finding himself couched with a woman,
As had happened on divers occasions,

He arose, and dressed, and departed,
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Leaving at the couch’s side four goodly coins.

But in the street,

Remembering the occasion and his present estate of
marriage,

He returned with a haste of no dignity,

Filled with emotions of an entirely disturbing nature,

Fear that his wife should discover his absence

And place evil construction upon it, ‘

Being uppermost. .

Entering stealthily, then, with the toes of the leopard,

With intention of quickly disrobing, and rejoining the
forsaken bride,

He perceived her sitting erect on the couch,

Biting shrewdly, with a distressing air of experience,

At one of the coins.

Ewven so it is when Big Politician meets Little Politician.

51

MINISTER: And how is my little lad today? 4 Lit-
A tle Lad: Ssh! Not so loud. Dad might hear!

52

B ERNSTEIN met Cohen on the street and seemed
to be very angry. “Cohen,” he yelled, “you got
to make that boy of yours behave, or Il break every
bone in his body.” Cohen demanded to know what had
happened to cause this outburst. “He came to my house
last night,” said Bernstein, “and went with my daughter
in the parlor. Like a good feller I left them alone.
Now listen Cohen, I don’t throw it up to you that he
laid my Becky over on the couch. I don’t throw it up



AMERICANA 23
to you that he screwed my Becky there; but what gets
me real angry is why does the son-of-a-bitch have to

wipe his cock on my plush portieres?”

53

HE HEAD salesman of the small town department
T store came forward to greet the customer. The
latter demanded to see a pair of ladies’ drawers with
no pee-hole in them. The salesman showed him a pair.
“How many of these have you?” the patron asked.
*Two hundred pair,” said the other. “Are there any
more in town?” the stranger asked. When he was
assured there were not, “I’ll take all these,” he said,
and they were packed up for him. He paid, took the
bundle to the street in front of the department store,
saturated it with gasoline and set fire to the whole two
hundred pair. € The salesman rushed out in great
trepidation. “Why did you buy all those buttonless
drawers if you meant to burn them up,” he cried.
¢ “Listen, I’'m not crazy,” said the customer, “I just
don’t want anybody else in this town to have the trouble
I had last night.”

54

A PHYSICIAN was very much annoyed by the frequent
visits of a certain simple-minded negro who was
atways afraid something was the matter with him. One
time he wanted a Wassermann, the next he thought he
had piles. So it went week after week. One Monday
morning, seeing Rastus present himself rather bloated
with gas on the stomach, the idea suddenly came to the
physician how he might get rid of this bothersome pa-



24 o ANECDOTA

tient, and, at the same time, amuse himself. I When
the negro unburdened himself of his symptoms he said
gravely: “Rastus, you’re caught at last. That has hap-
pened which I’ve long expected. From all you tell me
and all I see you’re certainly pregnant.” [ “O Lordy,”
the credulous negro moaned, and ran out in terror. As
he passed the office of the only other doctor in the
town, he ran in for a second consultation. The first
physician had in the meantime telephone his confrére
explained the situation, and been assured his joke would
be upheld. “No doubt about. it, Rastus, you’re preg-
nant.” € By the time the negro reached home he was
moodily resigned to his fate. He found his wife in the
kitchen. “Mandy,” he petulantly reproached her, “ah
done told you what you’d do to me gettin’ on top o’
me like dat.” '

55

coLorED lady came into Gimble’s Department
A Store the other day and asked for a pair of
drawers. “How do you want them to button?” the
clerk asked, “front or side?” [ “Doan make no dif-
ference,” the negress replied, “these yere is fer a
corpse.”

56
S EVERAL scientists were discussing prostitution, the
customs esoteric and indigenous. to its pursuit. Said
one: “It must be exceedingly dissatisfying to a person of

intelligence to observe the simulation of passion which
a hardened prostitute offers to her patron. I have
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often wondered whether there might not be some auto-
erotic means of inducing a real passion with each cus-
tomer.” @ The college janitor, who was standing
nearby interrupted: “You means you wants to know
how to get a whore hot?” “Yes,” said the professor.
@ “To get a whore hot, real hot,” said the janitor,
«Fuck her and don’t pay her!” '

57
1re’s Irony: One night with Venus. Six months
with Mercury.

58

ow MucH do you charge?” the man asked.

[ “Two dollars,” said the whore. The bar-
gain was made and they proceeded to her flat. €[ She
~ lay over on the bed in the age-old posture of the prosti-
tute, and he fitted to.his erect prick a condom. When
he had finished he proferred her fee to her, but she
disdained it. “That ain’t enough,” she said. “But you
told me it was two dollars,” said the man. “I know,”
the harlot answered, “but there’s a dollar more—cover
charge.”

59

IN France a condom is known as capote Anglaise,
or “English cap.” A gentleman once went into a
French shop, intending to purchase a dark cap, to
wear in mourning for his wife, who had recently died.
He knew the French word for cap was capote, so he
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asked for that. Several were shown him, but he wanted
one English style, so he asked for a capote Anglaise.
The clerk sent him to the drug department where he
repeated his request to the lady clerk. She arched her
brows and asked him what color he wanted. “My wife
has just died,” he answered, “so I want a black one.”
@ “Such delicacy!” said the clerk.

60

HEN did Evelyn Nesbit Thaw really love her
husband? € When he shot White.

61

A LITTLE girl came into a down-town drug store and

asked the clerk for three rolls of toilet paper.
The clerk, however, did not recognize the little one
and stopped her. “Who is it for?” he asked. €[ The
little girl tilted her nose in the air as she answered:
“For all of us.”

62

. A'r A STAG party on upper Broadway a negress was

giving a “circus.” She lay stripped on a matting
and went through all the eye-rolling, bosom-heaving
contortions of a woman with a lusty man screwing her.
She wriggled her buttocks, locked and unlocked her
thighs, squirmed and tremored. € Overcome with
emotion one of the stags shouted: “Fuck her hot!” The
negress stopped and turned towards the offender: “If
you-all cain’t be gentlemen,” she said, with grave dig-
nity, “this performance cain’t go on!”
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63

wo REPORTERS, seated in the Claridge dining room,

amused themselves by guessing the occupations
of the various diners. They decided to their mutual
satisfaction that one was a broker, another an actor, a
third a manager, a fourth a lawyer, and so on. But they
disagreed about an elderly gentleman seated near a
window, with a beautiful blond. One reporter insisted
the old man must be a broker, while the other main-
tained he must be a physician. To settle the argument,
one of the men called the old gentleman away from the
girl, to their table. € “To settle a bet,” one of the
newspapermen said, “would you mind telling us what
your occupation is? My friend here says you are a
broker, while my guess is that you are a doctor.” The
old gentleman surveyed them both a moment and
replied, “I’m neither. I’m a taxidermist. Just now I’m
stuffing that bird, and a little later I’ll mount her.”

64

AT A Greenwich Village Ball a young woman pre-
sented herself entirely without clothes. The door-
man stopped her, with these words: “Miss, this is
supposed to be a costume ball. Now we don’t mind how
few clothes you have on, but you are supposed to repre-
sent something.” The young woman retired to the
ladies’ dressing room, and shortly after reappeared with
nothing on save a pair of black shoes and black gloves.
The doorman again stopped her. “You’re just as bad
as you were before,” he said, “what are you supposed
to be?” [ “Can’t you see?” the girl asked, “I’m
the five of spades.”

W
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65
anpy: Ah’d like a little vacation, Missus. Ah
wants to go home and see mah chillun. f Mis-
tress: Why, Mandy, I didn’t know you were married.
@ Mandy: Well, ah ain’t, Missus. But ah ain’t been
neglected.

66 |
HREE old maids went off on a tramp in the woods.
The tramp died.
67

~e ‘Flapper’ had just finished ‘retailing’the latest.
O “Tell me another, Mame. I heard that one yes-
terday. It’s a good one, though. I told it to Harry in
bed last night and he laughed so hard he laughed his
hard off.

68

aMMY Jackson had long been noted in Tusca-

loosa as a peaceable, dutiful, and loving wife till
one morning early one April she stood before the judge
on a charge of having beaten her husband into insen-
“sibility. [ On hearing the charge against her, the
minister of justice expressed his surprise. As the good
woman was still panting with rage he had, however,
no difficulty in eliciting her story. and less difficulty in
pronouncing judgment. € “You see, it wuz like dis,
Jedge Brown. Yesterday I wus doin’ mah washin’ on
de back po’ch like a good wife when mah nigger comes
in from de field. And he sez to me, ‘Beckie, ah wants
you-all to come into de house wif me.” Bein’ a dutiful
wife, as yer honor knows, ah went into de house wif
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him. When we got into de house he sez he wants me
to come upstairs wif him. So ah goes up de stairs wif
him. ‘Come on in here, Beckie,” sez he. And ah went
into de bedroom wif him. When ah gets into de bed-
room he sez, 'Beckie, ah wants yuh to lay off all yo’
clothes now.” So ah lays off mah clothes. ‘Lay down
on dat bed, den sez he. And ah lays down. Now,
Jedge, you-all knows me as a lovin’ wife. But when
dat nigger gits me in dat position and den says “April
fool’ to-me and walks out o> de room ah figgers dats
more’n mah lovin® kin stand. Ah jes’ had to do some-
thin. * € “Case dismissed,” said the Judge dryly.

69

D o You know who earns most at this hospital, the
rabbi or the priest?” queried the pretty nurse
of the mother who had just been delivered of a boy.
€] “No, I haven’t the least idea.” € “You haven’t?
Why, the rabbi, of course. He gets all the tips.” *

70

Y ~ A gold-mining distriet, a claim-worker, a certain

Brown, received news with which he was so de-
lighted he ran down the street telling everybody he
met that he had found a twelve-pound gold nugget
as good as any to be found in America. Such news was
without a precedent even in that locality where men
were striking it rich every day. So the local newspaper
sent a reporter to get the particulars, Mrs, Brown’s
¥ Perhaps one of the last places one would expect to find the sexual joke is at the
maternity }‘wspiml. Yet, due to the character of events there, as well as to a peculiarly
compensative process at work in the nurses and in the women confined, the maternity

hospital is for the sexual joke an especially favorable breeding-place. We only regret
that we have no more examples of such ‘cultures.”

~
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elder sister, a lively hussy, fond of her joke, happened
to answer the bell. This is the conversation that fol-
lowed. €€ “Does Mr. Brown live here?” € “Yes.”
Q “May I speak with him.” Q[ “Pm sorry, but he’s
not in just now. Isthere anything I cando?” € "Well
I understand he found a twelve-pound nugget.”
“Why, . . .” then, in a flash, seeing the situation,
she added, “Yes.” [ “Can you show me the exact
spot where he found it}” € “I’m afraid Mr. Brown
would never consent to that, as it is private.”  “Is
the hole very far from here?” € “No, it is quite
handy.” €[ “Has Mr. Brown been working the claim
very long?” € “Only about ten months.” € “Was
he the first to work it?” € “Well, he’s told me he
believed he was.” @ “Was the work difficult?”
Q “It was at first but it was easier after a while.”
[ “Has he got to the bottom yet?” € “Not yet, 1
believe, but very near.” 4 “Do you think there are
any more nuggets?” @ “Doubtless, if the claim is
properly worked.” € “Has he worked it since he
found the nugget?” € “No. But last night I heard
Mrs. Brown tell him it was time to start again.” [ I
suppose he works secretly.” €[ “Yes, mostly at night.”
€ “Did he have any help?” € “Well, Mrs. Brown
did her level best, I am sure.” € “Do you think he
would consider parting with the claim?” €] “No. He
finds too much pleasure working it himself.”  “Did
he blast with nitro-glycerine or did it do it all by hand?”
€ “I believe he did some of it by hand. He just kept
on digging, though I believe he used vaseline.”  “Has
he widened the hole any?” € “Yes, = little.” [ “Is
he going to improve the mine?” € “Well, he said
he would whitewash it. € “Does he always work alone
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at night.” € “No. Mrs. Brown holds the tool for
him and they go fifty-fifty.” € “Would you mind
showing me the nugget?” € “Not at all.” [ 4nd she
brought the baby to the door.

71

EvY was courting Reba and he sat on a chair. Reba
L sat in his lap. Her warmth made his peter rise, and
Reba, sitting on it, felt it, and it was pleasant. So she
sat a long time. Levy was in agony. But finally the door
bell rang, and as the girl went to answer it, Levy shifted
his jock to the other side. When his sweetheart re-
. turned, however, she sat on the other side, and again
feeling the protuberance remarked, “Ooh, Abie, an-
other one?” [ “Yeh,” he answered foolishly, “I got
two of them.” € When they were married Reba dis-
covered his perfidy. “Now do it with the other one,”
she said, after her defloration. Abie told her he had
given it to Feinberg. “He didn’t had one,” he said, “so
I helped him out.” A few days later Levy returned
home early, in time to see his Reba coming out of Fein-
berg’s flat. “What were you doing in there?” he de-
manded. [ “Aaah, Abie, you gave away the best one,”
she said.

72

N ARMENIAN was being examineéd by the draft
board. The physician, looking over the hunk’s
penis for traces of veneral disease, pulled back the fore-
skin. Unable to decide he let it slip back, and pulled
it forward again. Absentmindedly he was continuing
this operation when the draftee interrupted. € “Par-
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don me,” he said, “if you’re doing this for the govern-
ment go right ahead. But if you’re doing it for me,
move just a little faster, please.”

73

wo SALESMEN were standing in front of the Astor

when a very beautiful girl passed. “Gee,” said
one, “I’d give a hundred dollars to smack that dame
on the bare arse.” € “Do you mean it?” asked the
other. “I know her, and maybe I could fix it for you.”
The first repeated his offer and his friend hurried after
the girl. It was arranged, and the trio repaired to a
room in the hotel. Here the young woman lifted her
skirt, let down her bloomers and lay face down on the
bed. The salesman who had made the offer gazed on
her bare posterior with admiration. He allowed his
hands to softly caress the rounded, warm flesh.
€ “Gee,” he said, “her arse is smooth like alabaster!
Feel how round and warm it is. Man, it’s wonderful!”
€ “Go ahead, slap it,” his friend exclaimed. € “Why
should I?” was the answer. “This feels wonderful, and
it doesn’t cost anything.”

74

HE PRESIDENT of a large life insurance company

was speaking at a company dinner. He had been
speaking over two hours, and it was near midnight.
Yet none of his employees had dared leave the room.
There was a long list of speakers to follow, and these
impatiently waited for the president to stop speaking.
But he just rambled on, saying nothing at great length.
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Finally, however, he sat down, after 1ntroducmg the
next speaker, a visiting English insurance man. The
latter rose and said: “The hour has grown so late, gen-
tlemen, that I will not deliver my speech, but will in-
stead tell you a little story: A wee bird was flying about
one day, when it suddenly began to rain. The down-
pour drenched the bird and it fell to earth, where
the rain beat on it ceaselessly. Finally, towards noon
the sun came out and warmed the little bird, so that it
beat its wings and fluttered about. A horse passed by
and dropped some breakfast for the wee bird, and it
ate, and it ate till it could eat no more. Then stramht
into the air flew the wee bird, and, in good spirits, began
to chirp. And it chirped and it chirped till a hawk,
flying high in the sky, heard it, and swooping down
on the little bird, gobbled it up. € “And the moral of
this little story,” concluded the Englishman, to the
president’s discomfiture, “is, that when you’re full of
horseshit, don’t chirp too much!”

75

T HE pocTor had just delivered a young woman on
the west side of a lovely child, and he compli-
mented her, asking to see the father of such a won-
derful baby. “I’m ashamed to admit it, doctor,” said
the young woman, “but my husband is on the road.
The father of this child is Meyer Ginsburg.” €[ *Oho,”
thought the doctor, “one of those cases,” and went on
his way. Ina few days he was called to confine a woman
on the east side, and she also said the father of her child
was Meyer Ginsburg. The following week a woman in
Brooklyn attributed the parenthood of the child to
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Meyer Ginsburg. In short the doctor answered about
a dozen cases, in each of which the father was named
Meyer Ginsburg. The last straw came when he was
called to the Bronx to a family named Ginsburg, and
delivered the woman of triplets. @ “Pardon me,”
said the doctor, “but is your husband named Meyer?”
@ “Yes,” answered the woman, “do you want to see
him?. He’s downstairs in the yard, sawing some wood.”
The doctor went down, to see this marvel, and found
him a weazened little Hebrew. “Listen, Meyer,” said
the doctor, “I confined in the last few weeks twelve
women in all parts of the city, uptown, downtown, east
side, west side, Brooklyn, Queens and the Bronx, and
each one said you are the father of the child. My God,
man, how do you do it?” € “It’s easy, doctor,” Gins-
berg replied, “I got a bicycle!”

76

I'r UsED to be the custom of an ex-prize fighter to stand
on the corner of Broadway and 45th Street and ad-
dress young women who went by with this question:
“Do you fuck?” A friend of his remonstrated with
him. “Don’t you get many a slap in the face?” he
asked. € “Yes,” the pug answered, “but you’d be sur-
prised what a lot of fucking I get, too.”

77

-/} urPHY sought out the doctor, greatly worried.
“My wife has a great pain inside at the end of

the spine,” he said. “I wish you’d give her something
for it,” The doctor gave him a powder, told him to
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put it on the end of his penis, mount his wife, pene-
trate her, and thus rub the powder well into her. The
Irishman tried it, but returned to say that his wife
did not feel much better. “You didn’t know how to do
it,” the doctor told him. € “Well, then, come on home
with me, and you do it,” said the lout. The doctor did,
and finding the wife comely, was nothing loth to begin
and to rub the powder well in. Murphy looked on, and
scratching his head remarked, “If I didn’t know you to
be the doctor, begorra, I’d think ye were screwing me
wifel”

78

T was 2 cold night and the pimp was spending it with

his girl. They lay in bed, in her room, and disported
themselves right valourously, when there was a sudden
ring at the bell, repeated three times. They started.
It was a signal from a customer. “Where can 1 hide?”
asked the pander, looking about. “There isn’t any
place in this room,” said his girl, “but you better get
out of the way quick.” There was no time for him to
do anything but grab a flimsy nightgown and rush out
on the fire-escape, before the patron arrived. q The -
bitter cold attacked the pimp out on the fire-escape, and
he trembled as he cursed himself for not getting a
heavier robe. His thin lips turned blue, his knees
knocked against each other till they hurt, his eyes grew
livid. Inside, where it was warm, the other man en-
joyed himself at his leisure. It was cold outside, he
knew, so he was in no hurry to finish. [ Her lover,
meanwhile, began gradually to grow numb. He per-
mitted himself a peek into the room, where, under the
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warm sheets his lady and the cash customer were bob-
bing up and down. His nose had turned from red to
blue, he felt that his ears were non-existent, his fingers
were stiff rods, when finally he heard the door slam.
With d1fﬁculty he raised the window and intruding his
icy head into the warm room, asked, in a trembhng
voice: “Has the sucker gone yet?”

