































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































LEAT...

[.UXOR anD MOGUL
Brands
Canned Fruits and Vegetables

QLo

If your Grocer is requested to he will procure them for you.

“Don’t Take a Substitute”

...DRINK...

Luxor Japan Tea

The Ne Plus Ultra of Teas

Mo g ul

Gunpowder

In 8 ounce Paper Cartons

COUNCIL BLUFFS BRANDS
OF PURE FOOD PRODUCTS
When Home Brands Are as Good as Any
WHY NOT USE THEM

Groneweg & Schoentgen Co.

Jobbing Grocers and Tea Importers

One hundred sixty nine



A VITAL QUESTION

An old darkey was out for a catfish
in a Mississippi yawl. He landed a
big one that pulled him overboard. As
he crawled out spitting mud, he yelled:

“What I wants t’ know is, is d}s nig-
ger fishin’ or is dis catfish niggerin’?”

The Farmer sells a load of wheat,
And all the world grows fair and sweet.

He hums a couple of cheerful tunes,
And pays the grocer for his prunes.

The Grocer, who has had the blues,
Now buys his wife a pair of shoes.

That ten the shoe-man thinks God-sent,
And runs and pays it on the rent.

Next day the Rent Man hands the bill
To Dr. Carver for a pill.

And Doctor Carver tells his Frau
That business is improving now.

And cheers her up and says, “My dear,
You've been quite feeble for a year.

I’m thinking you should have a rest;
You'd better take a trip out west.”

And in a couple days the Frau
Is on the farm of Joshua Howe.

And when the roses deck her cheeks
In five or six or seven weeks,

And the birds are singing all about
And she, so frail, is lithe and stout,

She pays her board to Farmer Howe,
Who takes the bill and says, “I swow!

Here’s something that just can’t be beat—
This bill’s the one I got for wheat.”

He hums a couple of cheerful tunes
And goes and buys a lot more prunes.

Mike—"“My
brains.”

Fonda—“Why didn’t he keep them in
the family?”

father was a man of

Fred B.—“A barber is in the only bus-
iness that will keep a man young.”

Jenks—“How so0?”

Fred B.—“He’ll be a
life.”

shaver all his

“I am so poor
I can’t insure,”
He said, then died—(damnation!)
His widow sighed,
Became a bride
And thus escaped starvation.

One handred  seventy

PERSECUTED

“You say this man has a grudge
against you?” demanded the judge.

“Yes, Your Honor,” replied Bill the
Beggar. “When I was blind he usta
steal the pennies from my cup, and

when I was a cripple he’d run down de
street wid my box of pencils.”
“Anything else?”
“Yes, Your Honor. Once when I
was deaf and dumb he shot off a fire-
cracker underneath me.”

Have Trouble With Your Peas?

I eat mashed potatoes with my peas;
I've done it all my life.

I like the combination,
"Cause it holds ’em on my knife.

Botany Prof.—“There is a certain
plant that will grow on anything. on an

ordinary carpet, for instance. WHhat is
this plant?”

Intelligent Stude—“Brussels sprouts.”

“Where do you live in the city—close
in?”

“Fairly so—thirty minutes on foot,
fifteen by motor car, twenty-five by
street car and forty-five by telephone.

Karl—“What’s the matter? Finances
bothering you?’
Ken—*“Yes, I owe Rogers $5.00, and

today I've got it, and he knows I've got
it, and he knows I know he knows I've
got it.”

“Look here, soldier,” demanded the
major of the little man who had passed
him with a cigarette in his mouth and

without any sign of recognition, “who
taught you about saluting?”

“Cap’n Hansen, sir but cap’n says
never salute with a cigarette in yor

mouth.”

' I'd rather be a Could Be

If T could not be an Are,
For a Could Be is a May Be
With a chance of touching par.
I’d rather be a Has Been
Than a Might Have Been by far:
For a Might Have Been has never been,
But a Have was once an Are.

A preacher, raising his eyes from his
desk in the midst of his sermon, was
paralyzed with amazement tc see his rude
offspring in the gallery pelting the hearers
in the pews below with horse chestnuts.
But while the good man was preparing a
frown of reproof, ilie voung hopeful
cried out: “You tend to your preaching,
daddy, I'll keep ’em awake.”
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MIDWEST ENGRAVING

ENGRAVERS ¢ ¢ < ILLUSTRATORS
DESIGNERS

313 South 14.% Street - Omaha




IN CONCLUSION

This annual is our downfall; we cannot sleep,

It maketh us to go down on our knees for snapshots;
It leadeth us into the den of our enemies;

It destroyecth our pep.

It leadeth us from the photographers to the print shop;
Yea, we want honor and we get the dickens.

We fear no advertisers, for they are with us.

Thou, 1922 annual, causeth us to fall below par with our classmates,
Thou hast annointed our report cards with D’s.

Our capability of apologizing runneth over.

Surely, our history will be read many, many times;
And we shall not dwell in the A. L. H. S. forever.

(Signed) Mike and Hec.
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