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— | (dy, Frank ORR 
sum oon Lr Willad | (32m MOONSHINE , THIS Q SEVEN! = 
1S MAMIES “ ; 

BIRTHDAY AND I'V <\ 
SIMPLY GOT TO BUY 055 OH DICE ES OME BON-BONS on- ALL RIGHT! HELLO, HONEYBUNCH, OE ALL Er 

HING, BUT REMEMBER I AM OUT SHOPPING FOR 10 PAPA! 
Re UNCLE WILLIE, A BIRTHDAY PRESENT cobain : 

NOU GOTTA PAY ME FOR YOU — WHAT 
£4 

; Wg BACK WHEN SHE WOULD YoU LWKE &0 
~ a GETS HER WAGES. | FOR ABOUT 
Na TWO BUCKS® 

/ 

/; - 2 Bed, 
/ Fog EEE 

A £m Sk FF : 
= / 7 ! NES C 

A Se Fo oS 
| = " > = re 

SHOOT, FRIEND = 
NO! — OR-ALL RIGHT YOU'RE FADED! SS 

— x \GHT. : NO I WON'T =] ALL RIGH £2 

| |i = 2 ~ 

1 1Y = % 

5 Wi. > 0-. hs ob 

> j 7 

A] “ SHORES 

—f 5 Zvi Bs 
ocr » & Jt n /, — og 
pen et ie Ei i 

MOONSHINE, DO ME NO-I PHONED THE 
oe AND GIVE ol LITTLE WOMAN THAT YOURE 1) 
ME A 400D RAP WITH NUTS ? I'D GOT KNOCKED ON WELCOME. 

Tile CUE WILLYoU : THE KNOB — AND 
RV; = oa gnc 18 

7 
7 

Y » vd g 
Va P¥: °F 

y 
RY In) of >: 

Kr) v 

“I & 

ra mb 
FE nN L— <_ 

N oN] 

PEL GERRY WA MONE 2 THIS 15 MRS. ASHCAN JONES . 
WITH THAT #22° BILL FOR / ® as AND I JUST TOOK A¥222 BILL DID YOU LOTS OF 
You PET— WHEN- POW! J |, 0, 1s | AWAY FROM MR. JONES THAT HAVE A THEM, KAYO. 
AND WHEN I COME Poor Boy! : pS HE WON FROM MR. MULLINS ACCIDENT, JUST ONE RIGHT 
TO YOUR #222 TSK TSK TSK i MULLINS. | IN A CRAP GAME-— AND I WisH progr AFTER ANOTHER. 
WAS GONE. 1 WONDER WHO i ‘ NOU'D TELL MRAMULLINS HE LLIE 

THAT 1S ON THE WILL HAVE TO GIVE ME 
ANOTHER BECAUSE 

THIS ONE IS 
COUNTERFEIT. 

ZX XY 2 RON 
eg. CS. Pat. OR. ; Copyright, 1934, by The Chicago Tribuse. AA a * | 

W 

7 ? 
(WELL WHAT DO HOW DO I KNOW: <1 

KITTY, 1 WANT I'D BETTER SAY I WANT YOU WANT, KITTY? / MAMA SENT ME TO 
YOU TO GO TO THE 2 SOMEBODY GET SOME THINGS,BUT 
GROCERY AND ] HURRY. YO WAIT TI DIDNT WAIT TO 
GET SOME FIND OUT WHAT SHE 

d THINGS FOR WANTED SO How Do 
ME. fl I KNOW WHAT TO GET 2% 
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| ——— —— ree re meme |   

“One can say nothing but good 
of Mrs. Sniph.” 

“Yes, it is not worth speaking 
about her at all’ 

§ § § 
_Friend— Was your uncle’s mind 

vigorous and sane up to the very last?” 
Heir—“I don’t know. The will 

won’t be read until tomorrow.” 

Visitor—“And now, I suppose, 
you are out of danger?” 

Sick Man—“Well, not yet. The 
doctor says he’ll have to call three 
more times.” 

§ 8 8 
“Haven't I made you what you 

are?” asked the wife proudly. 

“Darling!” he answered, ‘have 
I ever reproached you for it?”     

  

Nurse—“Are you going to give 
my patient something to slow 
down his heart action?” 3 
Doctor— Yes, an elderly nurse.” 

§ § § 

“Well,” said the man who had 
stayed home. “I hope the preach- 

= 

“Oh, no,” replied the wife, “he 
merely said Simpson’s loss would 

be felt by everyone in the com- 
munity.” 

§ § § 
Everybody knows the final cou- 

plet of Joyce Kilmer’s beautiful 
er didn't say anything about poor poem ‘Trees’: 
Simpson’s debts when he preach- 
ed the funeral sermon.”   “Poems are made by fools like me; [excellent Constitution. 

But only God can make a tree.” 

Surely the prize for misquota~ 
tion should be awarded to the 

paper which, it is said, recently 

printed the lines as follows: 
“Poems are written by men like me 
But God can only make a tree.” 

§ § 3 : 

A writer says America has an 
But it 1s 

being ruined by the bootleggers. 
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