79

NDERSON’s house was being over-run with rats and’

he sought advice as to the best way to rid the
house of them. One friend adviséd that he bait a few
traps with apples to catch the rodents. On his way home
to try this method he met another friend, who advised
him to use nuts instead of apples, as bait. Perplexed,
he told his wife of the conflicting advice he had re-
ceived. “Put down a few traps,” she ansered, “with ap-
ples in some and nuts in the others.. Then you’re sure
to get them.” € He did so, and next day came up from
the cellar in great glee to break the news to his wife.
She was in the parlor, with a roomful of other women,
sewing, when he burst in. “I caught c1ght of them,”
he announced. His wife beamed on him. D1d you get
them by the apples?” she asked. q “No.”

80

AN EncLisHMAN was present at a party once dur-
ing which one of the guests recited a parody as
follows:
“Mary had a little skirt,
"T'was split just right in half,
And everywhere that Mary went,
She showed her little calf.”
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It was a jolly rhyme, thought the umey, and made a
mental note of it. Back in deah oI’ Lunnon he essayed
to repeat it at a mixed gathering, promising it would
amuse the ladies. This is the rhyme as he read it:
“Mary had a little, er, ah, skirt,
*Twas slit, er . . dontcherknow, just in front,
And everywhere that, er . . Mary went,
She showed her little . .
My Gawd, zhat can’t be right.”

81

1za was large, and colored, and took in washing.

One of her numerous beaux one day asked her:
“How come you got such big hands, Liza?” “Why
man,” Liza replied, “when I was a chile I used to make
mud pies, and the mad squashed out my hands like
that.” “Well, then, how come you got such big feet?”
her swain enquired. “Why that was fum walkin’ bare-
foot in the mud,” Liza answered. Her sweetie smiled,
and asked: "Sister, did you ever si¢ in the mud?”

82

wo Hesrew traders, cast ashore on an island in

the South Seas, became aware that the native King
was to have a great birthday party. Each determined
to bring him a gift, to ingratiate himself with the royal
host, and perhaps, begin trade relations. Abie presented
himself at the feast with a huge bunch of bananas for
the King. His Royal Highness took one look, and
laughed: “That’s a hell of a gift for ME! Take him
outside and shove every one of those up his arse.” Abie
was led off, but instead of fear, he was laughing. Asked
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to ekplam his uncalled for mirth, he rephed “Mine
brother is bringing pineapples!”

83

' T HEY met on the train, and to while away the time

a poker game was suggested. Repairing to a draw-
ing room mutual introductions began. “My name is
Hancock,” said one. An elderly gentleman introduced
himself as “Alcock.” A third was named “Babcock.”
“My name is Hitchcock,” said a fourth. The fifth, a
weazned little Hebrew, said, “I don’t think I care to
play in this game. My name is Kuntz.”

84
MANDY was parading down the main street of the

colored section of Birmingham, dressed fit to
kill. She had on resplendent ear rings, a new gown
and wrap, her shoes were patent leather, her hose silk.
On her head was a hat trimmed with birds of paradise.
A friend accosted her: “Why, Mandy, where you get
all them beautiful togs?” Mandy giggled back, “Ain’t
you heard? I just been ruined!”*

85

/ i \ uE REGIMENT was billeted in a neutral village just

over the border from the enemy. Two peasant
girls met in the market-place, and one said to the other:
“You know how we’re trying to be nice to the soldiers.
* Thomas Hardy has treated the same theme in rhyme. ( Vide: “The Ruined Maid,”
P 145 in his “Collected Poems,” Macmillan, 1923.) Whether the above is a vul-
garization of Hardy, of originally observed fact, or simply an example of folk imagination

we have not been able to determine. Hardy is, however, responsible for the following line:
“If way to the Better there be, it exacts a full look at the Worst.”
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Well, this morning the strangest thing happened. A
private came into our house, where 1 was alone, and
without a word took off his sword. Then he removed
his coat, let down his trousers, and, still without a word,
threw me on the bed and screwed me. Still silent he
got up, redressed, bucked on his sword, and went out. . .
Lord only knows what he wanted.”—From the Hun-

garian.

86

HE AMERICAN version of the above story is that
Ta chambermaid at the Biltvania answered a ring
from the 16th floor. The moment she entered the room
the guest seized her, threw her on the bed and did his
will. Then, as expeditiously, he ushered her to the door -
and pushed her out. @[ “To this day,” the maid tolda -
friend, “I don’t know what he was ringing for.” ’

87

HOTEL chambermaid on her honeymoon wrote to
her friend: “You ought to try it without your
shoes, Mame, it’s great!”

88

oLpsTEIN’s wife had died. Goldstein made the

house ring with his lamentations. Finally his
brother persuaded him to go to his room, to quiet him
self. For three days nothing was heard from Goldstein.
His brother, alarmed, went up to see him, and found
him screwing the maid. [ “Meyer,” he said, in an in-
jured tone, “Only a few days your wife is dead, Meyer,
and what are you doing?” € Meyer stopped long
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enough to look up. He pleaded, “In my grief, I
should know what ’'m doing?”

89

astus was pained. With no malice aforethought

he had returned home several hours earlier than
usual, only to find his wife in bed with the janitor.
“Mandy, Mandy,” he said, “I sho’ am ’shamed of you.”
¢ But Mandy only looked up and said, “Look on,
nigger, gaze on an’ learn somethin’.”

90

T uE Hebrew parallel to this story recites how Levy
came home early one day, to find his wife in bed
under the vigorous strokes of a stranger. “Rebbecal”
said Levy, “to think that after all these years, after all
I did for you, after I made from you a lady and gave
you from the finest, you should do such a thing to me.
Rebecca, I took you when you was a poor girl and . ..
ain’t you even got respect enough to stop while I’'m
talking to you?”
91

GENTLEMAN from Idaho was in Paris and didn’t

want to make himself too conspicuous. So he
asked a cabby to give him the address of a good whore-
house. He went there by himself, quietly, asked for a
private room, and, after selecting his partner, ordered
dinner with lots of wine.. After the meal the man en-

tertained himself in various ways with his playmate,
who taught him positions of which even Elephantis,
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Aretino and Luisa Sigea were ignorant. Thoroughly
drained, the gentleman from Idaho went downstairs,
where he asked the madam what his bill was. @ “There
is no charge,” said the lady of the house. [ Astonished,
but not disposed to argue the matter, her guest left.
All next day he hugged his secret to himself. He could
barely wait till dinner time before he again presented
himself before the bawds. Again he went through his
performance, but this time, when he made a bluff at
paying the piper he was informed the charges were
seven hundred francs. @ © What! ” he shrieked.
“Wasn’t I here last evening, and didn’t I go through
every kind of screw, and you didn’t charge me a sou?”
€ “Ah,” said the madam, “but last night was for the
movies.”

92

BraMs frantically dashed up the stairs of his home.

“Sarah,” he panted, “we got to move out of here
right away. I just found out the most terrible thing.
I just learned that the janitor from this house screwed
every woman in it but one.” € “Yeh, know,” said
Sarah, “that’s that stuck up thing on the third floor.”

93

orp Cholmondely called his valet to him. “P’m

bored this evening,” he said, “Bring me a whore.”
€ His valet went on the errand and soon returned with
a.fairly presentable young English girl) blond-haired
and blue-eyed. € “Undress,” said m’Lord. “Lie on
that couch there.” [ As the girl complied, he removed
his waistcoat and trousers, and mounted her. He was
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laboring with great diligence when the lady, to let him
have the thrill that went with each of her affairs, gave
him a moist tongue kiss. € “Here now,” said the
Lord, “don’t get personal, or I shall jolly well stop
screwing you!”

94
wo HEeBrEWS and their wives were on a train trip
when they passed through a tunnel. As they got
into the light Cohen said to Levy: “I just kissed your

wife.” € “That’s nothing,” said Levy as he put his
fingers under Cohen’s nose. “Smell.”

95

HE young man on his honeymoon had selected

what he thought to be a quiet hotel. What he
saw, however, in a room across the air-shaft from his
caused him to pull down the blind and call for the
manager. € “What kind of a joint is this}” he de-
manded. “I come here with my bride, thinking this was
a quiet, refined hotel. What’s the first thing I see
here?” He led the manager to the window and pulled
the blind aside. In the room across the way three nude
‘men were practicing a spinctrian posture, that is to say,
in vulgar language, back-scuttling each other. “Lucky -
Julius,” was his comment, “always in the middle.”

96

PEAKING of back-scuttling, the story is told of two

Armenians who were discussing the merits of various
positions for intercourse. [ “Did you every try the
back way?” asked one; and when the other said he
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hadn’t, he urged him, “When you get home tonight,
try it on the wife. Gee, it’s great, and youw’ll never go
back to the other way.” € The second Armenian said
he would try anything once. When they met the next
day the first asked him how he liked the back way
method. @ “Oh, it’s very fine,” the other answered,
“but the children laughed so!”

97
‘ ‘ 7 tiLE on the subject it would be as well to tell

the story of the two friends who worked in a
laundry. One was always quite well dressed, the other
shabby, although both earned the same wages. The
prosperous one urged the other to do as she was doing.
Listen,” she said, “every night I go to a certain house
on the next block, where I manage to earn a few dol-
lars easy. Come on over, P’ll introduce you.” The
other demurerd. A compromise was finally reached
when her friend suggested that for a few days they go
over during the lunch hour and try it. Her second day
at her new vocation found the shabby laundress in the
company of a hilarious youth who offered three times
the usual fee if she would let him do it the back way.
Q[ “Come on,” he said, “just like a couple of dogs. It
won’t hurt you.” @ “All right,” the girl finally agreed,
“but for heaven’s sake don’t drag me past the laundry.”

98

N oLp rounder married an innocent virgin, in the
days when there were such creatures, and, tired of
the various postures of love, determined, on discovering
how demure his bride was, to begin by teaching her how
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to play the flute. For several weeks after his marriage
he amused himself in this way. Then even that thrill
waned, and one night as they ere abed he attempted
to board his still virginal spouse. €[ “You get off me!”
she shrieked. “Don’t you dare try to do that, you dirtly
degenerate.”

99

BUSINESS being slow, a travelling man accepted a
position with a circus, and continued travelling.
When the troupe was out about five weeks, and camped
on a prairie, the salesman approached one of the bal-
lyhoo men. € “Say,” he said, “what do you fellers
do for 2 woman?” € The ballyhoo man looked him
over. “Why, hell,” he said, “we never need a woman.
We take any man on the lot. It’s a shot for shot prop-
osition.” € “What, buggery?” said the salesman.
“Never!” ] But in a week he changed his mind and
again approached his friend, to ask him just how to
go about it. € “Oh, go over to any man on the lot
and tell him what you want,” he was advised. q Next
day he sought the ballyhoo man and dragged him to one
side. “Look at this,” he said, taking out his tool, which
was badly lacerated, and hung almost in shreds. “With
a whole circusful to choose from, I had to pick the
glass-eater!”

100

A cockNEY had just been married. He hurried to
a taxi with his bride, followed by a number of
their friends. As they sank back into the seat one of
his friends leaned in and leered at them. “What abaht
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t’night?” he chuckled, “what abaht t’night?” “Yes,”
the bride shot back at him, “and what abaht this after-
noont Ehp”

101

HEN I got back to the office my stenographer told
me she had a new position.” €, “What did you
say?” @ “I said, ‘Shut the door and let’s try it.” »
102

coupLE who were fond of playing poker found it
A- inconvenient to cohabit because of their four-year
old son. So they formed the practice of waking each
other in the middle of the night to make approaches in
a code they agreed on, which made use of poker terms.
@ At 1 A. M. she awoke and said, “I open.”  “I
pass,” said he, turning over to sleep. €[ At 3 A. M. he
awoke, and tapping his wife on the shoulder, said, I
open.” @ “I pass,” said she. € “But Pve got a
straight,” said he. € She hesitated 2 moment. “All"~
right, P’ll play,” she said. I need one to fill.”

103

A NEW worD was coined for a certain actor whose
inclinations were equally amorous for men as for
woman. One of his critics called him “ambisextrous.”

104
AVING come to an understanding with the farmer’s

daughter, a certain travelling salesman sought to
find a convenient time and place for them to get to-
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gether. As no opportunity offered itself, he determined
ko make one. The girl was not allowed to leave the
house, so one morning while downtown the salesman
procured a dog license. When he returned home they
hid the old man’s glasses and told him they had been
married. “Here is the license, we’re going upstairs to
bed,” said the drummer. € The farmer, hunting
around, found his glasses and hurried upstairs, where
he pounded on the door. His daughter paused in her
undressing. € *Mamie,” said the old man, “ef you
hain’t done it, don’t do it, cause this ain’t fer it! This
ain’t no doin’ license!”

105

EYwooDb Brouw in his book T'Ae Boy Grew Older

has his hero, Peter Neale, take home a chorus
girl who lives on 168th Street. At her door she says to
him, “You’re entitled to a kiss. Anyone that takes me
all the way to 168th street is entitled to at least a kiss
from me. Next month I’m going to move to 242nd
Street!”

106

A MARRIAGE-BROKER Wwas trying to arrange a match
between a business man and a beautiful young
. girl. But the business man was obdurate. “Before 1
buy goods from a mill I look at snatches, and before I
get married I must also have a sample,” he said.
Q[ “But, my God, you can’t ask a virtuous, respectable
girl for a thing like that,” said the schadchen. *I'm
a man from business,” said the other, “and that’s the
way it will be done, or not at all.” [ The broker went
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off in despair to talk with the girl. “I got for you a
fine feller, with lots of money,” he said. “He’s a busi-
ness man and his rating is O. K. But he’s eppis o little
meshuga. He says he’s a good business man, and
wouldn’t go into nothing blind. He must have a sam-
ple.” @ “Listen,” said the girl. “P’m so smart a busi-
ness man as he is. Semples I wouldn’t give him. Ref-
erences I’ll give him!” ,

107

rix: Do you know why Jesus was born in a stable?
€ Bollix: No, why? [ Prix: Because they didn’t
allow Jews in the hotels.

108

wo Swedish chambermaids went to a photographer.

He ordered them to stand facing the camera, with
their backs to a painted scene. Not satisfied with their
position, he kept shifting them until one of the girls *
asked the other, “Why don’t he take the picture? What
is he doing?” € “He wants to focus,” said the other.
Q[ “Let him take the pitcher first,” her friend replied,
“and foke us after.”

109

A LEARNED sexologist was once asked by a patient |
what was the ideal time for a screw between man
and woman, husband and wife. € “A man should sleep
in a bed by himself in one wing of his house, the bed
being in the middle of the room, which should not have
a carpet. The wife should be in another wing, con-



48 ) ANECDOTA

nected by a long, uncarpeted hallway, with stone flag-
ging. Now, when the husband will get up, naked, from
his warm bed, walk quietly down that. hallway, to a
door, which will be in the middle, separating the couple,
and wait without making a sound for his wife to get out
of her warm bed, and walk naked down the cold hall
to the door... that, that, I say, will be the highest
moment of desire, and the right time for a screwing

party!”
110 | |
e’ so dumb he went into the Martha Washington ..
Hotel and asked for the gent’s toilet.

111

H E’s A spendthrlft all right. He’s keepmg 4 womar :;v"‘
at the Y W. C. A. |

112

oon after the Hall-Mills murder case the Methodist
) Episcopal College of New Jersey met, according to
Will Rogers, and passed a ruling that hereafter all rec-

tors must button their collars in front, and their pants
behmd'

113

‘ ‘ J uEN the Singer Midgets go on a vaudeville tour
the house work is divided among them. One of
the ladies cooks, another sews, one of the men does
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the heavy work, and so on. One week, while they were -
playing the Palace theatre in New York, the lady who
did the cooking missed a couple of performances.
Newspapermen who approached Walter Kingsley,
house press-agent, scenting a possible story, were told
that the midget who did the family washing in a kettle
had had the ill fortune to fall backward  into it.
@ “Was she badly hurt,” Kingsley was asked. [, “No,
she just got a little behind in her work,” he said.

114

NoTORIOUS ‘piss customer’ ambled into Dinty

Moore’s place but was promptly shooed out. He -
tried another cafe, but, being as well known there, he
was again put out. After four or five attempts, his
bladder full to bursting, he rushed into the office of
a Times Square doctor. @ “I can’t piss, doctor, I can’t
piss,” he moaned. [ “Here, come with me,” said the
doctor, leading him to the toilet. “Now try hard.”
€ The man nearly filled the bowl with his water.
“What do you mean,” said the physician, “you piss all
right. Why did you say you couldn’t?” € “I meant
they wouldn’t let me,” said the man, gratefully.

115

NE season when Sir Herbert Tree returned to Lon-

don from a tour of the provinces he decided to cut
expenses, so dismissed his leading man and engaged a
cheaper actor. He had occasion a few weeks later to
use a comfort station and noticed, after defecating, that
the attendant was the former leading man. [ “My,
how you have fallen,” he said as he paid the man his
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. fee. “You must be starving to do this.” [ “Oh, it
isp’t as bad as that,” said the actor. “Of course, busi-
ness has been a little slow this morning. I’ve had
twelve pissers, and you’re the third-shit to come in.”

116

*Y) ves” BaEr says: “God put the stink in a fart for
‘ guys who are hard of hearing.”

R b i

wEEK before the wedding the young girl came to

her mother in tears. “I’m so afraid about getting
married,” she said. “I’m afraid 1 won’t be able to
please my sweetheart.” € Her mother, who wanted to
make the girl’s trials easier, undertook to explain to
her the secrets of married life. With some hesitation,
she began to explan to the girl what she would have to
go through. [ “Oh, that doesn’t bothér me, mother,”
said the daughter, “I can fuck alright, but I can’t cook.”

118

NEGRO who had the misfortune to get his first clap

went to his doctor. To frighten him the doctor
said: “I’m afraid P’ll have to cut off your organ.”
€ “Mah which?” asked the dinge. €[ “Your organ,”
said the doctor. €[ “So dat’s whut yo’ call it,” said
the coon. “Kin I have a minute to mahself to think
this-thing over?” The doctor agreed. In a few mo-
ments he came back into the room, to hear the negro
addressing his penis: “Ohgan o’mine, yo’ has played
yo’ las’ tune!” '
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uE schooner Salt Lake had been at sea over a

month and was nearing Tahiti. The crew were as_
horny as could be, but one of the men, who had never
visited the port was disturbed as to how he should get -
what he was after. He approached the mate. [ “It’s
simple,” said the latter. “When you go ashore just go-
up to the ﬁrst man you see and ask him where you can
get a woman.” (L “But I can’t speak the bloody langu-
age.” QU “Well, in that case just take out fifty cents and
show him your prick. He’ll direct you then all right.”
@ In a few hours the sailor returned. “That was lousy
advice you gave me,” he told the mate. “The first
guy I went up to, I took out my pecker, and showed him
half a buck. In a second the bastard had his prick out,
with fifty cents, matched me, and took the buck!”

120

W HEN the animals boarded the ark, old Noah, to

prevent trouble, made all the males check their
organs, giving each a ticket for his private property.-
When they were settled on Mt. Ararat, just before
going ashore, when their parts would be restored to
them, the monkey approached his spouse. €[, ° Tomght
my dear, he said, “I’m going to give you a real nice

time. 1 don’t mind telling you it’ll be the best you
ever had. I’ve swiped the elephant’s ticket.”

