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adway
TAKE it from me, fellows and flappers ,Broadway is

Broadway once and forever.

One don’t have to put two bucks plus war tax to see
that the bunco way is an act itself—The life, the pep, the
sparkle of our men, our women, our entertainment places—It
is life.

Throw out your chest boys, like we did in the war. Get .
big draughts of the White Way by the “roaring” forties or
the “nifty” fifties, and it's a grand and glorious feeling.

- If you have the jack a show will entertain or keen wrestling
will tickle your palate, or provide entertainment for the tingl-
feeling you have in your feet.

And if you haven’t jack, you can have just as good a time
by mingling in the crowds—no, not “dips” kind reader.

East or West, South or Canada, Broadway is Broadway.

It will make you or break you, take you or stake you.

It’s like a big crap game. You shoot the works or nothing.

So when you go to Broadway to sing, or have your fling,
you’ll find Broadway is Broadway.

Not by Us, Anyway
The ladies’ styles reveal
Quite as much as they conceal ;
This is a fact, I think, by all conceded.
And though they’re partly dressed,
Imagination does not rest.
I do not think an x-ray’s really needed.
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Drinkin’ Up the Rye

Gin a body, meet a body,
Drinkin’ up his rye,
Gin a body, help a body,

Need a body sigh?

Chorus: Every missil has a nippil; None they say, has I;
Yet a’ the lads they beck at me, when drinkin’ up their rye.
Among the grain there’is a strain I clearly lo’e mysel’,
But whaur the strain, or what the name,
I dinna care to tell.

Gin a body, meet a body,
Drinking up the moon,

Gin a body, help a body,
Need a body swoon?

The new fad of wearing jingle bells on garters makes one
imagine it’s Santa Claus time. Bet old Santa will blush when
he hangs ’em where they belong.

The Freedom of the seas
And the Freedom of the knees
Feels the Freedom of the breeze
And the Freedom of the flees.

Broadway men have Flapper Eyes and Hollywood actresses have
Taylored Eyes.

She: How many hearts have you broken since I saw you
last?
He: I thought I was cured but I had a relapse.

Owner of Ford: Hear my motor? Runs like a Packard?
Passenger: What did you do to it?
Owner of Lizzie: Put monkey glands in its gasoline.

Ambrosial nectar is an affinity to Johnny Walker, Rock and Rye
and Three Star Hennessy.
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Frum Broadway to Texis

O mi frend in Texis.—The 400 is broke. Bunk you’ll say
but that iz b cause u dont no enny better. I’ve got bare
facts & i no.

The 400 is a bunch of bimboes hoo came over in the Steerage
of the mayFlower and other third class tug boats from Rotterr-
dam, Amsterdam, & plain Damn. Then wen they robbed a few
injuns and sold bad wiskey they owned the land.

Wen the 1st bunch of insects died they left their little wuns
and now they are the 1st choise at all the mess hauls on 5 ave
ware they have lots uv silver Ware & Henglish buttles but nuthing
2 eet eggcept sour-Kraut. Ennyhow its the swell thing to eet
sour-Kraut and such trifles. So at leest thinks sum peeple &
they break thare necks 2 get in 2 society. But they awl get it in
the neck.

"Tother day as i stude in frunt uv the demi virgin shoa on 42
street ware i had just sean a hosiury display of holeproof stock-
ings why aloung cums this tenderfoot i met down on the ranch
neer Dallas.

U reemember mee telling u about picking this tenderfoot up out
on the plains, bitten bi a rattler snake. Wel, i had mi squirrel
wisky then & gaiv him a shot and went & gaiv hym an other &
baught hym 2. It saved hiz life. So wee went 2 town & got
glorious drunk at the Adolphus hotel on the main stem of Dallas.
That wuz the last i saw uv that bimBo until now.

Wen i met this bimBo agen hee wuz tickled pink 2 sea mee
& say, wee did the town, wea had soop to nuts, and green-
wich williag 2 to the bronks.

