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POOR "DADDY" 
Ghee 1 
SORRY FOR HIM=- 
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EE THE COURT SAYS MR. 
= AND MRS. 

= AND 1 
Tee 7 THEM TO-MORROW, 
= % AND LIVE WITH THEM 

# 

BLEEK ARE 
MY REAL PARENTS- 

MUST. SO. “TO   

FROM NOW ON- 

  

  

  
      

  

  

  
  

GRANT AN APP 
DAD'S” 

f dus 
SAY A WORD - 
HE'S 

I, FOR THAT        

Vo - ; 
rT pe AND THE COURT "REFUSED TO 

LOST ME=- 

SITS THERE AND DOESN'T { 

ALL BROKEN UP- 

WHICH MEANS 1 
GEE - HE I 

EAL", 

YOU CAN TELL 

SC AM 
MATTER ~--. 
  

      

  

  

    

BEG PARDON, 

  

  

    

   

  

    

  

WHAT DO THEY 

  

  

MISS ANNIE=- _ WANT, TODAY 2 DO, MRS. I KNOW IT ANNIE- AND 
HIT'S THOSE HM-M- WELL, BLEEKR MUST SEEM YOU SHOULD 

\ PEOPLE, THE DON'T BOTHER HOW DO YOu STRANGE, AFTER CALL ME 
BLEEKS- GHALL "DADDY" SEND CEE RA ALL THESE PAPA"- 
HI LET THEM TEM CAN BRL BLEEK ® YEARS, BUT 

; IN? SEE 'EM- CALL ME 
Ta “MUVVER = 

fo A) 
* eri £ 

SY RA % 
ANN 0 2 

AAS icy] — 
SH py 

= 

  

  
  

   

      

    

  

  
  

  

HOW DO yes, } 

  
  

   OH, ANNIE=- 

  

  

  

  

     
      

       

         

    
    

THAT'S RIGHT, | 

          

  

  

  

    

71 CLAIMS ANNIE 
| ADMIT 
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47 WHAT. DO YOU TWO WANT 
J| HERE? YOU WON=- THE COURT" 

I'M BEATEN- 
SHE'S MINE TILL TO-MORROW- 
WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE: 

TO-DAY PD 

YOUR CHILD=- 
BOT 
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FEEL, MR. WARBUCKS- 

OUR LOST CHILD, AFTER 
THESE YEARS~ 
US FOR BEING 

BE WITH HER- 
   

  

OH, WE KNOW HOW YOU MUST 
BUT THINK 

HOW WE FEEL- THINK OF FINDING 

YOU CAN'T BLAME 
IMPATIENT 

  

   

          

      
      

   HM-M-M==- 
THINK HOw IT 

ALL 
   YOU'VE CONSID 

THE SAME AS 
OWN = 

TO    

WELL , 

TO LOSE A CHILD, 

Te. 

FEELS 
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=~ BUT I'M SERVING NOTICE ON. === DID YOU HEAR YES- AND, AS SURE~ THIS IS WE'LL LIVE \| 
i7) YOO TWO RIGHT NOW=- PLL KEEP | HIM SAY," SHE'LL HER PARENTS, I] WORKING OUT JUST LIKE ROVALTY- 
! AN EYE ON ANNIE, AND ON BE PROVIDED FOR? WE'LL HAVE AS WE HOPED HA! HA! HA! 
| YOU= SHE'LL BE PROVIDED FOR, b{ THAT MEANS HE'LL THE SPENDING 1 IT woulb- WE'LL AND THE OLD 
/\ AND YOU'LL RAISE HER AS | Ie SPEND PLENTY, ON OF THE MONEY- H i BE SITTING FOOL WiLL 

|| WANT HER RAISED=- AND IF g\ TH" KID- / LF ETTY FROM PAY OUR BILLS- 
YOU ARE EVER UNKIND TO i 2 sl N me i 

THAT CHILD == ===-=--. t Y | I | 
{ Tr =v i I | | { 

a La 
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LOT O HOLIDAYS 
= THIS MONTH=- HM-M- 

125 YEARS AGO 

2 | TO-MORROW LINCOLN 
5 { WAS BORN- 

’ Bah 

    

       

  

  

        

      

    

THERE WAS ONE 
BIRD, WHO WASN'T 
DELIVERED WITH A 
SILVER SPOON DOWN === 

™ HIS THROAT - 

  

  

TALK ©’ OPPORTUNITY- 
HOH- THEY SAY A 
YOUNG FELLER 
TO-DAY HAS NO 
CHANCE ANY 

MORE = 
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I'LL BET PLENTY 
OF EM SAID TH’ 
SAME THING IN 
LINCOLN'S DAY=- 
BUT HE DIDN'T 

SAY IT- 
    

HE FIGGERED THERES 
ALWAYS ‘A CHANCE, 

IF YUH TRY- 
THAT'S WHY HE 

TURNED OUT TO BE 
THE LINCOLN ‘ 
OF ALL TIME- a 

| 
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| Al—“I am burning with love for 
i you.” 

ae / Grace—“Oh, don’t make a fuel 
tof yourself.” 
= $l 

~ Mrs. Higgins, out for her Sat- 
urday night’s shopping, got mix- 
ed up in a street row, and—as 

usually happens to the innocent— 

was knocked down and trampled 

    

  a on, 

“Stand back there!” shouted a 
benevolent passerby. “Give her 
air and fetch some brandy quick- 
ly i* 

“Never mind the air!” mur- 
mured the victim in a faint 
voice. 

§ § § 
They were discussing a man re- 

‘cently dead who had made a pot 
of money by shady methods. 

“He wasn’t exactly what you'd 
call dishonest,” ventured one. 

“True,” agreed the ather, “but 
he left much to be desired.” 

§ 8 
She—“Jack, I was wrong to 

treat you the way I did. You'll 
forgive me for being so angry 

  with you all last week, won't 
you?” 
He—“Sure! That's all right. 1   

saved $22 while we weren't on 
speaking terms.” 

§ § § 
The constable was giving evi- 

dence in a “drunk and disorderly” 
case. 

“The prisoner, sir,” he explain- 
ed to the magistrate, “was argu- 
ing at the top of his veice with 
a taxi driver.” \ 

“That is no evidence of disor- 

derly conduct, or even drunken- 
ness,” came the placid remark 
from the Bench. 

“No, your Warship,” agreed the 
officer, “but there was no taxi 
driver there, your Worship.” 

§ § 8 
“Father, how do they catch 

lunatics?" 
“With face powder, rouge and 

clothes, my boy.”   

      

    

   

      

           

     

     

  

   

    

     
    
          

          
                      