121

MicHicaniTE, who had just purchased one of
Mr. Ford’s latest, was out for a drive one day
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when the car suddenly halted and he could not get it
started again. Just then Henry himself drove by in a
Lincoln, saw the man’s difficulty and stopped. € 1
can’t seem to turn the engine over,” the customer com-
plained. Ford himself lifted the head, leaned down
into the mechanism and whispered to it. Immediately
the engine began to run. [ “Oh, Mr. Ford, please tell
me what you told the engine,” the man pleaded, “so I
won’t have this trouble again.” € “I just whispered
‘Lizzie, this is Henry, turn over,’ ” said the great his-
torian. ’

122

“I *M GoING to buy a Studebaker,” an old maid said
to a friend of hers. € “Don’t do it,” he counseled,
“Get a Buick. If you buy a Studebakcr you’ll get
screwed.” [ Next day she had a Studebaker.

123

A PROFESSOR of botany was lecturing to a girl’s class.
“This twig, you will notice,” said he, “is composed
of bark, hardwood, and pith. Of course you know what
pith is.” €[ The class stared at him blankly. “Don’t -
you know what pith is?” the professor repeated. “You,
Miss Brown, you know what pith is, do you not?”
@ “Yeth, thir,” said Miss Brown.

124
“No YOU’RE not going out tonight,” said Mrs. Kan-

N _tor, to her daughter. “I wouldn’t let you should
go.” @ “But mamma, how do you expect I should get
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a feller if I don’t go to parties and balls?” complained
the girl. € “Never mind,” said the mother, “yow’ll
get a feller without parties,—you’ll get a feller with-
out balls....”

125 ¥

SCHADCHEN, or marriage broker, was telling a
A prospect about a splendid girl he had in mind
for him to marry. “She’s got a college education. She’s
beautiful,—take a look from this picture. Money in
the bank she’s got too. Her family is A1, and her dis-
position is fine.” €[ “I know,” said the young man,
“but why do you give me such a bargain. What’s the
matter with her?” € “Nothing,” said the schadchen,
“only, she’s the least little bit pregnant.” '

126

A STRANGER was being shown through a small south-

ern town. The bank, it was pointed out to him,
was owned by Mr. Cohen. So was the department
store, and the town garage. “That’s a beautiful foun-
tain”, said the stranger. “Cohen put that up,” his guide
said, “and that library too.” € “Cohen must be well
liked and respected in this town,” said the stranger.
€{ “Only for one little mistake he made!” the cicerone
said. “If not for that one little mistake people would
now be pointing him out as ‘Cohen, the philanthropist,’
instead of ‘Cohen, the cocksucker’.”

127

’ l \ HE young man and his sweetheart sat in the par-
lor. Her parents, who were in the kitchen, noticed
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that the youth kept running to the bathroom every few
moments. “What’s the matter with him?” the'old man
asked. ®I don’t like this running business. Maybe he’s
got a disease. Go on, Becky, you ask him what’s the
matter with him.” € With some hesitation the mother
approached him and asked him why he kept running
to the bathroom so often. € “Well, Pl tell you,”
“the young man replied. “You’re daughter is so lovely
that 1 can’t help having an erection every.timé I see
her. So I’ve been running into the bathroom to put cold
water on the head of my thing, to keep it: down.”
The old woman returned to her husband. “N#,” he
asked.. “What kind a disease is he got?® “You should
have such a diseases,” she said.

128

rix: Why is a Ford car like a whore? -] Bollix: T
don’t know. Why? ([ Prix: Because you can have
lots of fun with one, but you’d hate to be seen'in pub-
lic with it. ‘
: : 129
: FRANK Harris, disgusted with Oscar Wilde for his
passion for young boys, finally 'made the author
promise to abstain from his perversion. However, niot
two weeks later he called on Wilde and found the lat-
ter in bed, with a boy. q “You son-of-a-bitch,” said
Harris, who was never known to use the polite term
when the impolite would do just as well. “What the
hell do you mean by this? Didn’t you promise me on
your word of honor that you’d never do this again?
Didn’t you tell me you were going to turn over a new
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leaf?” @ “Don’t get excited, Frank, I am,” said
Wilde, unabashed. “Can’t you see I’m at the bottom .
of the page now?”

130

«X X 7 HaT you all doin’ fo’ a livin’ now, honey?”

“. “ a dusky belle asked of her beau. € “I’se 2 lion
tamer,” he answered modestly. “Fo’ two bucks a day
ah sticks mah head in de lion’s mouf.” € “You ain’t
no lion tamer,” said his sweetie. “You just a lyin’ bas-" -
tard.” - -

131

C omING home from a party the young man 1 and his
girl stopped in her hallway for a parting kiss. As
they embraced he grew horny, and pleaded with her to
lift her skirt. She refused. He tried every artifice to
excite her orifice, but with no success. Finally, in sheer
disgust he left her, saying, “You won’t, eh? Well,
there’s no use the three of us standing here then.”
S 1 caME to New York armed with an address which
a travelling man had given him and the admonition
to ‘ask for Singer and say:Jack sent you.” Everything' -
went well, and Si spent a delirious night. Next day he
was walking down lower Broadway, when to his sur- .
prise he saw the magic name Singer on a store window,
with some sewing machines on exhibition. Inside; be— :

hind a counter ‘stood a pretty girl. € “Jack sent me,™
beamed Si as he entered. € The girl smiled at him
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and said, “Would you like one?” € “You bet. How
much?” asked Si. € “Well, some are eighty dollars,
some sixty-five, and the cheapest are fifty.” [ “Go on,”
objected Si, “what you trying to do. I got one last night
for twenty dollars.” [ “Oh,” said the girl, “that’s the
kind you screw on a table.” [ “No, ma’am,” insisted
Si, “I screwed this one in bed!”

133

ock: I saw a funny thing on Broadway today. A
J rooster was chasing a chicken down the street in
front of the Columbia theatre, trying to mount her.
But the chicken ran from him, out to the middle of
the street and stuck her head on a trolley track, and
was run over. [ Stropp: What was the big idea?
@ Jock: Better death than dishonor.

134

wo fellows who hadn’t seen each other in some time

met one day and one asked the other what he was
doing. “Oh, me, I’m a lion tamer,” he said. [ “What
do you mean, a lion tamer?” chaffed the other.
€ “Well, you see,” said the friend, “I go into the
Lion’s cage with a whip, and when I swing it to the
right, the lion rolls over on his right side, and when
I swing it to the left, he rolls over on his left side.”
@ “Suppose you whip it straight down in front?”
asked the other. q “Gosh, you don’t do that, because
then the lion leaps right at you!” € “What do you
do in a case like that?” [ “Why then, the only thing
to do is to put your hand down inside your trousers,
grab a lump of shit and fling it in his face.”  “Huh!



AMERICANA 57

Where will you get the shit?” [ “Don’t worry, it'lk
be there, it’ll be there.” i
135

story that, with many others, is attributed to

- Mark Twain gives the famous answer to a foolish
question. € “What do you think of Patti?” Twain was
asked, according to this version of the yarn. Patti at
the time was at the height of her success.  “Well,”

Twain drawled, “I’d any time rather lic down next to
Patti, naked, than next to General Grant, in full uni-

form.”

136

YOUNG veterinary in the South was called in a

hurry to attend a horse, but by the time he ar-
rived the animal was dead. He asked the farmer if
he might not take certain parts of the horse with him,
to preserve in alcohol, so he might have them in his
office. The farmer allowed him to and the vet. cut
out the heart, liver, prick and balls of the horse, and
threw them into the back of his buggy. As he drove
home over a rough road, the prick and balls were
shaken out and lay in the road. € A couple of negro
wenches chanced to pass. They stopped to examine the
objects in the road, and then one said in awe-stricken
tones: “See what the Ku Klux done to our pastor!”

137

/ l \HE famous Manhattan Cheese Club was in ses-
L sion, and the various newspapermen who belonged
to 1t were discussing the Indian custom of suttee. “When
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an Indian dies his body-is laid on a huge funeral prye,”
said one of the men, “and the widow throws herself
living into the flames.” [ “I wonder why she does
that,” another of the writers asked. €[ “1 guess the
reason is,” a prominent humorous writer answered, “it’s
the first time in years she’s seen the old man real hot.”

138 -

"onEes had been cast on a desert island, without even
J one of the much discussed dozen books, and for
three months he had managed to exist on the ship’s
stores he had saved and on wild fruits and roots. In
all that time he had not seen another human being.
Consider his surprise, then, one day to discover a beau-
tiful woman walking towards him. €[ “How long have
you been on the island,” she asked him, after he had
approached and spoken to her. € “Three months,” he
answered. “It’s funny we never met before. We need
not have been lonely, if we had met.” [ “Well,” said
the woman, “you meet me tonight and P’ll give you
something you haven’t had in three months.” And she
smiled archly. Jones could scarcely restrain himself
till the appointed time. The lady met him, with her
finger to her lips in an attitude of caution. “Follow
me,” she whispered, “and you’ll get what I promised
you . . . something you haven’t had in three months.
It’s the finest Scotch you ever tasted!”

139 .

“B ov,” said one negro to another, “Ah done jes’
come fum de doctor. He jabs me full of mercury,
he does. Ah feel heavy lak laid.” [ “Boy, you ain’t
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'g'ot nothin’ in yow,” said the other darky. “Ah’ got
what yoh migh call mercury in me. Ah’ got so much,
in fack, that ahm nine foqt two inches tall in the sum-

mertime.”
140

aMEs BryanT-tried to enlist in the navy during the

war, and applied for examination to recruiting head-
quarters, 280 Broadway. He was ordered to strip, and
one of the naval doctors listened to his heart with a
stethoscope, tapped him on the stomach, put his ear
to his back, tested his vision and so forth. Then to see
whether he had piles he said to him: “Bend over,”
which the fellow did. “Now pull the cheeks of your
arse apart,” ordered the navy doctor. € “What, so
soon, Admiral?” plaintively asked Bryant.

141 C e

HE waitress leaned over the table and asked the

diners what they would like for dessert. One
ordered one dessert, another something else. € “Pll
take raisin pie,” said Jones. I “And you?” asked the
waitress, leaning over the table to the last one. He
caught one glimpse of her well-developed, white
breasts, and said, “Mine’s raisin’ too.”

142

ONE oF Ford’s stockholders had a dream one night
' in which Henry presented himself at the gates of
Heaven'and St. Peter asked him why he sought admis-
sion. ], “Because I produced a machine,” said Ford,
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“which gave great pleasure to most human beings.”
A loud fart from within the gates greeted this state-
ment. € Ford looked up in anger and asked who had

saluted him thus. € “Me,” said a voice, “Adam. I’m

the guy that invented the machine that gives the greatest

pleasure to the saps down below. I invented woman.”-
Q[ “Well, maybe you’re right,” said the deceased De-

troiter, in this dream, “but you certainly know nothing

of mechanical principles. For one thing, you put the

exhaust too near the intake!”

143

“‘ ‘ J uy 1s a Ford car called a Henry in Detroit
and a Lizzie in New York?” ¢ “Because by
the time it gets to New York it loses it’s nuts.”

144

T HE following rhyme recently went the rounds of
the Algonquin Club: : :
There are so many feather beds,
So many little maidenheads,
There’s practically no excuse
For sodomy, or self abuse.

145

AN oLD man overheard some young fellows talking
' -of the women they had but recently screwed.
“Gee,” said one, “the dame 1 had last night hollored
to beat the band. I hurt her-somethin’ awful with my
screwing.” € The others also declared that so fierce
had been their fervor that they too had hurt the last
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{ew girlies they had fucked. The old man—we may as
well give you his name, you’ve probably guessed it by
now, Jake Shubert—murmured to himself: “Gosh, it’s
years since any girl 1 screwed said 1 hurt her. I won-
der if I still can?” So he called up one of the Winter
Garden girls, threw her on his couch and began to screw
her. € “Ouch,” she shrieked. Jake beamed. [ “Am
I hurting you?” he asked, with exultation. [ “Yes,”
screamed the girl, “you’re stepping on my foot!”

146

HE summer boarders had begun to arrive at the

little' farmhouse in the mountains. The first one
up noticed that the farmer’s wife carried in her arms
an infant. “So,” he said, “we none of us suspected you.”
 “It isn’t my child,” said the woman, “it’s my daugh-
ter Marie’s.” € “What?” said the boarder, “little
Marie? She’s such a child. When did she get married?”
¢ “Oh, my, no,” said her mother, “she’s not married.
She’s much too young for that.”

147

: Z IEGFELD chorus girls were sent on a hunt recently
, for a book called Life of an African Princess by
Erasmus B. Black!

148

T HE favorite story of the late Tom Oliphant, first
president of the Manhattan Cheese Club, was
about the young man who took his sweetie to a hotel,
and, as they were both stripped, she suddenly began to
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tremble. “I’ve got an attack of St. Vitus dance,” said
she, shivering all over. Her escort ’phoned down for
a few bellboys, who hurried to the room. The young
woman was in bed, shuddering wildly. €[ “Grab her
arms,” yelled the young man to a couple of the bell
hops. “You grab her legs. Hold tight now.” As
they held the girl thus he calmly climbed into bed,
mounted the girl, put his prick way into her and yelled
to the straining bellboys, “Let ’er go!”

149

vERYBODY is familiar with the story of the boy who

was seen masturbating himself in the barn. He

was overheard to say, as he looked at the ejaculation

in his hand, “You might have been a barber, a farmer,

or a travelling man. You might have been a merchant,

a thief, a wise man, or even President. But now, well

. ” as he suddenly gobbled it down, “I’ll give you
another chance.” , '

.

150

MONG the many dirty stories told about a certain
beautiful actress, as they have been told about
every beauty from Eve up, is the one about her man-
ager. He discovered one day that his star had been
selling her coynte (to use Burton’s elegantism), at a
hundred dollars a screw. Now he had long desired her,
but had never suspected that she might be obtainable.
So he approached her. €[ She agreed to spend the night
with him, but on the same terms as her other lovers,
one hundred dollars. Rudolph agreed and that night
she came to his apartment, after her performance at
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" the Casino. € He screwed her at midnight. At one
- oclock she was awakened and again screwed. A half
hour later the performance was repeated. The star
- marvelled at his virility. Her.wonder increa§ed when
again, at the end of a little time she was vigorously
screwed. € “My, Rudolph,” she said, “but you’re
strong!” @ “Pm not Rudolph,” a strange voice ans-
wered, “he’s at the door taking tickets!”

151

There was on old woman who lived in a shoe
She had so many children, she didn’t know what to do.
‘ —Mother Goose.
There was another old woman who lived in a shoe,
She didn’t have any children—She knew what to do!
— Mother Goose Revised.

152

MAN came into a drug store and asked for a con-

dom. In an hour he returned and asked for half
a dozen. Two hours later he came in and bought a
dozen. “What’s the idea?” asked the clerk, “are you
ripping them?” ¢ “No,” the man answered. “I’ve
decided to stay all night.”

; 153

wo Irishmen passed a drug store in which was
displayed an advertisement for Hunyadi Janos,—
"Makes you Young Again’. They decided to try it.
Each had a glass of the stuff and sat down to await
developments. After a few minutes Pat said: “Do ye
feel any younger, Mike?” €[ “Divil a bit,” responded
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the other in approved joke-book Irish. €I, So they had
another drink, and after a few moments Pat again
- asked Mike if he felt younger. Again the other ans-
wered in the negative, and they had another drink of
Hunyadi. € After a pause Mike turned to Pat and
said with a wan smile, “Pat, it’s worrked. I’ve just
done a childish thing.” € “Ye have? What?” asked -~
his friend. € “I’ve just shit in me pants,” said Mike.

154

“Y ’m going to a first night tonight, doctor,” said a
young woman patient; “and you know how the dif-
ferent dramatic critics have been railing against people
who sneeze or cough in the theatre. Now I’m troubled
with fits of sneezing and coughing, and I want you to
give me something so that I won’t annoy Heywood
Broun or Alexander Woolcott.” € “Drink this,” said
the doctor, offering her a glass. The young woman did,
and then, mouth awry, asked the physician just what it
was. € “That’s a double dose of Pluto water,” he
answered. “Now you won’t dare sneeze or cough.”

155

A LASCIVIOUs young priest used to hear confession
in his own rooms,—when the girl was beautiful.
There came to him one time a sweet but shy morsel,
who hesitated to unburden her soul. “Did the young
man do this?” he asked, putting his arms about her.
@ “Yes, father, and worse,” the girl replied.  “Did
he do this?” asked the priest, kissing her. € “Yes,
father, and worse.” [ “Did he do this?” lifting her
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jren

skirt and touching her up. €[ “Yes, father and worse.”
By this time, the priest, maddened, threw the girl
onto a couch and inserted his penis. “Did he do this?”
he managed to ask. €[ “Yes, father, and worse,” came
the answer. @ When the man of God had finished
fucking the girl he asked, “You say he did this too,
and worse? Now what worse could he have done?”
@ I think, father,” said the shy, young girl, “that
he gave me 2 clap.”

156

cuap was rowing down the Thames one Sunday
when he lost one of his oars and drifted out to
" midstream. He tried to paddle with the other but
found it difficult. Just then, coming downstream he
noticed a boat with a man and two women in it, all row-
ing. € “I say,” he shouted across the water, “lend
me one of your oars.” € “The other man losked up
indignantly.  “They’re not ’ores,” he protested.
“They’re me mother and sister.” :

‘ 157

GRAY-HAIRED old gentleman came into a whore-

house and asked the Madam for Mary. The girl
happened to be out, so the lady of the house asked
him if Molly, or Jane, or Edna wouldn’ do as well.
“They’re all blonde, and about her height,” she said.
But the old man shook his head. No, they wouldn’t
do. @ The Madam tried to interest him in some of
the other inhabitants, without success. Finally, in ex-
asperation she turned from him. € “What has Mary
got that these girls haven’t?” she asked with some
asperity. Q[ “Mary has patience,” said the old man.
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158

FAIRY, Who for appearances’ sake had married a

beautiful girl, discovered her being screwed by
her employer on an office couch. He reported his in-
dignation to a fairy friend. [ “I hope you got your
revenge,” said this latter. @ “I should say I did,”
the other replied. “I utterly destroyed the couch.”

159

HE train came to a halt with a sudden jar. Two

men sprang into the aisles, one a tall man, the
other short. Both brandished guns. “Hands up every-
body,” yelled the tall man. “You men line up on this
side, women on the other. Now we ain’t goin’ to hurt
nobody that behaves. Gents, shell out your dough and
jewelry. All the men are goin’ to be robbed and then
. we’ll fuck all the women.” [ “Easy now, easy,” pro-
tested the smaller robber, “never mind that last. We’ll
just cop the dough and beat it.” € “You mind your
own business,” spoke up an old maid. “Who’s robbing
this train, I’d like to know.”