Mi bimbo hoo iz a reel fish in society took me 2 this play called
Zero & a little later 2 a dance in the chief barn haul. I think
it wuz the astor. I had sum time putting on my dress soot but
at last i gaiv mi belt a half hitch & maid it OKay. Now the dance
wuz awl rite eggcept 4 one thing & that wuz the present bizness
dePression. It had hit the 400 in the back.

Yep. Bizness had been so rotten the wimmen didn’t ware
much at awl, speciully in the back. I knew that sum uv the yung
gurls had cut thare hare but the destitute circumstances haz
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maid it necessary 2 sum hoo hav long sintz passed the aige of
chicken to bobb thare hair. But a sad mis4chun kame at the
last. Just az i wuz leaving the scene uv poverty a keen looking
Jazzabelle dropped her Vanity. :

i meen her Vanity case & oute rolled a komplete buity shop
& suffering rattlesnakes, a flask of Black & White wiskey. i
wuzn’t interested till then but i helped the laidy pick up her buity
& i maid the grade & went home with her and hav been living
sintz on the avenoo. so i’ll'rite u wen they throws me oute,

ures, till Bryan drinks agen,
PAL.

Confessions of Jazza-Ka-Jazza Readers

Kalamazoo—I was a dumb bell until I started reading Jazza.
Now I can see a straight line on a curve.

Painted Post—You ask, “Have you a little jazza in your home?”
Every month my better half brings home a little jazza from the
newsdealer when she purchases her “Jazza-Ka-Jazza.”

Canarsie—I have learned an awful lot since reading Cap’n Joey’s
“Soldier Fortuning in the Tropics.” But the other day I tried
to pull his tropical rough stuff with my wench and she had me
pinched for assault and battery.

The Bronx—All the flappers around where I live keep your
Jazza-Ka-Jazza where the First National Bank used to be.

Chicago—Aound the Loop the cake-eaters and jazzabelles have
taken Jazza-Ka-Jazza to heart, and sleep with a silhouette figure
under their pillow.

Now carefully squint a wicked eye
All thru this Jazz Hound Kicker,
And if you find it’s very “dry,”
Just taste my next month’s liquor.

“A Trip to Paris”

Sometimes this summer Cap’n Joey will leave Erysipelas in
charge of Jazza-Ka-Jazza and tramp his way over the battle-torn
France, writing a doughboy’s observations of the looks of things
now. He will tarry in Paris a while, and perhaps he might write
some of his “gleamings of his midnight dreamings.” He will fight
the bloodless battle of la Paree over again, and recount it in this
publication, making one of the most distinctive features of the
year.
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Permanent exhibition of reproductions of pa\ﬁit.
ings, original wood-carving, thousands of color- -
prints, post-cards, unusual stationery and
hundreds of framed pictures.

There are a few April front cover and silhou-
ettes left at 50c each.

Visitors are cordially invited.

THE ARS MINIMA GALLERY
63 Washington Square
Greenwich Village
New York City

HAVE YOU A LITTLE JAZZA IN YOUR
HOME?

April issues of Jazza-Ka-Jazza just “ain’t,” and if you want
to be insured for six months of he-fun from a JAZZ HOUND
among JAZZ KICKERS try the following recipe:

1 PLAYED TAPS OVER THE ENCLOSED $150 IN
HARD EARNED AMERICAN “JACK.” SEND ME
“JAZZA-KA-JAZZA” FOR SIX MONTHS.

ALIBI

ADDRESS

DON'T DELAY: JAZZA -KA-JAZZA PUBLISHES
ONLY A MINIMUM NUMBER OF COPIES.

Agents wanted to represent us everywhere.

Send your “jack” in stamps or any convenient form except
United Cigar coupons to Cap'n Joey’s Den, 39 7th Avenue,
Greenwich Village, N. Y. C.