160

MAN accompanied a whore to her flat one night,

and as she slipped into bed he asked her how
much she charged. “Five dollars,” said the woman.
“Well,” said the man, “if youw’ll keep both hands on
the cheeks of my arse while I’'m fucking you, all the '
time, mind you, I’ll give you two dollars extra.”
€. Wondering at this vagary, the whore complied.
Finished, the man pulled up his trousers and prepared
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to pay her. @ “Would you mind telling me,” said
the woman, “just what thrill you get out of my holding
my hands that way.” € “I don’t get any thrill,” said
the man, as he drew out a huge roll of bills, “I get
safety. For two bucks I know your hands are on my
arse, not in my pockets.”

161

NoTorious cock-sucker was once caught going

down on one of the Singer midgets. His friends
ridiculed him, and asked him why he didn’t pick some
one his size. Whereupon, the fairy, smiling mysterious-
ly, said, “I couldn’t, you know. Doctor’s orders. I’m
on a diet.”

162

NE of the parodies on the famous Gallagher and
Shean song is as follows: .
Oh, Mr. Gallagher, oh, Mr. Gallagher, o
Have you heard about the greatest sport in life?
I have often heard it said
That it’s always done in bed,
- And the girlie doesn’t have to be your wife.

Oh, Mr. Shean, oh, Mr. Shean,
Now the way you talk you’d think that I was green.
Will you tell me what to wear :
If you have a lady bare?
A jockstrop, Mr. Gallagher?
No, a condom, Mr. Shean.

163

A roor and her legs are soon parted.—* Bugs” Baer.
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164

enaToR Hoare of Massachusetts was one day de-

livering a long speech against a certain bill for
which Senator Roscoe Conkling stood sponsor. As he
outlined his points against the bill Senator Hoare kept
first his right hand, and then his left in his trousers’
pockets. Senator Conkling, who was a noted wit, rose
to remark that ‘the Senator from Massachusetts seems
to be leaving no stone unturned to prevent the pas-
sage of this bill.’

165

A New York newspaper was guilty once of a simi-
lar jest, albeit unintentionally. Soldiers had raped
a girl and the authorities were investigating. The head-
line read:
COMMISSION TO
EXAMINE PRIVATES
WiLL LEAVE No StoNE UNTURNED
IN INVESTIGATION

166

A RE YOU going to send your wife to the country?”
“No, I think I’ll fuck her myself.”

167

BANKER and patron of the arts recently told the
following story at a dinner in his honor at the

Green Room Club. [ It seems an upstate farmer was
married to a frail, sickly woman, himself being hale and
_robust, as is frequently the case. It chanced that his wife
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fell sick and a nurse was sent for. She :.xrrived, a blonde,
big-hearted, broad-hipped Swedish girl. The farmer
began to have visions. Soon these visions were realized.
The nurse stayed on for several months, but finally, the
wife being cured, returned to the city. [ Some weeks
later, as the couple were at breakfast, a letter was hand-
ed to the farmer. He read it and his brow clouded.
He muttered and scowled. His wife begged him to
tell her what was in the letter. €[ “Oh, it’s nothing,
Martha,” said the farmer. @ “But you seem so wor-
ried,” said the wife. “Remember, we are married and
should be as one person in our joys and in our sorrows.
We should feel together, share responsibilities together,
in short be as one. Now what is troubling you?”
@ “Well, since you put it that way,” the farmer said,
“this letter is from that Swedish girl. It seems she
has found out she is in trouble, and she blames us.”

168

ANOTHER and older version of this story makes
the son say to his father, with whom he is in
partnership: “Well, dad, since you put it that way, our
stenographer is knocked up and wants #s to marry her.”

169
' A 6rouP of department store girls were discussing
their affairs one afternoon when one of the
group said to a Swedish girl, who was with them: “You
know you’re very foolish not to do what we’re all do-
ing. When any of these travelling men ask you to go

out with them, go. Do what they tell you, and you’ll
get five or ten bucks maybe. That’s the only way to

RUTCER
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make some money.” [ “Aye bane try,” said the Swede.
@ A few days later she met her friend and reported
that the scheme was not so good. “Aye ban go out with
traveller mine, like you say, und aye ban do like he
ask. In morning aye bane say, ‘giff me fife dollars, or
ten maybe.” He bane say, ‘go take a good shit for
yourself,” und when aye coom back, he bane gone!”

, 170

HE proprietor of a couple of whorehouses found
himself in need of ready cash, so he tried to raise
a loan on his property. He was refused by the first five
banks he tried. Finally the president of a small bank |
seemed to think well of the collateral, and asked him,
“Are you rated?” [ “Oh, I’'m not raided more than
once a week,” was the rejoinder.

171

custoMER who ordered a condom in a drug store -
was asked if he wanted one that was guaranteed. ..

. “Sure,” he answered, “but what does the guarantee do?” |
Q@ “Well,” said the clerk, “that’s to keep it from break- -
ing within a week. Of course if it does, why, er, .
the guarantee runs out. . . ”

172

N EncrLisuman returned home suddenly one day
from a meeting in the House and directed that -

his wife be sent to him. € “Madame is in her bou-
doir,” the butler replied. € “Very well, then, I’ll go
to her,” said m’Lord. € “I’m afraid, Sir, she has
company,” suggested the servant. € True enough, :

S
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when the ML.P. softly opened the the door of his wife’s
bedroom he saw her, or more properly her legs, high in
the air, under the vigorous stroking of her lover. The
Englishman seized his hunting rifle from a rack and
levelled it on the offenders. [ “Remember, Sir, you’re
a sportsman, softly whlspered the butler. “Get him
on the rise.

173
PRIX: What was the slipperiest day in Jerusalem?

Q[ Bollix: How should I know. What was?
@ Prix: When Christ rode through on his ass.

174 L

HE old couple had just gone to bed (]_"Nu,

Meyer, do something,” prompted the old woman.
€@ “No,” said Meyer, “no. Honest, Becky, I’m too
tired to think of anyone.” :

175

ANOTHER old couple, after an evening at a risqué
French farce, retired, and the old gentleman felt
a faint touch of the urge that had come to him but rare-
ly in his latter years. € “Come on, Martha, let’s have
a party,” he insinuated. € “Go ahead,” said she.
Next morning when they woke she said to him in a tone
of interest: “How did you make out last night, John?”

176

HE two most useless things in the world, says an
Italian sage, are a man’s tits and the Pope’s balls.
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177

~EGRO and his newly-wed bride arrived at a Har-
A lem hotel on the first night of their honeymoon
and immediately prepared for bed. € “ Here’s where
ah cuts de gash dat nevah heals,” said the groom in an
exultant voice. € “Go easy, sweet papa, go easy,
please,” the bride begged. “You all knows ah has a
weak heart.” € “Don’t you worry honey,” her hus-
band assurred her. “Ah’ll go awful easy as ah passes
de heart.”

178

~ ELDERLY couple attended a concert in Carnegie
A Hall one afternoon, and as they left the old lady
asked her husband whether he had enjoyed the sing-
ing of the tenor. € “Oh, he was pretty good,” said
he. @ “Why you poor, deaf, old dear,” his wife
squeaked. “He’s bawls like a bull.” € “He 445?” the
old man asked in wonder. 4 “No, dear, he does.”

179

RATHER buxom woman of Slavic origin called on

her family physician and startled him by asking
him what was the best way to commit suicide. “Be-
cause I want to do a good job, doctor; make no fuss,
or muss or nothing.” @ “Why, this is unusual,” said
the medical man. “What on earth do you want to do
a thing like that for?” €[ “Never mind, doctor, 1 got
plenty trouble, with my husband, trouble with money,
the children. Anyway, if you don’t tell me the best
way DIl jump off a high building and maybe yet kill
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a couple innocent people, so you better tell me.”

@ “Well, if you take it that way,” said he, “the best |
thing to do is to go home, undress, go to bed and -

shoot yourself about two inches below the left breast.”
€ The woman took his advice, went home and blew
off her kneecap!

180

ITTLE Jimmy was discovered by his mother, be-
hind the barn, holding one of his pet rabbits by
the ears, shaking it vigorously, the while he yelled:

@ “Why, what on earth are you doing?” his mother */

asked. € “Teacher is a liar, ma,” he said. “She told
us that rabbits multiply rapidly.”

181

r I \HE REASON I don’t cheat,” said one married man |:

to another, “is that I find it so hard to keep up
with my legitimate screwing.”

182

X
cad

W
iy,

f\
“T'wo times two. Three times three. Five times four.”

A vouTH of twenty came to a whorehouse once and
asked the Madam to give him a girl who had

a clap. In vain that lady protested no such girls were
permitted in her establishment. The young man in-

sisted that that was the only girl he would screw. She -

pressed him for the reason for his strange desire.
@ “Well, you see,” he said, “I want to get it. Then
P’ll go home and fuck the cook. She’ll give it to the ice

man, he’ll give it to the maid, she’ll pass it to father,
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he’ll give it to mother, and she’ll give it to the new
minister we’ve got. And that’s the son-of-a-bitch I'm
after!” '

183

“Y oU’LL never be a success as a whore,” said one .
young woman to another. “You don’t know how -
to get your price. The right time to ask a man for
money is while he’s screwing you. ‘When his eyes get
glassy ask him for ten dollars. He can’t refuse you.”
@ Next day she met her friend and asked her how the
idea had worked out. € “Rotten,” said she. “When
his eyes got glassy, I went stone blind.”

184

C oueN and Goldberg were partners and were quite
successful, when suddenly, out of a clear sky ruin
fell on them. Cohen ran about the place, tearing the
hair out of his head by the handful. Goldberg, on the
other hand, seemed to be more calm about it. He strut-
ted up and down, his hands in pockets. €[ “Bastard!”
yelled Cohen. “Louse! Look how you enjoy this
trouble. I’m going around tearing the hair from my
head and you walk around like a sport.” € “Never
mind, Cohen,” said Goldberg, “I’m tearing my hair
out too. But nobody sees me.”

185

. A vouxc girl who had married an old man was
[ \ asked how she liked living with him. € “Oh, its <

the same thing, weak in, weak out,” she answered.
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186

q NOTHER young woman for whom a marriage with

an old man was being arranged by her parents -

refused to go through with the ceremony because, as
she put it, “I don’t want to feel old age creeping on me.”

187

F ANOTHER elderly gentleman approaching belated
matrimony it was said: “He’s so old he’ll have to
~ eat it with a spoon!”

188

N oLD man, married to a young girl, had tried by
A every means in his power to consummate his
marriage. His pecker simply wouldn’t stand up under
the duty. @ Finally the girl said to him, “I guess I’ll
have to do a handstand and let you drop it in.”

189

wo orp fellows were discussing their sexual

prowess. @ “How often do you do it, nowadays?”
asked one. Oh, tri-wekly,” was the reply. € “How
do you spell tri-weekly? tri- or try?”

190

N Irisamax and his six children entered a crowded
A trolley car. There were just six seats vacant,
which the children grabbed. q“Why do ye stand?”
asked the conductor. “Why don’t one of these boys get
up and give you a seat?” € “Oh, that’s all right,” said
the Irishman, “They’re all my children, let them sit.” .
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[ “Well,” said the conductor, “it looks like you’ve
fucked yourself out of a seat.”

191

coLorRED girl was being delivered of a child.

Downstairs waited her Sam. Mandy suffered a
great deal of pain, and, altogether, had a hard time of
it. Finally, when it was all over, she sighed and said:
“Ef this yer is what married life is like, you go down
and tell Sam our engagement is off!”

192
T HERE is an old Andalusian proverb which goes

this way: Big woman, big cunt; little woman, a4/l
cunt!

s

193

I i‘RED ALLEN, 2 ‘nut’ comedian, says his girl’s mouth
is all right, as a (w)hole. .

194

up FisHER, the cartoonist and creator of the fam-
B ous Mutt and Jeff series, says he hates to screw
dog-fashion. “It’s too lonesome. There’s no one to
talk to.”

195
THE OwL Drug Stores in San Francisco have a

system by which any customer dissatisfied with his
purchase may exchange it. Recently a negress came
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. into one of the stores and asked for Mr. Owl. The
manager, not wishing to embarrass her, said that ‘“Mr.
Owl’ was out to lunch, couldn’t he, the manager, do
something. € “Yes,” said the colored girl. “Your
sign says you changes anything if the customer ain’t
satisfied. Well I ain’t, and I want you to change this
whirlin’ douche spray I bought last year for a couple
of bottles of Mellin’s baby food!”

196

~ IrisumaN whose wife gave birth regularly, each
A year, was greatly troubled by this happening, as
it became increasingly difficult to take care of his fam-
ily. Accordingly, he asked a friend what he could do
to prevent children. His friend presented him with a
couple dozen condoms and told him to use them, buy-
ing more when this supply ran out. A year later he met
the Irishman again, and the latter complained that his
wife had again given birth to a child. € “Didn’t you
use those rubber protectors I gave you?” € “Sure I
used them,” said Pat. “And didn’t I have to cut off
the heads of ’em because they wouldn’t fit?”

197

aMMma,” said a little girl, “I know why daddie
has such a big belly I saw nurse blowing it up
thlS mornnig.”

Tt

198

MARRIED man whose wife presented him with a
child every year without fail, was at his wits’
end for a remedy. He spoke to one of his friends who
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was keeping a woman. “How is it,” he asked, “your
girl never gets caught, while my wife has a child every
year? What does that girl of yours use?” € “Why,
she uses Listerine,” his friend replied. [ “Listerine?
Why, that’s a mouth wash,” said the first.  “Who
says it ain’t?” '

199

a1 Goopwin used to tell the story of the chap

who got drunk and went to a whorehouse. He
picked for his partner the dirtiest woman in the place.
In fact, said this chap, relating his experience after-
wards, when he woke up the next morning the only
clean part of her was the teat next to him!

200

There was an old monk in Madrid,

Who cast lascivious eyes on a kid.

Said he, “Oh, what joy

To bugger that boy.

I’ll do it,” he said. And, by God, he did! .

201

DURING the civil war a young woman and her
maiden aunt were alone in’ their home in the
South. The Yankees invaded the town and a couple
of soldiers, searching for the enemy, came to the
house.. “We ain’t goin’ to harm you,” said one. “All
we’re going to do is to give you a good fuck.” € The
young woman began to plead for mercy, but her aunt
interrupted her. “Don’t holler,” she said. “Them
soldiers got their orders. War is war!”
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202

‘ ‘ T uEn the Kaiser’s second wife left him, in a huff,

the news came out that he had taken pills to
give him a hard on. According to a facetious critic the
medicine backfired, and he got piles!

203

A vouNG couple on their honeymoon were travelling

to Los Angeles. The train ran into trouble going
through Texas and barely crawled along. [ “Harry
dear,” said the young bride, “I’m afraid if the train
doesn’t hurry up the intercourse season will be over
by the time we arrive.” € “Nonsense,” said her hus-
band. “What makes you think that? Intercourse
doesn’t go by seasons.” [ “Well,” she naively replied,
“I heard a travelling man say a while ago that if the
train d1dn’t get a move on the fuckmg season would
be over.”

204

rix: Why is a woman like a bank? € Bollix: I
don’t know. Why? €[ Prix: Because you lose all
interest when you withdraw.

205
AN oLp man had a set of monkey glands installed

in his system and shortly thereafter was married.
In due time his wife came to labor, and the good old
man waited outside the room, eagerly. Finally the
doctor stuck his head outside the door and the husband
besieged him. “What is it?” he begged, “a boy or a
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girl?” ([ “Don’t be so goddam impatient,” the doc-
tor said. “Wait tlll it comes down off the chandeher
and Pl tell you.”

206
at Goopwin was fond of reciting the following
limerick:
There are many fine ladies in Birmingham.
Have you heard the awful scandal concerning ’em?
How they lifted the frock
And played with the cock
Of the Bishop while he was conﬁrmmg Jem.

207

“BELIEVE me, radio is a wonderful thing,” said
one enthusiast to a friend.  “Last night I got
home very late and began working the knobs of my set
and in a little while I got Cuba.” ([ “That ain’t
nothin’,” said his friend. “When I got home last night
I stuck my arse out of the window and 1 got Chili!”

208

IT was said of a certain erotomaniac that he had cunt

on his mind so much that regularly every month he
had a nosebleed!

_ 209 | |
‘ ‘ 7 aLxine down the street a couple of fellows

passed a third, a mutual acquaintance. “Do you
see that guy?” asked one. “He’s a horse cock.”
 “Now, now,” his friend protested, “don’t call him
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that. He’s really a nice fellow. He’s no horse cock.”
@ “Well, he’ll do till one comes along, then.”
210

A LawyEeR will tell you the following story as a

true one. And, indeed, it is not beyond the limits
of the probable. € A rape case was on the calendar
and the district attorney was examining the only one
who had witnessed the assault. He was a rather
“tough” specimen from the dregs of the city. Former
evidence had shown that this man had fallen drunk
in a tenement hallway and was roused from his stupor
by the cries of the woman. “Now, Mr. Jackson,” said
the lawyer, “just tell the court what happened as you
saw it.” € “Well, yer honor, when 1 hear her a-
bawlin’ I looks up and I sees first he has her skoit up,
and her big ass wuz . . .” € A shudder went over the
courtroom. The judge rapped briskly on his desk.
“The witness must remember he is in the presence of
a court of justice,” was the reprimand. “We want you
to tell just what you saw, but we cannot tolerate such
language in the courtroom. Now proceed with your
narrative.” € “Well, yer honor, I’ll do the best 1
can. He had one hand . . there where I told you, and
with the other he was tryin’ to shut her mouth, while

all the time he was wigglin’ tryin’ to get his . . all
the time .. his . . he was tryin’ to get his prick...”

€ Another shudder went over the courtroom. Again
the judge rapped briskly. “The witness will have to
choose his language more carefully. We will not toler-
ate vulgarity at this bar. There are other words for
these things The next offense against the decency of
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this court will be punished.” @[ Rather nonplussed,
but not daunted, the fellow proceeded. “Yer honor,
P’ve told you how he was wigglin.” But what with
one hand on what I told yuh, and th’ other holding her
mouth shut he had nothin’ to hold what I told you so’s
he could get it in her . . Jedge, will 1t please yer honor
to tell me the polite word fer cunt?”

211

There was a young lady from Spain,
Whose face was exceedingly plain;
But her cunt had a pucker

That made the men fuck her,

Again, and again, and again!

212

TRAVELLING man who applied for a room at a
) hotel in a Western town was told that there
wasn’t a single one left, except one that had the repu-
tation of being haunted. € “That’s bull,” he said.
“There ain’t any such thing as ghosts; besides, T ain’t
afraid of them, if there are. I’ll take the room.”
€ “But this is no ordinary ghost,” mine host said,
~winking to the clerk. “The last five men who slept in
~ that room saw the ghost and got chollyrobus, and next
morning we found them dead.” € “What’s cholly-
robus?” asked the traveller. € “Why, the sight of
the spirit made them shit out their guts,” said the I.and-
lord. [ But the traveller would not be dismayed and
- insisted on taking the room. To test his nerve the hotel
man took the entrails of a freshly killed chicken, and
stealing softly to the haunted room deposited them in

A A T T & Y
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the guest’s bed, between his thighs and well up near
the anus. When the traveller came down next morning
he was asked how he had slept, and whether the ghost
had visited him. € “No,” he said, “I didn’t see any
ghost. But I got that chollyrobus you spoke about.
When 1 woke up, there lay my guts in bed. But with
the help of a little vaseline I got them all back!”

213

*T)HWAT are ye eatin’ all them onions fer, ye dago?”

Pat asked one of the other ditch diggers.
€ “Onions good. Grow hair on da chest,” was the
reply. € “Thin phwhy not eat beans, they blow ’em
off yer arsehole!”

L3

214

As THE Waitress came near the patron he blew a
noisy fart. “Don’t be alarmed,” he said. “That’s
only A. S. S. broadcasting.” € “Oh,” said the girl,
“from the smell I thought it was B. V. D. receiving.”

215

BUSINESs man whose wife had been running about

with many men determined to bring matters to
a head, so he wrote the following letter to Mr. Brown:
“My dear Sir: I am fully aware of your relations with
my wife. Be at my office at 2 o’clock sharp on Monday.
Yours truly, H. Smith.” € Brown, when he received
the letter, called in his stenographer. “Mary,” he said,
“take this down: My dear Smith: Your circular letter
received. Will attend conference on time.”
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216

" AN PAPA eat glass?”asked Tommy of his mother.

C @ “Why no,” she answered. “What makes you
think so?” € “Well, I just heard him tell nurse that
if she’d put out the light he’d eat it.”

217

aBLE and Jack came in late one Saturday night

from “Tex’s.” They had had a little “tiff” early
in the evening, and its effect still lingered. Jack was
good-humored, and had not taken the disagreement
seriously. Mable, however, still persisted in remaining
cold. Getting far over on her side of the bed, she set-
tled herself at once for sleep. Jack, as was his custom,
adjusted his lamp and began his bed-time reading. He
had been reading quietly for some time when she felt
his hand on her belly, then on her hip, then on her
groin. But when his fingers were dangerously near her
placket she turned on him suddenly and glared angr:ly
€[ “Oh, don’t worry, heart’s delight. I was only going
to wet my finger to turn the page.” ’

218

THE little bank clerk was very anxious to dandle
an heir on his arm. But he had been married three
years, had never used a contraceptive, and still his wife
showed no signs of the tumor which subsides automati-
cally in nine months. “What can I do?” he inquired
of a husky friend who was the father of three strap-
ping boys. “I’ve done it to her in every way those
French books of yours show. I’ve done it to her at all
times of the month. And still she’s as flat as a pan-
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cake.,” @ His friend was wearied by his story. “D’ll
tell you, Jim, a sure way we can get her pregnant,” he
said, firmly. €[ The little man jumped at it immediate-
ly. “For heaven’s sake let’s hear.” € You send her
down to the sea for two months. You know it’s often
the woman’s fault,—run-down condition, colds, and
so forth. You send her where she’ll get built up, get
sunshine every day, fresh air, ten hours of undisturbed
sleep every night, lots of food, eggs and fish, and the
like. When she’s all rested up and just can’t hold her-
self to get back to you, send for her, get her all washed
up at a Turkish bath, then, Jim, send for me!”

219

HE poor young man had eloped with the rich

man’s daughter. After the perfunctory formality
at City Hall they had hurried to a half-furnished, one-
room apartment that went by the name of a studio in
Greenwich Village. It was evening when they emerged
from their first delerium together. € “What shall we
call it, dearest?” whispered the girl, whose instincts
were healthy enough, though a little too pink with ro-
manticism. € “Well, if he gets out of that,” said
he, throwing the condom out of the window, “we’ll
name him Houdini.”

220

T HE food in the Blue Star lunch room was terrible,
. and the customer called the waiter to him. “Do
me a favor,” he asked. “Promise me you’ll do just what
I tell you. Take this steak right back to the chef and
tell him to stick it up his arse. Now remember, do just



26 ANECDOTA

what I told you.” [ The waiter promised, and bore
off the order. When he returned the customer called
him again and asked if he had delivered the message.
[ “The chef said you’ll have to take your turn,” the
waiter answered; “there’s a beef stew and a cocoanut
pie ahead of you.”

221

HAT’s Gerty Brown doing now? I hear she
was down and out.” (L “Oh, no, Gerty’s all
right now. You see she’s taken it into her head to make
a living.”

Tt

222
EORGE WasHINGTON Browwn was walking down

Broadway with his Sophie. George was manceuvr--

ing her to a hotel, where he could screw the black lady

to his heart’s content, and, he was little bit impatient

to get there. [ They were passing a jewelry store.
Sophie dragged him to the window. “I like that wrist
watch,” she said. “All right,” George answered. “Ah’ll
get it fo’ you. Come awn.” They walked on, till they
passed a tailor’s shop. “Buy me that dress,” Sophie

wheedled. “Sure,” said George. “Come on.” Next
they passed a novelty store. “Get me that pocketbook,”

Sophie declared, and again George promised he would,

and hurried her along to the hotel. There he satisfied

himself deliriously, and they began the journey home.
Q[ As they passed the novelty store she tried to drag
him inside for the pocketbook, but he pulled her away.
Next they came to the tailor’s, and again he drew her
away from the window. As they passed the jewelry

~
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store Sophie said to him, “Come awn inside and get me
that wrist watch.” € “Huh-uh,” said George. “When
ahs hahd, ahs soft, but when ahs soft, ahs hahd!”

223

HE twins were having a bath and both parents
watched, fondly. Suddenly Mary began to cry.
“Mamma,” I want one of those things that’s hanging
from Bobby,” pointing to his little pecker. € “Quiet,
now, quiet,” mother said. “If you’re a good little girl
youw’ll get one of them.” € “And if you’re a bad little
girl,” said father, “youw’ll get a lot of them.”

224

THE shortest fairy tale in the world: “Leggo my
ears, I know my business.”

225

’ I \HE dirtiest story ever told, in my opinion, is the
one about the boy who was screwing his mother

when she sald My, Jlmmy, your prick is bigger than
dad’s.” :

226

asiNowItz made a lot of money in the war and
his wife spent some of it for clothes. He came
home one evening to find her gorgeously arrayed in a
low-cut evening gown. € “My, how nice you look!”
he said. “What’s this lovely thing on the end here?”
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@ “That’s lace,” his wife replied. €. “How nice your
titties look under it,” Rabinowitz went on. “And ooh,
your shape, its grand! What makes that?” € “Oh,
that’s 2 new corset I got today,” she replied. @ Her
husband stood off a ways to admire her. Suddenly he
said, “Becky, your pants are coming down!” [ Al-
armed, she surveyed herself in the mirror, but every-
thing seemed to her to be in shape. “Go on, you fool,”
she said, “they ain’t.” €[ “Becky, I tell you your pants
are coming down,” her husband insisted. [ Again she
looked, and again reassured herself. € “They ain’t”
she said. € “Becky,” her husband answered, “I made
up my mind!”

227

HE trouble with you,” said a man in the audience
to a public speaker, “is that you have a diarrhea
of words and a constipation of ideas.”

228

FARMER once wrote to Sears Roebuck & Company
A to ask for the price of toilet paper. He received
an answer directing him to look on page 307 of their
catalogue. QI “If I had your catalogue,” he wrote back,
“would I ask you for the price of toilet paper?”

229

A TALL negro, of some heft, registered with a brown
gal at a dingy hotel in the Bottoms of Kansas
City, and after retiring with her, went down to the lobby
of the hotel to smoke a huge cigar. The bellboy, pass-
_ing his room, heard moans, and softly opened the door.
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The lady lay naked on the bed, writhing and moaning,
her eyes narrowing and dilating as she heaved and
tossed, in the motions of a good screwing. The bellhop
hurried down and approached the big negro. [ “Say,”
he said, “your gal is layin’ on the bed, movin’ around
like some one’s on her. Ain’t you ’fraid someone might
cop her out?” [ “No sir-ee, sonny!” said the big
dinge. “When ah fucks ’em, dey stays fucked!”

230

p IN New Haven there was a girl nearly every
U senior in the college had screwed. They were sur-
prised one day when she told them she was to be mar-
ried to a grocer. A party of the students gathered,
after midnight, at the Taft, in the hallway outside the
room of the honeymooning young couple. One of the
seniors was hoisted so he could look over the transom
and report to the others, who were strung out in a long
line to the elevators. € “He’s kissing her now,” the
lookout reported. Down the corridor rang the phrase,
“He’s kissing her.” @ “Now he’s taking off her
clothes,” came the report, to be repeated, in a whisper,
“He’s taking off her clothes...” “He’s taking off her
clothes. ..” “He’s taking off her clothes.” Again the
watcher reported, “He’s kissing her titties.” And down
the corridor the information flew. “They’ve got into
bed.” “They’re in bed,” was the whisper, to be re-
peated down the line. [ Suddenly the lookout heard
the girl say to her husband, “Oh, you’re putting it where
no man had it before!” The peeper reported to his
fellows, “He’s fucking her in the ass.” “He’s fucking
her in the arse...” “He’s fucking her in the arse...”
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231

“Y ’ve just returned from a visit to Cedar Rapids, my

home town,” said a prominent cartoonist to a friend
of his, in the Friar’s Club. “You know its a funny thing,
but the population of that town hasn’t increased or de-
creased in twenty years. But I know the reason. Every
time a child is born there, some one leaves town

232

DURING the recent coal shortage, when the popula-
tion of New York had its fuel rationed to it, a
coal dealer sent one of his truckmen with a load of hard
and soft coal up to his house in the suburbs, with in-
structions to dump both loads in his cellar, in different
corners. The coal man’s wife was glad to receive the
coal, but after he had finished loading the soft into
the cellar she was suddenly called away to town, and
shut up her house. q The truckman, unable to release
the rest of the coal, wired to his employer as follows:
“Dropped one load. Got my hard on. She has it closed
so I can’t put it in!”

. 233 ‘ ‘
A couPLE, childless after ten years of married life,

visited a physician for the purpose of determining -

whose fault it was. The doctor told the husband that
he was sterile, and that if they really desired a child

it would be necessary for some other man to impregnate -

the wife. After they left, the couple talked it over,
and, so great was their desire to have a child, the hus-
band agreed to let another man stay with his wife.

€ They went to another city, so they would not be ‘i

1»

It
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known, and while the woman waited in her room, her
husband approached a strong-looking man and said to
him, “Say, I know where you can get a fine picce of tail.
Go up to room 425. There’s a swell looking dame there
who’s crazy for a screw.” €[ The stranger thanked him
and made for the elevator at once. After a time he
returned, and the husband, who had suffered every
agony, but had stifled it with the joyful thought of the
child that was to be theirs, came up to his proxy.
Q “Well, how did you like her?” “Fine,” replied the
stranger. “Best screw I’ve had in years. But I couldn’t
overcome the fear that she might not be all right, so T .~
used a condom.” :

a3 | ‘
A mipceT, billed to appear at a local vaudeville

theatre, failed to put in an appearance at the
Monday matinée. The manager explained to his friends
that the midget had been arrested, ‘for going up on a
woman.’

235

ILVERMAN Wwas making his first road trip, as far as °

Chicago. His friend, Weinstein, told him what a = --
wonderful town the Windy City is, and recounted his
many experiences with women in Lincoln Park, on the .
Loop and the Boulevard. “It’s the greatest town in
the world for tail,” he told Silverman. € The latter
was therefore keyed up in anticipation of the pleasures
that were to be his when he arrived at the Dearborn
street terminal several nights later. He went at once
to a hotel, where, because there were a few conventions
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in town, he could not get a room, but was told he could
sleep on a billiard table if he chose. Because it was so
jate, Silverman accepted, and at once repaired to his
couch, so as to rise fresh and ready for his foray on
the city’s wild women. € The hotel porter, finishing
his work, lay down on the same table as Silverman, but
was shortly awakened by the latter’s screaming, “Hur-
ray fer Chicago. Hurray fer Chicago!” [ The porter
shook the sleeper till he woke. “Listen,” he said, “hol-
ler ‘hurray fer Chicago’ all you like, but leave my cock
alone.”

236

A MIDDLE-AGED Jewess had been a widow only a
a week when her Irish neighbor stopped her on
the street. “Why, Mrs. Cohen, it’s you I see, is it? .
You do be all dressed up fit to kill. Sich gay feathers,
and your Sammy’s been only dead a week.” [ “Vell,
Mrs. O’Randy, I vill haf you know mine pants is black.
Und it’s dere vere I feels it most.”

237

HE telephone in the gas company’s office jangled.

A frantic woman’s voice complained to the clerk:
“My gas is out. I’ve had to use a candle for two days.
Send a man up right away!”

238

wo negroes were bragging about the size of their
L pricks. € Said one: “Boy, I was once in swim-
min’ in the East River, and I got to thinkin’ of my gal,
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and my jock grew so big it stuck in the mud. Then
I turned on my back to float and couldn’t get past the
Brooklyn Bridge!” € The other scoffed. “You call -
that big, man? Why, when I was up in Alaska once 1
took out my jock to pee, and I got to thinkin’ of my
gal, and it got so big I couldn’t put it back in my pants,
and it was so cold up there in Alaska that I began to
rub the root of my dick with snow to keep it from
freezin’, and what I couldn’t reach with my hands, boy,
I threw snowballs at!”

239
poG’s idea of heaven: A mile of trees and a belly-
i full of piss.

240

STRANGER sauntered up to the bar of a wild-

western saloon and asked where the toilet was.
“Qutside,” said the barkeeper. “Youwll see a pile, and
that’s it.” €[ The stranger went out, but in a few min-
utes there was a terrific din, as if the whole town was
being shot up, and the stranger came dashing back into
the saloon, holding up his pants with one hand, and
yelling. € “What the hell’s the matter?” said the
man behind the bar. € “I don’t know,” said the other.
“Just as I let down my pants somc one took a shot at
me.” € “Where did you let down your pants?” the
bartender asked. € “Outside,” said the stranger.
“There were two piles, not one, like you said, and 1
squatted over the little one.” €[ “No wonder you were
shot at,” said the bartender. “The little plle s the ladies’
toilet!”
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GULLIVER had been captured by the Lilliputians, "
and the King, to make a royal holiday, ordered -
his army to jack-oft the giant. Thousands of soldiers .
took their stand along the tremendous priapus of Gul-
liver and began a rhythmic motion of frictioning it.
For three hours they toiled, yet not one drop of sperm
rewarded their efforts. € In a fury the King rode up °
to the Fifth Lancers, who, situated midway, were rest-
ing, apparently, and demanded to know what was .
wrong. “I don’t know, Sire,” the Captain replied. “It

"’

passed us an hour ago!

241

astus and Liza were just married, and hastened to
R their rooms. A party of their frlcnds, determined
that the young couple should have neither leisure nor
rest that first night, undertook to serenade them. Be- .
neath the windows of the couple this party gathered,
and at frequent intervals made the night full with their
noises. Fach time Rastus essayed to draw apart the veil
that kept his bride from becoming his wife, a fearful
din would set in, so that he thought surely his friends
were going to break into their privacy, and perhaps,
catch him in the very act. Finally Liza could stand it
no longer, to hover thus between the single and the -
married state, so she called out in peevish accents to
her husband that he demand his friends to desist. He
tried again and again, but they would not heed him. .
K Finally Liza yelled at him, “Rastus, pee on ’em Ras-
tus.” € The latter turned a reproachful yet gentle -
look on his bride. “Honey, whare yo’ tink dey isat, any- |
way? On de roof ’cross de street?” '
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242

MIDDLE-AGED gentleman, a widower, married

again. On his wedding night, to please his bride
who was much younger than he, he had endeavored to
excel all his past efforts. €[ In the morning, as he was
about to apologize, she said to him, “Dear, I must
apologize to you. I neglected to tell you before our
marriage that I have asthma. It must have bothered
you last night {1 “Oh,” said her husband, greatly re-
lieved; “is that what it was? I thought you were hiss-
ing me‘

243

N ACTOR, who endeavored to emulate in a matri-

monial way the late Nat Goodwin, had recently

been married to his fifth wife. A friend who met him

at the Lambs’ Club asked him how he liked his new

wife. € “Oh, she’s all right,” the actor replied. “But
she has no conception of the part.”

244

vouNG couple had registered at a hotel and were
A snugly ensconced under the sheets, with the lights
out, when the man complained that the girl was too
tight for him. € “I haven’t been stayed with in a long
time,” she answered. “But if you’ll look in the bag on
the dresser yow’ll find a tube of vaseline. Rub it on
the head and it’ll slip in easy.” € Her partner reached
out in the dark, got the tube, and followed instructions,
with satisfactory results. €[ Next morning, however, he
was startled to observe that the head had fallen off his
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penis. €[ “What the hell is this? Did you bite this
off?” he roared. The lady gazed a moment at him in
perplexity. Then she burst out, “My Gawd, you must
of used my corn cure!” :

245

BIG Mose had come home drunk every Saturday
night for the last two months. Lindy, his strong-
armed and strong-minded wench, was good and tired
of it. When next Saturday came and her darky was
not home at nine o’clock she locked the door and went to
bed. She tossed, and had not yet fallen asleep when
she heard a dull thumping on the door. € “Lindy,
honey,” came Mose’s wheedling voice, “what’s you-all
locked me out fer!” € “Ah’s sick and tired ob dese
yere drunken sprees ob’ yourn, Moses Brown,” she
said. “Ah’s concluded if you cain’t come to yo’ wife
sober you cain’t come at all.” @ Mose continued to
thump the door. “Oh, Lindy, honey, ain’t you goin’
let me in? Ah ain’t stewed. Honest ah ain’t.” . “Hubh,
ain’t stewed! Man, ah knows you by now. You-all go
and sleep off yo’ drunk somewhere else.” € Mose
kept on knocking. “Honest ah ain’t, Lindy. Cain’t yuh
hea’ me knockin’? Ef ah wuz stewed spose ah could
knock lak dis?” € “Go on way, nigger, an’ lemme be.”
q “Lindy, ah knows yow’d lemme in ef you knowed
what ah’s knockin’ wif.” € At this the negress rose
with alacrity and unlocked the door. Mose came in,
absolutely sober, and handed her the box of candy he
had brought as a peace offering. ] Next morning
Lindy was hauled into court for beating her man into
insensibility.
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246
THE poker game had gone steadily worse for the

little drummer. He had been “low man” straight
running for the last two hours. Finally he threw the
cards down in disgust and took a seat over in a corner by
himself. From there he was languidly watching the
others play and listening to their chatter. € “You
know,” one travelling-man was saying, “it’s a funny
thing, but every time I go out I have to kiss my wife
goodbye on a dimple she has in her chin. Don’t you
think that’s funny, Bill, not to be satisfied unless I
kiss her there?” € “Why no,” said Bill. “My wife’s
got a funnier one than that. Everytime I start out, Pve
got to kiss my wife on her titties, or I’m a brute.”
@[ “Not so bad,” said the fellow who was winning. “I’'m
lucky at cards. But I get hell when I leave home if
1 don’t kiss my wife on the navel.” € “Well, 1 guess
I’m ‘low man’ again,” said the little drummer in the
corner. “Good night.” '

247

T HE pastor of the Baptist church in a little Indiana
town was speaking a few words on proper conduct -
to the Sunday school. “Now, children, before I close
the lesson, I want to ask a few questions on the things:
I have been talking about. Willie,” he said to a model .
little boy in the front row, “tell me, do you know ™
where little boys and girls go when they do bad things?”"
Q “Sure,” piped up the town terror, whose name was
‘also Willie, and who had for the first time been lured
into the church. “Back of the churchyard.”
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248

s THEY danced about in the Slip Lip tea room
Mandy Jackson felt something hard in Sam
Brown’s trousers pressing against her. It seemed quite
the longest, hardest object she had ever felt pressed
against her. So she did not demur when Sam suggested
they adjourn to a private room for a little session.
Alone together, when she had removed her outer gar-
ments, Sam took off his coat, and, slipping his hand
inside his trousers, took out a broom handle, which he
laid carefully to one side. I “See here,” said Mandy.
“Ah thought dat was yo’ prick.” € “No, ma’am,”
said Sam. “Dat’s mah decoy.” .

249
‘ ‘ [ micu brings us to the story of the negro whose

penis was so large that no women who knew
him would accommodate him. None dared. Finally, in
desperation he took a friend’s advice and picked up a
woman who was not aware of his elephantiasis, and, in
a dark room, rammed his weapon home. [ The lady
groaned loudly. Then in a determined voce cried out,
“You can stay, but your friend has got to go!”

250 '
T HREE times the beautiful lady had stared inviting-
ingly at a man who wandered back and forth in
the lobby of the Ritz. Finally she grew bolder, al-
though she had received no encouragement, and ap-
proached him. “Hello,” she said, with a smile.

@ “Don’t bother, madam,” said the man. “Liquor is
my weakness.”
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251

oHEN had submitted a sample of his urine to the

doctor and eagerly awaited the analysis. “It is
sixty-five per cent sugar and thirty-five per cent al-
bumen,” he was informed. €[ “Ain’t there no piss in it,
doctor?” Cohen asked.

252

TRAVELLING man was taking leave of his sweetie.

As a last favor he begged her to have her private
parts photographed. € “Why?” she asked. €[ “So
when 1 get on the road, and feel lonesome, I can look
at the picture and remain true to you,” he answered.
“All right,” said the girl. “But you must have a
photograph made of your prick.” @ “Why?” it was
his turn to ask. [ “So L can have it enlarged,” ans-
wered the girl.

253

A BEAUTIFUL brunette was delivered of a fine-
looking baby in a maternity hospital, only,—the
infant had red hair. @ “Ah,” said the doctor, smil-
ing, “father red-headed?” ‘I “I don’t know,” said
the brunette. “He kept his hat on.”

254

T was a foggy morning, and the fishing smacks off
Gloucester nosed their way out of the harbor. Sud-
denly a sailer in one hailed another: “Hello, John, I
have news for ye.” € “What is it?” € “Wife had
a baby, a boy.” € “What'd he weight?” the other
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voice called. € Four pounds,” came the reply, thru
the fog. € “Hell, you hardly got your bait back!”

255

GENTLEMEN, it is our pleasure toannounce to you
that Mr. Al Smith has accepted the nomination as
Democratic candidate for the President of the United
States. We have no doubt he will pull the votes of
the country’s entire male population. We are planning
an extensive campaign, and every State will in a few
days be flooded with the slogan,
VOTE FOR AL SMITH

anD Have Your WEeT Dreams Come TrUE.

256

IT was their first Sunday afternoon drive after their
engagement. He had been watching for a “comfort
station” for the last twenty-five miles. It was a lonely,
hilly road with this refinement of civilization few and
far between. Fearing he would not be able to contain
himself any longer, he stopped the car, excused him-
self, and clambered down a steep embankment. When
he believed he was safely out of hearing and sight he
hurriedly bared his bottom, squatted,and released the
anal sphincter. [ “Who’s here!” came a threatening
voice from just below him. [ “Ssh, ssh, I got my girl
with me.” € “What the hell you think 1 got, a duck?”

257

Rape: Assault with intent to please.
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258

SITING the negro quarter of Chicago, a travelling

man accosted a neat looking wench and asked her
what she charged. “My charges,” said the girl, “is
one dollar, two, and five dollars.” [ “Why the dif-
ferent prices?” the horny stranger asked. € “Well,*
said the negress, “for one dollar you gets a straight
fuck. For two dollars ah also fucks. But for five dol-
lars, ah makes a perfect fool of mahself.”

259

BuveEr from Toledo arrived one day in New
A York, and, after visiting one of the firms with
which he did business, asked the salesman to tell him
where he could pick up a dame. “Go up to 42nd Street
and Broadway,” said the salesman, “and you can have
the pick of New York. Take the subway up.” € The
buyer did as he was told, but fell asleep and woke up at
72nd Street instead. Here, however, he was immediate-
ly successful. A fine looking woman passed. He tipped
his hat, to her. She acknowledged his greeting. The
acquaintance and understanding were quickly made, and
the woman invited the buyer to her house. “My hus-
band said he wouldn’t be home tonight, so we can go
out together for a good time,” she said. € However,
they were no sooner in the flat, and the woman had
just managed to slip off her dress, when they heard
the scraping of a key in the lock. “Quick,” my hus-
band, whispered the lady. “Get in the next room on
that ladder and make believe you are fixing that clock
on the wall.” €[ The buyer did as he was told. In the
next room he heard voices. “Hello, honey,” said a
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man’s deep voice. “I found I didn’t have to stay down-
town after all. Who’s in the next room?” [ “Oh,
that’s only the man to fix the clock,” said the woman’s
voice. Obediently the buyer turned the handles so the
clock struck. €[ The door was opened, and a voice
cried out, “You son-of-a-bitch, I told you to go to
42nd Street!”

260

AN ELEVATOR man, remarked Silas Crapp, is the only
person who can go down and whistle at the same-
time.

261

ROM his vantage point in the upper berth the travel- -

ling man was watching a lady in the berth below
prepare for rest. First she unscrewed a pair of false
" breasts. Then she removed a wig. Next she unscrewed
a false eye, and was in the midst of unscrewing an arti-
ficial limb when she spied the peeper. € “What are
you looking at?” she shrilled. “What do you want?”
€ “You know damn well what I want,” was the reply.
“Unscrew it and throw it up here.”

262

wo married men met on the street. One, a timorous

fellow, said to the other, “Do you cheat?”
Q[ “Sure,” was the reply. € The shy one looked at
his friend with envy. “Don’t your conscience bother |
you?” he asked. “Yes, for nine days. After that if
everything is all right. . .
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263

FTER having been stared at for some five minutes,
A the pretty young woman went up to the fresh
man and said, “What are you looking at me like that
for?” € “Well, Miss,” said he, “if I had a cock eye
you’d be the mother of four children by now.”

264

HERE was a curious sight on Broadway one day

last week. A Scotchman was observed, riding up
and down the White Way, on a horse. But Sandy, in-
stead of facing front had seated himself so that he
faced the horse’s tail. Careful questioning elicited the
information that the Scot had dropped a dime in the
oats that morning. .

265

AN IrisumaN and an Italian were working on a
sewer full of crap. The Irishman was up to his
knees in the muck, handing it up by the bucketfuls to
the Italian, clean and dry above. One of Pat’s friends
remonstrated with him. Why didn’t he send the Wop
down into the mire and pick the easy job himself?
€ “Na,” said Pat. “No Dago can hand me the shit!”

266

‘Notorious whore suddenly got religion and be-
came a Salvation Army convert. At an experience

meeting she was relating the details of her conver-
~ sion, while her former crony sat in the auditorium and
listened. @[ “Before I saw the light,” said the glorified
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whore, “I lay in the arms of many men. I lay in the
arms of sailors, soldiers, civilians, doctors, merchants,
lawyers. But now, my friends, that I have lain in the
arms of Jesus...” € *That’s right, kid,” her friend
interrupted. “Fuck ’em all!”

267

A vARIANT of the above story has for its hero a
tough British soldier who was the terror of the
army. Two shells fell on either side of him, one day
at Gallipoli, without inflicting on him so much as a
scratch. So he embraced the true Lord. At a meeting -
of soldiers, welfare workers, and Red Cross nurses, back
of the lines, he was telling his experiences. Concluding
his remarks he said: “See these fine shoes? Christ gave
me those. See these fine breeches? Christ gave me
those. See this elegant weskit? This top hat? Christ
gave me those. What did the devil ever give me?
Narthin’. Fuck the devil!”

268

“Do vou like cocktails?” asked the college boy of
the shy young lady, in a restaurant. € “Oh,
yes. Tell me some!”

269

IT was a school in the farming district, and one morn-
A ing Johnny came late. “Johnny, why are you late
today?” teacher asked. € “This morning I had to
bring the bull out to the cow, teacher.” [ “That’s no
© excuse,” said the lady. “Couldn’t your father do that?”
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€ “No, teacher,” said Johnny. “You got to have the
bull!” '

270

~EGRrO excitedly entered the noted surgeon’s of-
fice. “Doctor,” he panted, “ah wants you to cas-
trate me.” € “What?” marvelled the medico. “A
husky like yourself?” € “Doan ask no questions, Doc,”
the darky answered. “Castrate me. Heh’s yo’ money.”
[ Shrugging his shoulders, the doctor called his assist-
ant, who administered ether, and the negro lost the
power of his sex. As he came out of the ether the doc-
tor leaned over to him and said: “Now that you’ve had
this done, and while you’re on the table, why not be cir-
cumcised?” € “Dawgone, Doc,” said the negro in a
squeaky voice, “dat am de word I wanted. Dat’s what
I want done!”

271

ANOTHER negro said he liked screwing a mule all
right. “Only you got to go such a long way round
to kiss her,” he objected.

272

pINER in the Hunting Room at the Astor who

had need to go to the lavatory, was greatly dis-
turbed to discover therein a man in evening dress, mas-
turbating himself with great vigor. €[ “Here, here,”
he expostulated, “what are you doing, man!” [ “Don’t
interrupt me,” said the other, “I’m a Christian Scientist,
and I’'m screwing a girl in Toledo.”
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273

LaDY approached the paying teller’s window, in
A a western bank. “How much are fifty thousand
rubles?” she enquired. “Oh, about fifty cents,” said the
teller casually. “And I bought the son-of-a-bitch his
breakfast!” said the lady as she walked away.

274

EAGER to “change his luck’ a white man approached
a negress. “Ah charges two dollars,” said the black
whore. €[ “You’re crazy!” said the man. “I won’t pay
that.” € “All right, boss, ah does need the money, so
ah’ll do it fo’ a dollah,” agreed the girl. But again the
man refused. € “Well, then,” said the negress, “yo]
can have it fo’ fifty cents, but at fifty cents ahm losin’
money.

275

LL THE dinner guests were assembled, having
given up expecting Dr. Blank, a well-known sur-

geon, who was late, to say the least. However, he ar-
rived at just that moment, breathless. Making his
apologies to the hostess he explained that he had been
hurriedly summoned to the hospital to perform an .
operation. Instantly the guests were eager to learn what -
the operation was, et cetera, et cetera. But the surgeon
said the subject was a delicate one, what with the pres-
~ ence of so many ladies. € This objection was quickly
over-ruled by the ladies themselves, who pointed out
that since all present were married folk there should
be no undue modesty. q “Well, then,” said the doc-
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tor, “we cut through the penis of the patient, who was
suffering from..” @ “Pardon me,” interrupted the
hostess, “did you have to saw through the bone?”
@ As one person the assembled company rose and
bowed elaborately to the host!

276

LonDoN cabby was arrested for using abusive

language to a woman passenger. The court was
reproving him: “Don’t you know any better than to use
such language to a lady?” said the judge. € “She’s no
lady,” said the cabby. @ “Indeed!” said the judge.
“And would you recognize a lady if you saw one?”
@ “That 1 would, yer wushup,” was the reply. “I
had a lady fare only last week. I drives ’er from Tra-
falgar Square to ’er ’ouse about four mile distant and
she gives me a guinea. ‘Pardon, lady, yer change,’ says
* I. But she says, ‘Stick the change up yer arse.” That’s
what I calls a lady, yer wushup.”

277

T HEY were célebrating their golden wedding anni-
versary and the old man, in a brave and debonair
moment decided he would give his wife lasting proof
of his affection. When they were alone at last, and in
bed, he intimated to her that he would again attempt to
~ satisfy her, with somewhat the vigor of his youth. As
she lay before him invitingly, more or less, he attempted
to induce an erection. In vain he thought of Jessie
Reed, Eva Brady, and other passion-provoking Follies
beauties. In vain he manipulated his withered organ.
He might be interested, but the man below was not.
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[ At last he shook his head sorrowfully and said,
“Fifty years ago, Becky, you was ashamed. Tonight,
I’m ashamed’

278

HE waitress in a one-armed beanery determined to

have some fun with a patron whose custom it was
to study the menu carefully every day, and then order
ham and eggs. So one day she drew a line through his
favorite dish, and when he pored over the card she
said to him, “Did you notice, sir, I scratched something
you like?” €. Without looking up the customer replied,
“Go wash your hands and bring me some ham and

eggs.”

279 :
AN oD couple had gone to bed. The old man felt

in himself one last spark of virility and began to
toy with his spouse. He succeeded in working her up to
a fervid pitch of anticipation. As he was about to in-
ject the tip of his feebly erect ambassador his wife
whispered to him hoarsely, “Meyer, reach over to the
dresser for my false teeth. I want to bite you!”

280

wo meticiously immaculate spinsters rode through
the country in their Pierce Arrow, driven by their
handsome chauffeur as they liked to be driven, at sixty
miles an hour. At a sudden turn he ran straight into
the rear end of a stray cow, and sent its members fly-
ing. He had seen it in time to prevent a serious acci-
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dent, and immediately jumped out to see what harm
had been done. The old girls were considerable shaken
up. When they came to, one found a long cylindrical
hunk of the cow’s udder in her lap. Taking it up af-
fectionately, she cried piteously, “Great heavens, Zeb-
bie, the chauffeur’s been killed!”

281

weAZENED little negro was on trial for rape. His

accuser sat in a chair on the stand and testified that
on a summer’s day he had come across her in the woods,
backed her against a tree and raped her. There was no
sympathy for the little negro. His goose was cooked.
€[ The judge ordered the negress to step up onto the
stand. As she rose it was evident that she was several
heads taller than the defendant. q “How comes it,”
asked the judge, “that a little bit of a fellow like that
was able to attack a large woman like yourself? It seems
to me that standing against a tree, as you say you were,
he could barely reach you.” € “Well, judge,” admit-
ted the plaintiff, “ah’ll admit ah did stoop a little!”

282

THE sap of the office was about to be married and
the whole staff looked forward to the event. It
came, and the morning after the sap was greeted by a
lot of knowing winks. To his confidant, however, he
admitted that he had made no attempt on his wife.
Next day he again said he had not stayed with his
spouse, and again the next. Finally, after a week or

so of married life he came in one morning, jubilant.
[ “Gee,” he told his friend, “I had a fine screw last
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night!” € “Why the hell did you wait all this time?”
his bon vivant asked. “Why didn’t you screw your wife
the first night?” € “I didn’t know then that she was

hump!”

283 .

"\ HE young man sat on the sofa, his sweetheart in

his lap. In a few days they were to be married.
She was cuddling to him closely, when he spied the cat
toying with a tassel at one end of the sofa. [ “Look,
look, sweetheart,” he said, banteringly, “in a couple
days youll be doing to me like the cat is doing.”
Q[ When the young woman turned to observe the
feline, that creature was calmly licking its arse!

284

souTHERN Hebrew who had journeyed North on

business, returned to find his wife had been de-
livered of a child. His joy, however, was marred when
he observed that the infant had a decided Creole tinge.
“Hah,” he said, “how is this, the baby looks black?”
€ “Well, you see,” said his wife, “while you was away,
and I was pregnant, I was crossing a field and a nigger
chased me. 1 was so scared that it had a terrible effect
on the child.” € “ A nigger chased you?” said the hus-
band bitterly. “It looks to me like he caught you!”

285

wo travelers reached a Western city and tried to
put up at the only hotel. The proprietor informed
them that there wasn a room to be had. As they
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turned away in despair, however, he suggested this al-
ternative to them. “One of you guys can come to my
room. I think I’ll be able to give you a shakedown
there. The other go up to room 33. There’s two beds
in that room. In one there is a dame. But there’s a
screen around her bed. Just you crawl into the other
one and she won’t mind. € His offer was accepted
eagerly. But in a few minutes the man who went to
room 33 returned in great agitation. “Good Christ,”
he said, “that woman in the other bed is dead!” [ “I
know,” said mine host. “But how the hell did you find
out?”

, 286

BOTH partners in a jewelry concern had been screw-

ing the stenographer when, to their consternation,
they discovered she was pregnant. In their fright each
tried to lay the onus of parenthood on the other. Final.-
ly one of the partners, who was in charge of out-of-
town sales, went on the road. Ina few weeks the stenog-
rapher was confined. € The partner at home immedi-
ately wired to the one on the road: “Gertie gave birth
to twins. Mine died!”

287

YOUNG Burton was away from home, visiting rela-
tives. A woman accosted him on the streets and
took him to her flat. It was the first time young Burton
had ever yielded to the flesh. For several hours the
woman gave him of her best. Finally, inert, he asked
her how much he owed her. “Oh, give me what you
think it was worth,” said she, carelessly. The youth took
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out a swollen pocketbook and deposited its entire con-
tents on the dresser. “Here’s eighty-seven dollars,”
he said. “That’s all the money I have with me now.
I’ll send you the rest later!”

288

IMPKINS was at last persuaded to part with his vir-
S ginity. It was not without some trepidation that
he ventured into a bawdy house, where Fat Lizzy took
ample care of him. As he emerged he said to his friend,
who had brought him to the house of pleasure: “Do
I like it? It was great. Say, bo, I’m going to make a
hobby of this!”

289
J onEs: “Ah was callin’ on a friend of mine. He was
shavin’ hisself with a tremenjus big razer. “Hell,
ah says, ‘that the smallest razer ya got?’ ‘Naw,’ sezzee,
‘ah got ’em smaller.” ’N’en he show me a littler one,
and a littler one’n dat. N’en he say: “Wanna see mah

baby razer?’ “Sho nuff,’ sez I. He goes to the door and
he hollers, ‘O Maw, come up!’”

290

ERKINS had married the widow of a golf player.

The first night, after the ceremony, they repaired
to their bed and Perkins tore off a vigorous piece.
Weary and satisfied, he was about to turn over to sleep,
when. the former widow said, “What, tired already?
My first husband was never satisfied with one.” Rous-
ing himself, Perkins again entered the holy precincts,
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and again attempted to turn over. “What,” said the
new wife, “only twice? My last husband was never
satisfied with two in a night.” Summoning all his. re-
sources, Perkins again scoured her vessel. And again
he. attempted to desert Aphrodite for Morpheus.
“What,” said his wife, “only three times? My ﬁrsf
husband. never neglected me so. Come on, again.”
€ Perkins turned to her and said, “now tell me, once
and for all, what’s par for your hole?” ‘

291

HE author of several current “best-sellers” in the

flippant vein is fond of the story which illustrates
the blasé nature of the Englishman. € An English
House of Lords, asked “What are you doing?”
€@ “Can’t you see I’m being sucked off?” said the other
Lord. 4 “Oh, to be sure,” was the reply. “By the
way, are you going to Lady Cunard’s reception?”
“By all means, I wouldn’t miss it for worlds.” € “Beg
pardon,” interrupted the fairy, “I believe your Lord-

ship’s come.” €[ “So I have, so I have. Here’s a shill- "

ing for you, my good man.’

292

YOUNG man met a chorus girl friend of his on

Broadway and tried to make the grade. “No,
sir,” said she, © you can’t screw me unless you pay me
five dollars.” € “Five bucks! Yer crazy,” said the
youth. “DP’d rather give up fucking.” € “I’d rather
sew it up,” said the girl, “than do it for less.” q “Well,
a couple of stitches wouldn’t hurt it,” he said.
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293

rs. GOLDBERG greeted her husband with tears
when he arrived after a hard day in the shop.
“Doctor Cohen says 1 got tuberculosis and must die
yet,” she moaned. € “What!” shouted Goldberg,
“that loafer told a big, fat woman like you that you
got T.B.? T’ll run see him right away.” €[ He rushed
to the doctor’s office and burst in on him. *“Doctor
Cohen,” he said, what do you mean by telling my wife
she’s got tuberculosis and must die? I’m Goldberg.”
@ The physician looked him over slowly, then said,
“I never told your wife that, What I said was that
she’s got too big a tokus and must go on a diet.”

294

N Excrisu landowner was showing a friend over

his grounds. They came to the garden where a

beautiful hedge of rose bushes were growing. [ “I

can’t understand it,” said his friend. “I’ve had no suc-

cess this year with my roses. Providence has been mighty

good to you.” [ “Providence nothing,” said the land-
owner. “Horse shit.”

295

HEBREW drummer was about to make his first trip
A to Chicago. The women in that city, a friend told
him, are about the wildest in the world. So he was
prepared to be accosted. But to his chagrin he only had
a dollar with him when it happened. “I’m awful sorry,”
he told the lady, “but I can’t afford to take you to no
hotels.” [ “That’s all right,” said she. “Come on
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up to my flat.”  “How much will you charge me
there?” asked the salesman. “Five dollars,” said the
lady. € “I would like to very much,” said the stranger.
“But I only got with me just now one dollar.” “Well,”
said she, “then-we’ll have to go into an alley. Follow

Q[ Cohen, by this time thoroughly erect, went
after the woman. When they stopped finally, in the
shadow of a dark alley, his penis was like a ramrod.
q “Give me your dollar,” said the woman. And he
did. @ “Now let down your pants.” Just as he did
this she turned and ran away. Pursuit being useless,
in his condition, Cohen seized his eager tool, and be-
ginning to rub it up and down, said with a shrug of
his shoulders, “N#, so long as I’m here. ...”

296

SouTHERN toast: “Here’s high trotting horses,
rough roads and porcupine saddles for my ene-
mies!”

297

ACCORDING to 2 new ruling, whenever there is a
circumcision in a Jewish family there must be a
policeman present. To keep the piece, of course.

298
Russian nobleman, who had become a refugee in
Paris, after the successful establishment of the
Bolshevik regime, had gained a reputation as one of the
most discriminating connoisseurs of feminine wares in
that city of connoisseurs. As may well be understood
he had not attained this distinction without paying
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heavily for it. He was also the most 4lasé man in Paris.
@ As he strolled down the Boulevard de la Madeleine |

one Summer’s night the approaches of those girls which -
tickle more than the vanity of the American visitor were

only insufferable annoyances to him. He was particularly "

vexed by one girl who insisted if he come with her she
would offer him a refinement he had never known be-
fore and would not ever know again. “Impossible,” he
asserted with the finality of the savant, shook her off,

and continued complacently with the delusion that for -

him there was nothing new in woman. But in ten min-
utes the same girl approached him again at another
corner, and again as earnestly renewed the eulogies of
her capacity. “Monsieur, I assure you you will put -
it in a place where you have never put it before.” Now

this Russian had indeed seriously studied the erotic pos- -

sibilities of the feminine body. He was willing to wager
any amount of money this cocoste could offer him no

sensation with which he was not already familiar to- .-

satiety. So, to get rid of the girl he finally proposed a
. bet with her. If she could offer him any orifice, or semb-
lance of orifice, or arrangement of cutaneous surface

which could serve voluptuously to induce the masculine

venereal spasm he would give her a thousand francs.
If not she was to give him a hundred francs of her
earnings through this accomplishment of which she
boasted. ¢ She did not hesitate an instant, and they
were soon in her room. He dropped into a bored atti- =
tude on a chair. She held out her mouth sweetly to him.. "
He shuddered at the thought of the practice which is
by no means unique with man. “No, monsieur, it is not

that,” she hastily assured him. She let one sleeve of
her blouse off, disclosing a plump arm-pit. Again he

/
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arched his brows and wearily shook his head. Her
breasts were next bared to his eyes. Close and bounti-
ful as they were, their possibilities offered him nothing
“0O, monsieur, you do not think I meant that!” When
she was entirely naked with the exception of her hat and
the veil which came half over her face, he saw only
another specimen, excellent though it was, of the famil-
iar subject of his many minute and painstaking experi-
ments to improve on nature. There was not even any
abnormality visible, no wound that had healed open,
no naturel growth or unnatural excresence that offered
the possibility of anything new to him. He flicked the
ash from his cigarette and rose to claim his bet. But,
as he raised his eyes he lost for a fraction of a second
his air of utter boredom. She was unscrewing a false
eye. “Put it back,” he said with consummate indiffer-
ence, “put it back, and put on your clothes. You win.”

299

IN THAT city which, of all American cities, offers most

opportunity for the study of American character,
male and female, we believe must also be placed the
origin of the following tale. @ It was at the Café de la
Paix. An Englishman had just ordered the garcon to
serve him two eggs with his whiskey. An American at
an adjoining table earnestly watched the fellow drop
them into his liquor and swallow the whole at a gulp.
“Pardon me,” said the American, “but may I ask you
why you take eggs with your drink.” The Englishman
looked at him not without some disdain. “First of all,
because it 1s none of your business. Second, because 1
like it so. And third, because I want to put some lead
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in my pencil.” The American was a little puzzled. But
the attitude of the man did not encourage further ques-
tions, so he remained satisfied. @[ The next time he
visited the famous café on the Place de ’Opéra, he was
determined he would profit by what he had learned of
European manners, and ordered his drink according to.
the best tradition. “Gargom,” he said to the waiter,
“I want two eggs with my whiskey.” “Bien, monsieur.”
But when the order came he could not bring himself
to spoil the good whiskey with eggs in it. The waiter
approached to serve it for him. “Don’t put those eggs
in my whiskey,” he said. “Mais, pourquoi? Monsieur

ask . . .7 “Yes. But I don’t want them in my whiskey.
And if you want to know why, DIl tell you. First, be-
cause it’s none of your business. Second, because I like
it so. And third, because I have no one to write to.”

300
‘ ‘ T uicH, of course reminds all of us of the rather

too experienced chap who married a naive young
thing. On climbing naked between the sheets she no-
ticed he carried a huge fountain pen. “But, dear, what
have you got your pen for?” “Oh,” he explained, to her
confusion. “I thought if I couldn’t come I’d write.”

301

W HICH in turn brings to mind an identical scene,
the beginning of married life for a similarly-
mated couple. This old roué had been especially anx-
ious to plow a virgin field for once in his life, and
had chosen from a convent school. It was chilly, and
Marie hurriedly threw off her clothes, climbed under
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the covers, and threw her legs in position, one on either
side of the wide bed. The old boy approached her in
the dark, felt for her feet. “Is u little tootsie cold?
Why where is other ’ittle tootsie?” he asked apprehen-
sively.

302

URING the recent investigation into bucket-shop

brokers the story was told of a nigger wench who
entered one, with fifty dollars to invest in a stock.
“But,” she said, “ah wants to be sure ah gets proper
intercourse.” € “What’s that?” asked the clerk.
€ “Ah means,” said the wench, “that ah’s a hahd-
workin’ woman an’ ah wants to ’nvest this fifty in a
good stock, but ah wants to be sure ah gets proper inter-
course.” @ “Oh, you mean interest,” said the clerk.

Q[ “No, ah means intercourse,” she insisted. “Ah’s bin
fucked before.”

303

A vOUNG man was playing with his sweetheart and
tried to slip his hand under her skirts. “Please
don’t,” she said. “My mother made me promise never
to let a fellow put his hand under my skirts. But if
you’ll put your hand down my back, it’s the second hole
you come to!” c

304

E SWAGGERED to the bar and called for drinks
for everyone in the room. “What’s the idea?
What are you celebrating?” he was asked. [ “Come
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on, everybody drink,” he shouted. "The wife just
gave birth to a baby. Roosevelt can be proud of me.
I’'m a daddy. Some kid, I got.” € “What the hell are
you bragging about,” said one of the gang. “It was a
cinch for you. Your wife went through all that pain
and suffering. What the hell you got to brag about?”
[ The new parent straightened up. “Well, I give her
the idea, didn’t 17”

: 305
N 1a6ARA Farrs! The bride’s second great dissap-
pointment!
306

reLLow invited a girl friend into one of those

F. O. W_* cars, and when they were some way in-
to the country, he asked her to prepare for a screw. She
refused. He gave her the alternative, to walk. €[, “How
far are we from town?” asked the girl. € “About seven
miles,” said the man. € “Pll walk,” she said. € Ex-
asperated, he turned round and left her to do so. Ina
few moments, however, he regretted his cruelty. He
waited till she came up to him, took her in again and
drove her home. € The following week he again
asked her to take a ride. She again accepted. This time
he drove very fast and they were soon a long way into
the country. Then he again asked her for a piece. Again
she refused, and again he told her she could walk.
€ “How far are we from the city?” she asked.  “Fif-

* For the benefit of those not au courant with the new additions to the
yocabulary of the vernacular we may be pardoned for explaining that F. O. W.
is an abbreviation for fuck or walk.
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teen miles,” said he. @ “All right, T give up. You
can have it.” € Overjoyed, her companion screwed
her, with great zest, you may be sure. When he had
finished he could not refrain from asking “Why is it
you were willing to walk seven miles, just as if, let us
say, you were a virgin; but when it came to fifteen you
gave in?” € “I'm a regular feller,” said the girl,
“and I’d walk seven miles any time to save a friend of
mine from a clap, but fifteen miles, never!”
307
N oLp rake, determined to marry an innocent girl,
went to a convent to select the choice of his heart.
He found there an admirable young woman whom he
readily persuaded to come with him. He took her about
the city, to show her the sights, and immediately after
the marriage ceremony, accompanied him to his hotel.
As they sat in the lobby a number of beautiful women,
unescorted, passed before them. € “Why are those
women alone?” asked the girl. “And how is it they are
dressed so much better than I am?” € “Why those are
fast women,” said the rake. @ “What’s a fast woman?”
asked the girl. €[ Pleased, the rake told his young bride
that a fast woman was one who received fifty or a hun-
dred dollars a night for sleeping with a man. [ “They

get all that money?” the girl queried, amazed. “Why,

the priests only gave us an apple.”

308

« ‘ ‘ J 1aT’s an envelope chemise?” an ignorant youth
asked his flame. q “Why,” said she, “that’s

the curtain in front of the smallest theatre in the world.

N
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It plays to an audience of one, and he must remain
standing throughout the entire performance.”

309

URPHY came home drunk. His wife was in bed

with her lover when she heard him open the
door. “Don’t move,” she said to her paramour. “He’s
stewed. When he gets into bed he’ll fall right asleep.
Then you can slip out safely.” € Murphy staggered
into the room, threw off his clothes and jumped into
bed. Suddenly he started. “Wife,” he said sternly,
“there’s someone else in bed with us. I see six feet!”
€[ “Nonsense,” said his wife. € “All right, I’ll count
em for ye,” said Murphy, crawling out of bed. “One,
two, three, four.. Yer right! There’s only four.”
Crawling back into bed, he went peacably to sleep.

310
A FAG was complaining to his friend that when he
got home the night before he found a man in
" bed with his wife. € “What did you do?” his friend
- asked, all excitement. € “Do?” said the fairy. “I cer-

© tainly showed my displeasure The way I slammed the
~ door when I went out she knew I wasn’t pleased!”

311

A AN oLD sea captain took with him on a long voyage,

a whore for his special use. The first morning
~ they were out she stuck her head out of the cabin and
* called to the commander.“You’re going to use me be-
fore breakfast, aren’t you, Captain,” she asked. € The
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Captain gazed on her with admiration and, turning
to some passengers nearby, he said soulfully, “Cunt
enough for a thousand men, and it’s all mine!”

312 4

A HENPECKED husband begged off one evening to

go to a stag party. There would be only men
there, he pleaded, so his wife needn’t be jealous. But
to his horror, when he arrived he found four naked
women dancing. He called up his wife immediately.
“Unintentionally, dearest, I told you a lie,” he said.
“I thought there would be only men here, but now
naked girls are dancing about. What shall 1 do?”

€ “If you think you can do anything, come right home,”
said his wife.

313

HE doctor came out of the room in which Perkins’

wife was in child-labor. “It’s twins,” he announced
to the waiting father. @ Perkins face registered per-
plexity and vexation. “But, doctor,” he explained, I
only stayed with my wife once!”’

314

THREE travellers met in the Orient under such aus-
picious circumstances that they decided to continue
their journey together. When they reached Turkey
all evinced a desire to visit a harem. One of the three,
a Hebrew, approached the eunuch of one of the serag-
lios and entered into negotiations with him. € The
black was at first afraid. “Only eunuchs are allowed in
the harem,” he said. “If you get an erection the guards
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will seize you, and you’ll be killed.” [ “Don’t worry,”
said the, Jew handing the eunuch some money. “Them
Turkish whores can’t raise a hard on on us.” € So the -
trio, stripped to the skin, were led into the Caliph’s
harem. At the first wiggle by one of the dancing girls,
however, the three pricks stood erect and hard. The
guards rushed at the intruders, and, seizing them,
brought them before the kadi. q “Off with their
heads,” was the order. But when they pleaded that they
were foreigners and entitled to some consideration the
kadi relented. €I “What is your occupation?” he asked
the first man. € “I’m a humble person,” said he. “I’m -
just a woodchopper.” I “Chop his off,” ordered the
judge. “And you! What do you do?” he asked.
“I'm a blacksmith,” said the second. [ “Put his on the
anvil and beat it to a pulp,” ordered the kadi. Then,
turning to the last, the Hebrew, he asked him what was
his occupation. [ “I’m a nobody,” said the Jew. *I
peddle lollypops.” ’

315

woMaN had just been delivered of a child, and
the doctor brought out the infant, swathed in a -
cloth. € “What is it?” asked an inquisitive relative,
running her hand up under the cloth. “Ah, a boy.”
€ “Boy nothing,” said the doctor. “Let go my finger!” .

316

“IT’s BEEN a very bad season, hasn’t it?” said one ac- |
tor to another. €[ “Yep. Outside the Friars’ Club -
_ they’re picking up condoms with patches and laundry
marks on ’em.”
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317

DISTINGUISHED Shakespearean actor and an emi-
A nent English critic were at lunch together in a
London club, when the conversation, as was natural,
turned to the Bard of Avon. [ “Tell me,” asked the
critic of the actor, “is it your opinton that Shakespeare
intended us to understand that Hamlet screwed Ophel-
ia?” € “I don’t know what Shakespeare intended,”.
said the tragedian. “Anyway, I always do.”

318

N AGED man went to a doctor and complained that

he could no longer to raise an erection. €[ “How
old are you?” asked the physician. €[ “A hundred and
ten,” said the man. € “When did you first notice your
incapacity?” he was asked. & “Just this morning,” he
replied. €@ “Well, ’m afraid there’s no hope for you,”
the doctor replied. “You’re much too old for this sort
of thing.” [ “Well, then, doc,” pleaded the old man,

“give me something to take the ideas out of my mind.”

319
"No INDEED Mary can’t go with ye to the ball,”

said an Irish mother to her daughter’s suitor.
Pointing to Mary, whose stomach was quite high, she
continued, “Look at Mary from the last two balls!”

320

« j 7 ou’rE asking am I a good cook?” said the wife of
a travelling man to a friend. “Why, my Abie is
just crazy for the pot roast I make. In fact, when he
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comes home from the road that’s the second thing he
asks for!”

321

T HE following conversation has been reported to us
as occurring between two negroes during a lull in
the Sunday morning service. € “Who am dat venereal
old gen’man maturbatin’ up an’ down de aisle?” asked
one, in low tones. € “You means dat man wid de
testicle on his eye?” € “Yes.” € “Why he am de rec-
: tum of our constipation.” €[ “You don’ say! Why, ah
nevah met de old pisspotalien. Take me over and se-
duce me.”

322

HE minister was reading several announcements

from the pulpit. “The Sisters of Charity will meet
at nine o’clock Tuesday evening. The ladies of the sew-
ing circle are to meet in Mrs. Brown’s house Wednesday
evening, and the newly organized Society of Little
Mothers will have its first meeting on Thursday night.
If there are any ladies in the congregation desirous of
- becoming Little Mothers will they please speak to the
minister after services.”

323

'“I LIVE in a real swell neighborhood on the drive,”
. said Cohen to his friend. “When I come home at
 night, you ought to see the beautiful women. They’re
- dressed so swell and they look so nice, you would never
take them for whores!”
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« ‘ ‘ J uar are you doing on this train?” one Jew asked

another. “I thought you had to stick close to

your business in Tulsa.” €[ “Sh, sh,” said his friend,

“the Klux is after me.” € “After a nobody like you?

Why?” asked the first. @ “A little notting,” his friend

answered. “I only knocked up the Kleagle’s wife and
the whole klan is chasing me!”

325

THE original of the above story is said to have been
in circulation during the time of the Spanish Inqui-
sition. One Hebrew finding a friend frantically making
preparations to flee the city could not imagine why he
should be in such a hurry. “I thought nobody knew
you for a Jew in Barcelona,” he said. “Why, then, are
you running away?” € “Over a trifle,” his friend is

said to have replied. “I have caused Torquemada’s -

mistress to be with child and now all the Inquisitors
pursue me.”

s

326

HE truly perfect composition,” lectured a Pro- :
fessor of English at Harvard,“embodies an ap-
peal to the imagination, has in it something of religion,
and is besides, for these modern times, somewhat °
risqué.” QA number of composition were submitted by
the class, each striving to exemplify these salient points.
The one the professor considered best he read to the
class at the following lecture. €[ It began thus: “ “My
God,’ said the Duchess, ‘take your hand off my . . leg.” ”

Tt
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327

FaIRY had returned to America from a trip to

England. € “Oh, I had the loveliest time” he
was telling an acquaintance. “I was entertained by the
best people. You’ll never guess whom I was chums
with. Give up? Well, for over two weeks I was with
the Prince of Wales day and night. He became very
fond of me, really.” € “That’s all right,” said his
friend. “But no matter how much he loves you, you’ll
never be Queen.”

328

Frexcu girl who was a guest at a Long Island

home was rapidly learning the English language.
Whenever she came across an unfamiliar word she al-
ways asked her hostess what it meant. One day she
startled that lady by asking, in front of her husband,
what the word ‘fuck’ might mean. € “Why,-er,” said
the lady, greatly embarrassed, “that word means, to -
er, serve. That’s it,—to serve.” [ At a dinner given
a few days later the French girl haughtily addressed
the butler. “Please to fuck the duck, James.” €| “How
jolly!” said one of the guests, an Englishman. “Quaint
conceit, to have the butler fuck the duck. Madam, may
1 have the honor to stick my prick in the mashed po-
tatoes?” .

329

sTory told about Ben Teale, the actor, has since
been foisted on many others. € He was reprov-
ing a certain chorine for coming late to rehearsals.
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“But, Ben, . . . ”she began. € “ ‘Ben’ in bed,” said
the actor sternly. “Mr. Teale here!”

330

“Y NEVER screw in the morning,” said a certain well-

known opera tenor. “Not only is it bad for the
voice. It’s bad for the health generally. Besides, you
never can tell whom you’re liable to meet during the
day!”*

331

A pocTor was lecturing to a class of negroes. “Now

take the seminal fluid,” he was saying. “One pint
of seminal fluid is equal to a pound of blood.” [ One
of the students raised his hand and waggled it. “Ef
what you say is so,” he asked, “doctor, in case ahm
called to a case suddenly, and the man needs bleeding,
is it all right to jerk him off?”

332

MAN entered a bawdy house in a great hurry.

“Give me a girl that has a clap,” he demanded.
€ The madam looked her indignation. Angrily she
informed him that such girls were not retained in her
establishment. € “I’ll have to go some place else,
then,” said the man. € One of the girls, overhearing
* It is, of course, well known that, in both man and voman, the pitch of the voice
is lower after the orgasm. Inspite of the fact that tenors inspire many nice ladies with
even more than vicarious sexual satisfaction, they have a reputation of being poor per-
formers on woman. In these implications must lie that which this anecdote contains

of humor. Otherwise the reader must grant us indulgence for having included it in
this collection. (Editor.)




130 ANECDOTA

the conversation, called the madam aside. “Tell him
I’ve got a clap,” she said. “Why shouldn’t I make the
money-” [ So the madam called the man back, pointed
out the girl to him, and they went upstairs. € When
he had finished screwing her, the girl looked up at him
and simpered, “I fooled you, mister. I ain’t got any
clap.” € “Oh, yes you have,” said the man.

333 S
AN IrisaMAN returned to his home after a day’s

hard labor, and, removing his shoes, made him-
self comfortable. His wife came into the room from
her washing, fanning her body with her apron.
 “Phew, Mike,” she said, “but yer feet stink.”
€ “Well, you ought to know them’s no geranums
youw’re fanning,” he said.

334

THE girl’s father came into the parlor and found a
young man there. “What are you doing here?”
he asked sternly. [ “I’m going to marry your daugh-
ter,” the youth said. - “What! A bum like you?
Never!” [ The youth seized him by the nose and
twisted it. “I will marry your daughter,” he said.
[ The old man sniffed once or twice, then said with
determination: “Yowll have to. Sit down.”

335

“I’D LIKE very much to get in the chorus,” a young
‘ gir]l said to the director. € “I’d like to get you
in,” he replied. “But you’re not developed enough.”
Yielding at last, however, to her tears and pleading, he
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said, “Go down to the property man and tell him to .
give you a false bust.” [ In a little while she reap-
peared, with a pair of enormous breasts on. “Good
Christ!” the director ejaculated. “That damn fool
didn’t give you a bust. That’s Faltaff’s ass you’ve got
on.”

336

NE oF the stipulations of the entrance test for men

who desire to join the House of David is that

they strip and crawl on the beach on their hands and
knees. If they do not leave five trails they do not get in.

337

A crry doctor and a country doctor once exchanged
offices, the city doctor yearning for a rest, the
country doctor seeking further experience. The country
doctor’s practice was small, although his town was near
the site of the summer camp a large department store
maintains for its women employees. €[ The two doc-
tors met in September and exchanged experiences. “I
guess you haven’t had much to do in my district,” the

country doctor said. @ “Indeed I have,” said the city
doctor. “Yow’d be surprised how many carrots and
cucumbers I’ve had to extract from the vaginas of those
city girls at the camp.”

338

’ I \uE conductor of a Chicago orchestra was severely
roasted’ by the leading critic of the biggest Chi- -
cago daily for including a certain unfamiliar symphony
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on a program. He was quite angry at the unmerited
abuse, and sat down to reply in vein.*“As I write this,”
he began, “I have before me your criticism. Soon Pl
have it in back of me . ..”

339

voune student was undressing in his bedroom,

when he discovered, you may imagine with what
joy, that a girl just across the alley was also undressing.
They reached a state of nudity together, and then she
noticed him. He motioned to her to join him, but she
shook her head. The young man raised his window a
trifle, and she hers. “Come on over,” he whispered.
€ “How?” the girl asked. € “Walk over on this,”
the youth said, laying his stiff prick on the sill.
€ “Yes,” said the cautious girl, “but how’ll I get back?”

340
ONE or the most popular of the many Lincoln -

stories is concerned with the visit to the Emanci-
pator of a man named Bates, who brought his family. .

@ “Permit me, Mr. President,” he began, “to intro-

duce my wife, Mrs. Bates, and my daughter, Miss
Bates. My young son, Master Bates.” € Make him
stop it,” said Lincoln. “It’s a bad habit.” o

341

“Y ’vE cor a good joke on you, Mike,” said one Irish- -

man to another. “I was goin’ by yer house t’ other -
night and you fergot to pull down yer shades. I could .
see yer shadow from the street, kissin’ yer wife and -
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liftin’ up her skirt. I had a good laugh.” € “The
joke’s on you, Tim,” said the other, “I wasn’t home
last night.”

342

MARRIED man who had been “cheating” got in from

his party, late but safe, and was all but undressed

when his wife who had been watching him out of the

corner of her eye, cried out, “Meyer! Where is your

underwear?” @ “Good God!” said Meyer, “I’ve
been robbed!”

343

, A sarLor reaching port in a condition of insupport-
' able lecherousness, made straight for the brothels.
He got hold of a big girl and began operations at once
in his favorite position, the one variously known as
dog-fashion, the cow-couple, all-fours, et cetera. But,
goaded by the accumulated denial of a long voyage, he
rammed so hurriedly at random, that he lodged at
once in the place nature certainly never intended should
be confounded with the other,even though she placed
them dangerously near together. The prostitute, who
had not contracted for this service, objected. “’Sall,
right, girlie, ’sall right. Any port in a storm.”

344

N ABSENT-MINDED toastmaster was about to intro-
duce the next speaker, a Mr. Hotchkiss. He be-

gan in these glowing terms: “Ladies and gentlemen,
the next speaker, whom I am about to introduce to you,
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is distinguished by nature as well as by his own efforts.
His very name is significant. The last syllable of his
name causes beautiful women to thrill; it has been the
ambition of brave men to place it on the lips of fair

women; your very sweetheart desiresit . . Itake pleas- -

ure in introducing Mr. . . Mr. Hitchcock!”

345

eveEr rushed up to Jake in consternation. °I

hear you are going to marry Becky Goldberg,”
he said. “Don’t do it. Everybody in Yonkers screwed
that girl.” €[ “Well,” said his friend, “is Yonkers such
a big city?”

_ 346
‘ ‘ 7 uen a lady says “No’ she means ‘Perhaps.” 1f

she says ‘Perhaps,’ she means “Yes.” Of course
if she says ‘Yes,” she’s no lady.

347

THE widow Brown was talking to Mrs. Murphy.
*] was lookin’ at me stomach the other day,” she
said, *and I was surprised to find how nice and clear
my skin is there. There’s hardly a wrinkle, in fact,
outside the one I was born with.” € Murphy hap-
pened to overhear the conversation. “My stomach is as -
clear as yourn,” he interposed, “and as fer wrinkles, mine
ain’t got any.” @ “Well my stomach is nicer,” snap-
ped the widow. € “Oh, and sure, is it?” said Murphy
 disdainfully. “Ill put mine agin it any day!” @ Please
- omit flowers.

o
o
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348

A MAN about-town who was also something of a
sportsman was one day preparing to go golfing,
when his stenograhper came into his office and saw two
golf balls on his desk. €. “What are those?” she asked.
€[ “Those are golf balls,” said her employer. € When
she next entered his sanctum she noticed there were
four golf balls on the desk. “I see you shot another
golf,” was her brilliant comment.

349

WHORE, travelling for her health, stopped at a

little town in the West. Her calling soon became
known, and she was receiving visits of the men of the -
town, young and old, married and single. So keen was
the ardor of her admirers that they visited her again
and again. In fact she had completely demoralized the
town. @ Finally the elders of the church met and
determined to put a stop to the young woman’s opera-
tions by forcing her out of town. The chief of police
was on his vacation, the mayor would not act in the
matter, and so it devolved on the elders. A committee
of three called on the girl. € “We must approach her
gently,” said the deacon, “and persuade her to leave
without a scandal.” But when they got to her house he
again said, “Let us not alarm her by a show of force.
You gentlemen wait down here and I’ll go up and
speak to her.” . . Which was done. But the moments
turned into minutes, and then an hour, and still the
deacon had not come down. The two who waited for
him began to grumble. One was a butcher, the other a
clothing merchant, and they both had business to at-
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tend to, without waiting for the deacon. They discussed
it between them and the butcher left, the other deciding
to wait. € After another half-hour down came the
deacon. @ “There is nothing for us to do here,” he
said, shaking his head, “this young woman has been
grossly maligned. In the short talk I had with her T -
found her to be, not a bawd, but a most cultured girl.
- We have no right to force her to leave town.”  “All
right,” said the other wearily, “if that is your opinion,
button your pants and let’s go!” ‘ "

\ x 350 o
Two girls were walking down Fifth Avenue when

they passed a certain popular actor. “Hasn’t he
a handsome profile,” exclaimed one of the girls.
Q[ “You mean half way down?” said her more ex-
perienced friend. “That’s no profile, Lil. Believe me,
those are keys.”

| 351
PRIX: What is it that walks on two legs and has its
tail in the ground? Bollix: I give up. € Prix: A

widower.

352
“M orHER,” complained a young bride, “all these

three days Harry has made no approach to me.
Pm like the day I was married. What shall T do?”
Q “I never heard of such a bashful man,” said her
mother. “When you get to bed tonight take his hand-
and put it on your affair. Then he'll take the hint.”
€@ When her daughter came down next morning

%
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mother cheerfully asked how the ruse had worked.
1t didn’t work at all.” € “Didn’t you do what 1
said?” q “Yes, I did as you said. I put his hand on
my pussy, and he got up and washed himself!”

353

MAN who visited a whorehouse was complaining

to the madam: “I’ve had every kind of treatment
here. I’ve been screwed, sucked, jerked, everything.
D’ve tried every way. Haven’t you got a new thrill for
me?” The madam thought hard for a while, then said,
“Have you tried our radio girl?” € “No, what’s that?
Who's that?” the man asked in surprise. €I “Why, it’s
that girl over there,” the madam pointed. “You take
her tits, put one in each ear, and hear her coming.”

354

HE captain of a small sailing ship used to buy all

his supplies at one shop. One day, while he was
stocking up for a voyage the owner of this little shop
said to him: “Captain, I have here something that will
delight you. It isa rubber woman. When you get a
week or two out at sea and feel the need of a little
recreation blow up this woman. You’ll find she’s so
like the real thing you won’t be able to tell the dif-
ference.” [ The captain thanked him and included
the package in his personal order. When he was at sea
‘about ten days he thought, with some skepticism, that
he would try out the rubber woman. With a little ef-
fort he blew her up, and there lay a beautifully formed
nude. Just then there was a call for the captain to take
the bridge. He rushed from his cabin, first throwing
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a sheet over the effigy. In came the first mate, looking
for the captain. He spied what he thought was a woman,
under the sheet. Without hesitation he unbreeched
himself, and set to work. When the ship’s commander
returned to his long-waited pleasure, the mate was gone,
and everything was in its proper place. €[ The voyage
over the captain again went to the little shop for sup-
plies. ‘€ “How was that woman? Was she realistic?”
Q[ “DI’ll say she was,” answered the captain; “so realistic
she gave me a clap.”

355

~ EncLiseMaN who got mixed up in a poker game

with some friends from America won a big pot.
The man next to him congratulated him. “Lucky dog,”
said he. € “My word!” said the limey. “Are you in-
sulting me.” € “Why no,” exclaimed his friend.
“That’s a term of admiration with us, and quite the
proper thing to say on an occasion like this.” €[ Some
days later the Englishman was playing bridge with his
host and hostess and another guest at a house-party.
His hostess made a grand slam and raked in the stakes.
Admiringly the Englishman 1eaned over toward her
and said, “Lucky bitch.” N

356

AsTus came home rather early and found his
Mandy quite flustered. His perturbation was not
decreased by the sight of a wet towel in the bathroom.
Rastus quietly drew out his razor and began to strop
it. “Whut dat wet towel dom’ heah,” he demanded.
€ “Ah done had de misery,” said Mandy, “and ah wet
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it and put it on mah haid, but it ain’t done much good.”
€[ Rastus kept on stropping. “Whu’ fo’ dat bed all
muss up?” he queried. €I “Ah done had de misery and
ah laid down, but dat ain’t done much good neither,”
his wife answered. [ Rastus began to strop with in-
creasing vigor. “Whut you all gonna do wid dat
razor?” she asked. q “Ahm gonna shave,” said Ras-
tus, “ef dat towel dries out soft.”

357

“IT’S GETTING o0, nowadays, with fairies and what not
in the public eye,” says a famous cartoonist, “that
a couple of fellows can’t go anywhere for a week-end
without taking a girl along!”

358

’ I \uE story is told of a certain stage star that she
visited a physician for a periodic health examina-

tion. q “Please remove your blouse,” the doctor asked. -

[ “Oh, my no,” objected the actress, who, by the way, °
is rather flat chested. “Come, come,” said the doctor,
“don’t make mountains out of molehills.”

359

wesT Side bruiser, who had seen a bit of life, was

'\ bragging of his adventures to a friend, say-
ing that he had experienced nearly all that life might
offer. QI “Have you ever been sucked off?” his friend
asked. € The gorilla looked his surprise. “What is
that?” he asked. [ “Oho, you must try it then,”
said his friend, and took him to a house, where he could
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have that thrill furnished to him. € The whore bade -

him strip, then took his cock in her hand and stroked

it delicately. With a silver shaker she sprinkled sugar -

on it. Then she took some whipped cream and laid that

on too. @ “Hold on,” said the tough egg, as she was -
about to seize it between her lips. “I’ll take that me- *

self.”
360

sarLorR who had dropped into one of those Broad- |

way dance palaces was quite struck by one of the

vy

hostesses, and gave her a great deal of attention. As -
they were dancing their last dance she snuggled up to .
him and said, “Aren’t you going to take me home?™ .

@ “Is there anything in it,” asked the tar, brusquely.

@ “Just a little dust from dancing,” she answered

coyly.
361

COHEN and Murphy had been partners for twenty - -
years when suddenly Cohen got it into his head "
that he wanted to be in business by himself. € “I .
don’t know, Murph,” he said. “I ain’t got nottin’ .
against you, but I’d like to try for myself. So I made

~up my mind we should split.” € Murphy accepted his i

decision gracefully. @ “Of course,” he said, “we’ll .

part friends.” € “Positively, the best,” said Cohen. *

“And now lets call in Feldman, our lawyer, and have

him draw up the dissolution papers.” € Feldman,

when he heard the news, was grief-stricken. “After .
twenty years,” he moaned. “Of course, ’m getting , .
paid for doing this, but nothing hurts me so much as ..

5
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to have to draw up these papers breaking up this fine
partnership. But, Cohen, since you made up your
mind, as the Latin phrase has it, yens de goy.” *

362

rIcH Jew fleeing from the terror of a pogram

was at the border of the country with his daugh-
ter. Of all his possessions he was able to save only some
of his finest jewels which he had given her to hide in her
person. They passed the customs safely, and were again
seated in the car when the Jew, whose mind was bur-
dened by the memory of all the rubies, sapphires and
diamonds he had had to leave behind, could not refrain
from moaning, “Aacht, aacht, Katia, ef your mommy
wuz only livin’! She could ’av hid ’em all.”

363

OBSERVING a negress bending over a tub of wash a
soldier approached her, and, with a practiced flip
of the hand, raised her dresses from behind. He was
just about to backscuttle her when, without looking up
from her wash, the dinge asked, “Officer or private?”
€] “Private,” the soldier answered. € “Upper hole,
upper hole,” said the negress.

364

Exry lived in the suburbs, and every night travel-
led home by motor. One night his car stalled a
little way from town. When midnight came and he
* This, every New Yorker should know, is only a phonetic spelling in Latin charac-

ters of a rather frequently employed Yiddish phrase which, literally translated into Eng*
lish, means “screw the Gentile,”
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had not yet put in an appearance, his wife, worried,
sent six telegrams to his closest friends, asking whether
they had seen Henry. € Next morning she received
six answers, all reading: “Henry is spending the night
with me.” -

365

~ THE third act of a melodrama that had met thus
far with nothing but derision from its audience, a
troupe of cavalry was supposed to gallop across the
stage in pursuit of the villain. As the horses came on
one of them dropped a load of turd. € “A bit of a

critic, eh,” observed a man in an aisle seat.

366

LocaL shoe dealer has the following sign in his
window:
FRENCH HEELS
GOOD FOR STREET WALKING

367

AN you come out with the boys tonight?” €[ “No,
my sister is getting married tonight and 1 got
to stay home and mind her baby.”

e

368

wo Scots were playing a round of golf one Sun-
day morning. At the second hole Sandy com-
plained, “Mac, I dinna feel weel. Let’s go back to
the club hoose.” [ His friend told him to brace up.
‘The air would do him good. At the fifth hole Sandy
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again complained, “Mac, me stumick is gang aglee.”
@ “Mon, that can happen to all of us,” his friend re-
plied. “Take a nip of this and ye’ll be richt.” [ “But
I dinna feel richt, Pm tellin’ ye. At the foorth hole I
left a poop.” €[ “That can happen to all of us,” his
friend agam said. € “I ken, I ken, but I followed
through,” said Sandy.

369

Two old Johnnies were discussing a proposed trip
abroad. “We mustn’t overlook Paris,” said one.
“They tell me that the preponderance of women over
men is now so great in Paris that swell women pay as
high as twenty-five dollars in American money to be
screwed.” @ “What of it?” said the other. “You can’t
live in Paris on twenty-five dollars a month.”

370

BARKER Wwith a one ring circus that toured the
A South used to describe the laughing hyena some-
what as follows: € “We also have inside the big tent
the laughing hyena, most jovial of all the animals.
The laughing hyena eats only once a month. Just once
a month, ladies and gentlemen. He moves his bowels
only once every six months. And he mounts his mate
only once a year. Think of it, ladies and gentlemen.
This animal has intercourse only once every twelve
months. They call him the laughing hyena. Now.
ladies and gentlemen, I have a little proposition to of-
fer you. There’s a reserved seat in there for any man
or woman who can tell me what the hell he has to
laugh about.”






